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  CHAPTER XLIII.

  CANNIBALISM.

  A short cut to secure 'survival of the fittest.' – A Lost Art. – Dead friends as an edible paste. – No animal food except Kai tangata (man's flesh). – Eat your Enemies First your Friends Last. – Maories, first-class Savages. – Stone Implements. – Darwin's instance contrary to fact. – Sir John Lubbock's Mistake. – Living Maories have used Stone Implements. – Maories as Captain Cook saw them. – Fern root as a food. – Work the Secret of the grand physique of Maories. – Cannibalism not justly a reproach to Maories. – The weakest to the Oven. – Nothing but Rats to eat. – The pig versus Cannibalism. – The pig wins. – If you wish to be Brave, eat a Valiant Man. – 'O that I could eat a Governor! – Title by Digestion Indisputable. – Scene in Land Court. 'Some of your ancestor Here! – The former Owner Eaten. – The Land to the Eater. –  Cannibalism not confined to savages: – A Chancery Lawyer. – The Factory system. – More ways of devouring men than Eating them. – A Back Seat in the Temple of Mammon. – The Century of Inventions. – Dives and Lazarus. – Purple Luxury. – Gone to the Dogs. – Cannibalism not 'a Lost Art.' – New way to Unmake a Nation. – Mad Race for Riches. – The Moloch of the Century. – The Maori on the Broken Arch. – He Moralises on the Deserted City. – English Cannibalism carried Too Far. – 'This is what Comes of it.'



  CANNIBALISM may seem a strange subject for a Chapter in 'Nation Making.' And yet, to write about the Making of this young New Zealand
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  Nation, and to say nothing about a custom which, in the old days, made New Zealand a name of terror to Englishmen, would be to make a grave omission in my story. For, of a truth, the custom of devouring one another played no little part, in the efforts these Maori children of nature – savages we called them – were making to struggle through the various phases of savagism into a national life, though of a low type.

  Let us mercifully judge these benighted cannibal Maories, who were unwittingly putting in practice the Darwinian theory of evolution. They may have made short cuts, for they effectively secured 'the survival of the fittest,' by devouring the helpless and the weak, by eating – after cooking – those who were unable to resist their cunning or their prowess.

  For many years, cannibalism amongst the Maories has ceased. Under various influences, it has become 'a lost art.' Kai tangata (human flesh) no longer forms a part of the food of a modern Maori, no longer appears on the 'bill of fare' at any of his great tribal feasts. He is ashamed of the practice, and in these days, never refers to it, except to prove his title to lands in the Native Land Courts.

 

  Though the Maories under the influence of Missionary teaching, aided by a plentiful supply of pigs, have abandoned cannibalism, Mr. H. H. Johnston, in the 'Fortnightly' for January 1889, tells us, that it is still in full vigour in Central Africa. The hideous forms cannibalism has taken there, call forth his strongest condemnation. Though for himself, he says
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  that when once dead, he 'would prefer to be eaten by a fellow human, or even by an enterprising hyaena, and so continue to assist in the developement of higher forms of life, than be doomed to absorption by a mixed myriad of lower organisms.' He tells us, that the Tibetans some six centuries ago, 'reverently reduced their dead friends to an edible paste, and then consumed them.'

  He goes on to describe, how the savages 'in Africa, Australia and Polynesia ate their old people as well as their weakly children,' adding grimly, that 'the community must have seemed always in a state of vigour, with a society for ever in the prime of life.'

 

  This is 'the survival of the fittest' with a vengeance, but however much it may be in accord with the Darwinian theory, it is not likely to be adopted in this exact form by civilized communities, for a while at least.

 

  Civilized communities are naturally shocked at such a practical mode of improving the physique of a nation. The aboriginal natives of New Zealand, as I have said, were once famous, or infamous, for their cannibal practices. For them however, there was some excuse, seeing that when the first Maories arrived in New Zealand, the only quadruped on the islands was a small rat. In the sunny lands they had left behind them a thousand miles or more, fruit and vegetables were abundant, and they were naturally vegetarians. But when they migrated to New Zealand,
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  they found that a colder climate needed something more than a vegetable diet.

  Being naturally fearless navigators, they quickly turned to the 'harvest of the sea.' Sharks they dragged from the deeps, and dried in the sun for future use. Fish, which swarm round the coasts, they caught in abundance.

  For centuries, this ready supply of food probably kept them close to the coast line, where they multiplied and grew. The Kumara and Taro they had brought with them from their original island homes. Both these roots grew fairly well in New Zealand, with careful cultivation on the sea coast, where there was not much frost. But they went a very little way in providing for an increasing population. Yet, with one exception, New Zealand was as destitute of fruits and roots as of animals. That one exception however – fern root – as will have been seen in preceding Chapters, was an important one.

  Not unnaturally, tribal quarrels occurred as their numbers increased. By accident or necessity, they fell to eating their enemies killed or taken in battle, and the taste for human flesh once acquired, soon became a general and fixed custom amongst them.

  At this point, it will be advantageous to make a short digression, the better to understand the reason of the practice of cannibalism by the Maories.

 

  Wherever the Maori came from, or whoever were his remote ancestors, he is without doubt, in many respects, the most remarkable savage the English
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  race has met with in its discoveries and conquests all over the world.

  When Captain Cook discovered New Zealand, the Maories were largely in a state of nature, without iron implements, ignorant of the art of pottery, but rude agriculturists, fierce warriors, and expert fishermen, going to sea in canoes burnt out of great trees, and fashioned by stone adzes or axes – the only tools with which they were acquainted.

 

  The use of these stone implements by the Maories offers a remarkable comment on Sir John Lubbock's assertion, in his 'Prehistoric Times,' second edition, 1869, and adopted by Darwin, in his 'Descent of Man,' seventh edition, 1871, Vol. I. Chap. V., as follows,

  'In all parts of Europe, as far east as Greece, in Palestine, India, Japan, New Zealand and Africa, including Egypt, flint tools have been discovered in abundance; and of their use the existing inhabitants retain no tradition.'



 

  Regarding flint or stone tools, this statement is contrary to fact, so far as New Zealand is concerned.

  Now, the extreme antiquity of Man is an adopted dogma by scientists, and may be a fact, but the New Zealand instance, as above cited by Darwin on the authority of Sir John Lubbock, is not entitled to any weight in determining the question; inasmuch, as there not only are 'traditions' of the use of stone tools, but there are now living hundreds of New Zealanders (Maories) many of whom are acquaintances of my
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  own, who assert, not only that their ancestors used stone tools, but who have assured me, that they have themselves used stone tools in fashioning and finishing their canoes, houses and storehouses.

  Thousands of stone implements have been dug or ploughed up by the New Zealand Colonists, and are still being unearthed in the neighbourhood of every Maori village, or field of battle.

 

  When Cook made the acquaintance of the Maories they were a grand race physically, holding their lands, their fishing grounds, their women and their lives by valour and force of arms. Exposed to attack from every neighbouring tribe, constantly surprised if they relaxed an ever watchful vigilance, they were naturally both warlike and suspicious.

  Largely ignorant of the textile arts, they were naked, except for the Kakahu (a rough covering for the shoulders), used occasionally, and a Maro (slight cincture round the loins), worn chiefly by the women. These, with feather cloaks and elaborately ornamented mats, made at a cost of infinite labour and time (and used chiefly on important occasions), were their only clothing. These garments were made from the Phormium tenax, scraped by shells, the natural flax of the country, which grows everywhere, and which is now becoming, under machine treatment, a large export from New Zealand.

 

  To estimate the number of the Maories in Cook's time – a hundred years ago – is difficult. Estimates
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  varying from 200,000 to 300,000 have been made. Though these are mere guesses, it is evident, from the number of earthwork fortresses, and abandoned cultivations – long since gone back into secondary forest – that their number must have been large. Before the time of Cook's visits, and for some time after, frequent tribal wars must have reduced their numbers.

  For, besides tribal quarrels on ordinary grounds, it must be remembered, that the last migration of the Maories had been from a tropical climate – where only a vegetable diet was necessary or possible – to a temperate climate, where animal food, in some form, was almost a necessity. But the Maori immigrants to New Zealand found – as I have remarked in another Chapter – no animal of any kind, save a small rat, nor indeed with the exception of a few berries any vegetable available for food, except fern root.

  The North Island of New Zealand – the chief home of the Maories – is remarkable for the extent, beauty, and variety of ferns it produces, having about one hundred and forty of the varieties of ferns known to science. From their earliest settlement in New Zealand, their chief article of diet must have been the root of the fern. This, as elsewhere stated, they dug, roasted and pounded into a grey meal, eating it in the form of porridge, with such Kinakis (relishes) as eels, fish or sharks afforded.

  There can be no doubt that the Maori race in Cook's time, and for long afterwards, owed its fine physique to the consumption of fern root as its chief
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  article of diet. To procure enough of this food, the Maori had to work hard and constantly. It is owing to this circumstance, together with the wonderful healthiness of the New Zealand climate, that the Maori has developed a physical and mental vigour, far superior to his fat and enervated kinsmen of the tropical islands from which he came. There, the luscious fruits and soft climate developed fat and soft tissues generally; in New Zealand, the stronger food, healthier climate, and harder toil produced more muscle and probably more brain.

 

  I may now return to the Cannibalism of the Maories. It has been regarded as a reproach to them, and I think not altogether justly, considering their wants and position.

  Living in a climate where animal food of some kind was more or less necessary, and yet where practically no animal was to be found, is it surprising, that the slain should become food for the conquerors; or that, to satisfy the craving for animal food, quarrels should have been provoked with neighbouring tribes, often for no other purpose, than to provide flesh to eat.

  Of course in these contests, the 'weakest went to the wall,' or rather to the oven and the stomach. In this way the Maories put practically in force, the doctrine of 'the survival of the fittest,' long before Mr. Darwin and his fellows made the dogma fashionable.

 

  Captain Cook's introduction of the pig did more to destroy cannibalism than any other measure. The
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  pig took well to the country. To grub for fern root was natural to him, to increase and multiply with such an abundance of food, was equally natural, and in a short time the pig overran a large portion of the North Island, thus providing an abundance of animal food, and striking an effective blow at cannibalism in New Zealand.

  For though tribal quarrels continued, they were no longer caused by the old craving for animal food, which the pig supplied with less danger than killing a man involved. It is true, that the Maori, like most other varieties of humanity, was a Conservative animal, and continued to follow the ways of his ancestors, when there was no particular reason for his doing so. From ancient custom therefore, he remained a cannibal to some extent, more especially, as he believed that to eat a renowned warrior, enabled those who ate him, not only to satisfy their hunger or vengeance, but to absorb the valour and Mana (influence) of the roasted Chief.

  'O that I could eat the Governor,' said a Chief in the Northern war, 'I should be the greatest Chief in the island.'

  Again, in tribal contests about land, he probably found the best mode of ending the dispute and establishing his right, lay in killing and eating the disputants or former owners, thus acquiring the most effective of all titles – a title by digestion.

  To this day, in the Native Land Courts established by Act of Parliament to ascertain the ownership of Maori lands, if a Native can prove that his ancestors killed and ate the former owners, his title to the land
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  is regarded as indisputable. Indeed, a case not long ago occurred in a Native Land Court, in which a Native claimant was being cross-examined, by a counter claimant to the land in dispute,

  'Where,' asked he, 'was my father after the battle fought between your tribe and mine?'

  'I don't know,' the other promptly replied, 'where the whole of him was, but a good part of him was here,' significantly tapping his stomach.

  The opposing claimant at once collapsed. His case was closed, his cause lost, and the land became vested in the man who had eaten the former proprietor.

 

  'This is very awful. What savages your Maories must have been,' exclaims a sleek Chancery lawyer. And yet, how many landed properties are swallowed by legal quibblers, by a mode not so simple perhaps, as the Maori method, but equally effective? What is this but Cannibalism in a fashionable – if more cowardly – form? It is quite as effective though.

  A very cursory survey of the condition of England, will show that Cannibalism is not confined to low-class limbs of the law.

  When Arkwright discovered the spinning jenny in 1776, followed by Cartwright's invention of the power loom, and by Watt's practical discovery of the steam engine – a new form of Nation Making became the fashion. These inventors were Englishmen, and for fifty years or more, England had the monopoly of
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  the new forces in Nation Making, they called into existence.

  Under their influence, Factories were built, and filled with the stalwart youths and rosy-faced lasses from peasant homes, scattered over England and Scotland. In this flocking from home to factory, from country to town, their old home life received its first and most fatal blow. Simple, plain country life gave place to the garish excitement of the town. Long hours of labour in the fresh open air, were replaced by long hours of toil in the unwholesome atmosphere of the factory. The merry whirr of the spinster's wheel died out, and was heard no more in the land; the hum, and clang, and clatter of machinery took its place. The Master of the Factory stepped into the shoes of the feudal lord; and the serfs of an older time, through various changes, had become 'factory hands.'

  Without denying that cloth and calico became cheaper – if not better – the change was in many ways for the worse, the service harder. The spinner and weaver – man, woman and child – became automatons, almost as much machines, as the spinning jennies and looms they worked, and were too often cared for as little, or less.

  Meanwhile the Lords of the Factories grew rich. Many of the 'new men' migrated into 'the stately homes of England.' Their modern serfs crowded the hovels of the towns.

  Then came the railways and Free trade. These two new forces further depopulated the country, made the towns bigger, the rich richer, the poor poorer.
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  The old aristocrats were in the main eclipsed and crowded out by the new plutocrats. Money, or its synonym, Capital became King. To be the owner of millions was a ruling passion, to control millions became the ruling power.

  Under the influence of this master passion, this money tyranny, ancient forms of virtue, self-denial, Christian duty, love of man, love of God lost their vital force; and if they were not altogether kicked out of the Temple of Mammon, they took a back seat in it.

 

  And this condition of affairs is regarded as PROGRESS.

  This is the Nation Making current in England during what may be termed 'the Century of Inventions.' That one century has just ended, by ranging the 'millionaires' on one side, the 'millions' on the other. Dives in his pride and purple, Lazarus in his discontent and bitterness. Dives, in his purple luxury, faring sumptuously every day, Lazarus, in his squalid hovel, starving on the crumbs and gone to the dogs generally.

  Let us hope, Dives will consider his ways and be wise, before it be too late. Otherwise, if he will not read the signs of the times, if he will not listen to the warning voices of law and gospel; then, in some coming time, like his purple prototype, he may lift up his eyes for help in vain.

  Verily, if Cannibalism be a lost art amongst the Maories, in the Sweating system, in the Company system, in the Trust system, and in many other forms, it still survives amongst more civilized people, and on 
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  this foundation much Nation Making is now proceeding.

 

  It is unnecessary to follow the practice of modern Cannibalism to the shambles, where, under various pretexts and disguises, its victims are offered.

  Suffice it to say, that the sordid hunger for wealth, the mad race for riches, are making great and degrading changes in individual and national character. The 'Almighty dollar,' as our American cousins term it, is the God, whose worship is extending in the modern world more than all other cults. It is the Moloch of our century, which under the sanction of English Law, and made fashionable by many of the maxims of a spurious Political Economy and by a cruel philosophy, demands and devours its victims as ruthlessly, as remorselessly as the Maori savage of a past generation.

  The Maori has almost forgotten his cannibalism. He is altogether ashamed of it, and – except to maintain his title to his paternal acres – cannot be induced to acknowledge, that he or his kinsmen ever devoured any of human kind.

  When one of his descendants, in some coming century visits England as Macaulay's New Zealander, and sits on a broken arch of London Bridge, he may be heard – by those then near him – saying,

  'Those English people who formerly dwelt in this
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  deserted city, were a very foolish people. They carried their cannibalism too far. My ancestors were wise, and ceased to devour one another. They loved pigs better. Their good example was unheeded by the White-faces with hearts of stone, for the English people would go on devouring one another – the big fish eating the little ones – and,' pointing to St. Paul's in ruins, he gravely adds,

  'This is what comes of it. Kati' (It is ended).

 



  THE END.
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  CHAPTER XII. 

  THE MAGISTRATE'S STORY.

  THE RUNANGA CLUB: – A hard day's ride. – The sleep of the Weary. – Rain without ceasing. – Light in, Smoke out. – The Whare Runanga (Council house'). – Carved Ancestors. – The members of the Club. – Yawns or Yarns. – We agree to tell Stories. – The Club called to order. – The MAGISTRATE'S STORY: – Thirty years ago. – Cheap Government and no Debt. – Plenty to eat. – Had Little Money and were Happy. – You have altered all that. – Progress and Debt. – Borrowing. – Taxes. – Yet not Happy. – A Primitive Prison. – Donald the jailer. – No cranks. – Only Kindness. – 'Punch' amongst the Prisoners – 'They wadna stay wi' us.' – Jack let out. – A Hornpipe and a Wedding. – 'Ye maun be hame by nine o' the clock.' – Peter Macsandy's house. – Castle or Prison – From one to the other.



  WITH three companions I had ridden from early morning over a long stretch of plain. Late in the evening we arrived at a Maori village, where some Native friends of mine lived. Comfortable quarters were provided for us, and having attended to our tired horses, we ate our simple fare, with appetites that needed no other sauce than the hunger, which our long ride had developed. Later in the evening, two more visitors arrived. Tired with our long ride, we
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  rolled our blankets round us, and fell asleep on the floor of the Runanga house, with no more wooing, than a sixty-mile ride afforded.

  During the night, the wind had changed, and before we had finished breakfast, the rain was falling steadily. For three days it rained heavily without ceasing, and we were kept close prisoners in our Maori house. Happily the house was large, being a Whare Runanga (council house). We kept a fire of Totara logs going, Maori fashion, in the centre of the hall. The usual porch at one end enabled us to keep the small door and the two small windows open, which served to let the light in, and the smoke out.

  After the first day, it became very tiresome. We piled logs on the fire, and kept our pipes going. Some of us tried a stroll, but the heavy downpour quickly drove us inside. We narrowly examined the huge carved figures of ancient Maories ranged at regular distances round the capacious hall. Every one of these curious figures varied in some particular, but all possessed the same grave, solemn far-off look in their Egyptian features.

  Next morning, it rained harder than before, and we had another miserable day before us, when somebody proposed that instead of yawning so much, we should tell stories, to while away the weary hours, which seemed to move with leaden feet in our gloomy chamber.

  The party consisted mostly of old Colonists – an Indian Magistrate, a Major, an Interpreter, a Surveyor, a Station manager and myself, with the old Maori Chief of the village.
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  The Magistrate was elected President of this 'Runanga Club,' as the Major named it. Taking his seat – on a log – with a gravity befitting his office, the President called the Club to order, and volunteered the first story.

 

  THE MAGISTRATE'S STORY.

  'In the early times, say thirty years ago, I spent two years in New Zealand. In those days you had no railways or telegraphs, only one Bank in each principal town, a simple and cheap system of government and no debt. The hardy Colonists of those times were simple in their way of living, moderate in their desires, worked hard on their own bits of freehold land, with plenty to eat, and little or no money, and were happy.

  'Whilst I have been away these thirty years or so in India, you have altered all that, and I find, that during my absence you have made, what it is the fashion to call, great progress. That is, you have built railways in and to all sorts of places, some alongside navigable rivers, others along the coast line, making harbours there, where Nature never intended harbours to be, and serving to deprive your railways of their legitimate traffic. In the matter of telegraph lines, dry docks and harbours you have gone ahead wonderfully. In education you have, as the Yankees say, "beat the record," in passing your boys and girls through all the "standards" but one, namely, the standard of "work." Of that, your costly system teaches nothing,
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  unless it be, how not to do it, or to be too proud to do it.

  'In the matter of Government, I fancy this little colony has a larger army of Civil Servants, does more talking, and borrows and wastes more money, than any other country of the same size in the world.

  'To do all this you have borrowed about thirty-seven millions sterling, and have the satisfaction – if it be a satisfaction – of being the heaviest taxed community to be found anywhere on the face of the earth.

  'With it all, you don't seem to be as happy as in the old days, when, if you had little, you owed nothing, and what you had was your own.

  'Sir George Grey had given you an excellent system of Government – Provincial and General. Your mad Borrowing Policy destroyed your Provincial Governments, and if you don't take care, it will destroy your General Government also, and bring you back to a Crown Colony once more.

  'I don't call your present condition worth having. I love the old style better, when I knew you in the long ago, and I shall tell you a story of those simple pleasant times.

  'In the little town – now a large city – where I resided occasionally, amongst the necessities of the primitive civilization, even of those times, a prison was provided. The jailer Donald Mac Donald had peculiar notions of prison government. His system may be described as one in which humanity, consideration and trust were the main features. The prison was a
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  slim, weather-board building, through the walls of which, a prisoner might have easily kicked his way out, whenever it pleased him.

  'Nevertheless, Donald never lost a prisoner. He had no silent system, no treadmill, no cranks, nothing but himself and his kind heart. He knew nothing of the various systems of prison administration which have been tried, each to be abandoned in its turn, until, after many systems and many years, Donald's system in its main features, is the one now most in favour.

 

  'Now for my story.

  'One day a visiting Justice seeing some Illustrated papers – "Punch" amongst the number – on a prison table, enquired of Donald, why they were there?

  '"Hech mon, dinna ye ken? for the prisoner laddies of coorse," replied the jailer.

  '"Nonsense," said the Justice, "whoever heard of prisoners reading 'Punch'?"

  '"Eh mon," replied honest Donald, "they wadna stay wi' us, if we were na kind to'em, puir bodies."

  'On one occasion, a sailor in a passenger ship had been committed for disorderly conduct. A few days after the sailor had been consigned to Donald's care, the Captain of the ship and the lawyer who had prosecuted, were having a friendly glass of toddy in the bar parlour of the "Bruce's Arms," when they were disturbed by uproarious singing and dancing in an adjoining room.

  '"Hallo," said the Captain, "surely that must be the voice of my sailor."
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  '"Nonsense," replied the lawyer, "why he's safe enough in prison."

  '"That's his voice and his song anyhow," said the Captain.

  'To settle the matter, they adjourned to the room where the revellers were making merry, and there, sure enough, was Jack doing a sailor's hornpipe. It appeared that two of the passengers had that day been married, and were rejoicing with their friends accordingly. To add to the fun, they had asked the jailer to let out Jack, who was a merry fellow enough when "off duty." The kind-hearted Donald had let him out, and when the wedding party separated, Jack retired to the prison, where he served out his time without any further trouble.

  'Not unfrequently, a prisoner would ask the good-natured Tonald to let him out for the evening.

  'Donald would say, "Weel mon, ye maun be hame by nine o' the clock, or I will lock ye oot,'deed I will."

  'And indeed occasionally he did, greatly to the discomfort of the truant prisoner. It rarely happened however, that he had to resort to this extreme measure, for his chickens usually came home to roost at the appointed hour.

 

  'After my departure for India I always longed for news from your beautiful country, where I had spent many happy days. Amongst other stray items, I remember a queer prison story of the young city with an ancient name. It had so happened, that His
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  Honor Peter Macsandy Esquire (that was the name I think) Superintendent of that part of New Zealand, a merchant, chief magistrate, and a sort of Deputy Governor of the district, had been unable, in those presteam postal times, to make some necessary remittances to his friends in Scotland at the appointed date. In due time, the creditors entrusted the case to a local lawyer, who took the necessary proceedings to recover the amount, and failing to secure payment, obtained judgment, execution, and a warrant for the committal of his Honor to the common jail of the City.

  'Not relishing the select society in charge of honest Donald, and not being destitute of some knowledge of the peculiar laws of those primitive times, and having a great store of the grim humour peculiar to his countrymen, his Honor was equal to the occasion, and straightway proclaimed, in a Government Gazette, "Splashbrook House" – his own home – to be the common jail of the City, following it up by issuing a mandate to the jailer, to "remove the body of one Peter Macsandy to the common jail," which was thereupon done. By this proceeding His Honor was enabled to transact his own business, and the public affairs of the district with the least possible inconvenience to himself, and to all Her Majesty's loyal subjects in that part of the Colony.

  'Strange as this story may appear, it is substantially true, as I myself subsequently saw the Government Gazettes of the day, in which both of these curious notices duly appeared. This extraordinary style of
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  administration was however, a little too much even for those free-and-easy times, for, shortly afterwards, another Government Gazette appeared, in which it was announced, that His Honor Peter Macsandy Esquire had been deprived of all his public offices.'

  'Well,' said the Major, 'that is a racy story, but it is in the main true, for I remember the whole affair myself.'

 

  After some hearty laughter at this specimen of Scotch humour, and some regrets for the good old times of the simple past, the President said,

  'Now Mr. Surveyor, suppose you give us a story.'

  'Well,' replied the man of the chain, 'after such a beginning, I fear my story will make a poor show. However, anything is better than the everlasting rain outside, so gentlemen, fill your pipes before I begin.'
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  CHAPTER IX.

  A NEW NATION ON MODERN LINES.

  Savage Argonauts. – Colonists found a Beautiful Climate and Fertile Soil. – Nothing from the Past. – Everything in the Future. – 'Where to choose.' – A Warrior Race. – Heathens. – Cannibals. – Patriots. – Waifs and Strays. – Missionaries. – British Sovereignty. – Treaty of Waitangi. – The Bad and the Good. – The Law considered as a Blanket. – The Maori laughs at the Law. – The Constables baton. – The Soldier's bayonet. – Rejects the Gospel and eats a Missionary. – A Bright Beginning. – A Gloomy Ending.



  WE in New Zealand are Making a New Nation on modern lines. We have had, of necessity, many natural difficulties to contend with. Primeval forests, trackless swamps, extensive plains, fern-clad hills and rugged mountains confronted us. We have inherited nothing from the savage Argonauts, who, ten centuries ago, landed on our island shores. Not one fruit; not an animal except the descendants of Captain Cook's pigs; not a yard of road; no ancient temples; not a house; nay, not one stone upon another came down to us. Save a beautiful climate, a fertile soil, resources – innumerable indeed – but hidden, we have inherited nothing from those who have gone before us. But if we fell heir to no ancient civilization with 
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  its splendour and its luxury, neither did we inherit its abuses and its decay.

  We came with all modern appliances – picks and shovels, ploughs and steam engines, horses and ships, guns and Bibles and rum.

  'All the Islands before us where to choose.'

  No, not exactly, for we met in every bay, on every river, in every glen, in every forest, on every plain, a hardy race of men, the strongest in body, the keenest in mind which Englishmen had hitherto encountered; a race of warriors with the knowledge of children and the passions of men, – in a word – we came into the midst of the noblest race of savages that civilization has confronted in modern times.

  The Maories were patriots. They loved their beautiful country. They were, it is true, a barbarian race of savage cannibals, fierce, warlike, and heathen. We found them, like all savage tribes, obeying no law but the law of force. Stubborn malcontents against all shams, yielding little or nothing to solicitation, they were ready to obey any man brave enough to take, and strong and wise enough to hold. Heroic, imitative and hospitable; they were also true hero-worshippers. Though democrats by nature, they cheerfully obeyed any chieftain with whom the Mana (influence) of courage and wisdom rested.

  Then came the white man. The whalers, and other waifs and strays, whom time and circumstances brought to these shores, were a hardy breed. Brave and well armed, they brought the prestige of their race with them. They were imbued with those old-
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  fashioned ideas of Nation Making that English pluck and English valour were a match against almost any odds. These lawless old rovers ruled the Maories as they have never been ruled since. They were heroes after a fashion, and in those days the Maories were hero-worshippers. They are still hero-worshippers. Unfortunately heroes are scarce in these money-grubbing times. Everybody says our fathers were heroes; but somehow we can't find the time, or the devotion – or the courage.

  So we began, in this haphazard fashion, Nation Making in New Zealand.

  After a time came the Missionaries. With their lives in their hands, these good men went amongst the Maories, preaching and teaching the Gospel to every creature. Curiosity, if nothing deeper, secured the new teachers a hearing. It was indeed a noble undertaking. For a while the new faith had many adherents, and some of the hardest Gospel precepts appeared for a time to be more closely obeyed than in older and more Christian lands. It is true, there were some amongst the Missionaries who had mistaken their vocation, and others who may have failed in their duty; but that ought not to prevent us from rendering homage to those faithful men who fearlessly toiled on in a good and noble cause. From present appearances the labours of these men have largely failed. The leopard has not changed his spots, nor has our modern Ethiopian changed his skin.

  In this manner, we continued our efforts to Make the Nation on the lines then in fashion.
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  Meanwhile England had found it necessary to acquire the sovereignty of New Zealand. She was anxious to keep out the French. She sincerely wished to christianize and civilize the natives. She had no objection to secure an outpost for the Empire. Last, and what she sought for least of all, she obtained a field for colonization.

  By the now memorable 'Treaty of Waitangi' her Majesty acquired the sovereignty of New Zealand, and in consideration thereof imparted to the natives 'all the rights and privileges of British subjects.' The new sovereignty did not make much show at first. The early Governors were told to govern New Zealand on Missionary principles. Economy and philanthropy, then as now, were the orders of the day. We taught the natives reading, writing, and arithmetic – and a good many things besides. We talked much to them about the law. We made them presents, and appointed philanthropic Pakehas (Englishmen) to be their protectors. They received our money and our protection with great good will, wondering much at our liberality. Up to this point they were disposed to be very amiable savages indeed, and Nation Making went on smoothly for a time.

  Unfortunately, the whalers, the Missionaries and the Government began to be jealous of each other. The Government dealt harshly with the early settlers. The Missionaries said the early settlers were bad men, and coveted the land. The whalers retaliated by saying that the Missionaries wanted the land, that the Government wanted the land, and that by-and-by
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  the Government would bring soldiers and take the land.

  When those reputed to be bad, said the same thing as those reckoned to be good, is it surprising that the Maories believed what was told them? From a very early period these three parties seem to have forgotten that they were dwelling in the presence of a warlike race, keenly alive to the smallest sign of weakness, and ready to rule us, if we failed to rule them.

  Then began to work those fatal agencies, misguided philanthropy and mistaken economy. Then, as we have seen, began those fatal dissensions, which together brought the Colony to the verge of ruin.

  Last of all came flour and sugar. The more we felt our weakness, the more we talked to them about the law, and the more flour and sugar we gave them.

  Unfortunately, with all our talking, with all our teaching, we never taught them to obey the law.

  Now, in the eyes of the Maori, a law is not a law if it can be either evaded, escaped, or despised. He tries the law as he tests the blanket he buys. He expects his blanket to cover him; he wants it for use at his Whare (house) and elsewhere. If he finds it a worthless poor affair, he will have none of it. So with the law; he wants it to cover him – he wants to take it home with him – he wants it to be everywhere. He very properly insists that the law he is called upon to obey shall be a power, like the law of the Medes and Persians which changeth not, irresistible, not to be trifled with. He expects to find it a terror 
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  to evil-doers, a praise to them that do well. If found guilty, he is prepared to go to prison if the law can put him there. If he has done anything worthy of death – though he has a strong objection to hanging – if the law is right and strong, he bows his neck to the inevitable. Let it only be the inevitable, and he submits without a murmur.

  For a quarter of a century he was invited and bribed to obey the law. Mr. Justice Beckham and his constables appealed to him in vain. As a rule he has laughed at the posse comitatus. He was of course warned that the constable's baton would be backed by the British army.

  In due time the British army came, and we made, on conquest lines, a further move in Nation Making. General Cameron overran Waikato with his 10,000 men, and then, at the command of 'philanthropy' and 'economy,' marched back again. Amidst endless dissensions between Governor, General, Ministers, and Representatives, we introduced Armstrong guns, steamers, rifles, and all the appliances of modern warfare; which though handled by the flower of the British army, they were brought against the Maories almost in vain. We have overpowered them – as Xerxes overpowered the Spartans at Thermopylae – by marching over their dead bodies; and yet, though the remnant is hungry, naked, destitute, an exile from the graves of his ancestors – the Maori is not subdued.

  This naked Savage from his wretched Whare (house) actually attempted to dictate terms of peace to his conquerors.
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  This then was one of the results of the mode of Nation Making fashionable in England twenty-five years ago, when Colonies were despised, and the parochial policy of the 'Manchester school' was in the ascendant.

  For twenty-five years the Maori tried the Law. He then told us he would not have the Law. He told us also, that he would not have the Gospel. He told us that he intended to turn back to his ancient ways. As though he were possessed, he went back to his old heathen worship, made more grotesque by bushmen's slang and snatches of Church songs and tunes. This strange medley, he called Pai marire (go gently) and Hau hau (the sighing of the wind). By way of showing his earnestness in his new fetish, he drove his Missionary teachers out of his borders, and finally ate one of them at Opotiki. Then he waited for the Law, and waited in vain, for a long time. At last, the laggard Law overtook the principal criminal and hanged him, when the crime had been well-nigh forgotten.

 

  The people we found in New Zealand then, were savages, heathens, cannibals, tribe fighting against tribe; yet with these bad qualities the Maori was not all bad. He was hospitable, generous, and brave. Notwithstanding all, he had that in him which made the old settlers his friends. The settlers have been sorely calumniated, but they are his good friends still.

  Half a century ago we made a bright beginning.
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  We were full of hope, the Maories full of promise. We made them subjects, but we did not subject them. And after expending some millions of money, sacrificing many valuable lives and fighting battles on philanthropic principles, we appeared to be coming to a gloomy end. The good qualities the Maories possessed have been almost obliterated, whilst their bad ones are intensified.

  Poor race of men,

 Dearly ye pay for your primal fall.

 Some flowrets of Eden ye still inherit,

 But the trail of the serpent is over them all.



  Who can look without pity upon a race once so full of promise, now so full of woe? And yet Christian teachers, the English nation, and the Colonists, have laboured hard to cast out the unclean spirit from this poor savage. But the truth must be told. We have not succeeded, for the last state of the Maori is worse than the first.
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 CHAPTER XXI. UTU (RANSOM).
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  CHAPTER XXI.

  UTU (RANSOM).

  Instance of Utu. – A Man Killed. – A Taua. – The Avengers. – A Challenge and a Reply. – Maori Oratory. – A Song for the Dead. – The Sons of the Sea. – A Demonstration. – A Demand for Utu. – The Ransom paid down. – A Dead Pot no Payment for a Living Man. – A Woman's Reply. – The Ransom Accepted. – A Canoe Song. – Stripped and Hungry. – The Hunchback's Story. – A Counter Claim. – The Demand paid. PAYMENT FOR THE DEAD: – Cattle and Graves. – A Chief's Sorrow. – Fences for a Pound. Io, the Supreme God. – Leaving the Old Faith for the New. – The Church in the Wilderness. – Conversion. – 'No Blanket no Hallelujah.' – Doctrine of the Atonement. – A Maori Chief's Idea of it.



  A CURIOUS instance of the ancient Maori custom of Utu (payment, ransom) occurred shortly after my arrival in New Zealand.

  A Maori tribe from a village on the coast, had been engaged digging Kauri gum on the north shore of the Waitemata (Sparkling water). By some misadventure, a Maori belonging to a Tamaki tribe, in digging a hole for the gum, had been killed, of which the gum-digging tribe, with true Maori courtesy, duly informed the Tamakis.

  In a few days, the gum-diggers learnt that on 
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  a certain day, a Taua (levying party) from the Tamakis intended to come and exact Utu (payment) for the offence.

  On the day appointed, the canoes of the Tamakis were seen coming up the Waitemata harbour. The gum-diggers assembled on a little flat outside their camp, their spears stuck upright before them, and silently awaited the approach of the Taua. Shortly afterwards the Tamakis landed on the shore, made fast their canoes, and danced a defiant war dance on the beach. When the last shouts had died away, the gum-diggers sprang to their feet, and dancing a war dance in reply to the challenge, invited the Taua to come on and state the reason of their coming. The two apparently hostile parties met, and after the usual salutations by rubbing noses and shaking hands, the strangers began their Korero or talk.

  A Tamaki chief, spear in hand, said,

  'Salutations to you, who dig holes in the ground. Where is my son? I look for his face amongst you, but I see only the Moko (tatoo or tribal brand) of the Ngatimatas. Purutino, where art thou? Come to me O son. The canoes wait for thee on the shore,' and leaning on his spear, he chanted in plaintive tones, a Lament,

  To the canoe, the canoe

 On its pillow, the canoe waits for thee,

 Return O son, the paddles are still,

 The canoe gently rocks on its pillow the wave, 

 Return to thy mother who waits on the shore.
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  'Chiefs of Ngatimata give me back my son, that I may return in peace to my village.'

  A Ngatimata Chief rose to answer,

  'Salutations to you, O sons of the sea. Hearken.

  The son of my father went forth at the rising of the sun, to dig for gum in a deep hole, his strong arms had made. Then the earth fell in, and thy son lay buried, and we knew it not. When the Wahines (women) had drawn the food from the Hangi (ground oven), and we were seated around the Kai (food), Purutino's place was empty. I sent a boy to call him, who found a hand sticking out of the earth. Then we rose in haste and ran to the hole, and dug away the fallen earth, but Purutino spoke not. His breath was gone. He lay like a stone. He was dead. Then we sought out his tribe, and sent a messenger to you. Enough. It is ended.'

 

  In a moment Taranui, a Chief of the Tamakis, rose, spear in hand, and leaping and slapping his thighs, rushed with great fury at the Ngatimatas, as though he would drive his spear through one of them, but stopping at the instant the point almost touched the Maori – who sat immovable, not flinching a hair's breadth – the excited Chief said,

  'Hearken. This is my word. You who dig gum from the earth have killed Purutino. He was alive. He is dead. You have killed him. Give him back to us, that he may return to his village. You say his spirit has departed to the caves of the dead. It is well. We have come for Utu (a ransom) for his life.'
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  Then Taranui, who was a great orator, rushed backwards and forwards, slapping his thighs, and making hideous grimaces, demanding Utu at frequent intervals.

  After the excitement caused by the furious oration of Taranui had subsided, a great silence followed, until Ruatiri, a Chief of the Ngatimatas, rose to his feet, and said,

  'Hearken. I have heard the word of Taranui. It is good. We will give Utu (payment) for the youth who is gone. Enough.'

  At these words the Ngatimatas went to their Whares (houses), and brought out all their possessions, placing them in a heap in front of the Tamakis – iron pots, spades, picks, blankets, mats, clothing, kits of potatoes, bags of flour and gum – everything they possessed.

  This done, they sat down as before.

  Both parties looked on the heap with silent gravity. After a while, Te Whetini, a Tamaki Chief, rose and slowly walked round the heap, and kicking it contemptuously, here and there as he slowly paced round it, said,

  'Is that dead pot Utu (payment) for a living man? Will these blankets bring the life again? What are kits of potatoes, will they paddle a canoe? Will a bag of flour plant Kumaras? Why do my friends put these dead things on one side, and Purutino on the other? Who can paddle or plant for the mother of the dead? It is nothing.'

  After hours of talking, slapping of thighs and 
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  other furious demonstrations, the matter was on the point of being settled, when one of the Tamakis, seeing a little cutter lying at anchor close in shore, suddenly started to his feet, and said,

  'What are these iron pots and blankets as Utu (payment) for a man? Purutino was a man, and could go about from place to place. These are dead things, and remain still as you put them down. Let my fathers give to us the cutter. That Kaipuke (vessel) can move from place to place. Let that be the Utu. That is my word. Enough. It is ended.'

 

  At this, Te Rawhiti, an old Chief and the owner of the cutter, sprang to his feet, spear in hand rushed at the last speaker, declaring he would not give up the cutter, and called upon his tribe to drive the Tamakis back to their canoes. The same instant, Rawhini his wife, an old woman, yet full of vigour and spirit, rushed up to Te Whetini, threw handsful of dust at him, and spitting in his face, declared he was a Tutua (mean person), and should have neither cutter nor iron pots.

 

  For a few moments, it looked as if the Korero (talk) would end in a general fight – when the principal Chief of the Tamakis told one of the young men to carry an iron pot to the canoes.

  The spell was broken. The storm subsided, and the heap of articles was quickly carried down to the canoes.

  When the canoes were loaded, a general rubbing 
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  of noses followed. The paddles were plied to a Maori boat song, the Ngatimatas chanting, as the shining sprays fell from the gracefully moving paddles,

  Go to your home, swiftly strike the paddles, 

 Carrying our Aroha (love) to the mother,

 To the mother, who watches and weeps 

 On the shore.'



  The swift canoes sped down the harbour, and the Ngatimatas returned to their houses – empty of everything – not even a potato remaining. The few White settlers who had witnessed the affair, kindly gave the plundered Ngatimatas, a few bags of potatoes to keep them from starving.

 

  A week after the departure of the Tamakis, a hunchback, who had been absent with another party of gum-diggers, returned to the camp. On learning what had been done, the hunchback (the depositary of the tribal traditions) at once told how, that long ago, a Ngatimata man and woman fishing, had been driven by a storm away from the coast, and had been made prisoners by a party of Tamakis fishing for sharks, and that no Utu (payment) had ever been made for them.

  After a long consultation and much Korero (talk) the gum-digging tribe determined to demand Utu (payment) for the captured man and woman; for amongst the Maories, no lapse of time destroyed the right to payment for a wrong. The Ngatimatas therefore went aboard Rawhiti's cutter, and made sail 
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  for the Tamakis' Kainga (village). They landed at a spot near where the bridge now crosses the river, just below the Pah (fortified village) of the Tamakis.

  In the usual formal manner, a young Chief was sent to announce the arrival of the Ngatimatas, and their demand for Utu.

  A vigorous war dance followed from both Tribes, and after two days' talk, much after the previous fashion, the Tamakis acknowledged the justice of the demand for Utu, and the Ngatimatas returned with much of their own property, and a good deal of their neighbours'.

 

  The demand for Utu is occasionally made on curious grounds. I remember a Chief who had leased some land to me, over which my cattle grazed, coming to me, and saying,

  'Some of my ancestors are buried on that land, and I am very Pouri (sad), because your cattle tread upon their graves.'

  'Why do you not put a fence round them?' I replied.

  'O,' said he, 'my village is far away, and I have no wood, no axe, and no money to do that work, and I mourn for my ancestors who sleep beneath the feet of the bullocks.'

  Sympathizing with the sorrow and the sentiment of the Chief, I said,

  'Well, I will fence round the graves, if you will point out to my stockman, the places where your ancestors are buried.'
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  'Kapai' (good), he replied, 'great is my Aroha (love) for you, but my village is far away, and my horse is old and his legs are stiff, and the trouble will be great. Now,' joyfully continued he, 'give me a pound for Utu (payment).'

  Looking in the face of the old Chief I said,

  'Is that the measure of your reverence for your ancient dead? I will not give you the money, but whenever you will point out the graves, I will fence them in.'

  He went away sorrowful, more for the money he failed to get, than for the silent dead. He troubled me no more, and the warriors of old sleep, without a ransom, in their unknown graves.

 

  Formerly, as I have elsewhere stated, the Maories were heathens, under a priesthood not very dissimilar to the Druids of our Celtic ancestors. Worshipping many inferior deities, they paid special devotion to the Atua or God. But amongst the sacred circles of the Tohungas or priests Io, the Supreme God, was alone worshipped.

 

  Then under the teaching and preaching of the Missionaries, with the exception of the Tohungas or priests, they almost universally embraced Christianity.

  There are many causes for this remarkable forsaking of the Old faith for the New. The instant relief Christianity brought from continual inter-tribal contests; the arts of civilization taught by the Missionaries; the strong imagination of the Maori; and 
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  without doubt, the temporal advantages it offered them, had not a little influence in securing, what in some instances, passed for conversion. A curious instance of this latter influence, occurred to a well-known and very worthy Missionary.

  This gentleman occasionally distributed blankets amongst the Maories who attended his little church in the wilderness, until, noticing in the case of one worshipper, that he came for a blanket rather too frequently, the Missionary told him that he could not give him any more blankets.

  'All right,' promptly replied the Maori, 'no more blankets, no more Hallelujah,' and departing, returned no more.

 

  Besides the causes, above given, for the adoption of Christianity, the universal custom of Utu (payment or ransom) for a wrong or crime, powerfully prepared the way for their acceptance of the great Christian doctrine of the Atonement. The practice of Utu or ransom as already stated, pervaded their social and tribal life. No wrong however trivial, no crime however great, but could be atoned for by a proportionate Utu or payment.

  A striking instance of their knowledge of and application of the doctrine of Christ's atonement occurred not very long ago, at a meeting of the tribes, at which Tawhiao, the Maori King was present. At this meeting, the desirability of returning to the Christian faith was discussed. The doctrines of the various Christian sects were passed under review. It
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  seemed however, as if little more than endless disputes would be the result, when a fine, thoughtful looking Chief rose, and addressing the assembly, said, with equal gravity and dignity,

  'There are a great many religions (sects) believing in Jesus Christ – the Church of England, the Roman Catholic, the Wesleyan and others. It is not necessary that we should trouble ourselves to find out which is best. Their words are many. Their ways are many. But their faith is one. All that is needed for us to do, is, to believe that Jesus Christ, the Son of God, became Man; that he gave himself, a living man for living men, as Utu (payment, ransom) for us, who have all sinned; that he was ready to make payment for all who desire it, and will live their lives rightly. Christ said "All ye that thirst, come and drink of the water of life."

  'When I am thirsty, if the water is pure, I don't refuse to drink, whether the water comes to me in a shell, a calabash, or a pannikin (tin pot). I am thirsty, and I drink.'

 

  Before closing this chapter, it is fitting that I should note the occurrence of the general departure from the Christian faith, which took place amongst the hostile Maories – during and after the last great war – which was as general as their former adoption of it. One strong reason was doubtless, the continual squabbling amongst the various Christian bodies. Another, and a more powerful one, was that the Maories soon found that the Europeans they met with, rarely or never
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  practised the Christian doctrines they professed. Another significant reason was, the Maories said,

  'The Missionaries taught us not to do any work on Sunday, but we see the English soldiers build redoubts, march and fight battles on Sundays, and that they generally win the victory. Now, what is the use of our worshipping the Christian God? we hardly ever win a battle. No matter how closely we obey, what we have been told were His commands, He never helps us. He is the God of the White men, and does not regard the Maories. Let us turn back to our old gods.'

  And, as I have said, they turned back, and fell into a curious medley of Christianity and Heathenism, from which they are now, however emerging, and are preparing I think, to become once more, Christians.



 

      
  