
found that out lateron. After tramping all
day we reached the pa just at sunset, and
there we were met by some old men and
women anda white man. That's the cove,
there! I'd know him agin in a thousand!
As it happenedIdidn't know much about
Maori at the time, butIknew enough to get
the "hang" of the '' koreroing," and that
infernal white cuss there wastelling 'emhow
they could attack this place and collar all
the stores and things. Then one old chief
rose andasked:"Why does thepakeha turn
on his own? Why doeshe help the Maori?
Is there any trap? " But thatwhite-livered
sneak said he'd beenrobbed of his wife by a
man in Barrytown, and he wanted reveuge.
This explanation seemed to satisfy the chiefs.
With promises of plunder,ofguns, ammuni-
tion and stores, he soon got them to yield to
his wishes, and then the cunning devil
proceeded to play his hand. Taking with
him two of the best natives, he left the pa
about midnight. Ilay there, tied hand and
foot, racking mybrains for some means of
escape. .For about anhour all wasstill,save
for the lapping and washing of the creek,
when suddenlyIwas startled by a loud
report. Immediately the wholepa wasalive,
and before the niggers had any timeto find
out what had happeued, back came tha1.
infernal scoundrel and his two cronies.
With them they had a prisoner, a young,
good looking chap he was, too, and though
he'd evidently givenhis captors a bad time
of it, yet he was no match for the three of
em. The order wasat once given toget on
the move, an' quicker than Ican tell, we
wereon the back track for the ranges. All
that day we wereforced along,up and down
hill,overrivers anddeepravines. Not once
did Iget a chance to speak to my fellow
prisoner. Towards nightfall we reached a
pa perchedup on ahillside,andapproached
by along winding track alonga sharp razor
back spur. Here we halted, apparently at
our destination." 'After having devoured a solid meal of
corn perau and kumaras,Imanaged to get
within talking distance of the lad, and we
related to each other our experiences. He

toldmo thestoryof hisB\voothoai't,ofMorgan,
and of the expedition whioh set out to try
and rescue me, and avenge poor Stumpy 's
death. In the paheha friend of the Maoris
he recognisedMorgan,and roalisedthe mean-
ing of it all. Shortly after that arch-devil
came along, and eyed Jack Louwin with no
friendly look. He taunted him with his
temporary success withKitty Maling, telling
him she would yet be the wife of Jimmy
Morgan. He had sworn it,and he meant it.
The agonies the poor lad underwent were
terrible, and could he have been free from
his bonds, it would havo beou a bad tea
minutesfor that sneak there. Then lie left
us, telling me thatIwas to be dealt withby
the Maori fanatics. Iknow what it meant,
an'Imade up my mind toavoiditas soon as
Igot a chance."'Towards morningIwas attracted by
Jack's touchingmeon the shoulder. Turning
round,Isaw his hands were free. In lost!
time than it takes to tell, lie had loosed his
feet and untied the flaxen ropes with which
Iwasbound. Then, feeling sure the sentry
was dozing, bycrawlingcautiously, wemade
our way out of the pa, and as soon as we
weresafe beyond the palisades, wo rose to
our feet and ran for our livesalong tho track.
Hardly had wegone twentychains when wo
heard a shout, and weknow wo weremissed.
Running as fast as wecould,stumbling over
projecting rootsand trailing vines, weshaped
our course down the razor-back spur for
some distance,and then, suddouly diverging
to the left, found oursolves in a deep gully,
at the bottom of which was a wido creek.
We followed this downuntil daylight, when,
thoroughly exhausted and worn out, we
threw ourselves down dnd went fast asleep.
Iwas rudely awakened about two hours
after, and looking round, ray eye rested on
the great ugly face of our sentry of the
previous night. "I was afraid Ihad lost
you,my beauty," Morgan wassaying toJack,
but the lad seemed not to notice him, and
we were draggedback to ourprison." 'First thingnextmorning,Morgancame
to us, and looking at Jack, Baid : "Now,
Leuwin, I've got the upper hand, but I'm
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