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Baturiay, Juns 3 1901,

making tracks fur Ue’ peargst sk,
Fioce then e bas Jived o most secluded
life, weldum vesiuring into the centres
of civiiisatiun, fur Felij i 2 Maori of the
Maoris apd dowsu't muech banker sfter

the Hesh pots of the pukeha. Frum his -

long iwolativn iB the revessea of Wai-
marino and Teumsrunui the Maoria
fawvtivualy dubbed him years sga the
“ruru sohomeutin” the owl which sbides
ia the foreat deprha

Almoat every Whangaouj man of
middle age here has secm serviee In
the astive rontngents. There iz Poma
Baunui, who wms tieutenant in the
Whangseni rontingent: the grim look-
ing, tatinoed old Koroneho te Tka m-
Maui (“The Fish of Maui®}, wha fought
for the mans of the (ueen at Mouton
against the wpriver barbharimna; the
lUeile + Wbearde] Tohiora Pirato
{*‘Pilate”), who mppropriately enocugh
hails trom Jensslem {up the Whanga-
anl River), who campuigued through
the bush after Te Kooti and Tita-
kofara; Corporal Katera. who served for
OYAr (¢f Years aa a soldier of the Queen;
and numeroua others. This Katera is a
eomical sory of ald warrior. He wears
& New Zealand war medal proudly dis
piayed on hia coat, and tella me how he
heas fought throngh Taranaki, the Wai-
mate pleina, the Wh ui  distriet,
Opotiki and the Taupo plateau agminat
the rebel Hauhsus, o 1865 he was one
of the men whe took part in General
Chute's memorable march throngh the
buah at the base of Mount Fagmont up
to New Plymouth (“Tainara Shoot,™ he
ealla him), and Le has seen ol service
ahoulder to sbunlder with Tmperinl
troops.  Kuatera's tust big fight was in
1360, at Te Porere. at the foot of Mount
Tongariro, where Te Kaoti's pa (still 1o
be seem there) was stormed and thirty
or forty of the defenders killed Twa of
Katera's comrades - Winiata and Pom.
pey, eelebrated as  plucky fighters—
wore shot dead while perched on jhe
shoulders of their mates so that they
could fire over the parapets of the re-
doubt. Katera himanif iz an amusingly

juvenile louking wnrrior, with hiz hair- -

lem face, Lut he bae a fighting record
of which uny snldier of the Empire
might be proud. The Whangunui le
ars exeredingly proud of their 1nyal
serviceg in the war umes, and they have
bronght un the laze Maior Kemp's
Highland clusmors fpresented by the
Queen, and the handsome ailk flag pre.
sented by the Government 1o his frile.
the Nguiiruakai to commemorate their
waliant fighis un hehalf of the Furapsans
o the historic i<land of Moutaa,

The Fighing Ngatiporou,
Crossing just across the main ave-
nue in this (anvas Town kuinga we
find ourwelves in (he eamp of another
elan of hardy warriors, the Ngatipo-
rou (the fate Major Ropata‘s trile),
from the Fast Cape. Upwards of twn
acore of the party of 250 men who
are rebearsing their war daoces and
hakas here (belonging to Ngatiparou,
Rongowhakaata. Aitanga-a-Mahaki,
nud the Children of Apa the (ireat)
bave carriel rifie and tomahawk <dor-
ing Te Kuoti's wars. Three of Major
Ropata’s ol officers mre here Huky
' Aratapu, Wirenin  Keihia, and  Pine
Tulisks—w» i emdured the perfis and
imtense privation: of the campaipgns
ufter Te Keoti through the wild 1ire-
wera Country. Ruka, that harmlessy-
looking white-hearded old fellow, wus
# daredesil in his way {o the lays of
‘69 and thereabunts, At the sirge of
Ngatapa. Pust
tree close by the pa, in epite of the
fying  bullets, and calmly plogged
awuy with his carbine at the rebels
inaide the parupets, He was Birhting
in the ruonntaivs and gicomy forests
of Tuhoe Land up to 1ST1. Another
old campaigner bere, » chief of high
ok at licks' Bay, is Te Hati hHou-
kamau, whe with a forve of Youths
sod woaien bravely defended s pa up
Bemr the Hasxt Cape aguinst a much
stronger forve «f Fe Kooti-ites from
inland, and whio in after yenrn served
fo the Titokowaru campaign in Tara-
malc

Every tribe here in fuct has ite
battie-scarred veteruns, mome of them
bearing the murke of wounda receiv-
ed cither in the Queen’s service or in
fighting upwinet her,
too, to reflect tbat thirty year or so
ago thene very men were deadly foes,
ready 10 ¢ut each other's bearts ont,
some of them furously ralid Hau-
haun who assicted in the bloady dreds
of Eereopa, Te Kooti and Ca There
are men here who have “drawn »
bead” on sach other over the earth
a2 parapets of the Porere fart, whea
dhs winter snows clotled the wrur-by
haights of lungariro with & maustie

Coast, he climbed a

It is curiouas,”

. P [
¢ of white,! and " when! Wrautsboe

belched forth ita Hres acd ashes even’

while Kupapa aud rebel were shopt-
ing each other uunder the shadow of
the gresl moantaina.
There are those sittlng in . their
tents here who have fought each
- other with navage desperation am the

" lale of Moutos; there are sthers who
* have sewt lemden pilin at one ansther -

in the forests of Turmnaki or the
" Urewers Coantry. - Amongst others
in thia great  “mrarne”

record af every campaign im  New
Zeatand since it .became a British
cotony.” Yan tall broad-shouwidered,
white-bearded Ngapohi, s-venty-two
Yests old he reckons ss he ¢rlls ua,
fought in Heke's Northern War of
1844, 38 a then nntattoced lad, and »s
one of the garrison of Ruapekupeka
I'a joimed in the shooting at  the
Hritish red-conts, and the friendljes
under the famons Tomati: Waks
Neme. Hori Ngatai, the tattooed
patriarch of Whareroa, on Taurangu
Harhoor, who is here at the hend of
hin two bundred Ngmiteravgis, fought
agninst the British at the disastrous
Gate Pa in 1864, and with his tribes-
people held the tedoubt so bravely
that the whites® losses were very
heary. His weapon, he tells me, was
& “tupmra®™ (double-barrefled gun).
013 Ngatai, an excellent stamp of the
hospitable Maori rangatirs, prides
himself on the fair and open manner

in which the Gate Pa battle was con-'

ducted on the part of his clansmen.
“It was n good fight, & very good
fizht Indeed,™ says bhe to his inter-
viewer; “we have nothing to he
aszhamed of in that fight; it was al-
together ‘tika' (correct). and no act
of treachery wus committed there by
the Maoris." Indeed the Ngaiterangi
and their allies fought full squarely
at the Gate l'a, for ihey killed no
prisoners and they chivalrously cared
fur the wonsded of the Britich and
Eave water to Colonel Booth as he lay
dyicg in the bloodstalued earthworks
of the Pukehinahinra redoubt.

Yor while-moustached old felfow
with & bead of leonine rugpedness,
elaborately scroliled with the blue
lines of the cunning tattooer's rhisel,
and who greets the pakeba with a
cheerful salutation from his  tenst-
door. is Hori Ngnikaps te Whanaunga,
the last surviving chief of rank in the
Ngatiwhanaungs tribe. of Coroman-
del and the Miranda, 0Old Hori, who
came up here with the Thamee ron-
tingent, the . descendunis of Maru-
tuabu, bas a remarkabie hiztory. He
was one of the young hraves of the
Hauraki Gulf whe iovaded \uckland
im their fleet of war canoces in K31,
to obtain "utu™ for an affroat to one
of their chiefs, and who danced their
fierce war-dance on the beach at Wai-
papn (Mechanics” Bay), but who pru-
deotly bucked down before the firm-
ness of the Governor and the Presence
of the wilitary and the ominouss
looking gubs of H.M 5. Fly, and sul-
Lkily paddied bome ayaio. la 1563
Hori took up his trusty “tupsra” and
hia stour mere and wenk on the war-
path tu help NBis cousins, the Wai-
kutos. nguinst the all-grasping puke-
hu. He smbushed a rompany aof the
1th Remiment nt Mariin's Clearing,
near Drury, and had s narrow escape
from death in the lively bush skir-
wish which foilowed, Later on he
was one of the gurrivon of the Rangi-
riri ps, but ercaped vapture hy awitn-
ming, At Peterungi too Hort and his
band of snipers from the shores of
the Hauruki belped to garrison the
Kingite redoubt; and then when Wai-
koto was overrun hy the white sol-
diers he went home and bune up his
gun and elub for good, afterwarda
doing good service 10 the Government
in the opening up of the Thames
goldfeld.

There are dark - taced “old hands™
here, who withstood General Catmepon
at Orakau, and starving und thirst.
racked refused to surrender and broke
through the troops in their despairing
rush for liberty. Men, 100. who fol-
lowed the masterful Te Kooti on his
rithleas  raids, rhooting and  toma-
hawking both pakeha and Maori. B,
whether foe or friend, they ure at one
vow—and HWanhau or Eupapa. they
one and all agree that the Govern-
ment's old age pension is & very excel-
lent thing. for that seme beneficent
Government bears no grudge agminst
{ta one-time enemics and heaps coals
of fire nn thelr heads by paging pen-
siuns to the berues uf Moutos sud the

“will make touching reference to the.

. Caps tribee, who "are aclmowledged

i N -
defendem’ of Orakau nd "onre'aﬂl
Ngatapa with admirable impurﬁn‘ity.
Buch, then, are some of the war-woen
vetersod of the fighting roving Poly-
negian stack that will parude befara
the Prince of the Blood an the Rotorua

Smaree -+~ -~

The Waicome to the Duks. .
A mptewerthy featare:of $he yoomp-
tiom. tendesws] the llake owm Thiguday
aftervcon mnd again on  Saturday
moining  bere was the numerous
siriking mangs,
ballads mnd other poetical ©OIn P i
tions of the tribes, some breathing the
flerrs  mpirit of Tu-mata-uenga, the
Angry-faced God of Wur, atherg jn a -
lighter vein which was sung by
the varioug divisions of  the Maort
people. In their tangi  mongs er
“wpakuras® for the dead Queen they
make touching vrelerence to ths

pussing away of Wikitoria, thelr great
“Tapairu-Ariki,” as they atyle her, to
the dismal regions of death. " T wasx
present by invitation at a “fMik-dress™
(that is to say very little drens) prae-
tice by the combined men of the East
Cape and surrounding  distriets,
chiefly Npmtiporow, in their large
marques in the eheampment. ~ The
tent was erowded wnth haelinaked
dancers, ammed with “tewhatewhan"
and with their admiring friends,
Ngntiporon were earefnl to admit no-:
mémbers of outeide tribes who might
be wandesing Ioond to pick wp
“paints” in dance-sougs from the Kast

past masiers st this sort of thing. -
For a couple of hours the yehenrsing
of songa and peatires went am, and
maay a wild refrain wioa chorused te

the paniment of r ding
slaps, as one man, on the bare hodiey
of the “ope™ of Ngatiporou. Here wan

to be seem the curious spectacle of .
an M.A. and L.L.-B. of the New Zea-
land University, a polished gentleman,
and a clever young lawyer, bounding .
up apd down, stripped to his {rousers, .
a fiax girdhe round hia waist, spear in
hand, leading his tribe im the war-
dance of their abesstors. For Mr
Apirana Ngata, one of the finest mem-
bers of the Maori race liring, does not
disdain the wartial parades of his fore-
fathers. amd patriotically en o
bis tribe in healiby emulation with
other peoples, whether in these sports )
Oor in more serious matters. He and
otbers of the mare advanced men of
Ngutiporon pride themsetves on having
eliminated s great deal of the more ob-~
jectionable features of the dances and
song=: they have in fact succeeded in
Rowdlerising the haolka.

The great war-song of the Ngati-
porouw, sumg before the Duke by
the: company from' the East Caps, ’
a%  they danced their  “perapern™
is in part an adaptation
celebrated  old  Gzhtingchant  be-
ginning. "kia kotis.,” ete. The com-
poser of the song is apparently a close

stwdent of European and South Afri- . '

can- contemporary history, and iz as
Jural as any Jobn Bull, for the song
runs thus:—- , -
“Whiti, whitj B! ' _
Ka paahi Ruhia. Ea Poharu Tlamini;
Ka miere Tame Poa, :
Ko to arerc tena
¥ whatero i mua ra i o rangi.
Koroke whakakapowaitia Iei
peharatanga pou pa, .
Xa tohe.an! Ka tohe au.
Fa tohe au kia Kurutial
Ki takm karaks i whakaura i te
warw,
E tu nei kati Knwana.
Kia kuatia!
Au-—anl
Kia wherahix.
Ay—ax!
- E kia rere ato te kohuru
Ki tua o Awherika,
Titire mzi ai!
A—e!' A—e! a—a."
“Russia ik beaten,
Germany is confounded.
And Tarumy Doer is coruered !
Ah! your tongue lolied out in the
day of your defisnce.
But now yocar head is foreed into
the mud.
I strive, I strive,
I contend agnivet Kruger; -
He is my karaka Derry boiled red,
ready for eating,
In the eighth month of the year;
It 12 clwoed! au-—an!
It is open! ag—au! .
Let fhe treacherous one flse away
To the fartheat deptha of Africa,
And turv as be fllen
Aad fearfully gnze at me!™ *

te

warchants, slegiae - -

. with the words: ;.

" {The Yeader): = Tt

l The otiginal cf ne Mtier part of this
bong, beginning “Kia Katia,™ ste, has
many historicsl associations connected
with the war days. It was & famous
war song of old, and some of thess
same Ngatiporeu who will yell it forth
for the Duke chanted it when they
captured the murderer -~ (koharu)
Kereopa inland from Whakatane in
187t “Kruger™ and “Africa” are ap-?
so-date topical aflusicas introduesd by '
thess tribespoople,  whoe themeelves .,
Were anxious not long ago te wvolunteer
for service in the Roer war.

Tha song which waa the most ef-
fective” of any in Ngatiporou's reper-
toire, however, was the famous old
warchant called "Huaumoks,” which
it.is said by the tiibe was eomposed
and daoced some sixty-aix years ago,
in the man-eating days, by the Ngati-
poron at the time of their great bat-
tle wirh the Whanau -a-Apanui at
Toka-a-Kuku, on the East Coast. It

; #bounds in ancirnt allusions, symboli-

cal and legendary. the meaning of
which canuof be well explained even
by members of the tribe, - It beging

R r

"Ko Ruaumolo ‘e ngwugura meil "'’
Au-bu-e hal™ e Lo

—-m alhrsion o the sarthquake pod of
Maori mythology, Hovanmolko, whoes
horme in deep in the lower sarth, and -

. whose tnewings and angry growlings -

were what we call earthemnakes, The *
translatable pertion of the bistonie -
chant is ag follows:— '

“"T'is Rusumoke, Earthquake-god, "

Whose rumblings now are heard,

Au—au-—e hal X

A ha-ha! . L

'Tis the weapon of
< wemwere._

B
1 .

the dread Tunga-

. A ha-hat T

(The ranke rise and. yell):
““Tia the sacred weapon of Tutaua,
Daghed agsinzt the demoen Rangito=

- peka, ,
Smashing the head!

Yonder op the lofty range of Hikurangp

Stands the sacred carven rock. |

‘Tis & man! No, a god!

A man—Ho, & god!

(The Leader): X

“A god, a god!

{All): .

A ha-ba!

Ginash your teeth like a dog!

Au—av—au ehal

{The {ecader):

Spread out your wings like s Kawaw
(shag)! . A

(All}:

al

{The Leader): .

Al the gidewiaba of

(amy L _

I stand gnashiog, grinding my teeth,

grinting like the carved figures of the
sacred house.”

The third principal song (also =
“taparnhi”) of the Ngatiporou people,
makes some vather quaint allnsions
to New Zcualand politics and the na~
tive land legislation. It is intended
s a welecome to the Duke of York,

(The Leader.)
““The Tai-Iluwhiti murmurs,
The tide of the Eastern Sea,
Au-au-ay-ehp! -
The tide of the Rising Sun
Is rumbling on the shore.
Auv-au-au-ebha!
Al, it is the Dnke,
Great Stranger from ]
- Beyuond the sky. )
Ask ye, and let it be aoywered
Who is the pillar (of the house)?

the house,

The Gorernor i3 the prop, the Gover-
nor is the prop!
{The Leader)}
We sink, we fall, we die! . :
The tiovernment will eat np all the
money
Of my dwelling-place, .
The solid land drawn up by Maui.
(AlL)
The first of our troubles
Wus in the Land Coum,
‘The second was the survey;
Then Te Whiti pulled uselesaly
Apainst the Government.
Wuikato locked up their lands,
The land-buyers squeesed us
And warrowed our boundaries

Alasl Alss!

{The leader.)
A ba hs!
: (ALY

What L ihe Govesrnmeot doing? '



