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THE IRISH DELEGATES

————

IN NEW ZEALAND,

(By one of them, 1R THOMAS GRATTAR Esmonpx, M.P,,
in nited Ireland.)

OF all our journeying that, perhaps, to which we look back with the
pleasantest rccollections was our journeylng in New Zealand.
Whather it was owing to the influence of climate, of scenery, or of
the friends we met and made, I cannot say ; bat we Jook back to the
home of the warlike Maori with a pentiment inio which gratitude
and kindness enter much, both on our owa pereonal account and cn
acconnt of the profitable prosecution of the purpose that took ua
there, Bome episodes of our travel in New Zealand are worth
recording. I was once <oing & leng drive in the Bouth JIsland,
through a wild, wooded. mountainous region, where primeval wood-
land spread for miles—unnumbered miles—around, and jagged
mountain peaks soared thousands of feet into the eky. We started at
daybreak, I was the only passenger on the coach. My driver wan s
plessant, chatty fellow, and his company helped to lighten the
tedinm of the way. BSeveral of the usual coaching accidents or
incidents also came to our assistance.

At one place, when erossing a etony ford, we broke one of the
springs of our ramshackle conveyance, and had to fix it up as best
we could with bits of cord., Al another point we had to pass a bush
fire, The forest all abont was smoking and smouldering, On reach-
ing a certain narrow turn we found, in addition to the blinding
smoke, a fresh impediment in the shape of two charred and blackened
trees, which had fallen across the road. We had both to take off our
coats and set to work to move them away, This we did, after an
hour’s hard labonr,so as to allow the cosch to pass, by means of
levers bastily improvised from saplinga cut by the wayside, Towards
nightfall we made the “accommodation bouse,” & three-roomed
wooden structure, standing solitary in « grand wild mountain gorge
by the bank of & roshing silvery stream, Tha horses nnyoked, we
adjourned imside to discuss the invariable mesl of strong tea and
tough mutton. We were stiff and sore, bat a8 hungry as hawks, and
did ample justice to the fare provided. That point satisfactorily
settled, I ensconced myeelf in a chair by the huge open hearth, in
which a roaring bonfire of logs spluttered and leaped and crackled,
1 was goon deep in the * Gaocl Journal,” under the benign influence
of a pipe. How we do enjoy a pipe after a hard day | Presently 1
heard a noise bebind me of heavy stamping, 1 paid no attention te
t at firat, thinking it might be the coachboy sorting bis mails, thongh
inwardly I marvelled at his pooderons clogs. However, the stamping
continued, and I kept on never mindiocg. I was too tired, too lagy,
iand too comfortable to be eurious. But the stamping still continued
and came nearer by degrees. Finally 1 lost patience, and turned in
my seat to suggest 10 my companion to leave his blessed mail-bagsin
peace for the night, when, lo!| what did [ swe?—a great red cow,
with an inquisitive face, and horns as they bavsthem in Texas or in
the Campagna, blinking at me across the table ! Visions of the wild
cattle of New Zeoland flashed before me, Stories of furious mad
bulls rushed into my reeling brain, 1 sprang from my chair in
terror. My consternation must have been conoiagiouws, for waile [
rushed to hide myself beside a pi'e of firewood in the farthest corner,
my visitor also disappeared through the window, which, in her haste
10 leave me, she forgot to open,

Another time I was going by rail from one meeting to another —
one of a series of meetings in the course of one of those series of
meetings to which one looks forward with trembling, physical and
mental ; and to which, whenjended, one looks back u8 to a nightmare,
You people in Ireland whoatay at homein ease, if you oniy koew how
hard we work for you abroad , 1f you only knew how bard tbe work
is, and how hard we bave to workto do it! Welil you'd put up
statues to us anyhow at each cross-roads. Butyou know nothiog of
it atall!, Noone who bae not undergone the awfu! ordeal of an
oratoneal campaign 1n foreign lands knows what it means—has even
a conception of its meaning. Travelling day atter day in all sorts of
weathers, anyhow and everyhow., Talking night atter night 1o ali
soits of audiences, and under all sorts of stranpe conditions, Too
tired to sleep ; with nerves on edge,a brain rednced to a condition of
slirabout, and a throat so strained by incessant use that it is the very
craellest of cruel tortures to answer even * Good morning I How
vue liates the dreadful music of & brass band, How one loathes the
agony of public reception, of addrzeses npon railway platforms and
trom botel windows and all tke rest of the many things prompted by
our iriends’ exuberant kindness of heart, wholly innocent as they are
of the excruciating pain it meaos to those whom they delight to
hooour, Well, my train was slowly drawming into the Little waysidae
station. The platiorm was packed with a juyous crowd, The brass
band was guing it witha will. I lay 1o my seat limp, piayed out
barely alive, There was a rush to the different cariiages, All
wanted to discover the* eavoy "—to look at him, to wrnng hie band,
to hear him rpeak. There was & lall, venerable man—a fellow-
traveller—standiog by ihe door looking out uponr the scene, wonder-
ng, perchance, what was the occasion of the gathering. Two or three
entbusiasts hailled hum :—* Hello| Are you the Irneh member of
Purliament ! He grasped the situation on the moment, * No,"
said he, ** thank God, I'm not 1" snd inwardly I wished that he were
me,

Another time my fellow-worker, Jobu Dillon, played a prank
upon the West Coast, which was nearly at my expense, and whick
will prevent at least one New Zealander ever forgetung either of us,
He had gone on before and was reaping in a go.den harveat night
after night from the West Coast miners, assuredly the most devoted,
enthusiastic, and open-handed Irishmen npon tha face of the earth,
At one place—which shall be nameless—he bad held a splendid meet-
ing. Tne miners had gathered mn from the bush, the gorge, the
mountan, for leagues upon leaguesall around, bringing their gold dust,
and thiir gold nuggere, and their stilf more precions sympathy for the
cause of \he old land. They asked him, when leaving, about his brother
“euvoy) ¢ Was he cormng!” “Could they see him?” “And
when]’ * They were ont on & holiday.” A week or a month made

no difference to them.” ‘ They'd wait to see the ! other man,’ if he
were passing that way.'” John Dillon, with abeolute guilelassness, told
them the otter man was coming, When, he wasn't certain ; 'bui thie
he knew, that the * other man ¥ was coming down ineag, snd ihat,
if they meant to cateh him, they’d have to bs wideawake, Away
went Dillon. The miners stayed bebind, REwvery ioch of the incom-
ing road was patrolled. Not a buggy drove in for the next two or
three days that was not stopped aud searched. At last a buggy hove
iz sight. It was recognised as that of the M.P. for the district. Ha
bimeslf was in if, and there was another man with him. At cnesthe
alarm was given, The word flew round - The other man bas come,”

The boys turned out in their hundreds. In a twinkling the horses
were unyoked ; the chaise was seized by brawny arms and drawn
along in trinmpb to the hotel, At last they had the * other map.™
“ No mistake this time 1" ¢ They'd caught him ('  Hooray for
Parnell I Hooray for Home Rule!™ ¢ Hooray for the Flan of
Campaign 17  The occupants of the buggy conldn't guite make it all
out. The M.P, thought the welcome waa for himself, and heightened
the illusion of the welcomes by taking off his hat and waving it in
re3ponse to their cheers, Then it began to dawn upon his companion
—whio wasa’t me at all—that be went for something in it. He socon
found out what it all meant., He was Esmonde, * But he wasa't,”
“He vowed he wasn't,” He bhad nothing to do with him.,” *“He
wasn't even & Home Ruler.” Not a bit of use! The buggy was
dragged up to the hotel, and he was bundled upstairs to the window,
where five hundred stentorian pairs of lungs greeted him with thoo-
derous calls for a speech. Ha again protested he wasn't the “ envoy,”
“ He didn’t even know the ‘ other man.’” ¢ Ha had never seen him
in his lite.,” Not & bit of usal All his disclaimers were completaly
thrown away ! * None of your larks, young fellow [ * “You're Es-
monds,” “ Dillon says s0.” * You can't play it off on ua I * No fear,”
You're travelling incog.,you villain ! * To the d——1 with your ineag,
We're cuter than Balfour!” © Wa have you now!' ¢ Speech,
speech,” * Ireland for ever.,” * Hooray! Hooray! Hooray!"” And
the poor wretch had to make a speech. What he said was never re-
corded. Nobody ever kuoew, if he even knew it himself. Tt was
drowned in cheers, That done, he was taken downstairs again and
had to shake hands with every man acd woman there. Such a band-
shaking | They had it in for him with his incog., and took it out of him
till his shonlders ached again, Then he had to drink ali their healths
until his remaining wits were clesn ‘' stole a ¥ay,"” And when at last
he was packed into his boggy and sent on his way amid wild “ hur-
rahs,” he was an interesting study for a thonght-reader,and had been
well baptised into Irish agitatorship,

When I came by a day or two later the miners had melted away
like the snow, I met my counterpart afterwards with his arm in a
sling, and all New Zealand held its sides over the joke for full nine
days.

Another time Joho Dillon and I were very near poing to Heaven,
or that other region, where some wonld think us better placed, Wa
were coaching from Hokitika oo the Weat Coast—at tha conclusion
of our tour along it—to Christchurch on the HEast—where another
campaign was about to begin. Our route lay through the famous
Otira gorge. The Otira is one of the sights every visitor to New
Zealand should eee, The geenery all along the route is unspeskably
grand, For half the day you ascend through valleys and mouniain
gorges, foilowing the sinnous course of & river-bed. Monntains hem
¥ou in on all sides ; their bases draped in forest green and browa,
and their sharp-cut peaks glistening white with eternal snows,—
About half way you reach the sammit of the pass ; the remainder of
the evening you descend through scenery equally savagely snblime,
We were abont the middle of the last steep rise at whosa summit
stands the frowning gateway of the psss. Upon our left a precipitous
wall of rock rose to the aky line. To the right it fell perpendicalarly
down to where hundreds of feet helow the torrent foamed and
brawled and thundered, The track cut on the face of the cliff is just
wide enough to allow one vehicle to pass. There is no projecting
wall nor fence along its verge. Our five horses were straining at their
collars. The traces of the heavy coach were as taut seflddle stringa,
Suddealy we came to where a land-slip had taken place, & gang of
men were working to repair the rond. They had formed a temporary
bridge of planks of merely sufficient width for the coach-wheels over
the chasm, The appearance of the structure was of the uvgliest.—
But there was no goiog back. On we lumbered. With dextercus
haod our driver walked his horses on to the causeway. The coach
rolled after them., Whea in the very centre there was a crash |—
Some of the planking had given way. There was & gecond’s panse.
The carrisge awayed | Another second and we were over ioto the
abyss, Buot the horses threw themselves forward! Btumbled!
Siretched their harness to the last inch ! Nobody spokel Nobody
breathed ! There wae a tagging! Another crash! A jolt! and
thank heaven we were again upon solid ground. Bo close was it,
that the lamps on the left hand side flattened against the overhanging
rocky wall! Bat we were safe | and we breathed again.

Ag for the New Zealanders, we fonnd them hospitable of !:be
hegpitable ; kindliest of the kindly ; and generous beyond thanking
in their expression of their sympathy with Ireland, Innoother part
of the globe have I seen 8o proportionately magnificent a generosity
towards her cause as I have among the miners of the Weat Coast,—
Taking New Zealand all round, we succeeded there even more
signally than we did in Australia. Witk some three exceptions the
New Z-aland Press was hotly ob our side. Our receptions at the
chief citips such as Auckland, Wellington, Christchurch and Danedin,
were such ag we never ventured to an'icipate.  We had every reason
to be more than pleased by the attitude towards us by New Zsaland's
public men, The leaders amongst them came uwpon our platforms,
wrote in onr favour, spoke for us, and subseribed to cur funds, First
+nd foremost among them was \heir noblest Roman, New Z:aland's
grand old man, Sir George Grey. A veteran grown old in the
Imperial service, and distinguished whether as a governor of Impeiial
dependencies, as 8 statesmen, & diplomat, a soldier, or a man of
Jetters amonget the foremost men of his time and of his race.



