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Preface.

        

The following pages contain the substance of two Lectures which were delivered before the members of the Auckland Mechanics' Institute, and are published at the request of several friends. Those who heard the Lectures delivered will find a trifling deviation from the original arrangement, some of the matter being now introduced in connexion with topics to which it appears more nearly related: excepting the addition of two or three notes this is the only alteration. They have been prepared amidst a multiplicity of engagements, and pretend to furnish nothing beyond a few ungarnished “Extracts from Maori History.”

        
Auckland, July 28th, 1851.
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[introduction]





          

The subject of the present lecture is one of deep interest. I could wish it were in the hands of some one better qualified to deal with it. I confess I greatly feel my inability to do it anything like justice. To trace the early history of a people is no easy task. In fact we may say in the language of a popular historian, “The investigation of ancient history is always difficult. Like the prospect of an extensive landscape, it exhibits, in the extreme distance, objects which are certainly perceived, but which cannot be correctly defined. We stand on an eminence, and, casting our eyes over a wide range of scenery, clearly discern the objects which arise in our immediate vicinity, and can easily form an accurate judgment of their several qualities and relations; while beyond are seen hills and rivers, forests and fields, losing all their various distinctive colouring in one general haze. So that while sufficient evidence of their existence and general locality is given, it becomes impossible accurately to define their limits, or to ascertain with any precision their respective boundaries.”

          
So in history, we can survey the progress of nations, and from the present time prosecute our investigations into distant ages, while the light of authentic records illuminate the scenery. There is, however, a distance beyond which this light fails and gradually fades into dim glimmering of tradition and fable. With reference to these remote eras, absolute certainty is not to be expected, and we must rest satisfied with a greater or less degree of probability. In reference to the history of the New Zealanders, no records of any kind exist. Till Christian missions were established they had no written language. Great events were sometimes handed down in their carvings; the locality of great battles was well defined, and a hole dug on the spot where a great chief fell: as you pass over the scene the natives will point out those marks and detail the principal events of the battle. Some were accustomed to preserve their history by a carved stick, each separate notch denoting some important event, which the 
kaumatua (old man) would relate as he held it in his hand.

          
We are dependent, then, for our information on tradition; and that, as in the case of other barbarous nations, is so mixed up with fable, that frequently we cannot look for certainty, or indeed go beyond conjecture.

          
On referring to various publications on New Zealand, I find they contain but little that I could make available. And, without appearing to assume the office of critic, or wishing to make any inviduous remarks, I may say I have been surprised to find how little real information they supply on the history of the Aborigines, and how 

 much they relate that would not bear investigation. Nor is this fact surprising, since the authors have generally been individuals whose knowledge of the native language has been very circumscribed, and whose residence among the Natives has been of short duration. One of the best, if not the very best work in print on New Zealand, is a small volume in the “
Library of Entertaining Knowledge,” published by the “
Society for the Diffusion of Useful Knowledge.” It is a compilation from various sources, interwoven with the personal narrative of 
John Rutherford, who lived among the New Zealanders several years, and seems to have become almost a perfect Maori. It were greatly to be wished that some competent person would take the trouble to collect information on the origin and early history of these tribes, and place it in a form in which it could be preserved. The time for doing this will soon have gone by. The old men are fast dying off, and with them the legends and traditions, contained principally in native 
waiatas (songs), will pass away, and the next generation will know but little about them. The young men of the present generation know comparatively little of ancient history, and do not understand many of the allusions made by old priests and chiefs in their speeches. I have asked for explanation when listening to a kaumatua, and received for reply, 
Kahore ahau e mohio, he tamariki au nei. (I don't know, I am but a child.)

          
Perhaps the best collection of native songs and legends that has been collected is in the possession of His Excellency the Governor. I hope we shall one day see them in print. I have been favoured with the use of that collection, and am indebted to it for some that I shall employ in the way of illustration.

*

          
The subject is comprehensive, and it would be impossible to include everything, or even all that might be interesting within the limits of two lectures. It would not indeed be difficult to find matter for a volume or even volumes. To dwell on every subject connected with their customs in war, their government, their social and domestic condition, their mental peculiarities, and their literature,—though unwritten they possess it in the form of songs and poems,—to dwell at any length on all these subjects would carry these lectures beyond all reasonable limits. Our duty then will be to select what appears to be most interesting, and best adapted to convey a general, but clear and distinct, view of the character and habits of these interesting tribes.

          
It is also necessary to observe that native custom varies in different districts, and among distinct tribes. Customs that exist among some tribes, have no existence among others. For instance, the custom of killing slaves to attend their chiefs to the land of spirits, was common among the Ngapuhi, but was not practised among the Waikatos. Many of their legends too, differ. It will generally be found that legendary accounts of their origin, and of facts connected with their ancient history, are differently recorded in 

 different districts. The ground work is the same. The principle facts in the main agree, but the mythological and fabulous parts often vary. Each tribe has its own tradition. The account, for instance, of the first emigration is variously related, each tribe has its own ancestor. Hoturoa was the father of the Waikato tribes. The Northern tribes had others, Rarawa and Ngapuhi; Turi was the ancestor of the Taranaki tribes, and Whakaue of the Rotorua, &c. All agree in one particular, that four canoes came from Hawaiki. It is very probable that the emigrants landed at different places, and became the progenitors of the different tribes who speak of them as the first men. Each tribe has its own gods, ancestors, and regulations about tapu.

          
I remark on these differences, lest any of my hearers should conclude that facts which have met their own observation contradict some things advanced. If it be remembered how distinctly their territorial divisions are marked, how independent each tribe is of every other, what little intercourse was held prior to the introduction of christianity, except for purposes of war; it will not excite surprise that some customs brought from the original country should be lost and others adopted just as circumstance suggested, or rendered them necessary. Nor should any difference of custom lead to the conclusion that they are different races.

          
The first topic to which our attention is directed is

        



* Since the above was delivered I have seen a portion of a work containing a valuable collection of native songs and legends by Sir 
Georoge Grey, which he is now conducting through the press, and which will preserve the early history of these tribes, and assist research on the subject.
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The Origin of the New Zealanders



          

The Origin of the New Zealanders.

          
Here a multitude of interesting questions immediately meets us. Whence came they? When did the first emigration take place? What were their numbers? How were they conveyed hither? Were they borne along involuntarily, by the breath of storm, or did they emigrate? These, and similar queries, can only be answered by referring to their own traditions. Native tradition says their forefathers came from Hawaiki, a name which—making allowance for difference in dialect—is identified by its orthography with 
Hawaii of the Sandwich Islands.

* The tradition is curious.

          
Hoturoa was the man who originated the colony. He resolved to leave Hawaiki, and go in search of an island on which to live. For what reason, whether in consequence of crowded population, or quarrel, or merely from love of adventure, is not stated. The first thing was to provide canoes. Trees were cut down, and they went to work. He had a brother-in-law called Rakataura, who was an idle fellow and would only sit by the workmen and help to consume 



* The name is also identified with 
Savaii of the Navigators group; and as this group is comparatively near to New Zealand, the voyage thence to these islands would present no very formidable undertaking. May not then the first immigrants have started from 
Savaii of the Navigators, instead of 
Hawaii of the Sandwich Islands, as is commonly supposed? This conclusion would set aside the objection generally raised against a 
Sandwich Island origin, because of the difficulty of making so long a voyage in native canoes. The Rev. Mr. McDonald, with whom I have conversed on the subject, after comparing the languages, customs, and habits of the inhabitants, and considering the contiguity of the islands, seems fully persuaded that the Hawaiki of the New Zealander is the 
Savaii of the Navigators.



 the 
kai (food). He contrived to keep himself covered with dust and to have a few chips sticking to his garment, that the cooks might think he was at work, and allow him to share the food. His lazy habits vexed Hoturoa, and he strangled Rakataura's son, and buried him among the chips. The father sought the lad in vain, till the corpse began to putrify, and the offensive smell discovered the hiding place. This led to a serious quarrel, and Hoturoa determined that Rakataura should not accompany them on their expedition.

          
The canoes, four in number, were finished. Two were war canoes, called Te Arawa and Matatua. The others were common ones, called Tainui and Kurawhaupo. They had some difficulty in dragging them to the water, and feared there had been some offence given to the gods, who would not suffer the canoes to move. They rectified this, and sang—

          

            

              
We have cut off the root, and here we leave it;


              
We have cut off the branch, and here we leave it.


              
The Sacred Oven shall certainly move it now,


              
Our offering had not reached the priests,


              
Nor the gods, nor their disciples.
            

          

          
The canoes are launched, and they set sail in the night. When the day dawned, they found themselves at the place whence they started. At night they sailed again, and again, with the break of day, found themselves driven back. Hoturoa lay down to sleep, and had a vision. The spirit of his father appeared to him, and told him that he had not taken his bones with him, and for this reason they were driven back. He at once exhumed what remained of his father, and again embarked.

          
Rakataura was a sort of mysterious being, who could live on land or water, and, finding they were gone, followed in the sea, keeping near the canoes, so that he could hear all that was going on. At sea the canoes separated. The two war canoes coming along the eastern coast, and the others along the western. Hoturoa and his party determined to land at Aotea; but Rakataura hastened on shore, and contrived to make a great noise resembling a multitude of voices, so that, as the canoes neared the land, Hoturoa said “That land is full of people, we must go further.” Again they put to sea, and made several attempts to land, but were scared by Rakataura making a great noise. At length they got round to the east coast, and landed at Hauraki, were Rakataura instantly dried up the river, that they should not leave. Here they remained about a month, and having consumed nearly all their kumeras, went in quest of food, and while getting the pith of the palm tree, were blinded by dust from the leaves, and could not find their way back. Friends went in search of them, and the forest resounded with calls, 
Keihea koutou? (Where are you?) The Kiwi (a bird) replied, crying 
Hoie.

          
At length all mustered, and Rakataura, seeing their distress, began to soften, and brought back the waters. They sailed round the North Cape and along the Western Coast till they came again to Aotea,

* and one of them going on shore saw a bird. He returned 



* Other traditions say they dragged their canoes across the portage at Otahuhu from the Tamaki to the Manukau waters.



 saying, 
Te pai o te tangata o te whenua nei, kahore e noho ki raro tutakatutaka! (What beautiful creatures they are here! They never sit on the earth, but fly about saying tutakatutaka!)

          
They sailed to Kawhia, where they took up their abode. Wakaotirangi, the wife of Hoturoa, had saved a few kumeras in the bottom of a 
kete, which they planted, in soil brought from their native land. The settlement they named Hawaiki, which is the name of that place to this day.

          
This tradition then, stripped of all that is fabulous, replies to most of our questions. They came from Hawaiki. As to date,—we have no means of ascertaining that. As to numbers,—there were four canoes, with Hoturoa at their head. As to whether it was chance or voluntary emigration,—it appears they purposely emigrated. The leading facts are clearly defined, and the fabulous parts may be thrown aside.

          
That their origin was one with the Copper Coloured Tribes scattered over a great portion of the Southern Pacific there can be no question. There is a community of form, feature, language, of manners and customs, that identify the New Zealander with those tribes.

          
That the Islands of the Pacific are peopled by two distinct races is clearly indicated by a marked difference in physical conformation, colour, and language. The one is considered to be a Negro or African race, the other Asiatic or Malayan. The one is distinguished by a large frame, black skin, and crisp hair; these inhabit what is called Western Polynesia, including New Holland, New Guinea, New Britain, New Caledonia, New Hebrides, and the Feejees. The other has a frame well moulded; the hair fine and glossy; the skin copper coloured; and the countenance partaking strongly of the Malay. These occupy Eastern Polynesia, including the Sandwich, the Marquesan, the Paumotu, the Tahitian and Society, the Austral, the Hervey, the Navigators, the Friendly Islands, and New Zealand, with smaller Islands in their respective localities.

          

Dr. Pritchard, in his very learned work on the “
Natural History of Man,” seems to favour the idea that the Polynesians are but one race, though they may not display the same physical appearance. The physical differences he would attribute to the “spontaneous variations which display themselves in tribes of people who have inhabited from immemorial ages different climates and have existed in many respects under different physical conditions.” It might appear presumption in me to controvert the opinion of such a writer as Dr. Pritchard, but the evidences against the Doctor are so conclusive, I am compelled to believe that two races inhabit Polynesia. To say nothing about physical differences, their languages are totally different, having nothing in common. 
Mr. Ellis speaks of one of the Islands far to the westward, where both these tribes exist, yet remain distinct—the Negroes dwelling in the interior, and among the mountain fastnesses; those of fair complexion form settlements along the shore. It it not possible the lighter race may have drifted to the island, and driven the aborigines back? He thinks the Tongans are a mixed race.

          
Some think there are two races in New Zealand, and conclude that the darker coloured and negro featured were an aboriginal race, and the 

 others emigrants. But I doubt this. Is it not probable, were such the fact, that some tradition of it would exist? But we never hear that the first emigrants from Hawaiki found the land inhabited; and, on the other hand, there is no tribe claiming to be aboriginal, nor any having a tradition to the effect that such a colony once reached them. If such had been the fact, is it not also probable, that some traces of an original language would have remained? Nor does it appear to me that the physical differences are greater than are seen in every country between different classes of people;—between the well-fed luxurious idler, on the one hand, and the half-starved, ill-clad, labouring man on the other. We find many instances of stunted form, dark complexion, rather a negro cast of countenance, but no instance of what could be termed frizzled or woolly hair.

          
With the copper coloured Polynesians the New Zealander is identified, not only by physical conformation, but by 
his Language. It is well ascertained that one common language prevails, comprising a multitude of dialects, but all reducible to one radical tongue; and indeed so familiar, as to enable the Natives of distant Islands to understand each other to a considerable extent, and soon to converse with freedom.

          
The great resemblance of language is fully described by one of the Wesleyan Missionaries, in an essay on the Feejean language.

*

          
I may here quote a few specimens.


            

              

                
	English.
                
	Feejean.
                
	Tonguese.
                
	Hawaiian.
                
	Tahitian.
                
	Samoan.
                
	Malay.
                
	New Zealand.
              

              

                
	Three
                
	Tolu
                
	Tolu
                
	Tolu
                
	Tolu
                
	Tolu
                
	
                
	Toru
              

              

                
	Six
                
	Ono
                
	Ono
                
	Ono
                
	Ono
                
	One
                
	
                
	Ono
              

              

                
	Fish
                
	Ika
                
	Ika
                
	Ika
                
	
                
	
                
	Ika
                
	Ika
              

              

                
	Dead
                
	Mate
                
	Mate
                
	Mate
                
	Mate
                
	Mate
                
	Mate
                
	Mate
              

              

                
	Water
                
	Wai
                
	Vai
                
	Wai
                
	Vai
                
	Vai
                
	Vai
                
	Wai
              

              

                
	House
                
	Vale
                
	Fale
                
	Hale
                
	Fale
                
	Fale
                
	
                
	Whare
              

            


          

They have also the same Gods. Each Island may have gods not known in the other Islands, but the principle gods seem common to all. 
Mawe seems universally known. At Tonga he is known as the god which supports the earth, and is the cause of earthquakes; at the Navigators, as the cause of earthquakes; at Tahiti, the same; here, he is the god that fished the island out of the sea.

          
Another god, generally known as 
Tiki, called 
Tii among the Tahitians, who, with 
Opira, were the parents of the human race, and resided in the 
Po, or world of night. At Rarotonga, 
Tiki was the name of the first man, who was supposed, after death, to have received dominion over the region of departed spirits; and in New Zealand 
Tiki was the creator of man. The word 
Tiki in Nukuhivan, and 
Tii, in Hawaiian, signify an image, and 
Heitiki signifies the 



* See Wesleyan Missionary Report, 1842, p. 132.



 ugly image the New Zealanders suspend to their necks. 
Tangarou is another name in Polynesian mythology, generally known. He was the principal god of the Tahitians; a being, according to 
Mr. Ellis who was uncreated, existed from the beginning, or from the time he emerged from the Po, or world of darkness. At Samoa his name was 
Tangaloa-langi—heavenly Tangaloa. At the Friendly Isles, 
Tangaloa resides in the sky; sends forth thunder and lightning; is god of the carpenters, and of all foreigners. At Hawaii his name is 
Tanaroa; and here, 
Tangaroa. Among the New Zealanders he is the god that reveals secrets. 
Tangaroa piri whare. He sits by the side of their houses, hears all their 
korero (conversation), then carries it to whom it may concern. It is not improbable that he was the original god of the Polynesians;—perhaps before they inhabited these islands at all. The existence of these names strongly indicates common origin.

          
The similarity, too, of many of their customs, particularly the universal prevalence of 
tapu, all support the fact of the common origin of these tribes.

          
The next question that arises is, Whence originated the whole? to what great family of the human race do they owe their origin? whence came they to people the islands of these seas? Some incline to the opinion that their origin was Mexican; others that it was Malayan. For the latter the evidences are most conclusive. In tracing the origin of the copper-coloured Polynesians, says Mr. Williams, I find no difficulty. At page 504 of his 
Missionary Enterprises, we read thus—

          

            
“Their physical conformation, their general character, and their Malay countenance, furnish, I think, indubitable evidence of their Asiatic origin. But to these proofs must be added the near affinity between the 
caste of India and the 
tabu of the South Sea Isles;—the similarity of the opinions which prevailed respecting women, and the treatment they received in Polynesia and Bengal, more especially the common practice of forbidding them to eat certain kinds of food, or to partake of any in the presence of men;—the inhuman conduct to the sick;—the immolation of the wives at the funeral of their husbands;—and a great number of games and usages. These, I think, are clear indications of the Asiatic origin of this people.”

          

          
The correspondence between the languages is especially adduced as most decisive evidence on the subject. Mr. Williams says, “the identity is very remarkable in the speech of the New Zealanders, Rarotongans, and others, who introduced the nasal sound and the hard consonants.”

          
The Malay numerals are used with scarcely any variation, and several words are precisely the same, or, with little difference in orthography, have sprung from the same root.

          
The existence of many Jewish customs furnishes collateral evidence of their Asiatic origin, which might lead to the conclusion, that either they are descendants of Abraham, or of some race that dwelt contiguous to the Hebrews, and mixed with and adopted many of their customs.

          
I speak more particularly of the New Zealanders, with whose customs I am best acquainted. As among the Hebrews the mother was 
tapu for a season after childbirth, so it is among the New Zealanders. 

 She was not allowed to feed herself or engage in any kind of work. Some sacred person was engaged to attend her; and that person had to be fed by another; his hands were not permitted to touch any kind of food; and no common person was allowed to approach.

          
The Eastern custom of betrothing too is prevalent here to this day. Daughters are frequently betrothed from their birth, and the persons to whom they are promised never forget the claim thus given them. Any breach on the part of the girl's friends has often created a war.

          
The Mosaic law on the subject of a brother taking to wife a deceased brother's widow, is a regulation in force among the New Zealanders, the nearest kinsman can claim the widow as his right.

          
Among the Hebrews—he who came nigh a corpse was considered unclean, and had certain ablutions to perform before he could come into the congregation,—so among the New Zealanders. He who touches a corpse is 
tapu;—cannot feed himself, nor do any kind of common work till the 
tapu is removed. I have seen such an one sitting with his hands behind him being fed by another.

          
The Jewish custom in reference to the first-fruits finds also a similar rite among the New Zealanders. The kumera harvest was a sacred season, all were 
tapu, and the first kumeras taken from the ground were sacred to the gods, to whom they were offered with great solemnity. Mr. Ellis tells us that a similar practice prevails among the Tahitians. The first fish caught, the first fruits of the orchard and gardens, were always given to the gods, as it was supposed that death would be inflicted on the owner or the occupant of the land, if the god did not receive such acknowledgment.

          
These corresponding customs are at least striking indications of Asiatic origin; and Mr. Williams has clearly shewn how easy it would be to emigrate from the Malay coast to any of these Islands. Though their vessels might be frail, and their knowledge of navigation very imperfect, the islands are so numerous, and distances are so short, that they might pass from island to island without difficulty; people the nearest first, and gradually spread over the Archipelago. A reference to the map, or to Mr. Williams' “Enterprises,” will show how easily canoes starting from the Malay coast or Sumatra could reach these Islands. In his “Enterprises,” p. 507, Mr. W. says,—

          

            
“Suppose that the progenitors of the present islanders had started from the Malay coast or Sumatra, what would have been their route? By sailing five degrees, or three hundred miles, they would reach Borneo; then by crossing the Straits of Macassar, which are only about two hundred miles wide, they would arrive at the Celebes. These are eight degrees from New Guinea, but the largest islands of Bessey and Ceram intervene. The distance from New Guinea to the New Hebrides is twelve hundred miles; but the islands between them are so numerous, that the voyage may be made by short and easy stages. Five hundred miles from the New Hebrides are the Fijis; and about three hundred miles farther on, the Friendly Islands. Another stage of five hundred miles brings you to the Navigators; but, between these two points, three other groups intervene. From the Navigators to the Hervey Islands, the distance is about seven hundred miles, and from thence to the Society group about four hundred more. Thus, I think, every difficulty vanishes; 

 for the longest stage, in the voyage from Sumatra to Tahiti, would be from the Navigators to the Hervey group, seven hundred miles; and the Rarotongans themselves say that their progenitor came from thence.

            
“The two opposite points have yet to be reached:—the 
Sandwich Islands and New Zealand. The former are about two thousand five hundred miles north of Tahiti; but the voyage, if made by way of the Marquesas, would not be difficult, because the distance would thus be diminished from six to eight hundred miles, and the voyagers taken so much to the eastward, that they would be wafted with great velocity before the prevailing trade wind.”

          

          
Mr. 
Ellis seems to favor the notion that the Islanders came from America, and similarity of language and customs, indicates that the Malays, Polynesians, and North Americans were formerly the same people, and had one common origin. It is said that the carvings of the New Zealanders present a striking analogy to the architectural ornaments of the Mexicans; the kumera, too, is indigenous there. I am inclined to think that the emigration was from the contrary direction, and that America was probably peopled from Asia by way of the Pacific—the whole of which is interspersed with numerous islands, making the passage easy from Northern Asia to America.

          
“The Continent of Asia,” says Jarves in his 
History of the Sandwich Islands, “from the numerous intervening islands affords more facilities for reaching Polynesia in this manner than America, though stragglers from the latter have doubtless, from time to time, added to the population, and thus created a mixture of customs which, to some extent, indicate an origin from both. The probabilities are greatly in favour of Asia.” Baron Humboldt, too, the celebrated traveller, favours this idea.

          
And here we must take leave of this part of our subject; the point we have endeavoured to establish is, that the New Zealanders have had a common origin with the rest of the copper-coloured tribes of Polynesia, and that their origin is Asiatic.
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The Religion and Superstitions of the New Zealanders.

          
The knowledge of the true God was totally lost among them. Nor had they any tradition corresponding with the doctrine of the Trinity, like the Hindoo tradition of Brama and Vishna and Siva. They were not idolaters in the popular acceptation of the word. This appears to be the case with most of the other Islanders—they worship images, and have their gods' houses or sacred temples, where the gods reside and receive the homage of their worshippers. But this was never the case with the New Zealanders. Nevertheless they have gods many. Their mythology very much reminds one of classic Greece and Rome. They had a small number of gods of the first class, possessing various attributes. One, the creator of the Islands; another of man; another the god of war; another of thieves, and so forth. Then follows a multitude of inferior deities—gods of sea and and winds, tutelar divinities of towns, families, tribes, kumera; and malignant spirits, haunting woods, caves, and desert places, whose delight is to torment and annoy the human race.

          


          
One of the principal gods is 
Ouenuku. He has his residence under the rainbow. He is regarded as a sort of presiding deity, that governs and controls all their affairs. The thunder is his voice. They seek his favour and guidance on going to war. If the rainbow, which is his sign, stands in front of them, or on their left side, it is an intimation of evil, and they instantly return home. Should it be seen on the right, then 
Ouenuku favours them, and they go forward, confident that they shall be victorious.

          

Mawe is another principal god. He fished the island from the sea. We generally see old maps of New Zealand with the northern island called “He mea hi no Mawe.” I have no doubt but the origin of this was, on Captain Cook asking the Natives the name of their country, they replied, 
He mea hi no Mawe; that is “It is a thing fished from the sea by 
Mawe. This was put down as the name of the country. 
Mawe is said to have had four sons. The father is named 
Mawe-i-mua. The sons, 
Mawe-i-roto; Mawe-i-taha; Mawe-tiki-tiki-o-te-rangi; and 
Mawe-potiki.

          
They have four Mawes in the Hawaiian mythology, with names very similar—
Mawe-i-mua—hope—tiitii—and 
atalana.

          

Tiki is spoken of as the creator of man. He had a wife named 
Hinu-nui-te-po, by whom men were born to people the earth. The birth of her first-born was rendered remarkable by a little bird flying past and laughing at “Hine nui te po” at the birth. She was ashamed or offended, and strangled the child in the birth. This was the cause of death entering the world. But for the intrusion of this little bird there would have been no death and no night.

          
The 
Ngapuhi (the Northern tribes) have a curious tradition about 
Mawe and the first sunset. When 
Mawe saw darkness cover the earth, he immediately pursued the sun, and brought him back again in the morning, but had no power to keep him from running away again and causing night. He, however, tied a string to the sun, and fastened it to the moon, that as the former went down the other, being pulled after it by the superior power of the sun, may rise and give 
Mawe light during his absence. As the men of New Zealand offended him; and as he could not darken the sun to punish them, nor hide the moon for ever, he placed his hand between it and the earth, at stated seasons, that they may not enjoy the light it was intended to give. In this way the New Zealander accounts for day and night, and lunar changes.

          

Tu is the Mars of New Zealand—the god of war. To him they offered human sacrifices; the first prisoner taken in battle was sacred to 
Tu. His heart was taken out and roasted in a sacred oven, and then presented a great sacrifice to 
Tu. The body, too, was 
tapu. This was to propitiate the deity, make him favour them, and grant them success. Their war songs have constant reference to this god.

          
The following are specimens. The first is a sort of 
Dialogue-Song, in which a Chief, Hatupatu, just returned from battle after having slain his most powerful enemy, Karika, celebrates his achievement, exhibiting the tatooed head of his adversary, and comparing his own prowess with the lesser exploits of his brothers Hanui and Haroa. In the second part, his father replies in a strain of congratulation, setting forth especially the satisfaction which 
Tu, the god of war, had received.

          


          

            

              

Hatupatu's Song of Triumph.


              

Your deeds are all eclipsed!


              
Hatupatu slew Karika;


              
By the tides of the sea


              
He displayed his prowess.


              
The doings of our day,


              
Let them be recorded!


              
Here is the face, tatooed on every side.


              
O the doings of our day!


              
Hanui, Haroa, where are your trophies?


              
Hatupatu's is here—'tis Karika!


              
By the tides of the sea


              
His prowess was distinguished.


              
O the doings of our day,


              
The doings of our day,


              
Let them be recorded!
            

          

          

            

              

Reply of his Father.


              
Whence have you come


              
Great travellers from 
Tu?
							


              
Have you come from the land—


              
Have you come from the sea—


              
Great travellers from 
Tu?
							


              
Ye have come from seeking vengeance;


              
From seeking satisfaction;—


              
From reaping revenge ye are come,


              
Great travellers from 
Tu.


              

Tu has received! 
Tu is enriched!


              

Tu is appeased with


              
A great atonement


              
Of this great day that we see!


              
He has received; he is enriched, and appeased;


              
He turns to us with a smile—


              
Ye travellers, great travellers from 
Tu.
            

          

          
The next is a Lament in which reference is made to 
Tu. It was sung on the death of a chief, whose body, it is stated, was actually (in the manner alluded to) cut into pieces, that parts of it might be sent to those who had been his enemies, to assure them of his having been actually slain; and his bones made into arrows with which to shoot birds. The allusions in the last verses are to the vengeance which the tribes were preparing to inflict upon the foes by whose hands he had fallen.

          

            

              

                

                  

                    

Lament of te Riutoto for Te Hiakai.


                    
There dawns the day, it mounts aloft,


                    
To remind me of the years in which he lived.


                    
Oh! Hia, whose fame spread along the heavens!


                    
The moon has lost her horn, 'tis broken.


                    
My heart wert thou;


                    
Thou wert beautiful as the Piki Kotuku.

*


                    
Thou didst swim to the south as a whale,


                    
And to 
Tu thou wert carried by the winds.


                    
To take the front of battle was thy wont.


                    


* A large white crane.



                    
Hadst thou but retired to the rear!


                    
Oh! why did not that arm uplifted


                    
Light upon the foe.


                    
As in the battle front thou wert so fearless,


                    
And led thy columns on to carry all their wrath.


                    
Did they cut thee in pieces, that thine


                    
Enemies might see their foe?


                    
That Taupo, that Rotorua

* might see thee too?


                    
Did they make arrows of thy bones


                    
With which to take the birds


                    
That eat the Miro

† on the mountains of Titi?


                    
Oh, Father, come back to our canoe!


                    
It rolls, and there is none to steer it.


                    
But soon the earth will quake;


                    
The waters of the Waikato will flow out;


                    
My joy is, that again the lightnings of heaven


                    
Have rested upon Hakari

‡


                    
An omen of vengeance for thy death.
                  

                

              

            

          

          
There is another class of gods which are only deified men; their own friends in fact, whom they suppose are all deified at death. These gods are supposed to sit on the tops of their houses, and to whistle to them, or they appear in the form of a lizard or an insect. I have seen an old chief sitting and looking with great earnestness at a beetle creeping over his garment, muttering to it. On asking a bystander the meaning of it, I received for reply, 
He atua nona—“It is a god of his.” I have sometimes thought these ideas may have originated in the ancient doctrine of Metempsychosis, or transmigration of souls. They evidently have the idea that souls pass from one body to another.

          
This idea is suggested, too, by their fears of a god called a 
Taniwha. He is a sort of amphibious being, and can live either on land or in the water. His principle habitation, however, is the water, where he is seen in the form of an eel, or a shark, or some other fish. On the land he assumes the form of a large lizard, such as they say was very numerous, as long and thick as a man's leg;—the species is not yet extinct, but seldom seen. They say if a mother strangles her child, and throws it into the water, it becomes a 
Taniwha. Of this demon they are in great dread. He does all the mischief. If a canoe is upset it is a 
Taniwha seeking for victims. If any serious wound be received, it is the bite of the 
Taniwha.

          
Their gods are not regarded as beings possessed of any moral attributes, rendering them objects to be adored and loved: on the contrary, they were objects of constant dread; soon offended; punishing the most trivial offences, especially against the law of 
tapu; and hence the only motives by which they were influenced in their religious homage or service were, with very few exceptions, superstitious fear, revenge towards their enemies, a desire to avert the dreadful consequences of the anger of their gods, and to secure their sanction and aid in the commission of the greatest crimes.

          



* The enemies to whom portions of the body were sent.





† A pine, the fruit of which is the favourite food of the wood-pigeon.





‡ A mountain.




          
By their rude mythology, the earth was filled with demons, and the sea too. The sentiment of Milton,

          

            

              
“Millions of spiritual creatures walk the earth


              
Unseen, both when we wake and when we sleep,”
            

          

          
was familiar to their minds. They saw themselves surrounded by invisible beings, and saw in common occurrences of every day the movements of mighty spirits; and heard in the ocean's roar, the tempest's blast, the evening's breeze—the voices of the gods. The mountain's summit, the lonely dell, the desolate rock, the deep forest, were all regarded as the abode or resort of these invisible beings.

          
What a deliverance must the Gospel have brought to them! From what bondage must it have saved them! What tormenting fears must it have banished from their minds! What a contrast there exists between the gods of the heathen and the God of the Bible! But for the Bible and its revelations they must have remained in this bondage.

          
I have seen it stated that they worshipped the sun and the moon; but I believe this is a mistake—I never heard of such worship among the New Zealanders.
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Lament of te Riutoto for Te Hiakai.


                    
There dawns the day, it mounts aloft,


                    
To remind me of the years in which he lived.


                    
Oh! Hia, whose fame spread along the heavens!


                    
The moon has lost her horn, 'tis broken.


                    
My heart wert thou;


                    
Thou wert beautiful as the Piki Kotuku.

*


                    
Thou didst swim to the south as a whale,


                    
And to 
Tu thou wert carried by the winds.


                    
To take the front of battle was thy wont.


                    


* A large white crane.



                    
Hadst thou but retired to the rear!


                    
Oh! why did not that arm uplifted


                    
Light upon the foe.


                    
As in the battle front thou wert so fearless,


                    
And led thy columns on to carry all their wrath.


                    
Did they cut thee in pieces, that thine


                    
Enemies might see their foe?


                    
That Taupo, that Rotorua

* might see thee too?


                    
Did they make arrows of thy bones


                    
With which to take the birds


                    
That eat the Miro

† on the mountains of Titi?


                    
Oh, Father, come back to our canoe!


                    
It rolls, and there is none to steer it.


                    
But soon the earth will quake;


                    
The waters of the Waikato will flow out;


                    
My joy is, that again the lightnings of heaven


                    
Have rested upon Hakari

‡


                    
An omen of vengeance for thy death.
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The New Zealander's Ideas of a Future State.

          
They seem to have fully believed in the existence of a spiritual world and a future state. They have their place of departed spirits, said to be the Reinga, near the North Cape. The spirits leaps into the sea and emerges into an Elysium situated in the island of the 
Three Kings. What a strong presumptive proof of the soul's immortality we have in this fact. All nations, savage and civilized, have the idea that there is a spirit in man that never dies. Whence came this idea? Did not the great Creator himself communicate the knowledge of this fact to all nations? Did he not write this great truth on the human mind so deeply that nothing can erase it?

          
Southey, in his Songs of the American Indians, makes the path of the Indian to his final abode much more intricate than that of the New Zealander.

          

            

              
“To the country of the dead,


              
Long and painful is the way.


              
O'er rivers wide and deep


              
Lies the road that must be past,


              
By bridges narrow wall'd,


              
Where scarce the soul can force its way


              
While the loose fabric totters under it.”
            

          

          
The New Zealander has but to leap into the sea, and he emerges into his final abode.

          
Their ideas about the spirit's journey to the land's end are somewhat earthly. They thought he would have rivers to cross, and would need food for his journey; and a small canoe was placed by his side, with a paddle in it, and a 
kete of kumeras to eat by the way. The idea was, that the spirit of the canoe would enable him to ferry himself across the rivers, and the spirit of the food support him. Some of the tribes do not seem to have practised a custom so 
com-

mon in many other islands, that of killing slaves and strangling wives to attend their chief to the world of spirits; though this practice was common at the North.

          
They suppose the spirit often lingers on its journey to look upon them ere it reaches its final abode, and sings as it travels—

          

            

              
“I am flying to the winds of the Reinga,


              
But still awhile I linger and prolong my flight.


              
I hover on the mountains looking south,


              
And take a last farewell of husband, child, and friend;


              
For they are about to pierce me with a spear,


              
To treat me as a plebian,


              
And eat me as their food.”
            

          

          
The last expression refers to the prevailing notion, that they go to the Reinga as food for the gods.

          
The following Lament contains the same idea on the subject of the spirit's journey. Our idea, learned from infallible Scripture, is, that a spirit's flight to its final abode is quick as thought: “Absent from the body, present with the Lord.” But the New Zealander does not calculate on so quick a transit.

          

            

              
“Weep, weep ye tides of Hokianga, for my Kura.


              
These were thy walks, and these thy favourite haunts, oh! Kura.


              
But Kura is not here:—


              
She is traversing the path that leads to the land of spirits.


              
Lovely in life was the form of thy visage, oh! Kura.


              
We see thy beauty no more.


              
Thy attendants now are the guardians of the dead.


              
Alas! my Kura.”
            

          

          
It appears their Hades has a 
Kainga Pai, and a 
Kainga Kino, a place of happiness and a place of misery. They say their friends return and whistle to them, to whom they reply, saying, 
Ko Koe tena? “Is that you?” 
He Kainga pehea tou Kainga? “What sort of a place have you got?” Some reply “It is a vile place, we have constant war, and nothing but dung to eat.” Others reply, “It is a fine place, we have plenty of kumeras, and plenty of birds.” When one of the first Missionaries had been preaching the scriptural doctrine of two eternal states, an old man began to protest against it with great vehemence, declaring he should not go to heaven, nor would he go to hell and have nothing but fire to eat; but he would go into the Reinga to eat kumeras with his friends who had gone before him.

          
The following Laments are illustrative of their views of the spiritual world—they have been translated and kindly furnished by 
Mr. C. O. Davis.

          

            

              
I.


              
The evening star

* is waning. It disappears


              
To rise in brighter skies,


              
Where thousands wait to greet it.


              
All that is great and beautiful I heed not now;


              
Thou wert my only treasure. My daughter.


              
When the sun-beams played upon the waters,


              
Or through the waving palm,


              


* The deceased person is addressed as the evening star, which is supposed to rise in another world, the inhabitants of which world recognise their relation in the star, and hail its arrival among them with great delight.



              
We loved to watch thy gambols


              
On the sandy shores of Awapoka.


              
Oft at the duwn of day,


              
Thou girdest on thy garments,


              
And with the daughters of thy people,


              
Hurried forth to see the fruits of Mawe

* gathered in.


              
Whilst the maidens of Tikaro

†


              
In quest of the rock-sleeping muscle,


              
Braved the surges, and in turn


              
Entrapped those stragglers of the finny tribe,


              
That linger near the shore to feast awhite.


              
When the tribes assembled


              
To partake the evening meal,


              
Thy fond companions gathered round three,


              
Each eager to bestow some dainty,


              
And await thy smile.


              
Where now? Oh! Where now?


              
Ye tides that flow and ebb,


              
No longer may ye flow and ebb,


              
Your support is borne away.


              
The people still assemble


              
At their feast of pleasure,


              
The canoe still cuts the wind in twain,


              
And scatters the sea foam;


              
Still the sea birds, like a cloud,


              
Darken the sky, hovering o'er the crags,


              
But the loved one comes not;


              
Nor even a lock of thy waving hair


              
Was left us, o'er which to weep.
            

          

          

            

              
II.


              
Behold the lightning's glare!


              
It seems to cut asunder Tuwhara's rugged mountains.


              
From thy hand the weapon dropped;


              
And thy bright spirit disappeared


              
Beyond the heights of Raukawa.


              
The sun grows dim and hastes away,


              
As a woman from the scene of battle.


              
The tides of the ocean weep as they ebb and flow,


              
And the mountains of the South melt away;


              
For the spirit of the Chieftain


              
Is taking its flight to Rona.

‡


              


* Fruits of Mawe—the kumera.



† Tikaro—name of a tribe at Hokianga.



‡ The following is the Legend of Rona. One bright moonlight night Rona was sent to fetch some water from a stream; in her hand was a basket, which contained a gourd. On her way to the water the moon suddenly disappeared behind a oloud, and the road being bad, she kicked her foot against some of the shrubs. This made her angry, and in her rage she cursed the moon saying, “Wicked moon, not to come forth, and shine.” This conduct of Rona's displeased the moon very much, who at once came down to the earth, and seized her. Rona, in her turn, seized a tree, which grew near the margin of the stream; but the moon tore up the tree by the roots, and flying away carried off Rona and her calabash, together with the tree. Rona's friends thinking that she was making a long stay went in quest of her. After searching for some time, they called out, “Rona, Rona, where are you?” “Here am I,” said she, “mounting aloft with the moon and the stars.”



              
Open ye the gates of the heavens!


              
Enter the first heaven, then enter the second heaven.


              
And when thou shalt travel the land of spirits,


              
And they shall say to thee “What meaneth this?”


              
Say, the wings of this our world

*


              
Have been torn from it, in the death of the brave one—


              
The leader of our battles.


              
Atutahi and the stars of the morning


              
Look down from the sky,—


              
The earth reels to and fro,


              
For the great prop of the tribes lies low.


              
Ah! my friend, the dews of Hokianga


              
Will penetrate thy body.


              
The waters of the rivers will abb out,


              
And the land be desolate.
            

          

          
They have many curious superstitions about the spiritual world. The following song is said to have been composed by a spirit from the other world. She was one of two wives, and died childless, but bye and bye returned and stole the child of a more favoured wife. The mother of the missing child, greatly distressed, applied to the priest, who engaged to induce the spirit to bring it back again. When he had performed his incantations the spirit kidnapper was seen on the top of the house nursing the child and singing the following plaintive poetry. The translation was kindly furnished me by Mr. Davis.

          

            

              

Song of the Spirit while Nursing a Child.


              
I am pierced by the wintry blast,


              
My body is slender and wan;


              
I weave not—my weaving is past,


              
And all my warm garments are gone.


              
Full oft to fair Arikirau

†


              
All lonely I posted my way


              
To gather the flax leaf—but now,


              
My members refuse to obey.
            

            

              
'Twas thoughtless of thee to come here,

‡


              
With nought but thy paddle in hand


              
Some power must have silenced that fear


              
Ever felt in approaching this land.


              
Ngahue,

‖ methinks it was thee


              
I beheld on the dark distant Isle;


              
And fain would I hasten to see,


              
And sit by thy side for a while.
            

            

              
As the kelp of the sea is uptorn,


              
By the high swelling tide, from its bed;


              
So o'er the wide waters I'm borne


              
And cast on the shore as one dead.


              


* The deceased person is supposed to have supported the world—his death, therefore, affects the tides of the sea, the mountains, &c., &c.



† Arikirau—a place celebrated for flax.



‡ Addressed to one supposed to have just entered the land of spirits.



‖ Ngahue—a friend of the spirit's.



              
Anon I am lash'd by the surge


              
That beats on dread Hingarae's

* reef


              
So sacred—but soon I'll emerge,


              
And triumph o'er danger and grief.
            

            

              
O come ye soft airs from the plain,


              
Where Hinerau

† fans the fair trees;


              
And waft my fond spirit again,


              
Where the lov'd ones are dwelling at ease,


              
To linger a while, or to roam,


              
Where once I was youthful and gay,


              
Would draw off my heart from its home;—


              
O then let me hasten away.
            

            

              
Let me hasten to Hiwawe's

‡ vales,


              
Where the hosts of the mighty ones trend;


              
Where they fly on the sweet-scented gales,


              
Far, far from the tombs of the dead.


              
Great Rangi,

‖ thou comest for me;


              
Ah, haste thy kind message to tell;


              
Again my bright home I shall see,


              
Then mortals and death—fare ye well.
            

          

          
What a dark and cheerless system is Paganism! It creates a thousand fears in life, which it cannot relieve in death, and sends the spirit into eternity without a hope that hath foundation. In the case of the New Zealander it has given place to a religion that brings life and immortality to light.

        



* Hingarae—a sunken rock.





† Hinerau—said to be the name of a wind in the world of spirits.





‡ Hiwawe—supposed to be in the world of spirits.





‖ Rangititoke—a god of reputed greatness.










Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Aborigines of New Zealand: Two Lectures

The Maori Priesthood



          

The Maori Priesthood.

          
The existence of a separate class of men, exclusively devoted to the service of the gods, and entrusted with all religious matters, is discoverable among all nations. In the earliest ages the head of the family conducted religious services and offered the sacrifices. This was the case with all the descendants of Abraham till the giving of the Law. Among other nations, certain persons were selected and formerly appointed to this office. The occasion of this, and the manner of its institution, are subjects veiled in great obscurity. We know there was a regular order of priests in Egypt before the time of Joseph. The Magi of Persia, and the Priests of Greece existed in very remote antiquity. The ancient Britons had their Druids, who were the authorised priests, teachers, and law-givers of their countrymen.

          
All the tribes of Polynesia seem to have an established order of Priesthood. The New Zealanders, no doubt, brought the Institution from Hawaiki. Mr. Jarves tells us, in his 
History of the Sandwich Islands, that each chief had his family priest, who followed him to battle, carried his war god, and superintended all the sacred rites of his household. They had also a great high priest, who was immediately attached to the person of the most powerful ruler, and had 

 the keeping of the national war god. Their power, though it partook of a religious character, was scarcely inferior to that of the chiefs. The Institution among the New Zealanders was much the same, only they had no national high priest. Every tribe had its priesthood, one of which was chief, and had the greatest influence. In many instances the principal chief was the high priest as well, uniting in his own person the rank of Ariki, or lord, and chief priest. The office was generally hereditary, passing from father to son, the father taking pains to instruct the son in all the mysteries of the order. Every priest had his own peculiar forms of 
Karakia. The secrets of his worship, the language he employed in his intercourse with the god, was hidden from the people. In fact it was a language not to be understood but by the initiated. I have heard old Tawaki, a great priest of the Ngatimaniapoto tribes, teaching his son at night, when all retired and they were alone.

          
Their persons were sacred. They were not allowed to work, their supplies were provided by the tribe. All about them and their houses were 
tapu. They were considered invulnerable to disease, and inviolate in battle. No sickness could affect them, nor any evil touch them in war, unless indeed they gave offence to the gods. I received from Ngaware, Tawaki's son and successor in the priesthood, a curious account of his father, on one of my visits to their village. Tawaki was an interesting looking old man, apparently about eighty years of age, with a long flowing beard, white as snow, appearing as mysterious and singular in all his movements and converse as you might expect such a personage to be. Ngaware told me his father was the oldest man in the country; had outlived all his compeers; that no man lived that could compute his age; that he had been proof against all disease; and, though he had accompanied the tribe on many a war expedition, no spear could pierce him, and no gun had power to touch his sacred person. The, secret of all this was, he had a 
watu in his breast—a sacred red stone given him by his predecessor, which was his preserver; nor could he die while it remained within him. “Bye and bye,” said Ngawhare, “when I see my father so decrepit that he is really sinking beneath the weight of years, and life has become a burden, I shall request him to give the 
watu to me—then he will die. I shall swallow it, and succeed him in the priesthood.”

          
Their work is to look after the interests of the gods, to see that the law of 
tapu be not violated, and that no offence has been given to the imaginary deity. They are, in fact, the representatives of the gods, and receive all the offerings which are to propitiate their deities, part of which is to be consumed by themselves.

          
In war they have the regulations of all the movements. From their supposed intercourse with the gods, they are expected to know the mind of the gods. They had their oracles, where they made enquiry as to their incidents of war. A place was selected, and a rude sort of grove prepared. Everything being 
tapu, no food was prepared, no fire lit; the gods were invoked, and a quantity of sticks planted to represent the different divisions of the tribes that were going on the expedition. These were in a row, and the enemy opposite. When all were placed in order, the warriors were 
com-

manded to turn away their faces, when the gods came and threw down the sticks which represented the tribes that were to suffer loss in battle. In this way they pretended to divine.

          
Like the ancient Druids, too, they divined by augury—by observations made on the flying and voices of birds; the appearances of the heavens; and by a variety of other methods.

          
Sometimes they profess to have revelations from the gods. Te “Atua Whera” pretended to have a revelation that foretold the assault on the pa at Ouhaeawai by the British troops, and our repulse. He gave it in the form of a song, which was sung by the enemy after the repulse.

          

            

              

The Dream of Atua Whera (The Fire God).


              
An attack! an attack! E! JIa!


              
A battle! a battle! E! Ha!


              
A fight on the banks of the river.


              
It is completely swept and emptied.


              
Oh! you would fight, you would fight.


              
You had better stayed at home in Europe


              
Than have suffered a repulse from Whareahau,


              
He has driven you back to your God.


              
You may cast your book behind,


              
And leave your religion on the ground.
            

          

          
The people were so fully persuaded of the power of the priests, and felt so much the importance of keeping on good terms with the gods, that they most scrupulously obeyed their commands. When the priest chose to halt, they must encamp, and not proceed till he issued the order. When he wished to consult the gods, he proclaimed a fast, and no fire was lit. So great was his influence on such occasions, that none would think of drinking at a stream as they passed to the field, if he had prohibited. Any violation of his orders would be expected to bring disaster and death. On returning from war he led them to a spot some distance from the pa, each warrior with a branch in his hand which he waved while the priest performed the 
karakia; then all their implements of war were thrown to a sacred spot and left.

          
Another part of the priest's work was, 
to heal the sick. All kinds of sickness was supposed to come either directly from the god, who, being offended, entered into the person and was gnawing his vitals; or indirectly, through the medium of witchcraft. The priests were the only physicians. When called to a sick person, the first thing done was to consult the gods, which was done by plucking up a piece of fern: if it came up clean, free from soil, it was a favourable indication. If much earth remained about the root, evil was predicted. He ordered the patient to be taken away into the bush—
tapuing all the paths so that no one should approach. If he recovered, an offering was made. Fern root was cooked and presented to their deified friends, male and female. If one by chance was omitted, he would avenge the slight by afflicting again.

          
In cases of supposed witchcraft the class of priests called “
Mata Kite” (face seers) are referred to. They generally go to the water and perform their incantations; then profess to see the spirit of the witch in the water; and hesitate not to divulge his name. In some cases the death of the witch is instantly sought; in others a system of counter witching is adopted.

          


          
They profess to have power over the elements. 
Te Heuheu, the great chief and priest of Taupo, once said to me, “If you and I were on that sea, and a storm were to arise, say not we should perish. I should command the winds and the waves, and they would instantly obey.” So confident was he in his power, that, when a tremendous avalanche of boiling mud came down one of the rivers on the banks of which he was living, and threatened their instant destruction, instead of taking to his canoe and escaping into the water, he stood calling to his gods till, with about sixty of his people, he was buried beneath the immense mass. He was a fine specimen of a New Zealander, standing upwards of six feet, with more dignity in his mien and nobility in his carriage than any Native I ever saw. The Lament that was sung by his brother is a fine specimen of native poetry, while it contains many allusions to their customs and beliof.

          

            

              

Lament for te Heuheu.


              
The morning breaks, it looks forth


              
By the side and through the peaks of Tauhara.

*


              
Perhaps my friend comes back to me.


              
Alas! I swim alone!


              
He is gone, thou bast taken him!


              
Go then, thou great one!


              
Go thou terrible!


              
Go thou that wert like a Rata,

†


              
And gave shelter to many.


              
Who is the god that has cast you


              
In his anger, to the jaws of death?


              
Sleep on, my father, in that much dreaded house.


              
The cord of Kaukau

‡ shall no more grace thy arm.


              
It was the delight of thy ancestor, of Ngahere,


              
Which he left, a sign of chieftainship.


              
Turn this way thy great and noble frame;


              
Let me see it once again.


              
Like the blue waters is thy face,


              
Marked with a hundred lines.


              
Thy people now are chieftainless,


              
And have no courage left.


              
They stand alone; they look dismayed,


              
Like the stars of heaven forsaken:—


              
Atutahi is gone, and Rehua

§ the man eater,


              
The great star that stood over the milky way is gone.


              
And thou too, Tongariro,

‖ stand alone.


              
The prows of the Arawa

¶ float in the water.


              
Women from the West shall weep,


              
Because thou art gone.


              


* A mountain.



† 
Rata, a tree, at first a climber; it clasps the tree it clings to, and finally kills it, becoming itself a great tree.



‡ The name of his 
meri or scalping knife. To this a particular name is usually given, which becomes well known to the tribe.



§ 
Atutahi and 
Rehua, the names of stars.



‖ The burning mountain.



¶ 
Arawa was the name of one of the canoes in which it was supposed that the first colonists sailed from Hawaiki.



              
Come back from the west, come back from the sea,


              
With thy tatoood body looking as beautiful as that of thy tupuna

* of Rongomai.


              
The darkness of the Po has enshrouded thee


              
Son of Rangi. But cease to sleep—


              
Arise, stand forth! take again thy meri,


              
And talk o'er thy deeds of valour,


              
How thou didst tread them down by hosts.


              
Thou wert a rock by ocean shore!


              
But thy death was sudden;


              
By the side of Peppeke

†


              
Thou didst fall. Thou wert laid on the earth;


              
But thy fame shall travel while the heavens remain.
            

          

          
They have a remarkable custom in reference to children. At a certain period the child is taken to the priest, who either takes it to the water and goes in with it, or sprinkles it and gives it a name, repeating a form of 
karakia (prayer), the purport of which is, if a boy, that he may be strong to fight and avenge the death of friends, and strong to plant food; if a girl, the burden of the prayer is that she may be strong to make garments and to cook food. It will not be wondered then that the priests possess great influence. In fact the whole of the religious matters and much that was political was entrusted to them. The New Zealanders pray not for themselves, but leave it to the priest.

        



* Ancestor.





† A river.
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Tapu.

          
Another subject connected with the priesthood and religion, is the superstitious custom or rite of 
Tapu. It may be defined as a law or restriction that derives its sanction from religion. Originally it meant sacred. It does not imply any moral quality, but is indicative of a particular distinction or separation from common purposes for some special design.

          
All nations, savage and civilized, have their peculiar laws. The chief peculiarity of the 
Tapu as it exists in these Islands is the religious character it sustains. Transgression is a sin against the gods as well as against society. I have met with some excellent remarks on this subject in the publication of the American Expedition, the substance of which is as follows:—When certain regulations are enforced by religious considerations, they exert an influence on the million they could not else obtain. The history of different religious sects illustrate this. It was not lawful for the Jews, according to the Mosaic law, to eat certain kinds of meat; or to offer in sacrifice the maimed; or to touch the animal considered unclean; and it was the sanction of religion that gave it its vitality and power. The Mahometan code, the work of an earthly law-giver, derives from its supposed Divine origin a force superior to that of any ordinary law. It is not lawful to eat pork, or drink wine, or omit certain ablutions, or to take food during certain months from sunrise to sunset. The Institutions of Lycurgus are another 

 example, owing their authority less to their own excellence or to the rank of the legislator, than to the solemn oath by which he enforced their observance and to the mystery of his death.

          
These examples may give us a clue to the probable origin of the the rite of 
Tapu. It may be supposed that the author of the rite was a person who in the original seat of the Polynesian race united the power of ruler and law-giver to the dignity of chief priest: who probably pretended to be inspired by the gods, as they often do in the other Islands when they utter oracles. If so, his laws or tapus, whether or not promulgated as Divine commands, would be received and obeyed as such. This view is supported by the fact that the 
ariki, or principal chief, is often the high priest; and also by the fact that in nearly all the groups men are found who pretend to be descendants from the gods, and regard themselves as a sort of earthly divinity. I have heard 
Te Huehue claim divinity. “Think not,” said he, “that I am a man, that my origin is from earth, I came from the heavens; my ancestors are all there, they are gods, and I shall return to them.”

          
I certainly regard the opinion expressed in the American work already referred to as a very plausible one and likely to be correct,—“that the lawgivers whose decrees have come down in the form of Tapu was a ruler invested by his subjects with divine attributes.”

          
But though the origin might thus be of a sacred and regal character, yet it has become common property;—a sort of magic term with which any man can throw a kind of protection over his property;—can tapu his house or fishing grounds or eel pas, as may suit his whim, or convenience, and think himself quite justified in defending his tapu with his musket.

          
The multifarious and minute applications of the religious part of this rite it were difficult to describe. We may just instance a few.

          

It applies to persons. The person of a chief is sacred, so that he cannot enter a house where food is cooked, or sleep where food has been consumed; nor allow a slave to enter his house unless all his garments are left behind. Anything touched by a “
tangata tapu” (a sacred man) would be thereby rendered 
tapu, and could no more be used, so that his drinking vessel must be held by a slave who pours out the water, and he drinks from his own hand.

          
A chief's head and hair are the most sacred parts of his person. To touch his head would be a breach of the law, requiring certain ablutions and offerings to his god. To burn his hair at a fire where food had been cooked would be a capital offence. When his hair is cut it is thrown into some sacred enclosure among other relics that are not to be handled. 
If he spill his blood the place is tapu.

          
Yeates, in his work on New Zealand, furnishes a curious account of the manner in which the 
tapu was regarded. He says he one day found a chief of great importance with a fish bone stuck in his throat, and though in great agony, and in a state of suffocation, no one dared to touch him nor to approach within a certain distance on pain of death. Mr. Yeates went to the suffering man, and extracted the bone. Instead of being grateful for the deliverance, the first words be spoke were in command to his people to take from Mr. 

 Yeates the instrument with which the bone had been extracted, as payment for having drawn blood from him, and for touching his bead when he was sacred. So exceedingly tenacious are these sacred persons that it is extremely difficult for a novice to converse with them without committing some breach of the law of 
tapu, which may expose him to be robbed of all he possesses at the time. I once seriously committed myself by inadvertently offending against the 
tapu. I was sitting in a native hut over a fire, in conversation with several natives, when an old chief, too sacred to enter such a house, sat down outside to listen to the 
korero. Feeling cold he exclaimed, “I am dead with cold, I shall go. I have no garment.” “Here,” said I, “is a good fire, it will serve instead, come in.” This was enough; the idea of finding a garment in the fire was a great offence, and off he went muttering his wrath. When I arose next morning, I found the house and all it contained under 
tapu. No utensils for cooking breakfast could be obtained. I had to go to old Tawaki and beg him to remove the 
tapu. This he did by sending a slave to drag out an iron pot and cook six potatoes in it, part of which he eat as the representative of the offended 
atua, and part were sent to the offended chief. Thus the law was vindicated and the god appeased.

          
In some of the dialects the improper use of the preposition 
for would be a transgression. There are two forms of the preposition “for,” the 
ma and the 
mo. He patu mau would be a thing for you to beat with; 
he patu mou, a think to beat you with. 
Riwai mau would be potatoes for you to eat; 
riwai mou, potatoes to be eaten with your flesh,—an offensive curse. This is not universal. The northern tribes have not this distinction; but in Waikato it was universal, and the misuse of the word a great offence.

          

Places also are often tapued. Houses, because of some offence to a chief, and roads and rivers, so that canoes could not pass. A watchman is placed on the banks to protect the 
tapu; and they who dared to pass violated the law, and must pay the penalty. A chief had only to say concerning a place he wished to 
tapu, Taku iwi tuaroa, “such a place or path is my back bone.” This was enough to render it sacred in their estimation. The resting place of a corpse is always sacred, and the canoe in which a corpse has been carried. The place of sepulture is regarded with great veneration and awe; no foot will dare to tread the sacred dust, and no hand be so sacrilegious as to touch an object in the sacred enclosure.

          
The penalties of this law partake both of a temporal and a supernatural character. The transgressor was liable to have his plantations burnt up, or his food taken away, or his canoes broken up, besides being exposed to the anger of his gods. How burdensome is such a religion as this! A more powerful system of religious despotism could not have been devised. Its exactments were of the most humiliating and troublesome description;—if anything had been wanting to complete the bondage in which the New Zealander was held by superstition, this certainly would perfect and perpetuate his slavery and his fears.

          
To have got rid of such a burden cannot but have been a great deliverance. Formerly a great portion of this country was 
tapu. 

 They could neither travel over it, nor hunt over it, nor cultivate, nor make any kind of use of it. Now it is all available. They travelled in dread, lest they should stumble on some tabued spot; now they go without fear. Their persons and their properties were in constant danger; but Christianity has freed them from these burdensome rites and distressing superstitions.
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Witchcraft.

          
The belief in Witchcraft was deeply rooted in the mind of the New Zealander. Like most other nations they have had their “
hai makutu,” 
i. e., sorcerers, wizards, and witches. Throughout the Pacific, sorcery has been one of Satan's most powerful agencies. It has exerted a fearful influence—stultified the intellect, called into existence a thousand fears, destroyed mutual confidence, perpetuated their mental and spiritual bondage, and as much if not more than any other superstition, impeded the progress of the Gospel. When we remember how very extensively a belief in the existence of witches, and in their power over the fates of men has prevailed, even in the civilized nations of Europe, and especially in England, we cannot feel surprised to find it among the New Zealanders, whose mythology brings them into such close and constant communication with infernal spirits, and whose ignorance and superstition make them the easy dupes of designing men.

          
Witchcraft among the New Zealanders belonged to the Priesthood. A certain class of priests, called 
Tangata makutu, alone were able to practice the art. The mysteries of their profession, and the power to practice, they handed down from generation to generation. Their children of both sexes were supposed to be initiated. They were employed for pay by parties wishing to avenge some real or supposed insult.

          
They had several causes for which they considered it lawful to bewitch, as,—“
He Kaihau,” 
i. e., the payment for a certain article going elsewhere. A man receives a garment for which he promises to give some other article, but violates his promise by sending it elsewhere. This is a great offence. Envy induced it. A man was a favourite; had distinguished himself in war; his fame is sung by his friends, and some envious compeer who likes not to be cast into the shade, employs a witch to take him away. Squabbles about land, and jealousy among rival wives, often led to it. A “
Tangata Kaiponu,” 
i. e., a niggardly man, a man close fisted, was greatly disliked, and his niggardliness would often bring the wizards upon him. A degrading address would sometimes be the cause. If I were sitting over the fire, and were to say to one coming to join me, “
he ahi tapu,” “this fire is sacred,” I should degrade him; he would feel insulted and resort to the black art for 
utu. Cursing, too, was another cause, and it was one way of punishing a thief.

          
The following is a prayer to bewitch thieves.

          

            
“Thou shalt be held by the power of Runutunu! by the power of Kopare, and by the power of Whiwhiotarawe, and thou shalt be brought forth and hung upon a tree to dry. Thou hast now a swelling in thy vitals; Oh let my heart think of this!”

          

          


          
The process reminds one of the witch-broth in Macbeth, though the ingredients differ: They had

          

            

              
“No fillet of a fenny snake,


              
No eye of newt, nor toe of frog,


              
No wool of bat, nor tongue of dog,


              
No adder's fork, nor blind worm's sting,


              
No lizard's leg, nor owlet's wing,


              
No scale of dragon, tooth of wolf,


              
No witches' mummy, maw and gulf.”
            

          

          
The New Zealand wizard collected parings of finger nails, broken shells, human hair, sharp jagged edged stones, old rags, &c. These were wrapped together, and with incantations buried. The evil spirit was invoked to send these witches weapons into the hated one, and tear and torture till he expired.

          
When a person is taken ill or dies, the priest is called to ascertain the cause; the patient sometimes professes to have seen the spirit of some one with whom he was at variance, standing by his bed, whom he concluded to be the witch. When dead, the priest, who is supposed to be gifted with second sight, pretends to make the discovery. He first divines as to the cause, by throwing an arrow. If it stick in the garments of the corpse, which they dress for the occasion, it was a natural death; but if it pierce the forehead, it was the work of a witch or wizard, and sometimes the “
Mata-kite” pretends to see the guilty one bending over the corpse. Sometimes he performs his incantations by the water side, and brings up the spirit of the person who has been guilty of the sin, crying out—such an one stands before us. 
Patu him:—when they all rush to the water and strike. But like Eneas in his path to the shades, they lift their weapons against a foe too ariel to be wounded.

          
If the person fixed upon be a person of no rank, he was often despatched without much ceremony. I have known the most revolting circumstances in connexion with these superstitions. When I lived on the Waipa, a man near the Mission Station had lost two or three children, and the men gifted with second sight had fixed on his own mother-in-law as the witch who had caused their death. He one day enticed her away ftom the 
Kainga, on pretence of looking after his pigs; and leading her to the side of an old kumera pit, put a noose over her head, strangled her, and threw her into the pit. There I found the corpse about a week after. The inhuman son-in-law was unmoved when the murder was discovered, exulting that he had ridded himself of a pest, and angry when we brought the corpse to make it a coffin and give it Christian sepulture.

          
Another man, for the same cause, had destroyed one of his own wives, and we had reason to believe consumed the remains with fire.

          
If the person was a chief the custom of 
Pikitoto (counter divination) was resorted to.
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The Fairies.

          
Among other superstitions prevailing in the land was their belief in the existence of an aerial tribe, called “
Te patupaiarehe,” or Maori Fairies. These mysterious beings have had an imaginary 

 existence in most parts of the world, generally being supposed the most perfect and beautiful creatures, of diminutive form, living in a land of exquisite beauty, amid scenes of enchantment and loveliness, governed by kings and queens who live in splendid palaces, riding on milk-white steeds, dressed in brilliant green, moving in processions more magnificent than those of eastern monarchs, dancing among shady groves and over verdant lawns to music more delicious than any mortal lips could sing or hands produce, and occasionally visiting earth and helping or annoying its inhabitants.

          
The Fairy superstition among the Maories somewhat differs. They are not the diminutive beings they are supposed to be in most lands, but giants—a people of extraordinary dimensions. They are exceedingly numerous, and have their abode in the mountains, on the tops of which they build their pas. These pas are generally seen at sunrise, all perfect in houses and fences, and everything essential to Maori comfort and safety; but when the Maories go to pay them a visit they find the scene has moved to another and distant peak, so that they can never get near them. Sometimes they are seen at sea, fishing; both angling and netting; but as the Maories draw near they disappear beneath the waves, and then reappear at their work in the distance. They suppose them to be spirits of departed men. Like fairies in other lands, they are musicians; and when they play their instruments bewitch the ears of the listeners. They sometimes pay a visit in the night and make a whole house sick and ill by trampling the inmates unmercifully as they sleep. To protect them against such midnight troublers, they used to deem it necessary to build their houses with the door towards the north. Only one man is said to have been taken away alive by them. His name was Tarapikau; and it is in consequence of his residence among them that they spare others whom they visit. They are said to have the power of driving men mad.

          
Is it not probable that these 
Patupaiarehe derive their existence from atmospheric illusion? Some of those spectral or illusory appearances which take place from the power of refraction in the atmosphere, or some other atmospheric phenomena resembling the mirage of the desert? A very remarkable instance of this illusion occurred during the passage of the French army across the desert at the time of Napoleon's expedition to Egypt. “When morning dawned,” says the historian, “the army found itself traversing boundless plains of sand, without water or shade, and with a burning sun overhead. All the wells on the road were exhausted. In the midst of the general depression a sudden gleam of hope illuminated the countenances of the soldiers. A lake appeared in the wilderness, with villages and palm trees clearly reflected on its glossy surface. The parched troops hastened to the enchanted spot, but it receded from their steps. Again they pressed on with burning impatience, but it for ever fled from their approach, and they had the mortification of discovering that they had been deceived by the mirage of the desert.”

          
Some English voyagers in the Arctic regions speak of splendid visions which they saw at one place. “The general aspect of the coast was that of an extensive and ancient city, with ruined castles, churches, hills surmounted by turrets, battlements, spires, and 

 pinnacles.” So magnificent that they termed it the “enchanted coast.” There can be no doubt but similar phenomena called into existence those pas on the mountain tops. And as to the hostile visits paid by those aerial beings, and the severe trampling they inflicted, it is very likely to have happened after eating to repletion some unwholesome food, which produced nightmare and general sickness. A people without any knowledge of the laws of nature, and exceedingly superstitious, might be expected to account for such occurrences in this way.

          
From these mysterious beings they say they learnt the art of making fishing nets. At the north they had often observed in the mornings the prints of feet on the shore, as though a large company had passed along in the night; and also heaps of fish scales, for which they could not account. A man named Matawhero was determined to keep watch, and went to the spot one night for the purpose. About midnight a great host of those beings made their appearance, spread a large seine, and enclosed a multitude of fish. He mixed among them, doing as they did, and remained unobserved. He was very anxious to examine the seine to see how it was made. By and by they divided the fish, that each might carry his share; and as he knew they would be off before daybreak, he tried to detain them. In stringing his fish he made no knot nor fastening, and as fast as he strung them at one end they slipped off at the other. All were ready for flight but Matawhero. The fairies came to his help, but did not discover his duplicity. His fish could not be strung. At length day dawned, and away flew the new friends of Matawhero, leaving both seine and fish. His object was gained: he examined the net, and discovered the art of netting. They say the albinos sprung from those 
Patupaiarehe.

          
I had intended to have made some remarks on the customs and character of the New Zealanders, and given a few more specimens of their poetry, but time is gone. Another opportunity may occur.

          
Let us be thankful to Providence that our lot has been cast among the blessings of civilized life, and the privileges of a religion, the yoke of which is easy, and the burden of which is light.

          
And let it be our constant effort to banish all that remains of the old superstitions of the country, and to diffuse among the aborigines of our adopted land the blessings of an enlightened civilization, and the influence of a divine and happy religion.
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In the former Lecture our attention was principally occupied in endeavouring to ascertain the origin of the New Zealand tribes; and in discovering their Religion and some of their Superstitions. We need not here recapitulate the topics, but may proceed at once to describe some of their manners and customs.
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Customs in War.

          
The Polynesians generally are a people addicted to war. Christianity has effected a remarkable change. Where its influence has been but partially received, and its peaceful and benevolent precepts but partially submitted to, the passion for war is held in check; and when it has burst forth, it has been marked by a subdued ferocity, and its results have been much less sanguinary than formerly:—where Christianity has established its rule and obtained entire approval and submission, the war propensity is well nigh extinguished. It has given place to a love of the useful arts, has inspired proper regard for the rights of property, and created earnest desire for domestic improvement and social progress. Such have invariably been the happy results of the introduction of the Gospel. Whenever it takes hold of a sword it converts it into a ploughshare, and turns the spear into a pruning hook; it creates a love of the peaceful arts, which supplants the love of war, and substitutes the implements of husbandry for the weapons of the battle-field.

          
But originally the New Zealander was a warrior—war, in fact, was the principal engagement of his life. He loved sons better than daughters, that he might have men to fight his battles and avenge his wrongs. The greatest wish he had in reference to his sons was, that they might grow up brave warriors. When taken to the priest to receive a name, and be baptised, it was not to dedicate them to the God that made them, and seek his blessing, but to seek from the demons that delight in blood the spirit of inhuman warfare; to pray that they might be brave to bear the weapons of war.

          

            

              
“Let this child be strong to grasp the battle axe,


              
To grasp the spear,


              
Strong in the strife,


              
Foremost in the charge,


              
First in the breach,


              
Strong to grapple with his foe,


              
To climb lefty mountains,


              
To contend with the raging waves.”
            

            

              
“May he be industrious in cultivating the ground,


              
In building large houses,


              
In constructing canoes suited for war,


              
In netting nets.”
            

          

          


          
Such were the prayers offered to the gods on behalf of their children—so that the New Zealander was literally baptised for the battle field. As he grew he was taken to the camp and trained in all the horrid practices of savage warfare. They sometimes laugh at us, and say, we leave our fighting for men in red coats, and don't know how to fight for ourselves; but every 
tangata Maori is a man of war.

          
The 
occasions of war among them were numerous. The principal causes were land and women. They have a proverb to this effect, which they often quote, “
He wakine, ke oneone, nga mea i ngaro ai te tangata.” (“Women and land have been the great causes of the destruction of men.”)

          
They often made war upon each other for the sake of territory, lands, fishing grounds, &c., and the proprietors would defend their property to the last, and part with it only with their lives. Nor has this feeling been extinguished; the New Zealander is as tenacious of his possessions as ever he was, and as much disposed to defend his rights against aggressors, whether native or foreigners.

          
A woman marrying into a different tribe without the consent of her friends, or a case of adultery, frequently raised a war. If a woman gives herself to a man of another tribe, her friends go and demand her. She is placed between the parties, and after some 
korero a trial of strength takes place, first between the husband and a near relative of the female; perhaps her brother goes to drag her away, and the husband firmly grasps his prize to retain her. If sufficiently brave and strong to throw his antagonist, another comes and he has to encounter a second. Friends on both sides look on for awhile, till by and by a general scuffle ensues; the poor woman is most cruelly treated, all but torn to pieces; perhaps blood is spilt; they retire, muster their forces, and war is the result. To obtain slaves, they often made war on weaker tribes. The Waikatos were constantly returning to Taranaki for this purpose, until a most populous district became all but forsaken, and stripped of its inhabitants. Men were slain, women and children enslaved. Christianity has produced its usual results in reference to slavery. When the tribes embraced the Gospel, they gave their slaves leave to return and occupy their own lands.

          
The crime of murder was generally the cause of extensive wars—it was a “
take nui” (a great cause), and would enlist the sympathies of many tribes. The friends of the murderer never thought of giving him up to be punished; nor would the friends of the murdered expect it. Their practice was to seek satisfaction in a general war.

          
The greatest slaughter that ever befel the Waikato tribes originated in a murder. A man called Koperu, of the Ngapuhi tribes, was on a visit to the 
Ngatipaoa at Tamaki, at a pa where Panmure now stands. Tiniwai, for some cause or other, by singing a song induced Te Paraoa-rahi to kill Koperu. They often conveyed their wishes in this way. Paraoa-rihi understood it, and killed him instantly. As soon as 
Hongi heard of it he brought down his army and cut them off. Some children belonging to a Waikato chief happened to be in the pa and were killed; this led the Waikatos to 

 seek 
utu, and they went to Wangarei and destroyed the principal chiefs. This brought Hongi again to the south, just after his return from England, whence he had brought so many fire arms. The Waikatos had not received fire arms, and they assembled at Mata-kitaki, on the Waipa, to die together. There Hongi slew many hundreds; as many as could, escaped to the mountains. The event is recorded in several songs. The following is a specimen:—

          

            

              
“The morning breaks, Tawera bites the moon.


              
A memento of the death that has befallen the tribes.


              
Alas! my son of noble birth and greater valour,


              
With his fathers all are gone.


              
Prepare a canoe, let us embark


              
To seek revenge, for the death of Whara-ate Hinu,


              
And reap satisfaction for the offspring of Kokako.


              
Their death was noble—


              
It was the end of the brave.


              
By the tides that flowed from Kaipara,


              
And crossed the Manukau in hosts,


              
Were they outnumbered and slain.


              
Koperu died by the murderers band;


              
But that sin was not ours.


              
And the death of Taubata


              
Was just; for Tuhoehoe was slain,


              
And Kaipiha; Ae and Taiheke


              
Who was eaten as canoes paddled off.


              
And Hika and Hope consumed


              
By plebians of the Rarawa tribe.


              
And thou, Houtaewa, Hongihika was thy grave.


              
Alas! the children of Waikato are fallen,


              
They sleep in death.”
            

          

          
The following was composed by an old chieftess returning home after the slaughter of Matakitaki.

          

            

              

Te Iro's Love of Home.


              
“It is love for my grandchildren


              
That draws me onward.


              
In days gone by, my step was light,


              
When in the bloom and vigour of my youth;


              
Now I perish, I am going to decay,


              
I hasten to the land of spirits.


              
As nestling birds intensely listen for their dam's return,


              
That they may feed,


              
So wait I for thy voice, O Pehirangi, that calls to food,


              
That strengthened we may swiftly tread


              
The lengthy path of Mawete;


              
The path that Hikatamure,


              
Thy ancestor, so often trod,


              
When journeying to the rising sun,


              
To Nukutaurua and the coasts of Maru,


              
To visit on the eastern shore.


              
O for the wings of a Matataketake

*


              
To speed us on our way,


              
And swiftly bring us to the waves


              


* A boy's kite



              
That o'er the floating rock of Tu


              
Throw their white foam.


              
We are on the mountains yet,


              
But home draws nigh.


              
Alas! no friends are left to welcome our return.


              
But hark! the sea birds cries I hear—


              
The Gull that hovers o'er the river's mouth;


              
The Gannet, skimming ocean's waves;


              
These join the rippling tides that wash the shore


              
To call us home,


              
And welcome us to the leved land


              
Of our illustrious sires,


              
The land of Kaupaea and Parepare,


              
Of Rua-te-mahue and Tau-te-paoa,


              
The men who were the terror of their day.


              
O, Hurakau! though potent is thine arm,


              
Too late thou hast arisen to avenge our wrougs.


              
Return thy weapon to thy bosom,—


              
Rautatiti, who should feel its stroke,


              
Now dwells with death.


              
He drove me to the mountains.


              
For him we saw Maramataha,


              
And stood unfed at Oburakia,


              
And sought repose on Tongariro,

*


              
And shivered with the cold of Ruapahu

†


              
Till our limbs were blue.


              
Say, was it in derision of the tatoo's hue


              
Thy snows, O Paretetaitonga,

‡ stained my limbs,


              
That thus adorned,


              
I might tread the sands of Tapiu.”
            

          

          
Cursing was a great offence, and often the cause of war. Cursing an enemy was a very ancient custom. It consisted in devoting them to destruction, and was practised in early times. The prophets or poets were supposed to have the power of cursing persons and places, so as to confound all their designs, frustrate their counsels, and fill them with terror and dismay. Hence the attempts of Balaam to curse the Lord's people. We have many instances in history, as at the destruction of Carthage, when the Romans devoted the city to destruction, with all its inhabitants, and called upon the gods to forsake them.

          
Tacitus observes, that when Suetonius Paulinus prepared his army to cross over into Anglesea, where the Britons and Druids made their last stand, the priestesses, with dishevelled hair, white vestments, and torches in their hands, ran about like furies, devoting their enemies to destruction.

          
The New Zealander generally connected his cursing with cannibalism. He took offence or became envious and jealous, and in language that implied he wished his enemy killed and cooked for food, gave vent to the feeling. Perhaps saying, “
tou upoko” (thy head), “
upoko kohua” (head cooked), “
taku kai” (food for me). 



* A volcanic mountain.





† A snow-clad mountain at Taupo.





‡ A mountain.



 Sometimes the curses were uttered in the form of poetry: as Topeora's cuse—

          

            
“Oh, my little daughter, are you crying; are you screaming for your food—here it is for 
you—the 
flesh of Hekemanu and Werata. Although I am surfeited with the soft brains of Putu and of Rikiriki, and of Raukanri, yet such is my hatred that I will fill myself fuller, with those of Pau, of Ngaraunga, of Pipi, and with my most 
dainty morsel the flesh of the hated Te Ao. Leave as food for me the flesh of my enemy Titoko, I will shake with greedy teeth the bodies of Huhikahu and of Ueheka. My throat gapes eagerly for the brains not yet taken from the skull of Potukeko. In my great hatred I will swallow raw the stinking brains of Taratikitiki. Fill up my distended stomach with the flesh of Tiawha, and Tutonga, &c., &c. Is the head of Ruakerepo indeed considered sacred? Why it shall be given to me, as a vessel for boiling 
kaeos in at Kawau.”

          

          
A violation of the 
Tapu sometimes occasioned war. This singular custom was described in the last lecture. Its regulations were regarded with the utmost strictness, and no one dared to break them with impunity. The penalty for a breach was generally a robbery; if this was resisted, war followed.

          
Everything connected with the planting and harvesting of the kumera was 
tapu, and all the paths leading to the plantation were marked off; if any strangers dared to travel over them, a war might be the consequence of his temerity.

          
Such were some of the causes which led to their desolating wars. It has been said, and I have seen it written too, that they love war. I question this; I do not think that love of it was a passion among them. I should rather say they were impelled by pride and revenge. They are naturally proud, and haughty; they have keen sense of honour; pride would not allow them to brook an insult; their honour trampled on, a degrading epithet applied, a chief called a 
taurekareka, or familiarities with his wives, were insults not to be passed over. The feeling of revenge, too, was deep. We generally find, however, if the New Zealander could honourably pass by an insult he would, so that no one thought him base or called him a coward. Some of the tribes have embraced Christianity that they might have a pretext for not going to war. But when the demon was once aroused he was not easily satiated.

          
When war was determined, the next thing was to find out by divination the probable results. The Waikato tribes used to resort to a sort of divination they called a 
Tuahu or 
Tahuhuroa. Rods were planted as representatives of the demi gods, 
Tiki, his sons, 
Wakamaru, and others, to represent the tribes. The latter was tied to the former with flax. A solemn fast was observed, no food cooked, no fire lit, but 
karakia performed till noon. When the sun had reached the zenith they went to breakfast, then returned to learn the result. If they find the rods representing the tribes on the ground, the pa will be taken, if dug about, some are to fall, if only dug about the outside the leader will be slain, if 
Wakamaru lies low, no success is to be expected, and the army is dispersed. Of course the priest can arrange matters to meet the wishes of his friends, and no doubt did so.

          


          
If the answer from the gods were favourable, and success promised, the expedition started in full confidence that they should realise the promised victory.

          
Tribes expecting war generally chose the most inaccessible spots for their pahs or fortifications, often on the top of a hill protected by swamp, or river, or precipice, perhaps with all sides inaccessible save a narrow pass. Fences were erected, trenches dug, breastworks thrown up, and other defences prepared, adapted to protect against invaders with native weapons. I once passed a pa in the Mokau district of this description, situated at the bend of a narrow stream, precipitous on all sides save a narrow defile forming the entrance to the pa, which the natives said had never been taken, and was quite a refuge for their children in times of war. It was under siege on one occasion, and the inhabitants being nearly perished of famine, had to send out the men to dig fern root. They threw a tree across the river to the opposite bank, and so went out unseen by the enemy. While the men were out on one occasion the enemy well nigh succeeded in making a breach, when a heroine rushed out and danced in native style in the face of the foe. The warriors sat down to look at her, and she thus kept them at bay till the men returned, and saved the pa. The feat is related with great admiration by her friends.

          
An army would sometimes keep up the siege for months, till the besieged were reduced to the greatest straits, compelled to dig for clay, and cat it as food. They sometimes attempted to deceive the foe by cutting up the stem of the 
tutu to resemble fern root, which piled in stacks, as though they had subsistence to enable them to withstand a long seige. They generally kept watch. A sentinel “was appointed, who sang the livelong night, that the enemy might not attempt to take them by surprise.

          

            

              

Song of the Sentinel During a Siege.


              
Whilst the moon shines brightly


              
The weapons are placed in battle array.


              
Lo we rest as for awhile.


              
Our spears were not uplifted.


              
Ye came not nigh.


              
Are ye coming to the contest?


              
Are ye approaching to the battle?


              
Oh! get you hence.


              
For even the drowsy ones


              
Await your attack.
            

          

          
When the armies met in open field, they were drawn up by their respective leaders in deep columns face to face, with the hideous war dance. The 
Toas, i.e., the men of valour and bravery, rushed out between, while the principal body rested on their arms and flourished about, defying each other, as Goliah did the armies of Israel, aiming, at distinction by slaying the first man. The leaders generally exerted themselves to excite the passions of their army by addresses. The reasons of the conflict are set forth with all the peculiar powers of 
maori oratory, and by the most impassioned appeals to the excited feelings of the untutored savage. The pride of the tribe, their 

 honour, their wives, their children, their lands, the bravery of their ancestors, the spirits of the departed, their own lives now menaced,—every fact and circumstance dear to them is invoked, and all the power of their wild poetry and savage rhetoric employed to inflame the passions for war, and stimulate to bravery. The eloquence and prowess of their chiefs as displayed at such times is often celebrated in their laments. The following is a specimen.

          

            

              

Lament of Ikaherengutu for his children.


              
As I sit my heart strings are convulsed


              
 For my children.


              
Behold me, O my friends,


              

Tane has transformed me,


              
Till I resemble the foliage


              
That droops upon the shore,


              
And bend like mourning tree fern


              
 For my children.


              
Where now, thou favoured one,


              
Whom every tongue saluted,


              
And every home bid welcome?


              
He is gone over the great descent.


              
I am left, my friends.


              
I sit upon a generation crushed.


              
Like a plain stripped of its trees,


              
A plain cleared of every blade,


              
A plain swept completely,


              
With nothing left, to look upon the sun


              
That flings his beams across it.


              
Like a mountain that stands alone,


              
To catch the breeze that tells of home,


              
Which we loved so much to feel,


              
As it wafted from the south.


              
Have they been hidden in that house


              
By Whiro the thief?

*


              
My heart is ignorant


              
Of the doings of the hundred;


              
Say the moon is a thief,


              
For she does not always shine.


              
Say the cliff, too has stolen,


              
Hence its land slipped away;


              
That the seed has decayed


              
Because of its theft.


              
Had theft been the cause,


              
Hosts of demons would have


              
Crushed us all, and our end


              
Have been like that of the Moa.

†


              
Leaves only are left to weep


              
Over the descendants


              
Of Pani, and of Rongotau,


              
The fathers of the ruddy roots;

‡


              


* It had been said that some theft had been committed, which was the cause of his children's death.



† A gigantic bird, now extinct.



‡ The kumera.



              
Riches over which your sires exulted


              
In olden times, and distant lands.


              
From Hawaiiki I brought you,


              
And here you grew to men.


              
Your ancestors exorcised


              
Every spirit of the deep,


              
The breath of pestilence,


              
And the wasting famine.


              
But they returned,


              
With death and mourning in their train.


              
By thy fathers at Kairau


              
Thou wert charmed.


              
With the charm of Tutorohakina,


              
And of Tu te-nganahau;


              
To shield thee in war, my son,


              
To preserve thee from revenge,


              
To ward off the stroke of thy foe,


              
And invest thee with the strength of an host,


              
That single-handed thou might'st


              
Plunge into the midst of battle,


              
Like the greedy cormorant,


              
Who dives 'neath mountain waves,


              
And brings up his prey


              
From the dark blue sea.


              
Thy fame was planted on Haumatau.

*


              
Admiring tribes, as they saw thy prowess,


              
Asked, amazed, Whose son is this?


              
Thou wert mighty in battle,


              
And thy deeds are heard on every river.


              
Men stand upon the prow of their canoes,


              
And catch the sound of thy glory,


              
As they float along the stream;


              
For every tribe bore away thy fame,


              
And exalted thee above the fellows;


              
Thou, whose flesh eat every ball


              
While in close encounter with thy foes.


              
Oh! had I but left my son at home!


              
Then Totara-i-ahua could not


              
Have viewed him along the barrel of his gun.


              
And ye would have made a fleet


              
To sail the waters of Manukau,


              
And I should not thus have wept for you.
            

          

          
Their weapons were not very numerous, but adapted to their inode of warfare.

          
The 
Meri, or 
Patu Pounamu, was the weapon of the chief, either suspended from his wrist, or carried in his girdle ready for application.

          
The 
Tumere, very similar, only made of Maire.

          
The 
Paraoa, cut out of a whale's jaw-bone, of same shape.

          
The 
Pouwhenua was a club-headed spear.

          
The 
Waha-ngohi a large flat weapon or battle-axe.

          
The 
Taiaha, or 
Hani, used for fencing, and as a spear, generally used as by the 
Toas. The 
Timata and 
Taoroa were long spears.

          



* The place where he fought.




          
They had a projectile called a 
Hoeroa, made of the jaw-bone of the sperm whale, a sort of harpoon, resembling an ancient instrument of war, the dart, to the head of which was fastened a long strap, which the warrior retained when he discharged the dart in order to draw it back again. The 
Hoeroa was fastened to a rope held in the hand, with which the victim was drawn towards the person throwing it.

          
The 
Pere was for throwing or projecting short arrows, made of manuku, or slinging stones at the enemy.

          
The only defensive armour they used was a 
Pukupuku. A piece of cloth made of flax closely woven, and of most impervious texture; it was bound round the loins and chest. They had no helmet, but like the ancients, they endeavoured to protect the breast. It is said that this kind of defence originated with the Egyptians; among whom Meyrick says, “it was the only body armour. It was hung over the breasts and shoulders like a tippet; was made of linen several times folded, and quilted in such a manner as to resist the point of a weapon. These linen pectorals came into extensive use among the neighbouring nations, and those of Egyptian manufacture were particularly valued.” A linen thorax of this kind seems to have been worn in the Trojan war by the lesser Ajax, who

          

            

              
With a guard


              
Of linen texture light his breast secured.”
            

          

          
The New Zealauder steeped his 
Pukupuku (or pectoral), in the water to stiffen it, and convey a greater power of resistance. It was generally sufficiently hard to resist the 
Pere, or spear.

          
In attacking a pa they would sometimes form a long wall of flax leaves and raupo, fastened with vines, large enough to cover two or three hundred men; a party moving it forward, and the warriors advancing behind it protected from the missiles of the pa, and enabled to make a breach without much loss. Sometimes they would dig a subterranean pathway leading into the very pa. Such patience and perseverance did they display in seeking revenge, and to obtain satisfaction for real or imaginary offences.

          
Before the introduction of fire-arms, the method of fighting, after the onset was, each man choosing his individual antagonist; and the field presented the spectacle of a multitude of single combats, just as in the primitive wars, and indeed among the Greeks and Trojans, at the seige of Troy. Though the Greeks used both chariots and missiles, yet their battles and skirmishes usually resolved themselves into a number of duels. It was exactly the same among the American Indians.

          
The New Zealander had no weapons by which warfare could be carried on at a distance for any length of time. It soon became necessary to enter into close combat. A mode more adapted to the tempers and feelings with which they came into the field, than any which would have kept them at a distance from each other.

          
The introduction of fire-arms greatly tended to change the original character of war. It may not have diminished the destructiveness, but it necessarily abated the rancorous feeling with which it was originally carried on; it converted it from a contest of fierce and 

 diabolical passion, into an exercise of science. The dreadful waste of human life involved in war by any method is lamentable, but the displacement of brute force and those other animal impulses by which it was mainly directed, even by the musket, was something gained. It is impossible that war could be so debasing to those engaged in it, when chiefly a contest of skill, as when wholly a contest of passion.

          
The first introduction of fire-arms among the New Zealanders was most destructive. 
Hongi had great advantage over other tribes that could only meet him with native weapons; hence the sad havoc he made among the Waikato tribes at Matakitaki. When they were equally armed, their wars became much less bloody. They are all afraid of guns, and keep at a respectful distance, carrying on the war by straggling shots from behind trees, and fern, and doing but little execution.

          
But best of all, is the spread of Christianity,—the introduction of those “weapons which are not carnal, but mighty through God, to the pulling down of strong holds.”
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Cannibalism of the New Zealanders.

          
The practice of Cannibalism among the New Zealanders was connected with their wars. They have obtained an unenviable distinction for this revolting custom. The subject has, however, been greatly exaggerated. They have been represented as man-eaters from sheer love of human flesh, and the most affecting pictures have been drawn of the cannibal feast. It has been described as the greatest delicacy with which visitors of rank could be regaled. I am fully satisfied that such accounts are beyond the truth. The New Zealander never ate human flesh because he preferred it as an article of food; nor did he kill his slaves to make a feast for visitors, but invariably to gratify revenge. Prisoners of war alone were the victims, and revenge the principal feeling. Perhaps it was connected with the idea, that to eat the flesh of the warrior would imbue them with his valour and bravery.

          
So far as I have been able to learn, revenge has been the principal cause of Cannibalism among the Polynesians generally. Sometimes famine may have driven them to it; but even in Feejee, at present so notorious for its anthropophagism, I am told that to gratify revengeful feeling is the principal cause.

          
This horrible custom very probably had its origin in their mythology, which led them to suppose that the spirits of the dead were eaten by the demons,—that the spiritual part of their offerings was eaten by the god to whom it was presented. In some islands, 
Ellis says, “Man eater, was an epithet of the principle deity,” and that “it was probably in connection with this, that the king, who often represented the deity, appeared to eat the human eye.”

          
Tradition among the New Zealanders, says that it originated with the demi-gods. “
Rongo,” god of the kumera, “
Tane,” god of trees and birds, “
Tangaroa,” god of the sea and fish, “
Haumea,” god of fern-root, and “
Tu,” god of war, were all brothers. 
Tu ate them all. This was the commencement among the gods. Among men it was begun at Hawaiiki, by 
Manaia, who killed and ate an 

 adulterer, in detestation of his crime. Jarves says, “it was not uncommon for the Sandwich Islanders to indulge in the horrible custom after the close of battle in early times; and in later days it was confined to certain robber chieftains who infested mountain paths and recesses of forests, from which they sallied forth, slaying, plundering, and gorging like vultures on the flesh of their victims.” The New Zealander has an idea there are some such beings on the mountains, whom they call 
Paraus; and though you never meet with one who has seen them, yet they are in great dread of them when travelling alone.

          
Different tribes have their own tradition on the origin of the custom. At Waikato they say that 
Mahanga, the father of the Ngatimahanga, inhabiting Waingaroa, was the first to eat men in their district. He lived in the fourth generation, descended from Hoturoa, the emigrant from Hawaiiki. 
Hoturoa had a son called 
Tama-ki-te-marangai. The latter had a son called 
Tuhetia: and 
Tuhetia had a son called 
Mahanga. Tuhetia went out to sea to fish with his brother-in-law, 
Tahinga. When they had nearly filled the canoe, 
Tuhetia desired 
Tahinga to get up the stone used as an anchor, but 
Tuhinga being envious of the popularity of 
Tuhetia, who was a very general favourite, and could have 
kai any where, had plotted his death, and pretending to draw up the stone, said he could not. “Cut the rope,” said 
Tuhetia. “I have no 
makoi” (shell), said 
Tuhinga. “Dive for it,” said 
Tuhetia. “I can't hold breath long enough,” said the other. On this 
Tuhetia went into the sea himself, and 
Tahinga instantly cut the cable, and pulled away. When 
Tahinga came up the canoe was gone. He called, and 
Tahinga replied by throwing his clothes and fish into the sea, saying, “This is all the canoe you will have.” When he reached the shore, 
Tuhetia's wife asked where his friend was. He said he went alone; but at daybreak next morning she saw her husband rise out of the sea in the form of a 
taniwha, and was then assured he had been drowned by 
Tahinga. Tahinga had a son called 
Kokako, who lived at Waikato Heads. And when 
Mahanga grew up, having enquired who was his father, and what became of him, and being told that 
Tahinga killed him, he made war on 
Tahinga's son, and killed and ate him from revenge for the death of his father.

          
Any details on this subject would be too revolting; but I may remark that great insult was offered, and great indignities practised on the bodies of their enemies. They would often torture the victim, heat the oven, throw him alive on the hot stones, and tear his flesh with the cannibal knife, 
Tuatini. The skull was used as a drinking cup; the teeth hung to their ears; their bones made into forks; and some into needles, with which to sow dogskin mats. These mats were valued the more for being sewed with the bones of their enemies. The collar bone made a frame for a bird snare; and rings for the legs of decoy parrots were made out of the leg bones. Topeora's curse

* refers to some of these customs.

          
This is a dark portion of their history, but it could not be passed over without notice. A brighter day, thank God, has dawned; and now, they are ashamed of those things that were done in darkness. To name 

 the custom is sufficient to raise the blush of shame, and cause the New Zealander to turn away in disgust at the inhumanity of his former deeds. The last authentic account of cannibalism was the case at Tauranga, in 1842 or 1843, by Taraia. I trust the last in the history of the country. Taraia will never be envied the distinction of having completed the list of these who indulged in the horrid custom.

          
Perhaps it would be just to say, that the New Zealander has not been alone in this practice. It has prevailed among many other nations. Humboldt, in his work on South America, gives an account of the introduction of the custom among the Mexicans. Southey's Notices of the same country contain the most revolting details—much worse than New Zealand ever furnished. Cortez, in some of his despatches during the Spanish war in America, speaks of the prevalence of the custom; and Bernal Diaz, one of his soldiers, confirms it. The most extraordinary instance known to exist, is that practiced by the Battas, an extensive and populous nation of Sumatra. These people, though considerably advanced in civilization, according to 
Sir Stamford Raffles, eat human flesh by law. “It is the universal and standing law of the Battas, that death by eating shall be inflicted—1st, for adultery; 2nd, for midnight robbery; 2rd, in wars of importance; 4th, for intermarrying in the same tribe; 5th, for treacherous attacks on a house, village, or person. In all the above cases it is lawful for the victim to be eaten—tied to a stake and cut up alive, and devoured by piecemeal.”

          
These accounts make us reflect with mitigated severity on the practice of the New Zealanders, who had much less civilization, yet never pursued the custom from love of it, but to gratify revenge.

        



* See page 35.
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Preserving the Heads of the Slain.

          
Another custom connected with war was preserving the heads of the slain. These were stuck on poles as trophies. Most nations have their own way of celebrating a victory. It has been customary among all to have some memorials, and the state of society among savages not admitting of extensive public monuments to preserve the renown of military exploits, the barbarian victor generally celebrates his triumph on the bodies of slain enemies, in disfiguring which he first exercises ingenuity, then converts it to a permanent trophy of his prowess. David carried the head of Goliath to Jerusalem, and laid it in triumph at the feet of Saul. 
Herodotus says, the ancient Seythians were wont to carry the heads of all the slain as a present to the king. The Galls hung them round the necks of their horses, and embalmed them, keeping large collections, which they showed with much exultation to their friends. England itself, to a very late period, used to expose the heads of traitors—a relic of barbarous times, when it was not considered mean and brutal to carry revenge beyond death.

          
The New Zealander had a method of preserving the heads, that left the hair, and teeth, and 
tatoo as plain and perfect as when alive; and when dry they would keep for ever. A French writer considers this art a proof of some original connection between the New Zealander and the ancient world, as the process is as effective as that by which the Egyptians prepared their mummies.

          


          
They frequently used taunting language to these heads—“What! you wanted to run away did you? My 
meri overtook you; and after you were cooked you became food for my mouth! Where is your father? He is cooked! And your brother? He is eaten! Where is your wife? There she sits a wife for me! And your children? There they are with loads on their backs, carrying food as my slaves!” Thus their hatred followed their enemies beyond the grave.
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Tatooing.

          
The custom of marking the skin called 
Tatoo, in New Zealand, 
Moko, is one of the most widely diffused practices of savage life. It is found with various modifications throughout the Pacific, from New Zealand to the 
Sandwich Islands, and also among the aboriginal tribes of Africa and America. It appears to have been in use among the ancients. Hence the Mosaic prohibition, Lev. xix., 28—“Ye shall not make any cuttings in your flesh for the dead, nor print any marks upon you.” These were doubtless customs of neighbouring tribes, connected with idolatrous worship. Men printed marks upon their flesh in honour of the objects they worshipped. 
Herodotus mentions it as prevailing among the Thracians, who considered that “to be marked with punctures was a sign of noble birth.” Others speak of it as the practice of the Scythians and Assyrians. All the castes of the Hindoos bear on their foreheads or elsewhere what are called sectarian marks, which distinguish them, both in a civil and religious aspect, from each other. Among the Greeks these marks were called “
stigmata.” To these St. Paul refers when he says “I bear in my body the marks 
(stigmata) of the Lord Jesus.” Cæsar remarks it as prevailing amoug the Britons, and Pliny says they introduced the juice of the plantain into punctures made in the skin, so as to form a permanent delineation of various objects. Like most other customs among the Polynesians, 
tatooing it supposed to have had its origin with the gods. 
Mr. Ellis gives a tradition about it in the first volume of his Researches, p. 262.

          
The New Zealander generally refers the invention to “
Mataora;” hence many of their songs speak of the “
uhi Mataora” (the chisel of 
Mataora). 
Mataora was the inventor of the art, and 
Onetonga the first man tatooed.

          
It may have originated in a sense of decency in the tropical Islands, where little or no clothing was used. The Marquesans are said to be 
tatooed from head to foot. The New Zealanders say that when their ancestors came from Hawaiiki their legs only were 
tatooed.

          
It is not a mark of chieftainship among the New Zealanders. Many chiefs are without a single line, and many a slave has submitted to the greatest pain to have his plebian face made as beautiful as the 
moko could make it. Nor is their rank denoted, or the tribe indicated by it. All depends upon the taste of the artist, or the direction of the party and his ability to pay the operator. The only reasons they assign for the custom are—1st. It increases their beauty—makes them admired by the ladies, who are not 

 supposed to fall in love with a plain face; and 2nd, it secures the preservation of their heads when dead, as an untatooed face was not considered worth preserving.

          
The operation was performed by a certain class of 
Tohungas (priests), who make it a profession, and go from village to village for the purpose. The process causes great pain. The person lies down with his feet against something for pressure; the lines are traced with charcoal, and the incisions made with a small chisel struck with a slight mallet, the point being dipped in colouring matter, either of flax root burnt to charcoal, reduced to powder, and mixed with water, or the soot of 
kahikatea collected in their houses. Great inflamation ensues, so that but little can be done at once. The face is not generally covered for years, but once done it is not possible to erase it. They have a name for every part. While the process is going on the women sing, principally with a view of inspiring the the sufferer with patience and diverting his thoughts. The following is one of the songs:—

          

            

              
“We are sitting eating together.


              
We are viewing the prints on eyebrows


              
And on the nose of Tutetawha.


              
They are crooked as a lizard's leg.


              
Tatoo him with the point of Mataora.


              
Be not impatient to go to the girl


              
That gathers you sweet greens


              
In baskets of Kowhara.


              
Let every line be traced.


              
On the man that has the 
utu,


              
Let the figures be handsome;


              
On the man that has no 
utu,


              
Make it crooked, leave it open.


              
Let our songs lull the pain,


              
And inspire these with fortitude.


              
O Hiki Tangaroa. O Hiki, &c.”
            

          

          
I am sorry I am not able to say that it has passed away. Many of the young men of the present generation still desire it, and submit to the pain rather than live and die with what they call a plebian face. But in proportion as Christianity reaches their hearts and civilization spreads, like every other pagan custom it must perish.
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Social and Domestic Condition of the New Zealanders.

          
The social and domestic state of the New Zealander presents many interesting scenes, and furnishes benevolent minds with urgent motives to adopt the best means for his improvement and elevation.

          

Government.—On the subject of their Government I have only time to remark, that it never was like that of the 
Sandwich Islands, Tahiti, and the Friendly Isles, monarchial, but divided among independent chiefs. Was this the result of the first emigrants dividing, and locating in different and distinct districts? Chieftainship is not always hereditary. It not unfrequently happens that one who has distinguished himself in battle, or manifested unusual sagacity in council, obtained influence which rank alone could not give him. The power of the chiefs is very limited, consisting principally 

 in deciding, directing, and controlling political subjects. They have no means of protecting property, or punishing crime, beyond those arising from the custom of 
tapu. There were no equal laws forming a fence around their possessions or liberties or lives; no protective institutions; consequently every man was a robber or a victim of robbery, and universal violence and depredation prevailed. This state of things some writers call a reign of absolute liberty: it is the absolute liberty of the strong to tyrannize over the weak. What a boon is conferred upon such a people in the establishment of British law!

          

Slavery.—All prisoners of war were considered slaves, and all their children the property of the chiefs. Their position was one of degradation and insult, as they were expected to work and supply the wants of their masters. Their condition, however, bore no resemblance to the slavery of what are called civilized nations. It was not reduced to system. No grinding labour was exacted. They were not treated with cruelty. But any misdemeanour, any insult offered by a slave to his chief, would be visited with instant death; and the death of a slave would not be considered worth anybody's notice. “Oh! he was a 
taurekareka, it matters not,” would be all the notice it received. Slaves generally have been liberated and returned to their homes.

          

Marriage was usually contracted between individuals of the same tribe. A man was rarely permitted to take a wife from another and strange tribe. They were generally betrothed in early life, and the engagement on the part of the female considered sacred and binding. Any favourable regard to the attentions of another suitor was considered a violation of native custom, demanding satisfaction.

          
A chief who wished to take to wife one whom her friends designed for another would demand her, and attempt to take her by force. If the affection were mutual, the female would elope and take up her abode with the man of her choice. Her friends would go in a body to recover her. The favoured suitor would endeavour to detain her, assisted by her friends. A struggle would ensue, and the strongest party bear away the object of contention. The poor woman was often a great sufferer, and paid dearly for her attachment to the man her friends disapproved.

          
Engagements of this kind often originated with the female, who would, contrary to European custom, make her overtures to the man of her choice, and risk often the anger of her tribe, her comfort, and even life itself, for the sake of him she loved. They often expressed their feelings in poetry—no uncommon mode of expressing tender attachments. The following is a specimen:—

          

            

              

Song by a girl who had an Appointment to meet her Lover.


              
Flow tides and fill the rivers.


              
With my paddle in my hand,


              
I am waiting for your help.


              
Blow winds from the north,


              
And float me along;


              
I am totally deaf


              
To the anger of Kohaka.


              


              
With such emotion within,


              
How can I listen?


              
Lest my beloved think


              
I have forsaken him for others,


              
I would not longer stay.


              
Nor shall love be disappointed,


              
He has left me the sign.


              
When flame ascends on high,


              
And curling smoke is seen


              
'Mong evergreens that shade


              
The arches of Tahere,


              
Hasten to me there—


              
I sit waiting for thee.
            

          

          
The manner of treating their young females on these subjects was cruel, and often led to much sin, to infanticide, and suicide, and even murder. Instead of allowing her to cousult her own wishes on the choice of a husband, the woman was often compelled to unite herself with one twice or thrice her own age, and for whom she had neither affection nor respect. But Christianity is gradually breaking down the custom.

          

Polygamy was a frightful source of domestic misery, and a great hindrance to social improvement. Where this prevails, the order of nature and the institution of heaven are violated. Nothing but wretchedness can result from it. It has been the custom of all barbarous nations; and the New Zealander looked on numerous wives as among his greatest riches. He generally had one principal wife, a chieftess; and a number of inferior or slave wives. These he loved to multiply, that he might the better gratify his lusts and have numbers to attend the wishes of his barbarian lordship. Polygamy has been one of the greatest hindrances to the spread of Christianity: perhaps no other native custom has impeded the truth to an equal extent. That real vital piety has spread so slowly is in some measure attributable to this custom. “I wont embrace your religion. I shall have to give up my wives,” was often the reply we met with.

          

Infanticide was practised among them to a fearful extent. Parents were in many instances without natural affection. The causes assigned by them for this unnatural practice were numerous. War often led to it. “We shall have 
raruraru (trouble) with this child in fleeing before our enemies; its cries will expose our retreat,” a woman would say to her husband, “Let us strangle it.” “Very well, do so,” the inhuman father would coolly reply. Conjugal quarrels sometimes induced the mother to put away the child of her bosom as punishment to an offending husband. Illegitimate children were generally sacrificed, as they could not endure the epithet “
poriro” (bastard). Polygamy was a frightful source of this horrible crime. Perhaps the wife least loved is the mother, and from disappointment and ill-requited affection she destroys her offspring. Perhaps the father and mother belong to different tribes,—tribes which either are or have been at variance; and the cruel mother will forget her sucking child and say, “I will not rear successors for such an one—his fathers ate mine.” Perhaps old feuds between the 

 tribes have broken out a fresh, and the wife sympathises with her friends, and kills her children. Such a custom of course told fearfully against the increase of population. And I fear it has not entirely ceased. Children were sadly neglected among them. Many have perished for want of proper attention. The small proportion of children is remarkable, and forms a great contrast to the European families. In some places it will be found that there is not an average of one child to every married couple. On one small river where the census was taken, there were found 280 adults and 80 children. Deduct say 80 as aged people, 200 are left, suppose 100 married couples. To these 100 couples you have 80 children, a very small proportion—forcing upon us the mournful conclusion that their numbers must dwindle. On this subject I may also remark that by a censns taken along the Eastern Coast, where population has been considered most numerous, the proportion of men to women is as five to three. Three females to five males. What but rapid decrease can result from such proportions?

          

Education was totally neglected. Youth were allowed to stray where they pleased, they might be absent from home for days or weeks and anxiety felt about them. They did in most respects what was right in their own eyes. The only subject on which the least solicitude was felt was to train them for war; to foster the spirit of revenge; to keep up the remembrance of insult received, or injuries inflicted by hostile tribes, to be avenged at a fitting opportunity. How much then is education needed! In connection with the Gospel this is the only lever that will raise them to the position they are qualified by intellectual endowments to occupy among the nations of the earth. And the efforts of the Government to supply the necessary agency, and aid existing establishments in this work of philanthropy, are beyond all praise.
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Mourning for the Dead.

          
The custom of mourning for the dead was similar to what has prevailed among most barbarous nations. Cannibalism greatly tends to destroy the natural repugnance felt at handling the dead. Nature would bury her dead out of her sight, and religion fosters the feeling; but heathenism and cannibalism familiarize men with scenes of blood and death; and hence the New Zealanders, with other savage nations, had such singular customs connected with the dead. They were accustomed to dress the corpse, paint the face, decorate the head with feathers, place it in a sitting posture to receive the last honours, and have the ceremony performed which was to secure the spirit a safe and speedy passage to the other world. Ten men were sent to catch and kill a certain bird which was presented as an offering to the gods; a line of the grass called 
toitoi was placed in the hand of the corpse; the relatives all holding the other end, and each saying “Climb to the first heavens!” then “Climb to the second.” They were accustomed to preserve their heads that they might mourn over them, and frequently placed them before visitors and relatives for this purpose: but the shameful practice introduced by some European sea captains of making them an article of traffic, led to the 
dis-

continuance of the custom. This custom is referred to in the fol lowing lament. It was uttered with the head of the deceased friend in view, placed on the “
ata mira,” or stage erected for the purpose.

          

            

              

Lament of Tupaea for his brother Korohiko, killed at the Pa of Tumu, near Maketu.


              
The morning stars appear


              
Meremere and Kopu twinkle above me,


              
Harbingers of returning day,


              
Symbols of a brother beloved,


              
Who comes again to comfort me.


              
He was to me as a celestial companion,


              
Now I am left alone.


              
Our hearts were dark and gloomy


              
When we parted on the mountain side,


              
And he passed the lands of Tahua.


              
But he went to carry forth our wrath;


              
And nobly he stood in front of battle,


              
Cheering on to glorious victory


              
The trembling hosts of Ngatitaha.


              
Till, stretched on the ensanguined plain,


              
By fire which demons kindled,


              
And wrapt in flame by a powder from afar.


              
Proverbs shall hand thy fame to generations.


              
Alas! my heart bleeds, it breaks for thee.


              
With the knife that tortures, thou


              
Wert slaughtered; by the lake of Kaituna


              
Thy very flesh ran down like oil.


              
Sit there my friend, upon the “
ata mira.”


              
Speak my beloved, salute my ears again,


              
Before the morning breaks,


              
Or night's shadows flee away.


              
Let me bear thee to the home of thy fathers,


              
By the muddy shoals of Tauranga,


              
On which we fished together.


              
That thy children may see thee,


              
And look on this side and on that,


              
As by canoe they carry thee


              
From place to place,


              
That friends may mourn thy fate.


              
Let me gaze upon thy features,


              
From which the bloom of youth


              
Had not yet passed away.


              
That face marked so beautifully


              
With the bone of albatross,


              
The great sea-bird from Karewa,


              
The ocean rock.
            

          

          
The custom of the ancients wailing over their departed friends, so often referred to in scripture, prevailed amongst them. It was considered in olden times a great discredit not to be wept. Job says, “His widows shall not weep.” The Psalmist says of Hophni and Phineas, “The priests fell by the sword, and their widows made no lamentation.” Women and men made it a profession, and were hired for the purpose among the Hebrews; and the New Zealander planted large quantities of food, and called his 

 friends from distant places to come and weep with him over the departed. The weeping was often without sincerity. I have heard of instances where the weeping party have taken most out of a swamp, and leaning on their spears pressed the water out of the moss to supply tears for the occasion. In the case of near relatives, however, the grief was real, expressed by cutting the face and breast and body with a sharp stone till bathed in blood—another relic of ancient times. It was generally accompanied with poetry; a dirge, in which the virtues and valour of the dead were set forth. It was so in days of old. “Jeremiah lamented for Josiah, and all the singing men and singing women spake of Josiah in their lamentations.” David, too, composed a dirge on the death of Absalom, and one on the death of his friend Jonathan. A specimen will illustrate the subject.

          

            

              

A Lament for chief of Ngatimaniapoto, by his wife.


              
Sorrow bites keen within me


              
For my beloved.


              
Thou hast left thy noble friends;


              
The great assembly of chiefs


              
Thou hast forsaken.


              
Thy tribes, the thousands of Timani


              
Have lost their friend.


              
Go, Pango, by the path that's free from storm.


              
Thou wert dear as my life.


              
War was thy food,


              
Sought where the south wind blows.


              
Thy eloquence was music,


              
As rare as talking birds.


              
When great men met for council.


              
Thy movements on the battle field


              
Were graceful as a hovering bird.


              
Enfold my beloved in attire


              
Beauteous as the setting sun.


              
Let him. be enshrouded


              
In a garment bright as flame.


              
Let my beautiful Toi

*


              
Be suspended from his ear,


              
By Rewa his friend,


              
My bird that sung so sweetly


              
Has fallen off the cliff.


              
The rock of our defence,


              
That broke the force of ocean waves,


              
Has taken his departure to the heavens.


              
Come to me in the visions of the night;


              
Stand again on the prow of thy canoe,


              
And listen to the sounds of the tides


              
That flow on Waikato's banks,


              
That come in booming waves


              
When the north wind blows.


              
Where, Ngoi, is the power of thy prayer?


              
Let it inspire him,


              
That he may arrive as one triumphant,


              
Since he has laid him in the dust,


              
And to this world is for ever lost.
            

          

          


          
Other subjects might be introduced, but our time is gone, and we must draw to a conclusion—which is this, that the New Zealander needed Christianity and the blessings of civilization. The idea has sometimes been entertained that savage life supplies greater happiness than civilized. But does a candid investigation of the facts establish this conclusion? To draw a popular picture of savage life is one thing; to see the savage in his spiritual darkness and social misery is another. It were easy to speak of roaming over woods and mountains, free as beasts or winds, in happy communion with nature, now bathing in the lake, or skimming over the sea, or wandering in shady groves, and at evening joining in the village dance and song. This is the poetry of savage life, but it has a reality. As we have viewed it, it presents man in the lowest wretchedness, worse than brutified. It is unnatural: God never intended man to exist a savage; he formed him a social being, for intelligent man social joys. And to rescue him from barbarism is the Gospel's design.

          
It has often been asserted that little has been effected among the New Zealanders; but we demur to this. Let calm and unprejudiced enquiry be made, comparing their condition thirty years ago with their present state, and the conclusion must be, that a mighty change has taken place. It was not to be expected that the land would emerge from barbarism to a high state of civilization in a day. To change a nation's laws, and uproot a nation's customs, and banish established prejudices, is a work of time. The Gospel, followed by the schoolmaster and the useful arts, will do its work. We have but to do our duty—to Christianize and educate—to show by our conversation and example the value of our religion and our laws; and the remnant of these tribes may grow with us side by side, worshipping the God we worship, and honouring the truth, by obeying its precepts; acknowledging the Sovereign we delight to honour, yielding obedience to the laws of our glorious constitution, and mingling in our commercial pursuits with equal success.

          
The old system is passing away; the country's regeneration is in progress; and we may adopt the sentiments of Cowper, and express his wish—

          

            

              
“That heavenward all things tend. For all were once


              
Perfect, and all must be at length restored.


              
So God hath greatly purposed; who would else


              
In his dishonoured works himself endure


              
Dishonour, and be wronged without redress.


              
Haste, then, and wheel away a shattered world,


              
Ye slow revolving seasons! We would see


              
A sight to which our eyes are strangers yet—


              
A world that does not hate and dread His laws,


              
And suffer for its crime; would learn how fair


              
The creature is that God pronounces good,


              
How pleasant in itself what pleases Him.”
            

          

        















* An eardrop of green stone.
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