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  CHAPTER IV 

 COLONISATION IN THE 'SIXTIES

  SOME DIFFICULTIES OF PIONEERING



  TO the casual observer or colonist of more recent times, the appearance of the various homesteads, surrounded by sheep and cattle stations, or the magnificent farms smiling on the plains – the admiration of all – only conveys a superficial idea of the labour and peril, not considering the monetary losses, attendant at the outset upon the establishment of these splendid evidences of the thrift and perseverance of the now much-abused pioneer. Many an instance could be related of hairbreadth escapes by flood and field, and even occasional loss of life, which at the time I allude to were an inseparable condition of the lot of these isolated pastoral prospectors of a terribly rough and pathless country.

  New Zealand in '95 – with its numerous lines of railways intersecting nearly every county; its superb roads and substantial bridges in every direction; the Native difficulty a thing of the past; its good laws – should occupy a happy position in
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  regard to general progress. The work of colonisation under such auspices ought to be comparatively easy of accomplishment.

  How very different was the task of both Government and governed even as late as the 'sixties! Few roads there were then except those picked out by the enterprising and hardy toilers, the bullock teamsters. The large rivers were spanned by ferry punts, upon which the teams of from twenty to thirty bullocks, and the dray with its towering load of wool, would be wound across by rope and windlass, and the smaller tributaries, with their ever uncertain and shifting fords and crossings, were to the most cautious a constant source of anxiety, or the cause, occasionally, of the most voluble profanity on the part of the more recklessly inclined persuaders of the bovine team.

  This mode of conveyance, in many instances, was available only for a short distance in the interior, the gap being filled by packing. The horses or bullocks employed in this arduous occupation sometimes overbalanced with their top-heavy burthens and went down with a crash to the bottom of some ravine, resulting in broken legs or necks to the poor animals, and very considerable loss and vexation of spirit to the owners.

  All these slight defects were, however, of little moment in the daily routine of the times, when compared with the constant state of insecurity produced by the unsettled aspect of native affairs. While the valorous Maniopoto were maintaining that historic
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  struggle in the Waikato against their thousands of Imperial and Colonial adversaries, the tribes of Hawke's Bay, though nominally friendly, were for the most part thoroughly and openly in accord with their gallant compatriot of the north, Rewi, the hero of Orakau. At this critical period there was no certainty as to what the morrow might bring forth in the extension of a rebellion which had the full sanction of the newly created Maori king. Unhappy indeed must have been the lot then of these "pioneers," situated as they invariably were in isolated localities far removed from the centres of population, their wives and families totally dependent upon the strong arms of their nearest and dearest for protection, while all around surged the discontented tribes, in many cases only awaiting the word for a general outbreak. Thanks to the tact displayed in the administration of Native affairs under the wise and efficient control of Donald McLean, the faithful were encouraged, the wavering converted, and the rebelliously inclined checked, and, the Waikato war being brought to an end, a respite was now enjoyed.

  It was but temporary, for immediately ensued what in every country has proved to be one of the most terrible of all scourges – a religious war. Hau-Hauism, with all its revolting detail, became rampant. The plough and shears were discarded for the rifle and sword, and now the horrors of war were brought to our very doors.

  Oamarunui was the first place at which the raw
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  and undisciplined colonists of Hawke's Bay received their initiative lesson in active warfare. I said undisciplined, and to prove this assertion I shall relate an incident which occurred as illustrative of this fact. As stated in a previous chapter, these forces of volunteers and militia were simultaneously warned after nightfall to assemble at given points for the purpose of attacking the enemy. Our leaders, with few exceptions, were all that could be desired, many of them being ex-Imperial officers and gallant fellows; one such, so the story goes, had with his men taken up his position in the fern or scrub in the vicinity of the Hau Haus. As those were days when uniform was not considered a necessity, the captain of the squad had donned as headgear a rough bearskin cap. Shortly after the opening of the engagement all his men were, by general orders, keeping under cover, and the only head visible was the dark woolly-looking one of the leader. As the shots began to whistle freely through the field, the captain's quick ear caught the report of an occasional shot from his rear. Not knowing what to think of it, and being determined to ascertain if they were being outflanked, he hurried in the direction from whence the shots were coming, and caught one of his men just in the act of firing.

  "What the d – – - are you up to here?"

  "Oh, captain," answered the warrior, "I really thought you were a Hau Hau. I could a' swore it was a Maori head I saw."

  This volunteer had elected to take up the position
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  generally occupied by a reserve force, and it was said afterwards that the captain's escape from being shot on this occasion was wholly due to his being made a target of, as the shooter in question had never been known to hit any object he aimed at, either in private practice or, as this proves, in open warfare.

  Another incident, but this time one of a most deplorable termination, may tend to show the kind of men of which the settlers of those times were comprised. After Te Kooti's escape from his island prison, a general call to arms was followed by an expedition consisting of colonial troops, volunteers, and friendly natives, organised by Colonel Whitmore for the purpose of intercepting or destroying that wily savage. Amongst the first to offer their services, gratuitously, were two whose names should be immortalised for their unselfish heroism on that occasion. They were Canning and Carr, no feather-bed soldiers, but gentlemen in every sense, who laid down their lives for the country of their adoption.

  Up the Wairoa valley the trail of the enemy had been followed, until Ruaketuri was reached, when this scouting party reported having seen a fire in the distance. Some of the enemy, apparently unaware of being approached, were cooking their food. An attempt to take them in the flank and cut off their retreat was now decided upon. This party, with the brave Canning and Carr in the lead, quietly but expeditiously advanced in the direction of the
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  Hau Haus, gliding from rock to rock, or bush, in the endeavour to take them by surprise. They had not proceeded far beyond the point from which the enemy could be plainly seen, when they received a volley from out the dense bush above them, but not the slightest glimpse of the foe could be got. Several of ours fell, and amongst them were Canning and Carr, both mortally wounded, and New Zealand lost two most promising and noble-hearted colonists.

  This was an instance of that strategical cunning, so characteristic of the aboriginal, in the art of planning ambuscades. They had exposed themselves to the risk of being picked off from a distance by our men, for the purpose of decoying these into what unfortunately proved to be a veritable death-trap. Subsequently our half-famished troops returned ingloriously to Te Wairoa, and the seemingly ubiquitous Te Kooti still roamed the island, awaiting a favourable opportunity of making a raid upon some defenceless station or township.

  These slight sketches, imperfectly drawn though they are, may give to those readers not acquainted with the history of the times referred to, a faint idea of the pleasures attendant upon colonisation in the 'sixties.
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  CHAPTER VII 

 THE BIG EARTHQUAKES

  HOW WELLINGTON WAS SHAKEN



  I THINK it was in 'forty-eight – a month or two cannot make much difference – that about midnight a severe earthquake occurred in Wellington. Although it had generally been considered the "heaviest yet," the undulating movement merely had the same effect upon me as the rocking of the cradle from which I had not so very long since graduated. My brothers soon shook me into sensibility, and then their white and terrified faces immediately succeeded in impressing upon my youthful mind the alarming nature of the phenomenon. As far as my memory serves me, there were no more shakes of any consequence that night.

  The following day happened to be the one selected for the weekly performance of the band of the 65th on Thorndon Flat. The elite of town and suburb generally attended in force on these occasions. On the beautiful green sward were placed chairs and camp-stools for the convenience of visitors. The magnificent band occupied the central position.
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  their circular music-stand surrounded by the lithe forms of the musicians in their uniforms of snowy white picked out with red, and their glittering instruments looking as spotless as though just taken from glass cases. The officers, in undress uniform, added considerably to the brightness of the scene, and last, but by no means least, there were the ladies – the wives, daughters, sisters, cousins, and aunts of the military, commercial, and professional men of the settlement. "The Flat" afforded exceptional facilities for a promenade, and on this occasion was taken advantage of to the fullest extent.

  As the groups of fashionably attired women promenaded, the small fry, with whom I was associated, whiled away the happy summer hour in the engrossing game of marbles. As all were enjoying the harmonious strains of the band, or other recreations of the afternoon, a sound as of distant thunder was heard, but differing in this respect, that it seemed to occupy all space, above, below, and around – one could almost feel it, breathe it. For about twenty seconds this continued, followed by a sudden shaking, which had the socialistic effect of bringing all to the same level. The promenading couples, a moment before gliding around in all their beauty and stateliness, soon found themselves embracing Mother Earth, or prostrated in various and most undignified attitudes. Musicians, music-stands, brass instruments, and fluttering music-leaves were inextricably mixed up.
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  This tremolo movement, which was not upon the programme, brought the performance to a close.

  Although I was very young at the time, I retain a distinct recollection of the fact that everyone left the grounds in anything but a leisurely manner.

  My next experience was of a more serious description. Any of those now in Wellington who went through the ordeal must still have a lively remembrance of the scene on the 22nd January, 1855. It was on the night after the Burnham Water races. The town was merrily busy in consequence of the presence of numerous visitors from all parts of the province, who had witnessed the fifteenth anniversary sports and regatta. Shortly after nine o'clock I had retired to rest, and found my companions all in the land of dreams. When the sickening rumble commenced, and the creaking of timbers mingled with it, I called loudly, "An earthquake!" The occupants of the house were soon up and staggering about in the endeavour to don their apparel. There was one exception – he had been to the races and had slept soundly. We went to see why he was not on the move with the rest, and found him in the dark, kicking, and protesting in loud tones against the usurpation of his bunk which was taking place. Then we discovered that numerous packages – luckily soft ones – of various sizes had rolled off a stack right on top of him. We removed the cause of annoyance, when the festive one coolly said, "Lemmelone, 'ts on'y nuthquek." Our outside staircase had been de-
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  molished by a falling chimney, so that our retreat was cut off, and we were compelled to make our way as best we could out of the windows, along roof-ridge and outhouses, in order to reach the ground, which, during the whole time, was in a continual tremor.

  Lambton Quay then consisted of but one street, which ran along the foot of the plateau called the Terrace. Out we rushed to see what damage was being done, and to escape damage to ourselves, when, oh horror! the sea was slowly but surely bubbling over the breastwork and into some of the establishments. Women and children, half clothed, were rushing to and fro, wringing their hands, praying and crying, afraid to stay within their houses, and terrified at the sight of the encroaching tidal wave. Many immediately fled to the Terrace for fear of inundation, but soon returned upon finding that the sea had receded. The appearance the harbour presented next morning would lead the observer to imagine that it was being drained by some subterranean agency, so far had the tide ebbed. Boats, which had previously been anchored in comparatively deep water, were left high and dry.

  The interiors of the business places were in an awful plight, and the odour arising from the sudden mixture of chemicals in the drug stores could be easily detected. As for the hotels, the destruction and loss of fermented and spirituous liquors therein was enough to satisfy the desire of the most ardent
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  prohibitionist, if there had been any, or to bring tears of sorrow to the eyes of those who were less fond of Adam's ale. The various liquors of Hennessy, Kinahan, Bass, and Allsopp escaped from their crystal bondage, and, mingling, ran over floor and footpath. One could almost swim in them.

  With the insatiable curiosity of youth, in company with my companions, I visited nearly every part of the city. In the course of our tour of inspection we met with an adventure that would probably have resulted in broken limbs, or necks, to any but boys on the trot. As we turned up from the Quay, leaving what little light there was behind, we had put on a spurt in order to visit a distant part of Thorndon, and had just got abreast of the Government House, when we suddenly found ourselves sprawling in a crevice of about three feet wide and two deep, which had opened right across the roadway. However, as there were no bones broken, we continued our journey, rather elated than otherwise by the exciting incident. Fortunately brick buildings were scarce in the Empire city at the time. Brick chimneys were equally so on the morning following this event. Whole families might be seen camping on the green outside their houses with their blankets and wraps around them. This, however, was only in the case of those who were fortunate or unfortunate enough – I don't know which way to put it – to have their smoke stacks left standing, as such were in constant dread
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  of their chimneys tumbling about their ears at any moment.

  Numerous smal muddy excrescences could be seen at various places along the foreshore beyond low-water mark, which had been changed now to high-water mark.

  The only one of these springs, however, that caused anxiety or trouble, made its appearance near the corner of Boulcott and Willis Streets on the northern side. Of a pale bluish colour it oozed forth as though being forced by a pugmill, and slowly continued its course seaward. As repeated endeavours to gauge its depth had failed, it was at length stayed by placing a totara slab of very substantial dimensions over the outlet.

  However, for the remainder of the night the earth behaved in a more rational manner, and, with the exception of a few slight tremors, extending over the space of two or three days, no disturbances of a violent nature occurred for many years after. The earthquakes of more recent years have never equalled in violence those of the early days.



 

      
  
       

 CHAPTER XXX. THE PAKEHA, THE MAORI, AND THE KURI

 Page 216
  CHAPTER XXX 

 THE PAKEHA, THE MAORI, AND THE KURI

  SOME REMINISCENCES OF THE 'FORTIES



  ONE of the few recreations allowed the boy of the early days was that of fowling. Wellington in the 'forties being a city more celebrated for its bush than its buildings, it was an easy matter to take a gun, and, within a short distance of the present Houses of Parliament, get a good bag of tuis, kakas, or pigeons, all of which were very plentiful.

  The surrounding hills and gullies were covered by a dense growth of the ngaio, a beautiful shrub, now rarely seen, to all appearances gradually sharing the fate of its aboriginal owners, and succumbing to the effects of civilisation, its concomitants, and the superior race.

  Flitting through these trees, none of which reached an altitude above thirty feet, could be seen thousands of New Zealand's most beautiful songsters, the parson birds or tuis. Their glossy black plumage, with snow-white neck tufts, glistened
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  in the morning sun, delighting the eye, while the ravishing bell-like notes poured forth filled the air with harmony.

  The aesthetic notions of young New Zealand colonists in those days could not have been of a very high order, for, there being no legislative restraint, wholesale slaughter was the order of the day.

  Pity 'tis that Providence had not decreed that the tui, as an edible commodity, should be placed on a par with that of the cockatoos or other of the singing species; then, indeed, there would have been a possibility of our lovely and fearless warbler being spared for the enchantment of the "unborn millions" in our Britain of the South.

  Relations, then, with our aboriginal brethren were often attended by somewhat ludicrous, or at times tragic, incidents. As an instance, upon one occasion, a youth with gun and bag proceeded to a locality known as Kelham's Gully (now one of the most beautiful parts of Wellington), in order to replenish his parents' larder, for very acceptable the tuis were, with mutton at one shilling per pound and beef still dearer.

  The boy had been, after a few hours' engagement, very successful, for the birds at that time betrayed little fear. Thinking of returning home, he saw a Maori lad, rather bigger than himself, slowly coming towards him. A friendly greeting followed. Another tui had fallen to his piece, but the report of the shot was accompanied by something quite
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  unlooked for and not on the programme. The native, taking advantage of the situation, struck the youthful sportsman a terrible blow on the head with some weapon he had concealed about his person, and the boy knew no more for probably half an hour.

  When consciousness returned, he found that his face was covered with blood coming from a deep scalp wound. The perpetrator of the outrage was nowhere to be seen, but his gun and game were as he had left them. With some difficulty the boy reached home, but in a dazed condition.

  Many years had elapsed, during which time all sorts of action had been taken to secure the assailant, or unravel the mystery, or cause of the atrocity, without avail; and it was not till both parties had grown to manhood, and had placed hundreds of miles between them and the scene of the fracas, that they met once more.

  The native, with that quickness of perception so peculiar to his race, at once recognised his former enemy, and, frankly stepping forward, introduced himself. With many apologies, he explained that he had only acted according to the dictates of his tribesmen, who could not see why the pakeha should come to their country, shoot their birds, take their lands, and eventually make slaves of their people; adding, in broken English, "I me tink me kirra you, and I crea right away prom te pakeha." Ever after, no closer friends existed than this Maori and pakeha.
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  One of the many mountains surrounding Wellington's land-locked harbour was known as "E Huka's Hill." This locality was a base of supplies for firewood, whither the youths of Thorndon Flat generally resorted for the purpose of increasing the stock of this valuable commodity in their parents' yards.

  On several occasions a Maori had warned and threatened dire vengeance if the aukati, or line of demarkation, were crossed; but, when this did occur, the native did not appear to relish the actual chastisement of about a dozen youths, some of them sturdy, fearless, and all armed with axe or bill-hook.

  One of these boys, an elder brother of the writer, on another occasion, failing to get companions, made up his mind to accept the risk and go alone, but not quite alone, as he had with him his dog, a bull mastiff of substantial size.

  Proceeding very cautiously to the spot where the best manuka was procurable, and this was on supposed Maori territory, he set to work felling and splitting.

  He had carried the most of his logs to the brow of the hill, whence they would roll or slide nearly to the bottom. Returning again, he was just taking a spell of rest, and congratulating himself upon having evaded the ferocious E Huka, or one of his tribe, when a growl from the dog put him on the alert.

  Taking cover behind a tree from the direction in which the dog had located danger, and fearing the
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  dart of a spear or other missile, he watched, for a time, the dog, with bristles erect and determined muzzle, keeping his eyes on the one place.

  At last the youth detected just the slightest move of a woolly head above the dense scrub not far away. He was certain now that he was in for it; a Maori was there without doubt, and trying to take him off his guard.

  Previously he had never experimented with the dog on the aboriginal – there had been no need. But of one thing he was sure, and that was, the dog would tackle anything when ordered to do so. Consequently, pointing in the direction in which he had had a glimpse of the woolly head, he called loudly, "Put him off, boy."

  Straight as an arrow darted the dog away; then nothing was seen or heard but the determined rush of the faithful animal through the almost impenetrable fern. Then, suddenly, a dark figure sprang from cover, high above the fern, accompanying the action with a fearful yell, "Katai ano te kuri!" (Oh! the dog). For some distance that Maori made rapid progress up the side of the mountain, all the time giving vent to his lung powers, with the dog hanging on behind.

  The dog, well trained, seldom let go a hold once obtained, unless by positive orders. The boy called orders, whistled, shouted at top of his voice, all to no purpose; his commands had been all lost in the louder yells of the terrified Maori to be released from the kuri that was going to eat him.
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  After a short interval the dog returned, apparently pleased at having performed a meritorious act. The native was not recognised by the lad at the time or afterwards, but the amount of respect subsequently shown this dog by the natives of Wellington while carrying round their potatoes, pumpkins, fish, etc., for sale to the pakeha, was very noticeable.
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  CHAPTER XII 

 THE TRAGEDY AT "THE STAR"

  A BLOODY DEED BY NIGHT



  A VERY noticeable feature in the early settlers of New Zealand, or at least of a great many of them, was their utter want of appreciation of the value of money. It was the recognised custom amongst the hardy bushmen, shearers, sawyers, and such-like, to slave at their various callings until a "decent cheque" had been earned. Then they were off to the nearest place of amusement, apparently in a most anxious state of mind until the "pay bearer" was safely deposited in the hands of their banker, the publican. He, in return, would most obligingly supply all requirements until such time as it was deemed advisable to give notice that the reciprocal term was drawing to a close, a term which generally lasted fewer weeks, or at times days, than it had taken months to acquire the necessary funds.

  Society was at that time in a very primitive condition. Aristocracy and democracy were delightfully blended, younger sons of noble families occasionally
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  figuring as sawyers, cooks on stations, or even bullock drivers. These were "remittance men," who, being shunted from the old country, would have been in an infinitely better position, morally and socially, if the periodical draft had never had an existence, for the fact was that, while busily engaged in menial occupations, they were gentlemen, but, with rare exceptions, upon funds becoming plentiful, they were the reverse.

  The Gambling and Lotteries Act had not then found a place on our Statute Book. Consequently many a boisterous night was the result of indulgence in dicing. Oftentimes dire forebodings were expressed of some calamity being the outcome of this, and the "Tragedy at the Star" apparently fulfilled these predictions.

  It was after a race-meeting, at which everyone was allowed to wager with fullest liberty, the restraining influence of the totalisator not being in existence to curb this evil.

  To give or take the odds was – to use a colonialism – "quite up to Dick." The hotel that night was more than filled with visitors. After closing time, which was not so early as in the rigorous days we live in, but rather an indefinite hour, some of the reckless spirits, as usual, adjourned to the privacy of a back room for a quiet game. As the night wore on, mine host, seeing the stakes and excitement rapidly increasing, occasionally hinted at the advisability of, as he put it, knocking off. But the appeal was merely responded to by sinister looks,
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  coupled with the request that he would go to bed, or to a warmer locality, but leave some refreshments, or they would just take French leave and help themselves. The proprietor was in a dilemma. For various reasons he dare not call in the assistance of the police to clear the house. Many of his guests were good customers whom he could not afford to offend. He was well aware that, even if he left the keys in their charge, many of them were too honourable not to see him fully remunerated for anything they might require, but they were, he thought, "fou enough" already. Now, what was he to do? Almost dropping to sleep from weariness, and being of a nervous temperament, he decided to leave out some Guinness, Hennessy, etc., and to retire. He entertained some misgivings, which had the effect of banishing sleep for a while, although he knew that most of these gentlemen were worthy of that designation; yet amongst the number were some individuals unknown to him, and whose appearance caused him a certain amount of anxiety.

  Exhausted nature at last prevailing, he fell asleep, but for how long he could not imagine. He was aroused by a frightful yell, accompanied by the noise as of a heavy body falling upon the floor beneath. Not being over-endowed with courage, he contented himself by quietly listening. No further disturbance occurring, he felt assured of its being nothing that ought to cause uneasiness, and decided to ascertain the reason at daylight.

  Soon after morning's light, however, he was again
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  startled from his repose by a cry, which this time froze the very blood in his veins. "Oh, sir!" came the voice of one of the servant-girls from the foot of the staircase, "quick, there's something dead on the sofa in the back parlour." Trembling in every limb, the landlord hurried down to the scene of the tragedy. There, sure enough, lay a body, completely covered, the boots only being visible, by a large white tablecloth, which was stained with blood in many places. Ghastly faces thronged around the door, but no one ventured inside. Was it murder or suicide? The landlord, filled with visions of a coroner's inquest, and probable loss of licence, or good name, excitedly forbade any attempt to see who was the victim until the arrival of the police, who had been sent for directly. The employees, with awe-stricken countenances, freely discussed who the probable perpetrator of the foul deed could be. A very short time elapsed before the law officer made his appearance. Followed by the morbidly curious crowd, he made his way into the room where the melancholy evidences of the previous night's carouse remained undisturbed. Going direct to the sofa, he turned down the gory covering and exposed to the view of the horrified spectators the headless carcase of a prime Lincoln sheep, which had been surreptitiously procured from one of the local butchers' verandahs and fitted with a pair of the lodger's boots, which protruded from underneath the end of the sheet, for the purpose of concocting a tragedy at the "Star."
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  The revised prayers of that much-injured publican upon this discovery were both loud and deep, and if heard and granted, certainly his late guests would have had uncomfortably warm quarters ever after.
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  CHAPTER VI MAORI PECULIARITIES

  CHIEFS OF THE EARLY DAYS



  IN 1859 I had the honour of making the acquaintance of two native chiefs of Heretaunga, on the east coast of the North Island – Te Moana Nui (Big Sea), and Te Hapuku (Big fish, or Groper). The former belonged to the Ngatikahungunu, and the latter to the Ngatiwhatiapiti tribe. Both of them had been celebrated warriors in their time. Te Moana Nui was a man of splendid physique, a modern Hercules, with a naturally graceful and dignified comportment; Te Hapuku was more of the savage, alike in disposition and appearance. He was thick set, of medium height, and had a face on which was stamped determination and dogged bravery, attributes that were considerably enhanced by the elaborate tattooing with which, with the exception of the eyelids, it was completely covered.

  Civilisation with its concomitants, rum, etc., was gradually making itself felt amongst the people. At a race meeting which was held in 1860, Te Hapuku attended with a numerous following, nearly all
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  mounted, to enjoy the sport. As the fun proceeded one of his men happened to appropriate an apple from one of the stalls; the owner of the stall being a rather hot-headed Irishman, and not getting a satisfactory settlement – sixpence for each apple in those days – struck the Maori, which had the double effect of "drawing his claret" and the apple at one and the same time.

  In an instant went up the cry: "Ka mate! Tea mate! ia taua hoa! " (Killed, killed, is our friend), which must be taken in the Hibernian sense – killed, but not dead.

  Then and there a terrible commotion arose, and the dark tattooed faces assumed the most ferocious expressions as they crowded round the bleeding Maori. Shouts of ominous import were heard on all sides. . . . Another moment, and the yell of the war cry would have resounded, and, following that, an almost certain onslaught, "for a Maori never forgives a blow." But just then the burly form of the chief came in sight, towering above all on his immense charger. His men parted right and left upon his appearing on the scene.

  "What's this?" he asked.

  All eyes are now turned upon their chief. One word from his lips, or merely a nod of encouragement, would have been sufficient, and there would have been more serious bloodshed. But the old warrior sprang from his horse, and, in a voice of thunder, asked the cause of the disturbance. The stall-keeper, being a capital Maori linguist, and
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  well known to Hapuku, soon satisfied him of the theft. The chief then strode up to the culprit, shook him by the neck, made him pay a half-crown – utu ma to tahae (satisfaction for the theft), and administered to him the kick of contempt.

  All was peace once more; there was no appeal from that tribunal.

  Towards the close of the second day's racing, yet another change came o'er the scene. The sports were nearly finished, but so also was Te Hapuku's money. Requiring more refreshments of a liquid nature, he demanded some from the publican, who refused, when the chief coolly walked into the booth and handed out case after case of brandy, rum, gin, etc. Remonstration on the part of the publican was useless. "Turi turi " (shut up) was the only reply vouchsafed, as his men filed off with the plunder. This was an act worthy of the great chief; the earlier incident was of a contemptible character.

  Upon Te Hapuku's receiving his next quarter's rent, he came to town for supplies, and, before purchasing one single article for himself, handed over thirty pounds, "he utu ma taku waipiro" (payment for my grog). You can guess the publican's astonishment at receiving fully five pounds more than his loss had been estimated at. However, he made no objection. People were too enlightened in those days to take notice of such trifles.

  Hapuku, with his twenty or thirty followers, "liquored up" and adjourned, and thus ended.
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  happily, what might have been a serious occurrence.

  Shortly after the foregoing incident, poor Moana Nui succumbed to that dread disease to which the Maoris seemed so susceptible, and which carried off so many of them – a sort of bronchial affection. He was laid in his grave with greenstone tiki (a greenstone ornament worn round the neck), spears, mats, etc. Invitations were sent all over New Zealand to hold a tangi (mourning), which took place three moons or so after his demise. The old custom on such occasions had been to hold a little cannibalistic feast in memory of the great departed; but Maori manners were improving somewhat in that respect at the time to which I refer. The natives of Te Mata Iwi, Moana Nui's pah, had laid in a store of all sorts of eatables to entertain their visitors with. As each tribe or hapu arrived a mimic war dance was performed by the visitors, a description of which I will not attempt, as pen must fail to portray anything like the reality. Anyone with a reasonable amount of nerve cannot but admire the precision and vigour, if not the modesty, for which their national dance is famous. A friend of mine took his newly arrived wife to witness the performance on this occasion, but before many minutes had elapsed, clinging tightly to his arm in a paroxysm of terror, she cried, "Oh! take me home, this is Pandemonium." And he did.

  There is a certain etiquette observed by the natives in such cases, the following out of which.
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  in this instance, led to a peculiar incident. The leading chief of the Uriweras maintained that theirs was the right to first partake of the first course. All others had given way, but Te Hapuku, with that stubbornness for which he was so noted, would not relinquish the post of honour. The bone of contention was a canoe filled with "stirabout," or "riripi flour and water, boiled and sweetened with dark brown sugar, which gave both flavour and colour. While the argument as to what tribe should take precedence was at its height, a younger chief of Te Uriwera's put the finishing stroke to it, by slipping off his blanket and jumping right into the canoe. He pranced about a bit, exclaiming, "Ki iau kimua, ki ia koe kimuri" (To me the first, to you the last); then, picking up his blanket, he walked away to the river bank, took a header, swam across, and came back as coolly as possible, but nearly too late for his share of the delicacy, which, by this time, had nearly disappeared.

  There were about three thousand natives at that tangi, and the noise made and the food put out of sight by them was quite a treat to witness; but alas, those good old days have passed never to return.
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  CHAPTER XIV 

 EARLY RECOLLECTIONS OF NEW ZEALAND

  BROWN BESS AND A "NGARARA"



  ONE of my earliest impressions was the importance of the structure of earthworks known as "Clifford's Redoubt," situated on Thorndon Flat, and called after Mr. Clifford, afterwards Sir Charles Clifford. Its armament consisted of one cannon, intended, as I imagined, to have the effect of awing the natives. Probably it was the knowledge of the presence of this formidable weapon that deterred Te Rangihaeata or Te Rauparaha from attacking the town of Wellington.

  The piece of ordnance was primarily intended for defence purposes, but the disaffected never ventured within its deadly range. It was, however, of use as a medium of alarm in case of a surprise, the sound of its brazen throat being intended to send forth the order for all to assemble at the redoubt, the women and children for refuge, the men to prepare for immediate action. So far there had been no necessity
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  for its services being put into requisition, as all the fighting was being done at Pahwhatanui, Tai Tai, Wanganui, or elsewhere outside Wellington proper, to which fact I am probably indebted for being able to pen these few lines.

  The Maoris never were, and it is positively certain never will be, advocates for open fighting. Even when they might have sacked and burnt the principal part of the town, without incurring extreme risk, they never attempted to do so, but preferred to act on the defensive while being pursued through the wilds of their mountain forests. Then, indeed, it was a very hazardous undertaking to bring them to book.

  The townspeople were all either militiamen or volunteers. The saying that one volunteer is worth two pressed men was rather pointless in those times; for, if the spirit of patriotism was not sufficiently ardent to cause them to volunteer, it was a matter of "Hobson's choice," and they were compelled to serve under the less meritoriously sounding title of militiamen.

  I use the third person in mentioning these facts, as my turn had not yet come, but "everything comes to those who wait." All turned out, our fathers, brothers, cousins, "and aunts," I was nearly adding, only women's franchise was not un fait accompli till forty-seven years later. Each man had a Brown Bess, and all were being drilled and marched and practised, so that in the event of the notorious Te Rangihaeata or any of his colleagues putting in
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  an appearance, our defenders would be less likely to harm themselves than the enemy.

  Fearing my readers may not be conversant with the "Brown Bess" alluded to, and to prevent a misunderstanding that might result in this statement's being handed down to posterity as something aspersing the morality of New Zealanders, aboriginal and otherwise, I may, by way of explanation, say that she was not of colonial origin, but pure Brummagem, intended for use rather than ornament. Her locks were not of what the poet would call the glossy raven order, but were known by the name of old flints. The natives were greatly enamoured of her appearance, and, without insinuating anything against their conjugal fidelity, they would make almost any sacrifice to become possessed of her. Brown Bess was of cumbrous proportions, and, fortunately, was soon expelled from our colonial armament.

  The settlers were cautioned not to discharge firearms of any description after a certain hour in the evening. The transgression of this order upon one occasion caused a serious panic. The report of a gun was heard during the night in the vicinity of the redoubt. Very soon all was confusion, everyone rushing about to ascertain the cause, and all hands to the rendezvous. However, the father of the lad who had made use of his Brown Bess, charged with slugs for the purpose of peppering a hungry Maori pig that was occasionally in the habit of making too free with his potato plot, hastened to head-quarters,
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  and allayed the excitement by making an explanation. The boys of the early days and the one of the present time in many respects are not dissimilar; the one in question, making up his mind to put a stop to these frequent and exasperating incursions, had taken his pater's rifle, and, to make quite a certainty of the job, had half filled it with powder and small pieces of lead (slugs). Taking cover, he patiently waited until the robber came in view and had commenced business, when the loud bang from the rifle, and the squeal of the unfortunate porker, aroused the parents, and subsequently nearly the whole of Wellington. The father, rushing to the scene of action, arrived in time to hear the retreating squeal and pick up his precocious son, who, in a semiconscious state, lay some distance from the gun. The youth never again adopted this method to punish midnight marauders, and for years afterwards he would always give an evasive, or positively uncivil, answer when requested to give an opinion as to which end of "Brown Bess" was the most effective.

  A little later on, after the arrival of Kawana Kare (Governor Grey), civilisation began to make rapid strides amongst the aboriginals. The Governor's first lesson was a good drubbing, ending in the capture of the bellicose chieftains of Heretaunga. Then followed kind and thoughtful consideration for them, a line of action which has always characterised the conduct of the great Pro-Consul, and is the history of Sir George Grey's native policy in a nutshell.

  To show the rapidity with which the sun of en-
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  lightenment had dispersed the clouds of barbarism, we had natives appointed as guardians of the peace. Their generally fine physique was set off by the blue jacket with red facings, and the figure topped by a cheesecutter cap that had a look of being constantly forced upwards by the rebelliously inclined crop of luxuriant and abundantly oiled hair. They were very proud of all their uniform, with one exception – the regulation "Blucher." Those feet that, shortly before, had defied the roughest gravel road or shelly beach, now pined for release from their not too comfortable leather home. Hohepa, one of these men – very slightly embellished with tattoo – was a splendid-looking fellow, in facial expression more resembling a Spaniard than a Maori. Besides possessing many other good qualities, he was considered very amiable, until one day I made a discovery which slightly altered my opinion on that point. In Maori mythology there are many things – plants, birds, beasts, and fishes – to which the natives attach feelings of reverence, awe, or downright horror. The lizard Ngarara – although the most harmless and beautiful of the reptile tribe in a colony possessing complete immunity from anything of a seriously venomous character – is one which the aboriginal vocabulary, until the arrival of European tutors, did not contain adjectives sufficiently strong for them to express their abhorrence of. A legend there is to the effect that a monstrous lizard at one time had destroyed a whole pah of their ancestors. Whether there could have
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  been alligators disporting themselves in New Zealand waters about the time that the moa was in the habit of stalking through the land, and one of these alligators was mistaken by them for a Ngarara, I will leave to the erpetologist to determine.

  Knowing the native antipathy to the reptile in question, but being undecided whether the full-fledged policeman would be above the superstition common to his race or not, by way of experiment I caught a pretty silver-grey lizard, and with a few of my companions approached Hohepa with the glossy little creature in my closed hand, saying, "Here is something for you." The native, probably expecting a piece of tobacco or other luxury – he was a favourite with us – took the gift, but no sooner had the diminutive reptile touched his outstretched palm than, with a terrified yell, he jumped back shaking his hand as though it had been scalded. We had anticipated some fun over this little freak, but the awful transformation which so suddenly took place in the stolid, dignified, and self-important bearing of this aboriginal patrol of our footpaths was appalling. As pale with rage as his copper-coloured skin would allow, his eyes almost starting from their sockets, he gave chase, and I feel thankful that a kind Government had provided him with boots on that occasion, for, if it had not been for his Bluchers – he had mastered the art of walking in them fairly well, but running was out of the question – we should all have fared badly that day.
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  Experientia docet. My motto ever after was, no more practical jokes with Ngararas in connection with a Maori, unless that aboriginal has chronic rheumatism, or what is equivalent, wears new boots.



 

      
  