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Introduction

        

The discovery and first translation into English of a Polish novel set in the New Zealand of the eighteen-sixties is an event to arouse both expectation and caution. Perhaps in an editor the caution ought to predominate. The temptation is to make great claims. To some extent such claims would be justified. It is certainly far better than any novel about New Zealand written in English as early as this. Many passages are memorable. The description of Auckland as a rough frontier town, showing signs of age and decay when it was still new; the detached picture of the war against the Maoris drawn by a writer who, although he showed some of the European arrogance towards coloured people, identified himself with a nation who like the Poles were under the rule of another; the mordant account of a society in New Plymouth which in the midst of apparently fighting for its life was frantically engaged in oil speculation; the exploration of colonial mores; the narrator's equivocal relationship with the half-Maori heroine, Tikera—all these and more deserve to be known to New Zealanders interested in their country's past.

        
It is still true, nevertheless, that there is nothing in nineteenth century fiction set in New Zealand to compare remotely with 
Robbery Under Arms or 
For the Term of His Natural Life. 
Tikera shares many of the characteristics of its English-language contemporaries. It is well within the tradition of those novels which combined practical adventure with a determination to inform. The information, like the geographical description of the country through which the narrator and his companion journeyed, is often accurate, sometimes not. It all holds up the narrative. Although there is the framework of a plot, it is rather a series of episodes than a compact rounded novel. The author's imaginative vigour comes and goes, at times in full charge, at others flagging. 
Tikera is both much the best of its genre set in New Zealand, and representative of it.

        
Such European novelists as ranged widely in their search for settings sometimes lighted on New Zealand. The elder Dumas' 
Madame Giovanni called at Auckland; Jules Verne subjected his characters to volcanic eruptions and scenes of cannibalism in the third volume of his 
Les enfants du capitaine Grant. The author of 
Tikera wrote from a more personal knowledge than these.

        


        
The information which we have about Sygurd Wiśniowski's life comes from two main sources: his own writings, particularly his account of his ten years in Australia, and the general introduction to the 1956 Warsaw edition of his works. Some of this information, where it can be checked, turns out not to be so; the accuracy of the rest cannot be guaranteed.

        
He was born in 1841 in the town of Paniowce Zielone, in that part of Eastern Poland which was then within Austria-Hungary, the only son of a small industrialist who belonged socially to the gentry. He apparently lost his mother early, and his father was not excessively fond of him; he therefore felt no strong attachment to his birthplace. He led a wandering life from the age of seventeen, when he ran away and crossed illegally into what were then the Danubian principalities, where he tried unsuccessfully to support himself by teaching French. He moved on foot through Bulgaria and Turkey to Constantinople and for a time worked with the construction crew on the telegraph line across the Ottoman Empire, which was a Polish undertaking. Finally, prompted no doubt by his family, the Austrian consul in Salonika persuaded him to return home. He finished his secondary schooling and enrolled in the faculty of Law at the University of Lwów.

        
In 1860 he went to Italy to fight in the Hungarian Legion against the Bourbons of Naples, and when the Kingdom of Naples had been overthrown went on to join General Ludwik Mieroslawski, a Polish revolutionary who had established a military academy for young Poles in Cuneo, a town not far from Genoa. Trainees of the college played an important part in the so-called January Uprising against Russia in 1863—but without Wiśniowski. In that year he went to Australia, after a brief return visit to Poland. He stayed in Australia until 1872, except for one or two excursions in the Pacific. He visited Fiji, and in 1864 travelled as far as Peru in the crew of a barque which took coal from Newcastle to Callao and then loaded guano at the Chincha Islands. The return voyage ended in Auckland. According to his 1956 editor, the barque was called the 
Woodpecker, like the ship in which his narrator arrived in New Zealand; but no ship of that name is known to have visited New Zealand at that time.

        
Wiśniowski, then in his early twenties, was in New Zealand for nearly a year, in 1864–5. After spending some weeks in and around Auckland he left for the South Island, mainly, he says, to avoid being conscripted into the militia. He wintered in the Skippers Gully, in Otago, panning for gold, and in the spring joined in the shortlived rush to Wakamarina, in Marlborough. He left the country from



Nelson. He did not, therefore, visit the Waikato, the Bay of Plenty, or New Plymouth, where he set the main scenes of his novel. But he did have a considerable experience of colonial life, he met a wide variety of characters in the goldfields, and he travelled through the New Zealand bush during his trek on foot from Otago to Marlborough. In Australia he lived in many places from New South Wales to the Gulf of Carpentaria, mining gold, exploring, and writing for newspapers. He left Australia only because of deteriorating health, and thought he would return.

        
Instead, after a brief visit to Poland in 1872, he went to the United States, where he moved about as he had done in Australia, going as far afield as Cuba. For a time he settled as a farmer near the town of New Ulm in Minnesota, took American citizenship, and married an American wife. His 1956 editor says he even served a term as a Republican in the state House of Representatives, but this is apparently not so. He also discovered his ability to write. There had been other writers in the family. A relative, whom Wiśniowski called uncle, wrote historical fiction under the pseudonym of ‘Tomasz Jeż’. Another relative, Honorata Zap, née Wiśniowski wife of a Czech historian, was also a writer of some repute. For about ten years Wiśniowski wrote for Polish literary journals. His short stories and light novels became very popular. He wrote mainly from the United States, though he made brief return visits to Poland, including one in 1876 to Warsaw, which was then in the Russian-controlled part of Poland, and which he had not visited before. In the late seventies he spent some time in England and France.

        
When he returned finally to Poland in 1884 it was not as a writer but as a businessman. His interests, ironically in view of the plot of 
Tikera, had turned to the exploitation of oilfields in eastern Poland. His last literary work, a Polish translation of 
Sartor Resartus, was published in 1884. The rest of his life was commonplace, if prosperous. He settled in Drohobycz, where he busied himself with constantly proliferating oilfields and with local politics, expressing his old adventurous spirit in frequent and impetuous litigation. He died in Lwów of pneumonia on 23 April 1892, leaving a young American widow and an adopted daughter. It is not known what happened to his manuscripts and personal papers.

        
Wiśniowski's novel, 
Dzieci królowej Oceanii (‘Children of the Queen of Oceania’) was probably written on his farm near New Ulm, Minnesota, some time between 1874 and 1876. It first appeared in instalments in the Warsaw weekly, 
Wędrowiec (‘The Wanderer’), which although it specialized in popularizing science and in description



of travel and exploration also published fiction. This was in 1877. In the same year it was published in book form by Gebethner and Wolff, also in Warsaw. Since then the book has been reprinted twice, in 1926–8 (in two volumes), and in 1956, as part of an edition of his work. Both these printings were small, and seem to have been inspired by a small group of admirers of Wiśniowski's work. Despite their efforts Wiśniowski is not widely known in Poland today. The 1956 edition is a scholarly work with notes and introduction, which genuflects, as it was bound to, towards the Marxist view of the theme of imperialist aggression implicit in the novel, but by no means as wholeheartedly as many New Zealand historians would do. It takes a very lenient view, for one, of the character and motives of Sir George Grey. The 1956 edition also includes the New Zealand section, Chapters VIII and IX, of Wiśniowski's factual book, 
Dziesieć lat w Australji (‘Ten Years in Australia’), which is chiefly notable for an account, highly coloured if set against other descriptions of life in the goldfields, of lynch law operating, in Otago.

        
A copy of the 1956 edition found its way into the collection of the National Library of New Zealand, where it most fortunately caught the eye of Mr Jerzy Podstolski, a Senior Lecturer at the Library School in Wellington. Mr Podstolski embarked upon a translation, a heroic undertaking, especially as they had no guarantee of a publisher before they began, or indeed for some time after the work was completed.

        
When Wiśniowski arrived in Auckland late in 1864 New Zealand was almost half-way through a decade of conflict between the British settlers, who had been arriving in the colony in increasing numbers since 1840, and some of the more powerful Maori tribes, who had watched the European influx with increasing alarm. The possibility of conflict had been latent ever since the New Zealand Company had despatched the first settlers from Britain before land to settle them on had been obtained. The pressure for land to satisfy settlers who had been promised it and had often paid for it before leaving Britain led to several local outbreaks of fighting in the 1840s. Tension was again rising in the late ‘fifties. In the Waikato, south of Auckland, several Maori tribes combined to elect a king, though evidently intending at first that he should recognize the suzerainty of the English Queen. In Taranaki a settlement unusually circumscribed met with more than usually determined opposition to the sale of land. To bring matters to a head, the Governor, Colonel Thomas Gore Browne,



approved the purchase by government agents of land at Waitara, near New Plymouth, from a minor chief named Teira. The sale was disputed by a senior chief, Wiremu Kingi. (Noting that this name is a transliteration of William King, Wiśniowski gives it to the Maori King. Kingi was not the King, however. Like many mission-educated Maoris he had been given an English name, in his case the name of one of the first Church Missionary Society settlers. Teira was Taylor.) Troops were sent in to enforce the sale; Kingi's followers resisted; the first Taranaki war had begun. This was in 1860. Although the Waitara purchase was rescinded by the next Governor, Sir George Grey, he widened the war by invading the Waikato in 1863, believing, or professing to believe, that followers of the Maori King, many of whom had fought in Taranaki on the side of Wiremu Kingi, were planning to attack Auckland. Behind him his ministers in the colonial government had more than one eye on the rich Waikato lands, which had hitherto eluded the grasp of the Europeans except for the odd missionary and trader; they proceeded to confiscate three million acres for resale to settlers. (Half of this was eventually returned—and then purchased.) During 1863 and 1864 fighting ebbed and flowed across the centre of the North Island, in Taranaki, the Waikato, the Bay of Plenty, and Wanganui. The Maori people had never been a united nation: not all tribes joined in the resistance. Some allied themselves with the government, others remained inactive. In elusive guerilla warfare the ‘rebels’ were usually, though by no means always, defeated in European military terms when they were pinned down in a siege or small-scale battle, but they remained for a long time unsubdued. More and more of their territory was, however, occupied. The final issue was not in doubt. Fighting died away after 1870 and most of the surviving leaders were at least formally reconciled to the colonial government by the early ‘eighties. The Maori people were already, before the war, declining in numbers, from the effects of disease and firearms. It was generally assumed to be a dying race, sorrowfully by some including Wiśniowski, complacently by many British settlers who saw this as the solution to their racial problem. The prognosis has been spectacularly disproved in the last half-century.

        
The bloodiest events' of the war, Wiśniowski says at the beginning of his first chapter, ‘occurred towards the end of 1864 and in the first months of 1865.’ This is the novelist preparing for the involvement of his narrator in such events. In fact, although there were ‘bloody events’, these were relatively quiet months while forces of both sides were regrouping. The settlers' government was negotiating



to take over the conduct of the war from the imperial forces (the ‘self-reliant policy’) while endeavouring to avoid paying for it. On the Maori side the comparatively moderate leaders of the first phase of the war, men such as Wiremu Kingi and Wiremu Tamehana (William Thompson, one of the founders of the Waikato ‘King Movement’) were being succeeded by angrier, more intransigent, younger men under the banners of the Pai Marire (or Hau Hau) and Ringatu religious movements.

        
Wiśniowski in his novel sent his narrator and his German companion from Auckland to New Plymouth by an improbable route through the Waikato, the Bay of Plenty, Taupo, and Wanganui, so that they might be involved in the fighting and also observe the Maori people and the British settlers at home. The war which he describes is a general impression of the kind of fighting which went on throughout the ‘sixties, with details apparently suggested by the events from 1860 to 1868. The only engagement which can be identified as being based on an actual one is the ambush in which the Polish-Prussian leader of the forest rangers, von Tempsky, was killed; and this is a highly-coloured version.

        
It is not now possible to identify all the sources from which Wiśniowski assembled his novel. Nor is it necessary to do so. Although his ‘Author's Preface’ is vaguely expressed, perhaps deliberately so, its description of the process of writing seems likely enough. ‘What I had seen myself, and what I had been told of events which I had not seen, merged together. These were the key to my yellowed notebooks, the relics of my wanderings.’ He further implies that he has written from the viewpoint of another Pole, whom he had met in the gold-fields, who ‘with inconceivable perversity in taste, so far as the majority were concerned’ preferred Maori women to any others. ‘During a succession of fine autumn evenings he told us all he knew of the life of the natives, whom most of us knew only through a few representatives working in the goldfields.’ Whether there was such a single informant to whom most of the adventures befell, or whether he was invented as a convenient narrator, on whom could be blamed the ‘inconceivable perversity in taste’ which European readers might find reprehensible, cannot now be determined.

        
Another informant was probably a young Maori whom, as recorded in the factual account of New Zealand mentioned earlier, Wiśniowski met in Otago. He was the son of a chief: his name, Wiśniowski says, was Te Wamu, also known as Bill Baker. From him Wiśniowski learnt something of a Maori's metaphorical, allusive manner of



speech. Wiśniowski was obviously an earnest enquirer and meticulous recorder of what he heard, and many other people whom he met during his stay in New Zealand must have added to his store.

        
He does not mention, among his sources, what he had read, but this must have been considerable. Apart from reading the newspapers while he was in New Zealand he was almost certainly familiar with several of the standard descriptive works—William Swainson's 
New Zealand (1856), A. S. Thomson's 
The Story of New Zealand (1859), Richard Taylor's 
Te Ika a Maui (1855), among others. A few correspondences between these and Wiśniowski's text are so close, as detailed in the notes, that it is hard to believe they are not direct quotations. On the other hand, 
Tikera does not derive heavily from any one of them, and it is equally hard to believe that Wiśniowski had any of them by him for ready consultation in New Ulm, Minnesota, as he was writing. If he had he would not have made some of the errors which he did make, such as siting active volcanoes in the Bay of Islands. It is more as if those ‘yellowed notebooks’ contained extracts which had taken his fancy when he had read the books, and which were now brought into service. This kind of selective reading and remembering may also account for some of the geographical ambiguities. Wiśniowski will show himself well informed and reasonably accurate about some areas, while using his imagination to fill in the intervening country.

        
Tracing his sources to the limited extent we can do and noting his use of them is no mere academic exercise. It throws light on one of the questions which must be asked in reading such a novel. To what extent is the setting meant to be factually authentic? Is it to be read as if accuracy were a primary quality sought for, or was Wiśniowski in search of an imaginative truth to which factual detail, whether accurate or not, was merely a condiment? I think it can be deduced from his passion to inform even at the expense of narrative flow that authenticity was in fact his aim, and that he used invention, guided by his knowledge of what was likely, to fill in the gaps.

        
Wiśniowski sometimes altered facts to fit the framework of his story. This is certainly what happened with the war, but in no other case is it possible to be sure whether the deviation is deliberate or intentional. Was he aware, for instance, that his journey by bullock wagon across the North Island was improbable, but nevertheless needed to get his narrator to New Plymouth somehow, and having embarked him on the wagon, perhaps for the sake of the comic



effects which bullocks promised colonial writers, thought it the most convenient way to get him to his destination? Did he know that Wiremu Kingi was not the name of the Maori King but found the association of ideas too tempting to resist? That is not the kind of question which it is possible to answer.

        
The notes to this edition, although they are by no means as exhaustive as they might be, therefore serve a dual purpose. They cast some light on the author's sources and manner of working, and they are a warning to unwary readers who might be tempted to adopt the novel uncritically as a history text. For these readers, however, a further caution is required. The notes concentrate on those points on which Wiśniowski was wrong. It must be remembered that on verifiable details he was more often right than wrong. Where more general impressions are concerned he was still more reliable. He may have had kauri trees growing further south than they do in fact grow, but he did not have them climbed by tigers or pythons.

        
When the facts have been sorted out it is the use which Wiśniowski made of them and the attitude he took towards them which matter. His Polish style is described by those who can read it, of which I am not one, as elaborately contrived, packed with metaphor, parallel constructions, all kinds of stylistic contortions. The translation does not attempt to reproduce all these characteristics, a serviceable and as far as may be harmonious English being aimed for. But it is clear even in the English that Wiśniowski is attempting far more than an unvarnished traveller's tale. He is attempting more, even, than he implies in his Author's Preface, when, claiming this to be the story of a Pole whom he had met in the Otago goldfields, he says he has tried to ‘translate’ it ‘into a more literary idiom.’ He is attempting, like every other nineteenth century writer about New Zealand whose ambition exceeded the descriptive narrative, more than he can achieve. The elements are there; some are well handled, others not; but the larger vision which would fuse them into a coherent whole is missing. In this he is reminiscent of George Chamier, and in particular of Alfred Domett, whose narrative poem 
Ranolf and Amohia may be taken as the representative nineteenth century New Zealand romantic fiction. Thus they both give us one of the set pieces of nineteenth century fine writing, a shipwreck. In Domett this marks the arrival of Ranolf in New Zealand. In Wiśniowski it is the wreck of the 
Orpheus, described with no greater justification than that the narrator passed within twenty miles or so of the spot where it had happened two years before. Wiśniowski's shipwreck arouses memories of another,



that in which Steerforth was drowned in 
David Copperfield, and the resemblance may not be accidental. Towards the end of 
Tikera there is another episode on the water, at New Plymouth, in which men in small boats pursue one another through fog and darkness in an attempt to thwart an escape by sea. This is also reminiscent of Dickens, of the Thames of 
Great Expectations and 
Our Mutual Friend; but it is in this case relevant to the story and handled with discretion to make a fitting climax.

        
It may be another Dickensian influence, but is just as likely to be that of a boisterous colonial environment, that every now and then Wiśniowski essays a humorous passage which sometimes degenerates into the merely facetious. The course of the story is at other times interrupted by lyrical scenic descriptions, often well handled, and by heavily informative passages which are sometimes put into dialogue but retain the air of having been taken out of an immigrants' handbook. There is a habit of philosophizing on occasions appropriate and inappropriate, as in the dissertation on pockets which interrupts the fracas in an Auckland tavern in Chapter II, or that on the attachment of the Englishman to outward respectability with which Charles Schaeffer laces his account of the escape from the Maori village in Chapter IX.

        
Every one of these elements in 
Tikera may be paralleled in other attempts at fiction in nineteenth century New Zealand, although none on so bold a scale. This is no question of 
Tikera either influencing or being influenced by the others. It was something in the nineteenth century air which they all breathed.

        
Although these points have a certain antiquarian interest they would not make 
Tikera worth rescuing for an audience a century later. What does that is the direct and lively impressions of an observant and intelligent young man. Or rather, the 
appearance of direct impressions. For, as we have seen, few of them are straightforwardly that. There is little in the narrative to distinguish between what Wiśniowski might have seen and what he certainly did not. Apparently only the Auckland visit in the first chapters is set in a scene which Wiśniowski knew; yet many passages elsewhere in the book carry at least as much conviction as the Auckland episodes. Wiśniowski may not have had the ability to create a novel telling in its totality, but in the lesser talent of synthesizing convincing episodes from a variety of material he is by no means to be despised.

        
If 
Tikera is often reminiscent of 
Ranolf and Amohia in its technique it is quite otherwise in content. Domett in his poem is thoroughly



romantic and quite literally escapist. Wiśniowski has his romantic gestures but they are chiefly embellishment. In his central interests Wiśniowski was a realist, and often a sardonic one. His concern is mainly with people, and it is in its picture of colonial society that 
Tikera makes its most direct impact. The description of Auckland in the first two chapters is lively and a good deal franker than most Anglo-Saxon writing of the period, but it is still essentially a traveller's tale. It is on New Plymouth, which he never saw, that Wiśniowski really lets himself go. He remarks on commercial morality (‘In this country what is legal is moral’), on the pursuit of wealth (‘They are accustomed to disappointment: they repair losses sustained from speculation in ten false mines by finding one that is genuine’), on the lack of established order (‘This is a new world where everything is in a state of flux. If you tried to reconcile and explain all the contradictory customs which prevail here, you'd be building card houses’), on Sabbatarianism (‘Yet he soon comes to welcome it …. To yearn for a day of silence which can only be compared to the stillness of oriental graveyards or empty deserts, one has to live a full six working days in the pandemonium of a typical small colonial town’), on sexual mores (‘Besides, our own ladies are such prudes that we have occasionally to embrace the half-castes just to keep in practice’), on colonial women (‘For any man—whether father, brother, or husband—to guide a woman's will is in this part of the world quite unheard of’), on military discipline (‘In complete disregard of his orders anyone who wanted to go beyond the line of outposts did so. Some went fishing. Others who had spotted a peach orchard by a burnt-out cottage, a common sight on the island, went fruit picking’). All this is quite unlike most of what we read in other reminiscences and will not please those who have a high conception of our gentlemanly origins. Wiśniowski, clearly, is writing about Anglo-Saxon colonials in general as much as about New Plymouth in particular; yet anyone who has looked at the crude but lively pages of the 
Taranaki Punch of 1860–1 will find himself in the same world. No doubt Wiśniowski's drama is twopence-coloured, but the colour is applied to an outline of fact.

        
Before the narrator reaches New Plymouth he has spent some time in mild captivity in a Maori village, and of this, it must be admitted, the account is less convincing. Wiśniowski's invention even here is persuasive enough to trap the unwary, and it is upheld by a great deal of miscellaneous information of surprising accuracy. But he has not been able to check what he has observed from the feel of a similar milieu experienced elsewhere, and some essential quality is



missing. Yet even so he is in advance of most of his Anglo-Saxon contemporaries. Compared with these he is realistic and rational. The tohunga does not appear, as in almost everything else of that time, as a ‘fell magician’ (to quote 
Ranolf and Amohia). He is a mild-mannered retired witch-doctor now practising as a physician. If there is a villain it is the mission-trained teacher. Perhaps the picture is too rational. It is a Christian village and one would not expect to find classic Maori customs in full possession; but the spirit world and the relationships by which Maori society was cemented even in the post-mission era would not have been entirely absent. Wiśniowski did not know about these. He replaced the lack with theory. They were great theoreticians in the nineteenth century. The story of recent anthropology in New Zealand has been largely one of clearing the decks of speculation prematurely erected to the status of dogma. It is not surprising, therefore, to see an early version of the Moriori myth. Other theories are apparent in the statement (p. 87) that the driving force behind the Maori war was the Maori lay teachers' jealousy of their white church superiors (though this, if obviously overstated, gives a hint which might be taken up), and that all Maori women had an overwhelming ambition to raise themselves in the world by marrying white men, in which again a possible grain of fact is enlarged to a universal truth. It is implied that all coloured races are the same, and that statements true of one are true of all. To us now, but understandably less so to Wiśniowski, it is apparent that this is a statement of quite a different order from the statement that all Anglo-Saxon colonies exhibited similar traits. Yet his stereotypes are often the same as those still in circulation. Coloured people, Wiśniowski said, are less restrained, more spontaneous and passionate in their behaviour and expression of emotion than northern Europeans. Intellectually at least Wiśniowski found this a fact to deplore. The same is often said now, but with approval.

        
Wiśniowski's own attitude to the Maori people, and especially to Maori women, is highly ambivalent. He listened, he says in his Preface, ‘with tears in my eyes and anxiety in my heart’ to ‘the death throes of the tribes’; he wrote his novel ‘to celebrate the memory of the children of that country’. But during much of his narrative he effectively conceals the tears in his eyes and the anxiety in his heart. If the perplexed conflict between attraction and disgust, between a conviction of white superiority and intimations to the contrary, between intellectual disapproval of uninhibited behaviour and emotional attraction towards it, had clearly been that of the narrator it might have strengthened the book. But it is too much a conflict



within the author himself, so that one feeling or the other seems to have driven the pen at different times. In Chapter XI there is a long and impassioned repudiation of the propriety of interracial marriage; but the chapter concludes with a paragraph, showing every sign of being a later interpolation, which dismisses what has gone before as ‘Anglo-Saxon prejudices which I bad adopted’.

        
These conflicting emotions do not affect Wiśniowski's attitude to the war. He condemns it unequivocally as a war of conquest designed to rob the Maori both of his land and of his liberty. Yet when his narrator is compelled against his will to take some part in it, his account, perhaps inevitably, is entirely from the settlers' side and does not differ materially from other reminiscences, except in an immediacy of detail, for instance in the ironic description (Chapter XVII) of the officers' short-lived roughing it, which eludes most of those writers who were in fact eye-witnesses.

        
There is little point in regretting lost literary chances, especially when it would have been almost an anachronism for Wiśniowski to have found them. To say that this novel has the best fictional accounts of Maori-Pakeha relationships in the nineteenth century is to say little more than that other attempts were abysmal. It was not only in New Zealand that accounts of contact between Europeans and indigenous people were elementary. Even the sensational exploitation of the theme by such as Rider Haggard was yet to come, as were the successive permutations of Kipling, Conrad, Forster, and Lawrence. A novelist of Lawrentian inclinations might have found New Zealand fruitful at that time. In the Hau Hau movement the European was faced with one of the earliest of the adjustment cults which have since become familiar where a cultural change has come too suddenly. No one understood it. It was an embarrassment to those humanitarian Englishmen who had defended the King movement as essentially rational and just: it seemed to justify the cynical and prejudiced settlers. If Wiśniowski has little that is enlightening to say about it either, we need to remember that no New Zealand scholar has yet produced a full study of the movement, informed by knowledge of what has since happened elsewhere. Even the Lawrence who tried to think himself into Mexican religion is a European romantic. Perhaps the only true picture could have come from the other side.

        
Of the individual characters nearly all are types, serving their purpose well enough to further the story or to show the author's view of the society to which they belong. The unnamed narrator himself is a seeing eye whose character, in so far as one emerges at all, is unattractively priggish. He spends his life offering advice to all he



meets, by whom it is understandably ignored. Even his cynical use of Tikera in effecting his escape from Maori captivity is excused on the suppositon that the emotions of coloured women do not run deep, although Charles Schaeffer's similar if blacker betrayal of her (whom he had, admittedly, impregnated) is heartily condemned. There is some degree of wry self-deprecation in all of this. The villainy of Schaeffer is moderated by an explanation of how a childhood lacking in family affection had left him self-centred and heartless, an interesting foreshadowing of modern attitudes, although not sufficiently integrated into the character as shown to us to make it more than two-dimensional. Two characters, Tempski (the von Tempsky of history) and the young chief Te Ti, are cast in heroic moulds, contrasting though not opposed (since Te Ti fights reluctantly on the Pakeha side), the parallel intention of which is made clear by describing both of them as eagles, a pale eagle and a dark one.

        
The one character who really steps out of the framework designed for her is Tikera. Intended at first as an illustration of the author's theories about coloured women, and used sometimes in the beginning for mere comic relief, she grows upon both author and reader with authentic pathos and fire. Tikera herself would not return to Maori society; the author drew back from bestowing her on a northern European. The best he could do for her was a French doctor who carried her off to Martinique where mixed blood is acceptable. Yet this may be seen as something more than a failure of the author's nerve. At least it saved her from the gaucherie of colonial Anglo-Saxon life.
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Note on the Text
        

        
This translation is based on the 1956 Warsaw edition of 
Dzieci królowej Oceanii, which in its turn was based on the first edition in book form, published in 1877.

        
Wiśniowski freely used Maori words, but they were often printed in a garbled form, consistent with a compositor's misreading of a handwritten script, for instance ‘ranunga’ for ‘runanga’, ‘Ngatisuanui’ for ‘Ngatiruanui’. These errors have been corrected. In the first part of his book Wiśniowski refers to Maoris indifferently as Maoris or Malays. This has been standardized to Maoris. He frequently refers to Tempski, as he calls von Tempsky, as a General. He has been given his proper rank as Major. On the other hand the commander



of H.M.S. 
Orpheus, Commodore Burnett, he demotes to Captain. His rank has been restored.

        
Apart from these instances the intention has been to keep as closely to the original as seemed consistent with reasonably congruous English. The translator and the editor gratefully acknowledge the help given by Mrs Mary Podstolski and Miss Jean Ann Anderson, now Mrs J. Scott-Miller. The translator undertook the research on which the biographical section of the introduction is based and has guided the editing in other respects. I am cordially grateful for this, as for the assistance of Mrs Aleksandra Casselton, Lecturer in Russian at the University of Auckland, who is a native Polish speaker. Some of the notes owe much to the special knowledge of Dr G. W. Gibson, Mr R. S. Oppenheim, Professor J. C. Reid, and Professor M. P. K. Sorrenson, who must not however be held responsible for any deficiencies.

        

          

            
Dennis McEldowney
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Author's preface
        

        

Into the middle of the largest ocean of the terrestrial globe Providence has dropped three oases of land, shaped like two enormous ships dragging a third, a little cockboat, which in turn is surrounded by a flock of sea-fowl in the form of tiny islets and rocks. These two great frigates with the little boat hanging to the south are secured by indestructible anchors. Stretching from north to south the land divides the Pacific Ocean along a thousand miles. From the east it receives mild winds and meets a sea which is always lightly billowing and silvery with foam, and never sulky. From the west it is struck by storms which visit the Southern Hemisphere with a never tiring and furious regularity. They furrow the forehead of the ocean into deep wrinkles. The ocean in turn revenges itself by carrying away the light sand from the coast, leaving there only particles of heavy gold ground into dust. This plunder would soon deplete the western coasts of the islands if Nature and its mysterious subterranean forces had not compensated for the loss by thrusting the shores higher and higher out of the main.

        
These offspring of Neptune and Pluto lead a lonely life. Luckier with their temperate climate even than the British Isles and far more beautiful than they, they are less happy in their lack of immediate neighbours. The nearest continent—Australia—lies a week's journey away by steamer. Thus the three New Zealand sisters have no rival, no neighbour. Their communities can emerge into nationhood and live in safe solitude, as does Japan.

        
How wondrous those islands appear from shipboard! How often have I seen the pearly light and deep-blue folds of the sea breaking noisily on the gold-bearing sands, and the plains dotted with the white tents of the gold-diggers, which look like so many sheep scattered over a meadow! Higher up one can see the bright green hills dotted with groups of cottages, embroidered with flowers, and gently flowing with the fans of cabbage trees and flax. Steep mountain slopes rise above, thronged with dark trees, hung with many shaded purple, gold, or brown leaves. Lustrous green valleys cut across the mountains. White glaciers streak them, sometimes flowing to the very foothills. The view is dominated by granite domes, grey and blue, rust-stained basalt columns, and rugged, weathered pyramids or corrugated peaks eternally crowned with snow. Above these rises



only a plume of volcanic smoke which in the daytime looks like a transparent ever-growing river of grey steam, sinking into the blue expanse of sky. After sunset this cloud changes into a large flower, purple below from the reflection of subterranean fires, and changing above into a lily with a golden calyx and a pink corolla, formed by sunrays caught in their flight. At night, the calyx flames like a conflagration, and the dark corolla blazes in the sky. The firmament, which almost always has a Sicilian clarity, stretches above.

        
I was the first of those of my countrymen who write and collect new impressions to see this scene. Small wonder that I fell in love with it, with the same kind of sentiment a discoverer probably feels towards the land he has conquered for civilization. Alas, it is not easy to find a place on this earth where we Poles, who are by preference stay-at-homes, would not occasionally be driven by fate. I am proud that I was the first of a crowd of unwilling wanderers to arrive in this enchanting place.

        
The image of this archipelago and the memory of my unusual adventures there have long been before my eyes. Several years have elapsed, destiny has separated me by the diameter of the terrestrial globe from my favourite islands, and taken me to a contrasting land where, instead of looking out on the waves of the sea, I gazed at an ocean of snow for half a year; and saw instead of cabbage trees, mountains, and volcanoes, only limitless plains and stormy clouds. During my first winter here frost and gale imprisoned me in a log cabin set in a desert where a journey without a compass was just as difficult as on the open sea, and where to lose one's way and fall into the clutches of hurricanes screaming from the North Pole might mean death.

        
I passed my enforced hibernation chopping wood for several hours each day, to have enough fuel to last a whole night. I did the chopping inside the cabin, for the weather did not permit me to work abroad. A fire burned constantly in the iron stove, which had one of those small windows of transparent mica, so popular in North America for the glimpse of lively flames they allow, the sight of which itself hardens one against the cold.

        
Green logs of poplar or cotton tree, hissing with damp, were ready to go out even as I watched over them, and sometimes did go out when I negligently fell asleep for an hour. When that happened, a pail of water turned into a lump of ice, food solidified, boots changed into two metallic pipes, my watch stopped. The cabin's walls, two layers of logs lined with thick paper, were covered with patterns like those flowers with which the Snow Queen decorates



our windows as a New Year's gift. Then I fully understood the horror of being exiled to a hyperborean land. I scrambled breathlessly from my bed and poured petrol on to the blackened wood with numb fingers to draw flames from the dead fire as quickly as I could.

        
This monotonous winter life, so different from the delights of a subtropical zone, constantly reminded me of that faraway land. I sighed for the country where the seasons are known only by the calendar and not by the barometer or frost-bitten limbs. I sat yearning by the fire. Its crackle recalled the noise of fern-tree stems being trampled by a Maori foot. Flames took on the shape of friends from whom I had parted, or whom I had buried, and clouds of smoke curled into the features of the swarthy natives of that evergreen place. The clatter of the iron chimney, which projected through the roof reminded me of menacing Maori war cries. Alone on this empty prairie I dwelt with my bygone friends.

        
New details of the past constantly came to my mind. What I had seen myself, and what I had been told of events which I had not seen, merged together. These were the key to my yellowed notebooks, the relics of my wanderings. Memory helped the scraps of paper to live again; they in turn helped to clarify memory; imagination filled in the gaps in the scenes whose ends I had not witnessed. The past became clear, as the hieroglyphics of a stenographer do, although he wrote them long ago and has forgotten their contents and even how to read them until some accident suggests the meaning of a certain phrase, when everything is suddenly plain.

        
So I reconstructed my camp life in the highlands of the New Zealand mountains and in those densely furrowed valleys where our excavations had made every step a pitfall for the careless passerby; where stood villages of tents and towns of tin; where the midday sun scarcely succeeded in looking into the deep valleys, and at night only a narrow strip of stars hung in the sky; and where this cramped landscape was bordered by virgin peaks, lit at dusk with an Alpine aurora. There we gathered round the brightly burning fires, stretched out our weary limbs on bundles of fern leaves, and listened to the best storyteller in the company tell his tales of distant lands and faraway seas, of incredibly rich veins of quartz, of gold-bearing streams, and of pretty girls. We were all young. Before we bade one another goodnight, we always argued as to which of them were the prettiest and made love the best.

        
There were bearded Italians and finical Frenchmen, solemn Anglo-Saxons and giddy Poles. As you would expect our opinions on such a tender subject varied. One of the Poles, an old-timer in New



Zealand, settled for the dusky Maori girls. With inconceivable perversity in taste, so far as the majority were concerned, he preferred their brown complexions and aquiline features to those of European women. He thought their full figures worthy of Greek sculptors, and their eagerness for love affairs with Europeans he explained by their desire to rise above the humiliation in which half-civilized peoples hold their women. During a succession of fine autumn evenings he told us all he knew of the life of the natives, whom most of us knew only through a few representatives working in the goldfields.

        
What I could recall of these tales in my hermitage by the Missouri River I will here repeat in the mother tongue of that storyteller who, in broken English, the universal language of Oceania, drew for us the vicissitudes, customs, and sufferings of the Maoris. I will try to translate these campfire stories into a more literary idiom.

        
Conditions have doubtless changed since the time when this Polish vagrant collected the material used here. The Maori race is dying out like the snow in spring, melting away unresistingly. A strange peace, which stems from the extinction of the original owners of the land and the increase of the white invaders, envelops New Zealand in its protective wings. The war cries that echoed from the forests have quietened, the plough upturns the fern, the Cross of Saint George flutters on flagstaffs erected to display the colours of the Maori king. The remnants of the valiant Maori race are peacefully dying.

        
I shall not try to analyse the eternal rights, whose motives the human mind will probably never fathom, which rule the destinies of races and peoples, and make history a register of the birth, growth, and death of nations. I shall not hide that with tears in my eyes and anxiety in my heart I listened to the death throes of the tribes, a few of whose types will be seen in my story, and whose land, which I trampled so lightheartedly, has been conquered by the pale-faced step-children of New Zealand. I write these notes for two reasons: to preserve my vagrant companion's stories, and to celebrate the memory of the children of that country to whom I dedicate my work.

        

          

            
The Author
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Chapter I
          
I arrive in Auckland
        

        

Our ship entered Auckland harbour, the site of the capital of New Zealand, at the height of a tropical summer during the bitter war between the European settlers in New Zealand and the native Maoris, the bloodiest events of which occurred towards the end of 1864 and in the first months of 1865.

        
I was greatly relieved to think that my journey was nearly ended and that our old and more or less rotten 
Woodpecker was now passing the scattered islands which lie at the approach to Auckland. The harbour with its tangled mesh of masts and ropes became clearer every moment. The 
Woodpecker had carried me and her cargo of coal by the slowest and most miserable of routes from Newcastle in Australia to the shores of Peru, and from there, with a cargo of guano, to New Zealand. All this time, I and the other wretched members of the crew were at the mercy of that natural enemy of every seaman, a miserly purser. We lived on putrid meat, ships' biscuits so hard that it was impossible to pierce them without using hammer and nails, and stale water.

        
For our quarters below-decks, we occupied a little three-cornered den. Fourteen of us were crammed into it, sharing our space with the captain's dog and the first mate's parrot. Although the ceiling and walls leaked our high-ranking menagerie had to be kept dry.

        
The parrot proved quite an asset, for after a few months we had succeeded in teaching him some choice expressions, both in English and Maori. We reckoned that this raised his commercial value to several pounds more than the measly sixpence originally paid for him. I know of no better way to increase one's small capital than to buy parrots and educate them in this way. Seamen's wagea do not multiply as quickly, however they mount up during a voyage. According to the contract made with our captain before we left Newcastle, each of us earned six pounds a month in pay. The total, after deductions had been made for the tobacco smoked or chewed during the voyage, was to be paid in Auckland.

        
Reckoning the slow accumulation of our wages was the favourite pastime of all occupants of the den during the few moments when



we were not manning the pumps. Pumping continued almost ceaselessly in order to save the ship. She was literally bursting at the seams. Even our official time off-work was curtailed by this activity, a common feature of shipboard life. Although every seaman is supposed to be on watch for four hours and off duty the next four (during which time he must sleep, eat and wash his clothes), the regulations also provide for emergency action, which may mean doing without any sleep at all for two or three days at a time. As it happened, the wretched state of the 
Woodpecker meant that we worked under these latter conditions, because, said the captain, no one could predict the moment at which a ship which had successfully survived so many tempests would begin to fall apart.

        
Nevertheless, we found enough leisure to calculate that on the day we landed in Auckland each of us would receive rather more than thirty pounds, over and above deductions for tobacco and the peculiar and sparingly rationed liquor which the purser called ‘second-class rum’. (‘First-class rum’ was reserved for the officers, well out of reach of the common herd.) Constant calculations, in which I was strictly supervised by my companions, all eager to detect any error I might make, finally convinced me that my wages would allow me to spend a considerable number of weeks wandering among the Maoris, a people I had already met and learned to like (you may guess which sex in particular) on various Pacific islands. The seaman who slept in the bunk beneath mine had worked out exactly how many drinks of first-class rum his money would buy him once we reached Auckland. The man who slept above me declared that his savings should enable him to establish himself as a gold prospector and so to become a wealthy man.

        
Apart from earning all this money during the voyage, I acquired considerable skill as assistant to ‘Chips’, the ship's carpenter. He was not very popular, for, unlike the ordinary seamen, he was permitted to sleep at night. I also learnt to shovel coal or guano; I became expert at tying all kinds of complicated knots; and I was not too bad at mixing grog, a concoction of the second-class rum, stale water, lemon juice, and something which the purser called sugar. I never understood why this sticky, viscous fluid, which was distributed with a ladle, always left such a thick deposit of sand at the bottom of my mug.

        
My time at sea further provided me with arthritis, severely chapped hands caused by hauling ropes and constant exposure to salt water, several flannel shirts which I made myself and decorated with embroidered anchors, and a canvas bag three feet long and six inches



in diameter. This last is traditionally used by seamen to store their underclothes, and serves also as a pillow. Stuff for mine was provided by an old sail, taken without the purser's permission: but my crime was eventually discovered by the first mate, and had some unpleasant consequences.

        
All this will give you some idea of the poetry and romance of the seaman's life. But let me add that when the pumps were at rest, the captain would see to it that we were kept busy. There was always a job to be done. The hull must be scraped and repainted, and when that was finished, we had to begin scraping it all over again—just to keep us from being bored. In fact, our only relaxation was a bit of sewing and singing in the evenings. I find even my present work, sluicing for gold, with water lapping about my knees, preferable to the over-rated life at sea.

        
Our chief delight was in revenging ourselves for all our miseries on the captain's dog. We felt that every time one of us sent him out into the wind and rain, it was the captain who suffered. That seemed a proper justice to us.

        
Fortunately, every voyage, even with a cargo of coal or guano, must come to an end in a harbour where everything is fresh, even meat and water, where beds are dry and all the rum is first-class, and where, at long last, there are beautiful young women to welcome the traveller. Our hardships would soon be over in the haven towards which the 
Woodpecker was now racing with an unwonted speed which threatened to split her old sails asunder. The chant of ‘Heaveho … heave-ho …’, used for many centuries by English sailors to mark the rhythm of heaving and hauling, sounded merrily; and even the clatter of the falling anchor rang out like land music.

        
My comrades were putting on their city frock coats, the equivalent of a tradesman's ‘Sunday best’; or polishing the brass chains of their turnip watches, or gazing loftily, with hands in pockets, at the dockers who came on board to unload the ship. As an even stronger expression of their enjoyment and self-satisfaction, they would whistle ‘Rule Britannia! Britannia rule the waves. Britons never, never, never shall be slaves’—and this despite the recent termination of their six months of slavery.

        
With the splash of the falling anchor, I became a free man. Since I did not yet possess that indispensable adornment of every seaman and European settler, a gilded watch-chain. I sat idly by the ship's side, envying my companions their polished treasures, and solemnly vowing that the moment I set foot on dry ground, I should immediately purchase so desirable a trinket for myself. Meanwhile, as I



waited for the captain's permission to go ashore, I observed the town.

        
Before me spread a crescent of water, cutting deeply into the land, and edged with a curved line of ships, lying dark and still at their moorings. At a slightly higher level was another curved line of two-storeyed houses, built of red brick or grey slate, and clustered in irregular rows. Behind them rolled away the hills. These were obviously of volcanic origin, and were covered with basalt and heaps of scoria, which gave them a barren and forlorn appearance. Here and there were small trees and bushes, but their faded foliage did not do much to brighten the empty hills and the drab houses.

        
Behind me swept the superb semi-circle of the bay. A few scattered islands towered out of it, their sub-tropical vegetation giving them the appearance of vivid green pyramids. In the distance shimmered the foam-crested waves of the mighty ocean: and, on the far horizon, three or four bright points glimmered like the evening star. These came gradually closer and closer, and were finally revealed as the pearly sails of other ships nearing the harbour.

        
Not far from me, and some way from the shore, lay several imposing men of war. Order and silence reigned there, despite the fact that each vessel housed a good five hundred men. They showed no sign of life, other than the sailors' washing which fluttered in the wind from every visible yard and line, and the few sentries slowly pacing the decks.

        
Numbers of wherries heavily laden with goods, chiefly coal, moved over the gently rippled surface of the harbour. The boatmen who sat at their long oars propelled these clumsy craft by the rhythmic swaying of their bodies. Occasionally, white service boats, the gondolas of this city, sped past, each manned by two watermen plying their slender sculls. Still more rapid were the narrow Maori canoes, their ridge-topped poops as tall as the natives who stood to their paddles. Schooners, cutters, and yachts crossed the harbour, incomparably graceful, heeling with the wind so that their bright pennants almost dipped into the water.

        
On the jetty was a bustling crowd of stevedores, some rolling barrels and others struggling with large bales. Groups of seamen in dark-blue jackets and scarlet-coated soldiers gaped at our ship. A few merchants and clerks were busy writing down the number and weight of each case they received. Occasionally, a portly barrel-chested policeman walked through the crowd, which parted suddenly to reveal several gaily-dressed women of easy virtue, all ready for



the new arrivals. A double stream of two-wheeled carts came and went, to and from between the harbour and the warehouses.

        
At last our skipper appeared on deck, resplendently dressed in his stylish (and spotless) gold-buttoned uniform, and with an old-fashioned but remarkably well-preserved tall silk hat on his head. Trying hard to look like a genuine naval man, he came down the companionway which linked the Olympian regions of the ship with the humble quarters of the ordinary seamen. He quite spoilt the effect, however, by the violent language he used in ordering away the boat which was to take him to town.

        
Immediately, the dirty, salt-eaten chains ground in their pulleys. The boat was lowered to the water with a resounding splash. The skipper stumbled to his seat, which was covered with the Union Jack as a symbol of his dignity, settled down comfortably at the tiller, and commanded the boat's crew to take him to the Sailors' Recruiting Office.

        
The Recruiting Office and the Sailors' Home, an institution which is always strongly supported by the local philanthropists, stand side-by-side in every English port I have seen. Naturally, no liquor is sold in the Home: but a man can gorge himself on the books and newspapers in the reading-room. Gambling is forbidden, but draughts are permitted. Athletics which take place in the adjoining backyard are strongly recommended by the authorities. The food is good, the beds are clean, and the rooms are well-lit. Moreover, any resident of the Home will find it more than easy to secure a place on the first home-bound ship. Despite these advantages, no sailor from the 
Woodpecker would stay there. For what would be the point of staying in a place where the front door was firmly shut at ten o'clock at night and where there was no provision for women, drink or gambling?

        
I did not intend to patronise the Home either, but for very different reasons. Life at sea and the company of seamen did not attract me. The clerk who paid me my wages recommended me to sign on again, but I told him firmly that I was determined not to go back to sea. My former shipmates—the happiest men alive under the Southern Cross so long as their money lasted—also disdained the hospitality of the Home. They wanted entertainment, and they meant to have it. Once their money was spent they might starve for several days, and would beg for a job on any ship going, however unseaworthy. Then a few pounds advance payment would enable them to redeem their possessions, all of which—right down to the last hand-embroidered shirt—would by that time be in the hands



of the pawnbroker. Thus they would condemn themselves to another six months of slavery.

        
These gloomy presentiments were quite out of mind at the moment. Pleasure-bent, they vanished into the town where so many sharks lurked in wait for their hard-won pounds.

        
‘Sir’ (I was startled to be accosted by that title for the first time in many months) ‘Sir, you are looking for a place to stay? We serve first-class rum with dinner at our hotel.’

        
‘Fine clothes … watches … watch-chains … What can I offer you, sir?’ came from another huckster.

        
I bought a gilded watch-chain for a few shillings, thus improving my appearance and respectability; and twirling my newly acquired decoration—which could easily have restrained a fullgrown dog—I set out to find the street and lodging-house which had been recommended to me before I left Australia.

        
‘Where are you from, sir?’ inquired one smart young lady. She was one of whom there are so many in every port. Her light-brown complexion proclaimed her part-Maori origin.

        
Of the whole crew of the 
Woodpecker I was the only one to evade the many alluring traps prepared for my sex by the sirens of this town. Escaping the persistent cadging of numerous hotel agents and the sweetly spoken promises of equally numerous street-walkers, I went on looking for my chosen accommodation.

        
My conspicuous canvas bag over one shoulder, I walked along looking about me as I went, for I was curious to see the new world I had just entered. The streets along which I passed were all thickly strewn with scoria, coal-black, but free of dust; and the pavement blocks were also of volcanic origin.

        
Stalls heaped with tropical fruit lined both sides of the streets. It seemed as if every country, from Tasmania to India and beyond, had sent their fragrant produce to fill the baskets with bananas, oranges, grapes, coconuts, guavas, and even fruit from the colder climes.

        
Showy buildings, their windows packed with luxuries, lay cheek by jowl with tumbledown wooden hovels, sodden with alcohol which evaporated through their wide-open doors and windows. Obviously, the North American custom of removing such old buildings from the centre of the town to more remote suburbs and replacing them with permanent structures was not known in Auckland. Such buildings were left standing until they fell down or went up in flames.

        
The population offered as many striking contrasts as did the buildings. The shop-keeping aristocracy drove by in their fine



carriages. Dashing officers in tight-fitting tunics and elegant fops with silky scarves hanging from their shiny top hats made a great show of their accomplished horsemanship. Ladies and gentlemen dressed in accordance with the fashions in last year's magazines (new fashions come late to Auckland) rubbed shoulders with blanketed Maoris and shabby seamen.

        
Some of these, more than half-drunk, staggered down the middle of the street. Many soldiers were to be seen sunning themselves on the front-door steps; their presence was evidence of the current campaign.

        
Groups of Maoris crowded at the street corners, haggling with the itinerant fishmongers and greengrocers. Each time a dirty blanket slipped from one of their shoulders I could see the powerfully modelled bare brown chests of man or woman. Everyone was used to the presence of the half-naked natives and there was no sign of embarrassment. The Maoris are respected by even the most ruffianly among the English and Irish because of their well-developed biceps, hard fists, and the ease with which they pick a quarrel. This is perhaps a unique example of the British being respectful towards a dark-skinned race.

        
Now and then I glimpsed Maoris in European clothes, generally a suit of large checks. These gentlemen had their shoes polished by the shoe-shine boys whose stalls stood at the street corners, and they sported large-brimmed very expensive hats made from the fibre of a palm tree with the local name of cabbage tree. I have since learnt that such a hat costs up to four or five pounds, and the long silk ribbon which is wrapped several times round its crown also costs a considerable sum of money. The well-to-do Maoris do not spare expense on their wardrobes.

        
Despite their dark complexions, the Maori women, who dress almost as smartly as their European sisters, are pleasing to look at, thanks to their luxuriant deep black hair, fiery eyes, and aquiline features.

        
Judging by the posters I saw, there was no lack of public entertainment in the town which, like all colonial centres, attracts a multitude of seamen, miners, and bushmen, all of whom find this very costly business entirely irresistible. One poster recommended the waxworks where models of all the contemporary European monarchs were on show, and, a very special attraction, the famous thieves and robbers who have been hanged in London town in the last few years. Another advertised the amusements to be found in a 
café-chantant where dancing and gambling were readily available.



These posters were displayed alongside printed appeals to come to a certain church, where no collection would be taken, and to be redeemed from this sinful modern Babylon. Between two billboards, one calling for votes and the other advertising the virtues of English gin, was pasted a third, which asked for contributions towards the maintenance of a home for reformed prostitutes. The distinguished patrons of this edifying cause, headed by Sir George Grey, K.C.B., Governor of New Zealand, were listed in full. The posters, the buildings, the people, and the life itself presented a pattern of contrasting extremes. At the very same moment one heard the words of an obscene sea shanty coming from one direction and the aweinspiring words of a psalm from another. The influx of troops, war-refugees, and common adventurers made Auckland a more riotous town than any other outside the goldfields.

        
At last I stopped in front of the house for which I was looking. The first room I entered (known locally as the ‘bar-room’) was a large area without stools or benches, divided by a long counter into two unequal parts. A crowd of men were busy drinking in the larger of these while the landlord, a big-nosed, thick-lipped Irishman, took orders in the smaller one. A flap in the middle of the counter allowed the residents to reach their temporary accommodation. Behind the counter, against the wall, stood an enormous sideboard, prettily dressed with several rows of multicoloured bottles, fancifully labelled with the most attractive names. Barrels of ale and stout were lined up on the floor below. Side by side on the counter lay a small pump with which the landlord filled his clients' glasses and a stubby lead-topped cudgel, tangible proof that in accordance with the law of the land he would in emergency act as the constable on the premises.

        
‘Can I stay here for a few days?’ I asked.

        
The landlord looked me up and down suspiciously, simultaneously evaluating the seaman's outfit I wore and guessing the probable contents of my purse. The result of this highly critical scrutiny must have been unfavourable, for he asked ‘Have you …?’, and rolled his fingers as though he was accepting money from me.

        
‘I've just collected my six months' pay.’

        
‘Then you must be from the 
Woodpecker, sir,’ he said, suddenly becoming quite respectful, and with that special sweetness of tone which characterizes all the sons of green Erin. ‘Would you mind passing under the flap? It's stuck, and I can't lift it up. Please stoop a little lower. Carefully! Come to the parlour, if you please.’

        
The so-called parlour turned out to be a dining-room with a huge fireplace, but sparsely furnished, with a big table at present covered



with newspapers, some ill-assorted chairs, an ancient looking wardrobe, and a settee on which a snoring seaman was asleep.

        
Prodding the poor man unceremoniously until he woke with a start the landlord invited me to take a seat. After this gentle introduction he brought me a glass of gin and while I sipped it he continued his interrogation.

        
‘So you want to stay here, sir?’

        
‘Yes, sir.’

        
‘Who sent you to me, sir?’

        
‘A Mr N. in Australia mentioned yours as a comfortable place to stay.’

        
‘I must write down his name so that I will remember to treat him well when he comes back. We colonials don't forget such good friends. You have some money, of course?’

        
‘I've already said I have,’ I replied, slightly nettled by his persistence.

        
‘Don't be angry with me because I ask you again. You see, here we have two kinds of customers: those who pay in advance, and the others, who never pay at all.’

        
‘Haven't you got those who pay later?’

        
‘People like that exist only in fairy tales. No one has a larger acquaintance than a publican, and as yet I haven't met any pakehas of that sort.’

        
‘Pakehas? Who are they?’

        
‘That's what the natives call us white men. I can tell you, sir, people who eat and drink and pay afterwards without any trouble are unknown here. That's why my customers pay in advance. D'you see that picture over there of a lean dog dying of starvation? Well, that dog's name is Trust, and he's been done in by bad debtors. Every shop in Auckland has a picture like that.’

        
‘In other words, you want me to pay in advance?’

        
‘That's right. Five shillings a day or thirty shillings a week.’

        
I paid him a pound.

        
‘Would you mind following me upstairs? You'll find comfort here—even elegance. I've seen a good bit of the world—all of North America and Australia—and I can say that my establishment's second to none.’

        
We went through several rooms downstairs and on the first floor. We walked along dark, winding corridors. We climbed a staircase so narrow that two people could not pass on it, and when my corpulent landlord, on his way up, met his wife, who was coming down, she had to stop on the first landing to let him get by.

        


        
This New Zealand building of soft native timber did not carry its years very gracefully. The boards had broken up at every joint. The nails had rusted away. None of the doors closed properly. The wallpaper was peeling off in strips. The floor and the window-panes rattled beneath our tread. Some windows at the back of the house had no glass and were stuffed with old rags, although the front looked respectable enough.

        
The furniture matched the quality of the building. The legs of the beds were almost eaten away by borer. The bedclothes swarmed with moths. Everything I saw must have rotted in a ship's hold for months before arriving in New Zealand. The rooms reeked of damp. Noah's Ark would have been cosy by comparison, and the fake marble fireplace in the dining-room seemed older than the frieze of the Parthenon.

        
‘These elegant apartments,’ said my guide, ‘are reserved for families. The single men sleep in the attic.’

        
We climbed more stairs, passed through more family rooms. At first I was shocked to find this muddle of shaky musty buildings, this rickety furniture, in a brand new country like New Zealand. I had constantly to remind myself that here in the colonies houses just could not be old. Why were so many of them so decrepit? Houses are certainly erected more quickly in the colonies, perhaps too quickly. Always someone is waiting impatiently to move in as soon as the job is finished, or even before. And the European furniture manufacturers, their stores overflowing with fashionable rubbish, are only too willing to get rid of it by sending it to Australia or the South Pacific islands.

        
We came to our destination. The landlord pushed me inside a large room, the single men's accommodation. It was situated directly under the roof. He shut the door behind him and left me alone. About a dozen narrow beds were ranged along the walls. In one corner stood an upturned barrel on which was a wash basin. Above it hung a small chain with a comb attached. Beside the comb was a broken looking-glass, so small and scratched as to be practically useless, and a wooden roller on which was a towel. This had to be spun round several times like a transmission belt before one could find a relatively dry part. All these were firmly fastened to the wall, as though the landlord feared that his boarders would otherwise make off with the lot of them.

        
Having washed myself thoroughly from the waist up in the fresh water provided, a pleasure which only those who have shared my recent experiences will understand, I looked frantically for a dry



piece of towel. I did not find much, but what I found I used energetically.

        
Just at that moment I heard somebody whom I had not hitherto noticed because he was lying quite quiet on his bed, entirely covered by the bedclothes, mutter to himself in German, ‘The last dry bit of the towel has gone. I shall have to use my sheet instead.’

        
‘Why didn't you get up earlier?’ I asked in English. I did not see any reason why I should twist my tongue round a language which had caused me so much pain and grief at school.

        
‘Do you understand German, sir?’ said the voice from the semi-darkness. A dishevelled head emerged from under the blankets.

        
‘Yes, I do, but I don't speak it very fluently. Are you ill, sir, to be in bed so late in the morning? It's nearly mid-day.’

        
My new acquaintance did not answer my question at once. Visibly embarrassed, he tried to change the conversation to more general topics. His English was good, though he had that accent which no adult German can ever hope to lose. Gradually, as though physically forced to unburden himself to a sympathetic listener, he admitted that following his recent arrival in Auckland he had spent all his money. He expected to receive some more from Europe before too long. In the meantime he was in difficulty and through no fault of his own. Naturally, he knew no one here and therefore could not find a suitable occupation to earn enough for his needs.

        
A genteel European immigrant is not usually very successful in the British colonies. He generally hides his origins, often assumes a fictitious name, and seldom makes a hasty confession of his past. In fact he behaves as though he were a criminal. Very often he never tells even an old friend about his life at home or what made him come to the colonies. On the other hand, counting on sympathetic help, he willingly tells someone of his own class about the predicament in which he finds himself. A down-and-out European looks for a friend amongst his own kind, knowing that a well-to-do settler will be of no help to him.

        
I learnt from the German that he had kept alive by selling the few possessions he had brought with him, and by the cheap tricks he had picked up from the colonials.

        
‘So you're trying to deceive your hunger by staying in bed?’ I asked him, with the fellow feeling one vagrant has towards another.

        
‘I do what I can. All the local pubs serve snacks free for their clients. Thanks to that I've lived somehow. No drinking though, and I only sleep here. It's the one expense I can't avoid.’

        


        
‘Well, in that case the landlord should supply you with a clean towel. So what did you blame me for?’

        
‘If I asked him for a clean towel he would tell me that what's good enough for ten honest Irishmen is good enough for one damned Deutsch. You won't believe how these people hate my countrymen. From South America to Australia I've heard nothing but insults. Still, we'll survive it and go to every country in the world until there will be so many of us that we shall take over the lot.’

        
‘But until that happens, what do you intend to do?’

        
‘I don't know. I don't suppose the mail will come before the end of the month.’

        
‘What's your name?’

        
‘Charles von Schaeffer, at your service. You can check that in my Prussian passport. I travel half as tourist, half as adventurer. I was in South America for some time, then in Mexico where I fought for Maximilian. I almost lost my life there. At the last moment I managed to board an Australian boat bound for Melbourne. In Australia I moved from one place to another and saw a good part of the continent. Eventually I decided to come to New Zealand. Here I have found nothing but bitter disappointment. The only choice I have is either to join the militia or jump into the sea.’

        
‘I would have thought that after seeing so much of the world you would be free of the Old World prejudices and know that work is better than soldiering or suicide. What can you do?’

        
‘I know a bit about engineering, a few foreign languages. But all that is quite useless here. Who will accept me? Who will vouch for me? You know yourself that the British and Americans have enough people of their own looking for an easy job. They can do very well without foreigners. Tradesmen … labourers, well, that's a different story: but you can't expect a gentleman, the heir to a nobleman's estates, to toil like a common peasant! Besides, what could I do with these hands?’

        
So saying he showed me his hands, which were sunburnt but effeminate, typical of the wealthy youth in certain European countries who, unlike their British counterparts, never touch oars, tennis racquets, or anything else that could develop their muscles.

        
It is hard to believe that the descendants of the wealthy 
lands-knechts, who were stalwart enough in body if not always in character, have changed so thoroughly into comfort-loving, irresolute weaklings.

        
Mr Schaeffer's hands reminded me of numerous apparently well-educated Europeans who, God only knows why, have exchanged their old established world for a new life in the colonies. Such hands



are often clever. They can write sensibly, draw with artistic feeling. But to employ them as they have been trained needs contacts, influential friends, capital, none of which their holders possess. There is no worse augury for the new settler than soft hands. Every time I saw such a pair I thought of the wretched moments their owner must have experienced; how he must have searched in vain for suitable employment; how he must have been humiliated, laughed at, and rejected. Some such men even end by committing suicide. In a healthy colonial society where many shrewd and tough poeple are ready to make the most of their new conditions the puny incompetent scions of the Old World rapidly become outcasts, useless alike to themselves and to their new country.

        
Taking pity on the soft hands of my new friend I invited him to dine with me. When he got out of bed I saw him to be almost fully-clad. All he needed to complete his attire were his shoes. He looked so dirty that I had to lend him some of the clothes which I had made for myself. Even so, the effect was rather ludicrous for Mr Schaeffer was about six inches shorter than I and much thinner. But since he was young, still in his twenties, and quite good-looking, with long flaxen hair and expressive blue eyes, even these inadequate garments looked passable on him.

        
Having spruced him up. I cried, ‘And now to dinner. Everything must be fresh—meat, bread, vegetables, butter, and of course, the water too. A man who's served on a sailing ship for six whole months and who is quite young, with good teeth and a 23-year-old stomach, is in a hurry for such a feast.’

        
Von Schaeffer was in a hurry too. We descended the staircase at a run and entered the dining-room just in time to see the table being set for dinner.

        
The landlord entertained us for a few moments, grumbling about the present situation.

        
‘This damned war!’ he complained. ‘You won't credit the harm it's doing. Since the Maoris ceased to supply the town the price of farm produce has gone up out of all proportion. And why? Because the white farmers make their profits by skinning us alive. We hotel-keepers can't double our board so easily. We can't even increase the price of beer. One glass costs sixpence and since a sixpence is the smallest coin in circulation the only thing we could do would be to make a glass of beer cost two sixpenny bits—but nobody would pay that price, so there you are.’

        
He probably intended to spoil my appetite for the fresh food for which I had waited so long. But it was quite in vain. An impartial



judge watching the table would have seen the justice we did to the plentiful courses. They disappeared at an astonishing rate, despite the landlord's jeremiad and the cook's frightful ignorance of the culinary art. The bushmen, farmers, and tradesmen gathered round the table with their families proved excellent trenchermen, more than a match for a famished seaman and his German friend. The settlers' appetites are greatly to be admired, and may be attributed to the plentiful fresh air, and the active life they lead.
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Chapter II
          
We set out to explore Maoriland
        

        

After only a few days in Auckland, my relationship with the young German nobleman had deepened into something like friendship. Newcomers from Europe arrive all the time in the colonies. New friendships are contracted in a matter of days, rather than after years of plodding acquaintanceship as happens at Home. The secret of success in any new situation is to drop one's old customs if they have become an encumbrance and adopt more suitable ones.

        
I felt considerable pity for my new friend. Was it crime, family disagreements, or simply his adventurous spirit that had driven him from the comforts of his life in the Old Country to rough it in the Antipodes? I dared not ask. Whatever he had done I felt enormous sympathy with this educated man who was utterly helpless and quite unprepared to cope with his present cruel circumstances.

        
One afternoon I asked him what he would do once I had gone, for neither my funds nor my inclination would allow me to stay any longer in that deplorable town. He answered in his usual despondent way, ‘I have no idea.’

        
‘But you must do something,’ I insisted.

        
‘Perhaps I'll join the militia. They are looking for volunteers, and the pay is good. But it's so difficult for a man like me to live with the dregs of colonial society.’

        
‘Is that the reason you don't want to join? All this time I've thought it was because you didn't want to fight against an unhappy people who are defending their freedom.’

        
‘That kind of thing doesn't bother me. Anyhow, the Maoris are an inferior race. But I can tell you that if I had a chance of becoming an officer, as I was in Maximilian's army, I would fight against the angels themselves. There's no hope of that.’

        
‘Why don't you come with me when I go? It will soon be harvest time, and later there'll be sheep-shearing. The work may be humble, but it's well paid.’

        
‘I am no good at it. Besides, no one would have me.’

        
‘Since you are out here you had better learn every kind of work, so long as it's honest, I'll take you with me. I have enough money



for us both until you can fend for yourself. I can manage all right, and help someone else too.’

        
‘You're lucky. You can adapt yourself so easily to this rough life.’

        
‘Where there's a will there's a way, as the proverb says. I've learnt the hard way how to behave. As you know, I want to see the world. I have no private means, so I must use my arms and legs instead. The fact that once upon a time I knew something about books doesn't mean that I have to starve. You can be reasonably prosperous with a manual job.’

        
‘And where shall I find this prosperity?’

        
‘Come with me, and we'll look for it together.’

        
‘Where do you intend to go?’

        
‘I would like to go up north. The harvest starts early there, and the war hasn't yet spread so far. I admit that the south is more interesting, but we can wait to go there until the war is over. If we can catch a north-bound boat, we'll take it. If there's no boat, we'll go south, because the volcanic terrain and the bush north of Auckland are practically impassable on foot. I see from the newspaper that a small cutter sails to the Bay of Islands tomorrow. It's quite an historic place. Captain Cook made his first New Zealand landing there, and there are many active volcanoes to be seen. There are plenty of large farms as well as Maori villages, so we'll be able to learn about the country and its inhabitants as well as earning a good living.’

        
The outcome of this conversation was a visit to the harbour. There we were shown a small boat, of some fifteen tons, with the pompous title of ‘Bay of Islands Packet’.

        
She was a cutter, a single-masted sailing vessel, only partly decked and with her hold uncovered. These tiny replicas of the Viking ships in which the Norseman discovered America today carry English seamen to the farthest corners of the earth. As coastal traders cutters are unrivalled even by the steamers, although these are rapidly gaining in importance. The gallant men of the north-east American seaboard spend many a long month in these frail craft, sailing them fearlessly from one distant point to another, from Newfoundland to Antarctica. Often their only navigational instruments are a compass and a log. They use this and an hourglass to measure the speed of their ship. Like the Norse raiders they instinctively trust in the silvery stars which Providence has scattered all over the night sky, and the stars never fail their old friends. They have no use for telescopes, sextants, or logarithmic tables. Anyone who knows anything about seamen and ships will trust himself to such men quite unhesitatingly, 
how-



ever hazardous the journey may seem, for these Anglo-Saxons face up to the sea as well as anyone in the world.

        
The cutter, moored by the jetty, balanced lightly on the water like a swan, at ease in her element. Her solitary mast bobbed up and down, weaving gentle circles on the pink background of the early evening sky.

        
‘Where's the crew?’ I asked the undersized boy who was stretched out on the rocking stern and obviously enjoying the movement of the cutter. Though the sea appeared calm a steady swell was betrayed by the swaying mast as the sea breathed in a restful sleep.

        
The startled boy leapt to his feet.

        
‘The skipper is in the pub over the road.’

        
‘And the crew?’

        
‘The crew … the crew,’ he pondered, scratching his shaggy head, ‘that must be me.’

        
‘What? there's only the skipper and a youngster like you?’

        
‘We used to have two men, but they deserted in Sydney. So three of us, the skipper, the first mate, and I, had to sail the boat all the way to Auckland. Yesterday the first mate had a fight with the skipper and he went off, too, even though he owed quite a bit of money to the owner.’

        
‘What are your duties on board?’

        
‘Whatever comes along. Sometimes cooking, sometimes crewing. A bit of everything.’

        
‘Well, so really your skipper is single-handed?’

        
‘That's all right,’ he bragged. ‘We could sail this boat to England if we wanted to. You don't know her sir—she's a real beauty. She can sail under the water just as well as she can on it.’

        
Despite this boast, Charles refused to risk a voyage with such an unusual crew. Like all landlubbers he believed only in big ships, the ones with the greatest number of victims on their consciences.

        
‘Are you a coward?’ I asked him.

        
‘Not on land, but I wasn't brought up to be a seaman. Moreover, though my horoscope tells me that I need not fear the gallows, it's strangely silent about death by drowning. And although I swim quite well, I won't board this packet-boat unless you provide me with a pair of wings, like an albatross's. If I could alternately swim and fly perhaps I wouldn't be so set against this foolish trip of yours. As it is, I won't go.’

        
So our projected voyage to the Bay of Islands came to nothing. After sending Charles away I hunted high and low but found no larger boat sailing for those parts. I walked the whole length of the



waterfront until, tired and thirsty, I resolved to refresh myself in the first public house I should come to. This happened to be a rowdy place, overflowing with Maoris, soldiers, and seamen. One of the crowd recognized me as his old shipmate from the 
Woodpecker. I had unfortunately forgotten that he had the reputation of being a regular sly dog.

        
‘Where have you been hiding?’ he shouted. ‘All the fellows are looking for you.’

        
‘I haven't got enough money to drink with all of them.’

        
‘At least you can have a good time with me. Hey, landlord, show us into the parlour. It's natural for two mates who spent six months together to want a good talk over their drink.’

        
It seemed to me that so saying he gave a wink to the publican but at that time I was not up to the tricks of colonial society and I did not pay much attention.

        
‘At your service, gentlemen,’ mumbled the affable publican, whom I thought to be a half-caste. He led us to the requested room, continuing: ‘The ordinary parlour won't do for you, gentlemen. A few Maoris from the whaling ship that came into the harbour today are sitting there. I'll take you to a private room, right behind the parlour, where you'll find more suitable company.’

        
We sat down at a table next to a group of men who were playing at dice. They immediately invited us to join them, but I refused. Meantime, my former shipmate ordered some porter and ale. When they were brought he mixed them up and served the brew known as ‘half-and-half’. Again, as I watched the dark brown porter and the light yellow ale turn into a darkish mixture, I thought that my host winked at the publican. Innocently I gulped down my drink, never suspecting any treachery.

        
In a very short time the gamblers began to argue among themselves. Apparently they did not trust one another and they called upon me to arbitrate. I tried to reconcile the opposing parties by counting up the points on the dice. Surprisingly enough they accepted my verdict and asked me to celebrate with another drink. Knowing the colonial custom I could not refuse. Raising my glass I drank to their health. Meanwhile, my former companion kept filling my glass up again. Drinking encouraged conversation. The gamblers grew more and more lively while I grew more and more silent every minute. My head got heavy, my tongue simply refused to move. I felt sleepy. Although I knew instinctively that for my own good I had to get outside into the fresh air, I could not manage it. How long I fought against this strange drowsiness I do not know … perhaps fifteen



minutes or half an hour. Eventually I must have fallen asleep for a moment or two. All at once I woke up, violently out of breath, half aware of having had my pockets picked.

        
This stung me to the raw, not because of the money in them, but for much deeper reasons. The pocket has become an indispensable product of civilization, and modern man (who is not naturally a marsupial) is extremely sensitive to violations of its privacy. His pockets multiply in accordance with his age or degree of enlightenment, and he strongly resents any attempts on their safety or anything that threatens their existence. He obtains his first pocket when he is about four years old, with his first pair of trousers. Gradually their number increases until he attains the refinements of waistcoat pockets for a watch, a toothpick, small change, etc. In Europe, this finally marks a man's full maturity, but in the colonies he must have an extra pocket to hold his gun before he reaches that status. So far this is the most that civilization has done for man, yet I believe there are pockets planned for the future which will ornament the tops of jackboots. Strangely enough civilization shows this generosity towards man but allows poor woman only a single pocket, and even this luxury is so impractically positioned that any thief can easily steal a purse from it. The whole pocket question presents an interesting problem for the anthropologist, but my predicament did not allow me to study its finer points of detail.

        
Although I was very much frightened I decided that only active resistance would save me. I had deposited the bulk of my money with my Irish landlord and had only a little on me. I was afraid that the thieves would think I had it sewn into my clothes and would murder me just because it was not in my pockets.

        
I am an unusually strong man and I was able to break free a little from the prying hands which held me and call for help.

        
‘I'll give you something to shout for,’ cried one of my assailants, knocking me down with a blow to the temple. Before he was able to kick me the door opened and the publican appeared on the threshold holding a lighted candle. His head was the only brightly lit spot in the whole dark room but I did not find it very pretty nor its sinister expression very cheering.

        
‘Can't you blunderers do a simple job like that?’ inquired the head. ‘Gag him with a cloth, or everyone will know what you are up to. If you don't do as I say, I'll have to put an end to this business. I have my reputation to consider.’

        
‘Help … police!’ I yelled, until they silenced me by wrapping a coat round my head so tightly that I could scarcely breathe.

        


        
Though I was gagged I could still hear the publican's voice: ‘Damn you, why didn't you put him properly to sleep?’

        
‘I gave him a double dose of laudanum. I've never met such a hard head,’ explained my erstwhile companion ruefully.

        
‘Then finish him off with a knife,’ advised another voice.

        
‘For God's sake, not that,’ protested the landlord. ‘Blood tells strange stories, even after many years. Do him in under the coat.’

        
I took advantage of the fact that during this villainous exchange I was restrained by only one pair of knees and made a desperate effort to remove the stifling coat. I yelled with all my strength. My voice must have been heard in the next room through the half-open door.

        
‘Shut the door and go to the devil!’ swore my ex-shipmate at the publican.

        
The publican was obeying when he was violently pushed into the room and a well-built Maori in Mercantile Marine uniform appeared in the doorway. The landlord's candle outlined the newcomer's slim, strong body on unusually short legs (the common Maori physique) and his noble brown face. His sharp eyes tried to pierce the darkness of the room. He made a splendid picture against the black background of the passage, all the more so because he gave me back hope of life.

        
‘What are you doing in here?’ he asked in good, fluent English. ‘Whom are you murdering? Let him go at once! What, you won't do as I say?’ And a revolver barrel gleamed in front of his shining eyes, aimed at the landlord's head, who, panic-stricken, dropped the candle and hid behind the table. In the darkness that swallowed the room the ruffians quickly left me. The sound of stealthy steps and the creaking of the back door betrayed their hasty retreat. The Maori struck a wax match (there are no others in the colony), found the candle, lit it, helped me to my feet, and led me along the dark passage into the cool starry night.

        
‘Poor fellow,’ he said, ‘they beat up you mercilessly. You are bleeding all over. Which ship are you from? I can see from your clothes that you are a seaman.’

        
‘Until a few days ago I served on the 
Woodpecker.’

        
‘Did you get your pay?’

        
‘Yes, I did.’

        
‘Did those villains steal it from you?’

        
‘No, I didn't have it on me. I left it with my landlord.

        
‘You must be a shrewd man. But why did you go to that place



without any money? The Gay Maori is a meeting place for the worst gamblers and drunkards in town.’

        
‘It's only by accident that I went there. Afterwards I was enticed to the private room.’

        
‘You're lucky that I was searching for my men from the whaling ship and called in to collect them before going back to our village. If it hadn't been for that, you would have lost your life. The regular customers at that place never hear the calls for help from the next room.’

        
‘What rogues! I must report all this to the police.’

        
‘That won't help you much. You have no witnesses, and the publican will testify against you.’

        
‘But you can be my witness.’

        
‘I? A coloured man? Oh no, we are not permitted to witness against a white man.’

        
‘What? And you an officer in the Merchant Service, an educated man?’

        
‘Aye, and a tribal chief whose ancestors' deeds have been a theme of Maori chants since the days when the first canoes landed with my people on these islands. That counts for nothing. No white judge will accept my testimony. If those men had not been afraid of my gun going off and the fact that it would have attracted the attention of people in the street, they would have killed you before my eyes without a second thought.’

        
‘Thank God you helped me as you did. May I know your name?’

        
‘The pakehas call me George Sunray, which is a translation of my Maori name. I don't use that in town because I am ashamed that although I am chief of an ancient tribe I have to serve on a white man's ship.’

        
‘Who taught you to speak English so well?’

        
‘We have schools, and I went to a missionary college here. Some of my relatives have even been to England to be educated. Moreover, for the last few years I've served as a quartermaster on a whaler, where I have acquired a further knowledge of the language.’

        
Whatever else this long conversation with the stalwart Maori proved to me, one thing was certain. Apart from his complexion he was in every way my equal. As we walked to my boarding-house I could not help admiring the dignified bearing and the grave, powerful tread of my Maori rescuer.

        
‘How can I repay you for your help?’ I asked him as we parted.

        
‘If ever you meet a Maori in danger forget for an instant that you have a light skin and he has a dark one. You have already told me



that you aren't an Englishman so you have no reason to hate us. By helping one of my people you will be helping me and your debt will be paid.’

        
I shook his honest, powerful hand and bade him farewell. I did not expect to see him again for he told me that he lived far from Auckland, near Mount Tongariro, a district seldom visited by Europeans. He also told me that he had had enough of the sea. He had decided to forget the disappointment which had made him leave his home. He had made up his mind to return to his village where he would be acclaimed as chief, partly through inheritance, and partly by a tribal vote. He was the last of a line of tribal chiefs, and traditionally the Maoris do not look for a new chief outside the chiefly families, unless these are extinct.

        
When I entered my boarding-house the company showed me great sympathy. My Irish landlady washed my head and dressed it gently with soft paper soaked in vinegar, while the other residents listened attentively to my story. The landlord muttered that I should have waited to quench my thirst at home.

        
‘Let it be a lesson to you, young man,’ he went on solemnly, holding up his candle before handing it over to me, ‘never go to a strange public house in the colonies. If you want to get drunk, do it among your friends.’

        
After this edifying lecture I climbed upstairs to rest my painful body on my hard bed. I was so sore that I stayed awake until midnight, and when at last I fell asleep I dreamt all night about robbers and white-wigged judges in long black robes who jeeringly kept snatching the Bible away from a Maori witness. England claims as her mission the world-wide distribution of the Bible. She gives the Bible with one hand and a bottle of fourth-class rum with the other.

        
The next day I did not feel like going abroad on account of all the bruises, cuts, and soft paper I sported. The landlord and everyone else told me that in this blessed country nobody was ashamed at being slightly scarred. Indeed, my appearance was so little out of the way that not a soul accosted me in the street or wanted to investigate the cause of my disfigurement. I moved about unmolested all day long, visiting various interesting places. All the same I was quite relieved when night fell, my last but one in Auckland according to my plan.

        
‘Soon I shall be able to hide my battered face in the bush,’ I thought as I fell into a sweet sleep.

        
Early in the morning we began to assemble the necessary equipment for our journey. We did not need much apart from a small



tent, some blankets, a couple of axes, and a billy for making tea. No one carries heavy packs, even on longest expeditions in the colonies. As for food, travellers take a fair amount of tea and sugar with them. Flour they buy as they can at the scattered settlements they come to, and meat and fish are not too difficult to provide if one has a gun and some fish hooks. I took a good store of these but no rifle, trusting to buy meat from European sheepfarmers or from the Maoris.

        
The following day was to see us on the move. Meanwhile, to occupy the idle hours, I paid a visit to Parliament, both Houses of which were in session deliberating how to bring peace to a country split by the bloodiest war between the two races that New Zealand had known.

        
As you no doubt know New Zealand is a federation of separate provinces united in the person of the Governor and by Parliament. The Lower House, the legislative body, contains the white representatives of the provinces and a few Maori members. I saw some of them, dressed in ample cloaks, woven by their women from the native flax and dyed in mottled colours and beautiful patterns. One of them spoke while I was there, using English words but Maori phraseology. He claimed that the Bill under discussion, by which the land of the rebellious tribes should be confiscated, was unworthy of the House's approval.

        
‘There are very few of us,’ he said, ‘and we are rapidly disappearing. Captain Cook found us as numerous as pebbles on a beach. Today you will find on this Island more pakehas in scarlet uniforms than Maoris. The pakeha's wife has four, five, six children. The Maori's wife has none. Atua has cursed us, for we have sold the sacred land of our forefathers and accepted foreign customs. Leave us the property which we have not yet sold. You will not have to wait long for our inheritance, for Atua has cursed the Maori womenfolk.’

        
This short speech from a civilized Maori chief, friendly towards the white men, pointing out that the luxuries and sickness brought to his land by the invaders would give all of it to them sooner than the bayonet and confiscation, had no visible effect.

        
Parliament approved this rapacious Bill and made it law. A wicked law it was, for it punished sons for the faults (if we can call them that) of their fathers. It cried aloud to heaven for vengeance. It took away the land belonging to the tribes and handed it over to a few grasping speculators. It was based on violence and not on mutual respect, as law should be.

        
This unworthy and ignoble Bill was unanimously accepted by all



the white representatives. It was chiefly this new law that intensified the war and became the source of my future adventures amongst the Maoris; for news of it so inflamed them that a European wandering across their threatened domains faced a dishonourable slavery, or even death. Tribes which had hitherto remained neutral now joined the rebellion in defence of their kinsmen whose land was, according to the law, theirs no longer.

        
Unaware of what was in store for us we intended to explore precisely that part of the country where this fatal law would cause the fiercest indignation. We meant to pass through the Auckland province and the volcanic interior of the North Island to reach the wealthy provinces of Taranaki and Wellington, whose sheepfarmers had employment for every newcomer. Numbers of tradesmen and shopkeepers go to these two provinces during the harvesting and shearing seasons, where they receive substantial pay for their short period of work. In this way, an immense area of arable land is cultivated by a handful of landowners who would find the cost of running their vast estates far too high if they had to employ regular labourers all year round.

        
Having collected all the indispensable items for our expedition we foolishly increased it by an expensive and, what was worse, a heavy addition. My enterprising companion wanted to take a saucepan because, he said, he had seen travellers in America use them for baking bread. Small flat loaves baked directly over the ashes of a fire—almost a staple diet in the Australian bush—did not please his aristocratic palate. Though my coarse taste was scarcely aware of any difference between bread baked in the saucepan or in the ashes, I got what he wanted. Its hard, heavy bottom almost broke our new, tender friendship, for my comrade meant to use it just for baking, leaving its transportation to me. The disagreement caused by my protest against this division of labour proved that the noble character of my German friend was more selfish than is proper in a partnership, particularly when travelling in a dangerous wilderness. Wherever life consists of rustic trifles, the presence of pettiness is more discouraging than any other fault, and makes companionship difficult. A man who shows himself an egotist in little things will turn out to be a tyrant in great matters.
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Chapter III
          
From Auckland to the Manukau
        

        

In warm countries travellers set off early. Little wonder, then, that the Pacific sunrise found us already at the top of a high hill outside Auckland resting and recovering our breath after our steep climb.

        
The stars had begun to dissolve in the western sky above the black line of forest and the blue-grey contours of the hills. The eastern horizon shone roseate. The islands of the gulf washed their peaks in blood and gold. The emerald surface of the ocean was flecked with boats, their silvery sails turning pink in the early morning light. Multi-coloured birds shot through the air like sparkling rockets. A long compact line of small feathery clouds massed high in the deep blue sky.

        
Although at that time I had not learnt much about magnetic storms and their connection with these insignificant little cirrus clouds which usually herald atmospheric disturbances, my experiences at sea, backed up by what I had learnt on the road, made me distrust the gentle appearance of these storm messengers. So I said to my companion, ‘We shall have a scorcher today and in a day or two a solid shower.’

        
The German had no time for these celestial warnings. Instead he gazed intently at the hills about us entranced by their black or brickred slopes, which had been crevassed by violent earth movements. He closely examined the lumps of scoria which were scattered round in profusion, and would pick them up with an air of great satisfaction as if he found in them the objects of a long and hitherto unavailing search. He informed me magisterially that Auckland had risen on a heap of scoria, like ancient Pompeii. Since I knew quite a bit about this topic, for I had read long ago that the whole North Island was subject to earthquakes and even had active volcanoes, I did not take much notice of his learned dissertation. Instead I watched now the town spread before us like a map, now the sea, emerging from the darkness of the dying night and taking on the metallic glitter of day, and now the golden crests of the islands. Before I had paid full tribute to the view the time came for us to part from it. We planned that within the next ten days we should cover some sixty geographical



miles, and so reach a more peaceful part of the Island than the warring province of Auckland. Our ultimate aim was the small settlement of New Plymouth, for my travelling companion had left instructions in Auckland that his mail should be forwarded there.

        
The highway, or what would be called a highway in the Northern Hemisphere, passed through little settlements clustered round Auckland, winding amongst barren hills towards the south. We passed these brand-new settlements, only yesterday erected from kauri boards and painted white this morning. They bore famous names, however, reminders of the settlers' love for sport, particularly horse racing. Thus we left Newmarket behind, and from there we could have gone to Epsom if it had been along our route. Both these places, as I am sure my readers are aware, are closely connected with the history of English sport.

        
A forced march brought us towards midday to Onehunga, on the shore of the Manukau Harbour—the sister town of Auckland, destined to control the commerce of the west coast of the North Island in the same way as Auckland controls that of the east. These towns are separated by a narrow isthmus, which is at its narrowest just at the place where we sighted the Manukau for the first time. The two seas almost touched one another. The isthmus dividing them was rather lower than the hills we passed during the morning, as if it did not wish to resist the encroaching seas whose inlets reached out towards one another like friendly hands. From one place on the road we saw the shallow, elongated Tamaki Bay almost under our feet, sneaking in from the east and the steepest hills of the isthmus. On our left a large inlet of the Manukau Bay approached us nearly as closely. A strange feeling of satisfaction filled us both as we stood there observing these two expanses of water which contrasted so strikingly in appearance. There is so great a difference between the solemn Pacific, smooth and tranquil, on the east side and the turbulent sea of the west that one would think they were separated by a huge continent instead of a flimsy strip of land.

        
Up till now the country we had seen was bare, a sombre brick-red, deeply furrowed by ravines. Only occasionally we glimpsed a few trees, and usually in unexpected places. They sprang from beneath our feet as if they grew in the bowels of the earth. Perhaps I can explain this more clearly by saying that the countryside resembled a roughlyhewn chessboard divided as it were by steep gaping chasms. Frequently one such chasm separated the ridge on which we were talking from another only a stone's throw away. Even at a smart pace it would take us a good hour to walk round this obstacle. Coniferous trees grew in



the gorges. Their tops sometimes reached as high as the ridges so that we would pick twigs from the tops of trees whose trunks we could not reach.

        
At first sight it seemed that such precipitous country had no value apart from its geographical position (lying as it does between the two seas, it must in the end become an important seat of commerce). Yet considerable riches reposed in this seemingly sterile land. Long before the Europeans came these and other wastelands of New Zealand had been covered by immense coniferous forests. In time they were burnt down. During countless thousands of years tree stumps and the vegetation accumulated round them produced such an intense heat that the soil changed into a barren red substance. Thus wide areas of land became completely lost to the farmers of the future but preserved a precious substance for another kind of worker. This treasure is called kauri gum, or bitumen, and is a product of the kauri pine. The Europeans make use of it but it is found almost exclusively by the Maoris whose keen eyes discover deposits beneath the surface where we see only burnt-out dirt. Trade in it is brisk and large.

        
On the highway south from Auckland we encountered numerous carts full of corn, potatoes, wool, and timber. There is nothing to enthuse about in this: one sees the same sight in many other parts of the world. What surprised us was a different kind of goods, which the Maori women carried on their backs. Judging by their tired expressions they must have marched with their loads for several days. They carried their goods in flat, strangely shaped baskets of their own making, from which dark-brown formless lumps could sometimes be seen sticking out. These were pieces of kauri gum. The fact that so many people were engaged in the delivery of the resin spoke volumes about its commercial importance. The annual value of gum exported from Auckland alone is two hundred thousand pounds. The duty imposed on kauri gum brings in a sizeable revenue to the treasury, for other ports share in this lucrative trade. The tax is a direct levy on the whole native race, for even well-to-do Maoris, who grow their own food and manufacture their own clothes, contribute next to nothing apart from this towards the upkeep of government.

        
During my stay in Auckland at a desolate place near the town I had a chance to watch the whole process of seeking kauri gum. A man armed with an iron rod, well sharpened at one end, poked the earth where he thought the resin was buried. After many vain attempts he might feel a hard lump. Immediately he would celebrate his find by taking a rest. While he smoked his pipe his female companion would dig out the lump, finding, more often than not, that the rich strike was a



piece of pumice, or simply a stone. A sizeable volume could be written about the various ways of earning one's daily bread in the colonies which are absolutely undreamt of in Europe.

        
Later I saw how white people set about finding the precious resin—this time in a forest, not in a barren waste—by piercing the roots of living trees with their iron rods.

        
The midday heat made us look for some shade, which we soon found in the shape of a big boulder beside a spring near the road. This offered us reasonable protection from the sun, and we threw down our packs, more than ready for a rest. In a few minutes I had collected some grass and dried cow dung and set about starting a fire. The German spread out on the ground a piece of oil cloth, which we always kept handy, to make the pancakes, a chore he had willingly appropriated. The art of mixing flour, salt, water, and soda to produce a flat cake is not difficult to imitate but he had a marvellous knack of cooking it which I vowed I would learn as soon as I could. (I managed to, eventually, to my great satisfaction.) First he would place a lump of dough in the pan with some fat. As soon as its under-side had browned he would toss the half-cooked cake and the fat into the air. He managed it so that not a drop of sizzling fat spilt on the fire, and the cake, having turned a complete somersault in the air, came down in its proper receptacle. Sometimes he would show what a virtuoso he was by throwing the dough really high, so that it somersaulted three times before landing back in the pan. He boasted that during his sojourn with the gauchos, from whom he had apparently learned this art, he used to throw a pancake through the opening in the roof which served as a chimney and run outside to catch it before it had a chance to fall to the ground. This story was never supported by any evidence, and though I fully intended to master the trick I could not do so without instruction, and am inclined to think it is one of those fairy stories in which the colonials take delight.

        
As we fried and ate our pancakes between the two seas our conversation turned to a disaster of which we had often been told during the last few days. It had occurred in the Manukau Harbour some time previously, though it was still fresh in the memory of many Aucklanders.

        
The Manukau has the shape of a big, irregular rectangle, from which two bays issue. The first, and nearer, squeezes into the Auckland isthmus; the other, and longer, joins the harbour with the ocean. Navigation in the entry to the harbour is very difficult, not only because its channel is winding and complicated but also because it changes every time a strong westerly obstructs it with sand through which the



ebbing and flowing currents make a new passage. Thus, where before the storm there was a deep channel, now there are shallows. Elsewhere sandbanks rise several feet above the waves where formerly a ship of the line could sail with perfect safety. At the mouth of the harbour, where the channel meets the open sea, the water is always turbulent and the great breakers pound into a surf. To find a way through this water is an onerous task and a pilot station has been established here. Pilots are sent out from it to incoming ships or use coloured flags to signal the steersmen as to which course they should take, and which avoid.

        
The Maori disorders and the open rebellion of certain tribes against the Colonial Government gave this harbour a definite strategic significance, since the military reinforcements despatched from Australia and England could land much sooner here than in Auckland on the other side of the Island. These reinforcements consisted of rather fewer than twenty thousand regulars, and sailors of Royal Navy, who were transformed on dry land into artillerymen. With the hardihood and endurance which mark seafaring Englishmen these men not only made excellent use of their cannon and fought like the best of the infantry (something which the Maoris themselves recognized, for they feared the blue-jackets, and despised the redcoats) they also acted as draft horses in bush which was too dense even for bullocks. The sight of a long line of, sailors hauling the heavy, dismounted guns through moutains, mud, and thickets was commonplace during the New Zealand campaign.

        
Well, not very long before my arrival in New Zealand, the corvette 
Orpheus was sent there from Sydney. She was the most powerful steamer serving on the South Pacific station, and was under the flag of Commodore Burnett. She was to enter the Manukau where the channel had recently shifted. Commodore Burnett entered the channel according to his chart, but for some reason, either because he misunderstood the pilot's signal or because he had been misinformed, he missed the correct channel and sailed along the old sand-obstructed course until his ship ran aground.

        
Any reader who has witnessed a similar occurrence knows only too well what will happen to an immobilized ship in the face of magnificent, smooth, but constantly advancing waves. The waves are magnificent and smooth as long as they meet no obstacle. But the moment they do so, they shoot up about it in a seething, howling turbrlence. Strewing it with the pearly drops from their crowns, they flood down upon it. So, when such a mass of water encounters a motionless ship, the rising waves turn into a furious deluge which batters the ship's sides with a force of thousands of pounds per cubic foot. They beat out her life. The raging waves, snow-white foam and green



fountains of solid water overflow the deck, roaring, biting, pounding, and tearing apart. A wave passes, and is followed by a moment of respite. Pens, coops, barrels, the wheelhouse, the galley—all have been swept overboard. The deck is free save for the masts. On their highest yards hang those sailors who have so far escaped the deluge. But the armistice is over. A second wave thunders in, overturning, crushing, and tearing as it comes. The ship's sides creak menacingly; the ropes which join the hull and the masts and give the ship its balance snap with an unforgettable whizzing sound. The ship can no longer resist the sea's invading columns. One rope after another gives way; their loose ends vibrate in the air like gigantic whips. Shaken about by the epileptic dance of the masts they bring death to the men hiding in the foretops.

        
Another armistice follows. The masts are still standing but the ropes which held them have vanished. Only the tattered ends of ropes and a few shreds of sail are visible. Up in the masts the sailors can scarcely move. A third attack starts, followed by a fourth and then a fifth. The waves shoot up unrestrainedly to the yards. In their fury they resemble dragons' tongues intent on devouring their hapless victims. Each tongue licks about the yard and then enfolds its victim in a violent embrace. Now a sailor's blue jacket is engulfed, now a soldier's red coat, and now a resplendent officer's epaulette. Before the masts break up and fall, one after the other, there are few left alive on them. All who remain go down with them to the abyss.

        
For some time after, the sea labours and raves round the lifeless carcass of the ship. It tears the body to pieces, sending its snapped boards to the nearest shore; it rends the iron plates and swallows them piece by piece. Through the broken ship's sides float barrels, cases, boxes—which the towering waves pile on to the beach. Finally a few ribs, firmly implanted in the sand, stick out from the sea like the tibia of a primeval giant. The sea meets little resistance from them and becomes gentler. It sings a mournful dirge over the dead men. The story is a tragic one. I witnessed it once, and shall never forget it.

        
Such was the end of the 
Orpheus. After the ship had run aground her boats were lowered. Some of them mastered the waves, Some escaped with the crews assigned to them, The Commodore's sloop had been smashed by the sea. He remained aboard the ship despite the entreaties of the sailors who begged him to take their seats in other boats. All of them were ready to sacrifice their lives for the man they looked on as their father and for whom they would have exchanged their places. The Commodore, true to a naval training which has schooled so many Nelsons, ordered the boats away and with three-quarters



of his men climbed the yards. Here, in full view of the boats which rowed to safety, the steamers which came from the port to help but were unable to approach the disastrous shallows, and a dense crowd on shore, wailing in impotent despair, these men went undaunted through the supreme moment of their lives and were swallowed finally by the wild elements when the last surviving mast snapped and was washed away. The Commodore, who could clearly be seen from the shore with the aid of a spy-glass, to the very last gave his men a living and heroic example of passive resistance. They all helped each other. Through a united effort they stuck together up there, hanging like a human swarm which, bit by bit, disappeared from sight when the masts, yards and all, plunged into the sea. Their bodies, most of them naked, for the sea leaves nothing to its drowned victims, were collected the following day on the beaches of the Manukau.

        
Ever since, this sad and noble story has been associated with the melodious Maori name of the bay, and has prevented it from being corrupted into something clumsy, as the settlers are so fond of doing. For no one is bold enough to change the name of a place which has become the grave of so many of his fellow men and was the scene of a hero's exemplary refusal to accept the sacrifice of even the humblest of his crew to save his own life.
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Chapter IV
          
The Pakehas learn about New Zealand flora
        

        

It would be tedious to describe in minute detail the ups and downs of our expedition from the Manukau to the Waikato River. Our chief occupations during that time were pricking our blisters, treating boils, climbing steep hills, filling our stomachs, and sleeping under the open sky or in the tent, depending whether we camped in a field or the bush. But perhaps it will not be amiss to mention some of the more important events of the journey.

        
Once the Manukau was behind us we approached a region famous for its active mud crater, which regularly discharges an evil-smelling slime. We made a special detour to see this smelly wonder and met a Maori who offered to show us round its numerous pools. In the middle of one of them boiling white mud swelled from time to time like milk overflowing from a saucepan, and emitted gas bubbles as it erupted. This gas, which hung low over the mud, has a temperature approaching ninety degrees centigrade. We did not feel any heat but its appalling stench still haunts my memory.

        
Despite my forecast of an imminent storm the first day of our long walk was sunny and hot. Towards evening we camped in an open field near a farm won from the primeval forest, the only green patch in the whole barren region. We stopped there for a night to save money although there was no lack of small settlements, seldom consisting of more than four houses apiece, large farms, and sawmills along our route in which, for three shillings, we could have had a good supper, shelter for the night, and breakfast the next morning. The working classes in the colonies (to which a Polish pakeha temporarily belonged by choice, and a German by compulsion) are used to camping, preferring to spend a night in the open when the weather is fine or in a tent when it pours with rain, to sleeping in a comfortable bed shut in by four walls. Those who live so usually catch cold when they change their habits and sleep indoors. Frequently, I cannot sleep at all under a roof. There is another reason I deprive myself of pleasant amenities: while staying in the bush, I choose to live like an animal and eat biscuits and corned mutton. Then I have more money to spend when I go to town.

        


        
New Zealand's weather plays a different role from Europe's, where crops and jobs are largely governed by it. In fine weather after the sun has set, when stars twinkle in the sky and the camp fire on top of the hill throws a gay light, the traveller, snug in his woollen blanket, feels friendly towards the whole world. The earth on which he rests is no longer hard. His pillow, or what he uses as a pillow—usually his saddle or, worse, a pair of boots, soles up in case it rains, wrapped in a couple of flannel shirts—seems soft. Putting his head on the flannel between the boots' heels (being careful not to get in contact with their heelplates), he watches the blue canopy of the heavens. The clear air, the silver moon, a rising breeze, and the gentle crackling of the fire together send the traveller to a sleep whose sweetness can only be appreciated by those who have managed without a roof over their heads. All these have already been described often enough, both in prose and verse, for as long as the two have been in existence. The main attraction, however, is not in the moon's soothing silver light and the intricate patterns of the burnished stars, or in the dark-blue dome one watches so intently, or the gentle breeze which encourages one to think that tomorrow will be another beautiful day. These are welcome because they say that no rain is coming, and that one can sleep without fear for boots, food, or person. Without this reassurance, the study of astronomy and meteorology, undertaken in leisure hours while camping, would not have much satisfaction for a cynic like myself, who forgets the most breathtaking sky when he sees it clouded with the ostrich feather formations from which scientists forecast magnetic disturbances, but which to me foretell a downpour, chattering teeth, mud, a ruined pair of boots, and troubles galore. When those forerunners of bad weather are supplemented by the song of voracious mosquitoes buzzing that a steady rain is in the offing, and they assault my nose and ears so ferociously that I must hide under the blankets until I almost suffocate for want of air, and am still stung by a few enterprising specimens who reach me by way of a microscopic slit left specially for breathing, then I would exchange the moon, stars, and sky for two ells of muslin to make myself a mosquito net.

        
My wanderings have also taken me to Australia. Mosquitoes there reduce cattle to walking skeletons. Inch-wide horse-flies and, at the other extreme, microscopic sandflies, cover the human body with itchy spots which in no time at all turn into sore ulcers. In Missouri (where I have also been) in a single breath one swallows a good half-dozen of these pesky creatures. When I used to live in the State of Jersey, on the banks of the Delaware River, I heard of a Frenchman who, early one morning, caught a desperate band of mosquitoes using



his grinding stone. And what do you think they were doing? Just resharpening their stings which had been blunted by excessive use during the night. In short, I have had personal experience of all the bad mosquitoes in the world, with the exception of the Siberian species and possibly some other minor varieties. None of them compare with their New Zealand cousins. None of them would be so stubborn, so shameless, and so shrewd as to violate a man's most sacred privacy by pursuing him under his own blankets. In this Realm of Oceania, conditions for their successful evolution (from their point of view) are truly excellent; forests and stream serve as ideal breeding grounds, and the open spaces allow them full scope to enjoy themselves.

        
In spite of our thick skins we spent the first few nights after our departure from Auckland groping all over the road for dry cow dung to throw on the fire, and so to produce a smoke which even these infuriating insects cannot endure. Unfortunately, it was necessary to keep changing the position of the fire in order to surround ourselves and our camp with a screen of smoke in which the mosquitoes would choke to death, a fate we almost shared.

        
When at last dawn came we stowed our belongings in two long rolls shaped like horsecollars, which we hung across our shoulders. This indicated our Australian origin; New Zealanders carry their packs on their heads or in drum-like rolls on their backs, thus keeping their hands free for all kinds of tasks—hacking back branches, climbing hills, and so forth. The clear sky of the previous day was half-obscured by slow-moving clouds which became darker, denser, and blacker. The whole countryside was striped like a tiger-skin: yellow where the sun shone, bleak and mournful where it was shadowed by the sluggish, sooty clouds.

        
That morning we set off earlier than is usual in the colonies because there was no dew—a sure sign of rain. On fine mornings, drying blankets and tent by huge fires can take anything up to an hour. Today, everything was dry.

        
After we had been walking for an hour a tall, heavily laden man, dressed rather roughly as is the colonial fashion, caught up with us. He wore an open flannel shirt, brightened by a kerchief wrapped round his sunburnt neck. His trousers, off-white in colour, were made from the stuff which the English call moleskin. This is very suitable for working in hot climates. It is light and cool, dries quickly and wears well. His shoes were solid. His hat was made from the cabbage tree. It was a handsome and durable article. A scarf which had once been white hung down his back from its crown. The whole rig-out would



have looked quite respectable had it not been so dirty and lacking in buttons.

        
Similar clothes are worn by nine-tenths of the males in New Zealand. The only differences are that the better-off people choose costlier shirts, their shoes are finer and often ornamented with silver spurs, their neckerchiefs and hat scarves are of silk, and their hats are often very expensive.

        
‘Where are you going, boys?’ asked the stranger in a husky voice.

        
‘Where the Lord will give us a job,’ answered my companion, who recognized him as an artisan and wanted to win his sympathy.

        
‘The time's bad for that. This war is spoiling everything. Where are you from?’

        
‘I used to be a seaman until recently. Before that I was in Sydney. My friend was there too,’ I replied.

        
‘So you were in Sydney? Then you must know Pat Murphy.’

        
Country bumpkins who live in the small world of their own friends and relations usually make these silly assumptions. If, for example, someone returns Home from Philadelphia, he is promptly asked whether he met one Mr S. who lives down Patagonia way and earns his living as a 
vaquero on an 
estancia. If he says he did not, everyone looks at him with suspicion, because Mr S. was very well liked and widely known before he left for overseas. Indeed, he was known for his cleverness in all the districts of Polesie.

        
So our new acquaintance asked his question as holy innocents all over the world do. No doubt they will inherit the Kingdom of Heaven on account of their simplicity of mind.

        
It so happened that before leaving Sydney I had read in a newspaper that a certain Pat Murphy had been sentenced to three years in jail for horse stealing. So overnight he had become 
persona grata.

        
‘Pat Murphy?’ I said, vaguely remembering the not very flattering account of his exploits in the crime column of the newspaper, ‘Isn't he the one who got three years for ….’

        
‘That's enough … don't rub it in … I know, I know—he got a Government post for three years. So you know him?

        
‘Yes, by reputation.’

        
‘Let me shake your hand. He's a cousin of mine. Let's drink his health.’

        
‘Your cousin? A close one?’ I inquired.

        
The Irishman thought for a while before he explained the degree of their blood relationship. The Irish are extremely fond of claiming bonds of kinship and, particularly when they are away from home, consider every countryman of theirs a relation at the smallest pretext.



At last he answered, ‘It's like this. Pat Murphy promised to marry my stepsister, but instead he played a dirty trick on her by running away to Australia.’

        
‘And that's how you are related?’

        
‘Well, we are not cousins directly, just kinsmen in spirit. We are very old friends. Besides, we come from the same place in the old country and that makes us cousins.’

        
Our new friend was returning from the neighbouring settlement of Drury. From his trembling hands, swollen face, the bottle of brandy wrapped in a handkerchief which stuck out from his pack, I judged he had had a good time there. He soon told us that he was a topsawyer in a mill deep in the forest which loomed ahead, and that he drew three pounds pay every week, all found. A true son of Erin, he insisted on sharing his liquor with us, despite our lack of enthusiasm. We took it, of course, for we knew that a refusal would be interpreted as an insult. He outdrank us easily, taking three nips to each one of ours until the bottle was bone-dry.

        
In the first roadside hotel we came to (there is one every few miles in New Zealand, usually a low, wooden building, freshly painted and well maintained), he treated us again. We had to return the compliment, because the silly colonial etiquette demands that one ‘shout’ one's host in order to demonstrate that one does not intend to be inebriated at his expense. If one is unlucky enough to fall in with a barroom crowd, one is immediately involved in a drinking party, which often ends in arguments, fighting, and of course a considerable wastage of money. Much of the misery and at least half the crimes committed in North America and the colonies originate from this custom, which is known in the former as ‘treating’ and in the latter as ‘shouting’ (from calling loudly for a drink).

        
As a result of all this drinking, our new friend became so friendly and lachrymose that we could not get rid of him. He kept on saying that he was no skinflint Dutchman, and insisted that we should visit his house.

        
‘It's no more than three miles from here, just through the wood round that bend in the river, that's all. You'll have dinner with me and afterwards we'll take a path back to the road. That will save you a couple of miles, for the road makes a big curve, and the path cuts across it.’

        
This last made us accept his invitation. The narrow path through the forest was wide enough to accommodate the two-wheeled colonial carts. We met several such laden with deal boards. Each was drawn by a team of five pairs of bullocks harnessed in yokes, and with steel



bands about their necks. The teamsters cracked their long whips, with which they could reach even the leading pair. Each beast had its name—a white one was always ‘Snowy’, whereas a reddish one would sometimes be ‘Brindle’, sometimes ‘Damper’, and sometimes ‘Boley’. The carts creaked by on their high wheels. It demanded considerable practical skill to distribute the load so that the shaft would not weigh down the bullocks' necks. The cart wheels sank up to their axles in the wet, overhung road. A cart could be pulled from a really deep pot-hole only with the help of an extra team. If that failed a chain was attached to its rear and it was hauled out backwards and diverted on to a side path, supposedly with a firmer surface.

        
Our guide also tried to teach us about the forest trees we saw. Around us grew lofty kauris, as straight as candlesticks and so high that we could scarcely see the birds fluttering among the topmost branches. The trunks were often several hundred feet in height, and the first leafy branches were a good hundred and fifty feet above the ground. Although no single tree had much foliage the forest top made an even dome high over our heads. We could only glimpse the sky through that thick green canopy, and from the ground it seemed like isolated blue stars. The daylight was scarcely able to penetrate the trees. Long luminous shafts crept in and fell like bright drops of water sieved through that leafy covering, here on green mosses, there on the brown tree bark.

        
‘These are kauri trees,’ said our guide, full of condescension towards us who for the first time stood face to face with these kings of New Zealand trees. ‘These are about the best trees in the North Island, or perhaps even in the world, for milling. When my saw is well sharpened I can cut them all day long, even though I don't choose any tree under foor feet in diameter. But when it's well-seasoned, this timber becomes as hard as sheet-iron.’

        
Everything he said about any other tree was related to its milling qualities. His practical mind did not at all appreciate the charms of nature. The beauty of the various trees, plants, and bushes might as well not have existed. For him the foliage overhead which displayed every possible shade of colour, from the dark-green of the kauri to the near-yellow of the totara, mottled by the rusty leaves of a lesser plant or a parasite's purple flowers, was simply a nuisance which had to be cleared away before the timber could be taken to the sawmill. The giants we saw occasionally, brooding paternally over the forest's growing youth, were to him no more than kauri trees from which a certain number of boards could be sawn and which, when dug into the ground, would never rot. He could not appreciate the serene beauty of the



forest because he was constantly anxious that a storm might break and find him in the middle of it. In such an event, falling branches might crush this wretched numbskull, from whose thick head his mechanical work, interspersed with Sabbatical drinking bouts, had driven all thoughts but one—he still cared for the safety of his miserable drunken self.

        
One tree, rarer than the kauri, though frequent enough, he called ‘rimu’. He claimed that its timber was even better than that of the kauri, because it could be varnished.

        
‘Pity it's so hard,’ he added. ‘It destroys our saws.’

        
He grumbled most about ‘supplejack’, a parasite found everywhere in the forest, which stretches its ropes from branches to the ground and from one bough to another, binding the huge trees together and forming great nets high in the air. Some of its threads are so thin that the Maoris use them for making fishing nets. Others are thick enough to serve as chains for ships' anchors. Each time we were forced to step off the path because a cart was blocking it we had to hack down the clinging vines from either edge. The tough stems normally grow in loops, but once they have been cut they hang straight, parallel with the tree trunks, and may be used to help one climb as high as a hundred and fifty feet to the top of the tree.

        
It is beyond my powers to describe this jumbled mass of trees, bushes, plants, and creepers, of countless frail but indomitable seedlings, all racing up towards air and light, all swathed in the most intricate festoons, garlanded and broidered with whiplash vines and many-coloured blossoms. Better pens than mine have written of these luxuriant forests. But no description can truly portray their glory. It must be experienced in person: one must see with one's own eyes the varying colours; one must smell for oneself the forest scents; and breathe in their coolness with one's own lungs.

        
At the back of the forest, across a narrow river, a sawmill clattered away to the counterpoint of falling water. Nearby, a small hotel rang with the voices of revellers. Beyond this lay a large clearing, still littered with stumps of trees. Here were a few farms, their little plots thick with maize which shone green in the afternoon sun. Past the maize, on the neighbouring hill, glinted a long strip of wheat—promise of the approaching harvest, which was still too distant for us to wait for it. Obviously, the countryside was fertile, for we could hear hidden watermills working away in dense apricot orchards. The small farmhouses stood on wooden piles. They were roofed with drab shingles on which fluttering pigeons—white, grey and marbled—formed a mosaic with their lovemaking. The moss-covered barns were



thatched with the native raupo, and so, too were a few dwellings. Raupo is noted for its long, straight stems which from a distance resemble hop-poles. Our guide told us that when a new farm is being established more often than not the first homestead will be a raupo hut, until such time as it is possible to build a wooden house. His own employer, who had come out to the Colony years earlier as a simple sawyer with scarcely a pound in his pocket, had brought up his family in one of these same huts. This man had since accumulated a fortune of some half million pounds.

        
Our Irish friend offered us the standard colonial dinner of tea, biscuits, and bacon. He did not eat anything himself, suffering as he was from acute alcoholic remorse after the good time he had had the day before. Although he invited us to stay with him overnight we refused, on the grounds that we were pressed for time. Before we parted he gave us each a shilling. He was surprised when we did not want to accept his gift. In the colonies a labourer seldom refuses a handout from a fellow worker, even if he is a stranger. I explained to him that we had some money with us.

        
‘Take that shilling. You're looking for work, and that's not easy to find with a war on. A shilling can be handy, there's no doubt of that at all,’ he added. ‘We old-fashioned folk’ (by which he meant that he had previously belonged to a penal settlement in Australia) ‘don't begrudge a bit of food or a shilling to you young men—though new settlers like yourselves are spoiling the country for us. We used to live like kings here, making the damned Maoris work for us. In those days, nobody had ever heard of war, and there was plenty of work. Nothing bad ever happened to us, unless one of our comrades had the misfortune to be eaten by the cannibals. And now?’—here he spat contemptuously, nodding his head and starting to tremble again as the drink took hold of him.

        
I took his shilling and noted down his address, fully intending to send him some tincture of opium from the nearest township, the only remedy I know of for alcoholic collapse.

        
Before we reached the neighbouring settlement we were caught in the storm which I had been expecting for the last two days. We'were just in the middle of the forest, approaching the road, when it came. At first we took shelter under a tree but water was soon spouting down it straight on our heads in quantities which if they had fallen as rain would have sprinkled a sizeable area of ground. We waded through mud and the pouring rain resignedly, and were delighted to see a white strip of road appearing at the end of the forest path amidst the gathering shadows of nightfall. All of a sudden



we saw a gleam of light, the gay inviting light of an inn where, only moments later, we willingly paid three shillings each for a night's lodging. It was a comfortable place, and some friendly drovers stood us a drink which this time we gratefully accepted. Afterwards, as we set off along the dark corridor to bed, we fell in with a couple of Maori servant girls, just as ready to frolic with two reasonably presentable young foreigners as the girls in our own villages.
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Chapter V
          
Through the New Zealand bush
        

        

At last we reached the magnificent Waikato River, whose waters had for the past year run red with the blood of English soldiers and Maori insurgents. First we stumbled across a small settlement, established to serve the neighbouring military camp with its motley garrison of troops, some tried veterans, some proven recruits. The camp teemed with regular soldiers, sailors transformed into artillerymen, settlers who had volunteered after their farms had been seized by the enemy, and native militiamen recruited from among the loyal Maori tribes. A new formation of forest rangers—part soldiers, part farmers—was being organized. This group was composed of men who had enlisted in Australia shortly before my departure from that country.

        
Perhaps to outrage Maori feeling these last had been installed in a military compound set up on the site of a Maori pa which had recently been captured. The dwellings of the pitiful little town were all constructed from a kind of wattle, made of a local plant, and were roofed with canvas. Our appearance broke the monotony of the everyday semi-disciplined routine. There was general astonishment, and even suspicion, at the sight of two young men, apparently strong and healthy, but not in uniform. Naturally enough we were taken for deserters from a front-line detachment. We were immediately arrested and kept locked up for almost half a day. Before they would let us free we were confronted by various officers whom we had to convince that we belonged neither to any regular units nor to the militia.

        
Luckily I still had my discharge papers from the 
Woodpecker, which I had received only a few days earlier, and my companion had his Prussian passport to prove his nationality. That was the only time during my travels through any English dominion when I had to produce documents to identify myself. The war and the frequent desertions from the armed forces explained this officiousness.

        
The last captain to examine our papers was the recruiting officer for the troop of forest rangers. We had to report to him because he had enlisted almost all the Australian settlers who made up the troop, and therefore knew each of them personally. So he was well qualified to know whether or not we had accepted the recruiting sergeant's



shilling, which changes a free Englishman into a soldier of the Queen. Once he was convinced that we were beyond his jurisdiction, he asked: ‘Where are you going?’

        
‘South,’ I answered, ‘where there is no war and therefore work in plenty for willing hands.’

        
‘You'll never get there. The Maoris won't let you. You had better join our forest rangers. Sign up for one year's active service. You'll draw half a crown a day plus rations and full equipment. After a year—or sooner, if the war is over before then—each enlisted man will receive forty acres of confiscated land, a house, cattle, working tools, and a voucher for two years' rations.’

        
‘Where is this land you are promising?’ I asked.

        
‘At present it belongs to the rebel Maoris, but a Bill has been passed by both Houses of the Colonial Parliament which provides for its confiscation.’

        
‘And what becomes of your promise, sir, if they won't allow you to confiscate their land? It's unwise to count your chickens before they're hatched.’

        
‘These chickens are well within England's powerful grasp. The rebels, men, women, and children, scarcely number twenty thousand. We have almost as many soldiers. We shall certainly take the land from them. We have to, for we have mortgaged the greater part of it as security against a debt contracted by the Colonial Government from its London bankers.’

        
‘So the chickens are already sold. Suppose you do take the land and install us on it, who will guard us against attack from the rightful owners?’

        
‘You'll do it for yourselves. Your farms will guard the frontier. Each of you will be a farmer-soldier, and if ever there is another Maori rebellion you will have to join the ranks of the militia to defend your property. What a noble task,’ he added, with the sham enthusiasm of a shrewd salesman, ‘to stand fast in the defence of a flourishing colony and shield with your armed farmsteads the peaceful homes of millions who will come here to settle under your protection.’

        
‘Wouldn't we be doing the same job as the Austrian frontier guards or the Russian Cossacks?’

        
‘My dear sir, how can you make such a comparison?’

        
‘Well, many thanks for the kind offer. Farming doesn't attract us, particularly when the natives may burn the farms or kill the farmers for having them.’

        


        
‘You are young and obviously intelligent men,’ interrupted the officer in a somewhat nervous voice. ‘You might well become officers In fact, I'm sure you would, because my troop are a terrible lot of ragamuffins … half of them can't even read or write.’

        
‘That's all the more reason for us to avoid your troop. Goodbye, sir.’

        
‘Don't you want to serve in the defence of civilization? What if I conscript you?’

        
‘You can't force us to join your gang of freebooters.’

        
‘You damned ruffian! How dare you call the soldiers of the Queen freebooters?’

        
The officer's face grew as red as a beetroot. He clenched his fists and took up a belligerent stance, as a blustering Englishman always does when somebody treads on his toes.

        
I am no less touchy, so I bristled up like a fighting cock, saying that a damned foreigner was a better man than any hireling hangman of the Queen.

        
At that the whole incident took on another colour. The officer began to attack me, then changed his mind and called loudly to the men loitering outside the hut.

        
‘You damned good-for-nothing! You'll pay for that. You seem to forget that there's a war on and that we have special measures to deal with people of your sort. You can be flogged with the cat in good Navy fashion for insulting the Queen.’

        
‘You and your countryman can keep the cat!’ I retorted.

        
‘She's good enough for you, even though you come from a country where the lash is common enough.’

        
At first I did not bother much about his ill-temper, but I began to realize that I was up against heavy odds. I grew alarmed. I could see that the soldiers meant business. As for my companion, who had so far kept silent, he began to excuse himself. I knew that the infuriated men would vent their anger on me by giving me a thorough beating. I resisted, shouting as loudly as I could, in the hope of being heard by some regulars. In a minute or two I heard the sound of a horse's hooves at the threshold of the hut. Its rider bent until his head almost touched his horse's ears, so that I was able to see his features clearly.

        
‘What's going on here?’ he asked, in the voice of a man well used to command.

        
A torrent of accusations and justifications followed. Soon the mounted officer clearly understood that a free man was being



threatened with undeserved arrest, and probably with a brutal beating. So indignant was he that without even asking whether I had really insulted the recruiting officer he shouted at him, ‘You should be ashamed of yourself, Captain, to call upon your men to avenge a personal grievance.’

        
He ordered all the men to leave the hut save one, who was to escort us to the quarters occupied by the regular troops, where we should be safe. Then, shortening his horse's reins, the rider backed from the doorway and straightened his body. His face disappeared. What I had seen of him, and his accent, gave me food for thought.

        
We were set free without much more ado. As we left the hut, I asked our protector, ‘Who was that?’

        
‘Who do you mean?’

        
‘I mean the officer who rescued us from your captain's clutches.’

        
‘Major Tymp …. what a damned name …. Tymp … Tympyski!’ I cannot possibly imitate the way the trooper pronounced this Polish name.

        
‘Tympyski? Where's he from? What nationality is he?’

        
‘I believe he's a Pole. He is commanding officer of all the irregular troops in the colonial army. By rights, he should be a general, but he holds rank as a regular major.’

        
I meditated on the strange coincidence by which one Pole had saved another from disaster in the faraway Southern Hemisphere.

        
‘Are his headquarters somewhere near here?’

        
‘No. He's here from New Plymouth on a tour of inspection.’

        
Another strange coincidence. Should Providence allow me to reach New Plymouth, perhaps I might have a chance of meeting this Polish-English-New Zealand general. Continuing my inquiries, I discovered that his name was really Tempski. That was all I could learn. The English regulars knew no more about him and explained that, one way and another, they did not have much to do with the militia.

        
Now that I had been rescued from the clutches of the forest rangers and was in the safe custody of English soldiers of the line, who understood that an armed man must behave with some consideration towards one who is unarmed, I resolved to ask one of the officers how best to get out of this area where everybody, white or brown, was the enemy of a neutral such as I.

        
With this aim in view I approached a crowd of several hundred men who had assembled in a deep circle, apparently watching something in their midst. The men made a large circle, the officers a smaller one in the middle. Anyone who broke ranks and got into



the empty space surrounded by the officers was encouraged by shouts of ‘Ring! Ring!’ (meaning ‘stick to it’). Some hissing mingled with the applause.

        
I thought a boxing match must be in progress, because the English custom is for spectators to form a ring and watch prizefighters exchange blows. Indeed, I was not far wrong, except that it was not humans fighting in the ring but dogs. A sleek dun-coloured bull terrier struggled with a hairy Scottish sheepdog. The bull terrier was a good strategist, but the sheepdog had a long, thick coat. The bull terrier knew all about gripping and how to bite off his opponent's paws if only he could get at them. Unfortunately for him the sheepdog also had some tricks up his sleeve. He kept on turning his hairy back on the smoother dog, wearing his enemy out, until the poor bull terrier had had enough of it and simply surrendered. The sheepdog was declared champion by general acclaim. A fine-looking gentleman stepped forward and offered an enormous sum of money for him because, until now, the vanquished bull terrier had been the champion of all the dogs in the army. This honour now passed to the sheepdog. The moneyed gentleman wore the insignia of a staff officer and had the reputation of being a great sporting man. Either by tradition or by general consent, the colonial code of sportsmanship considers such pastimes as pugilism, cock-fighting, dog baiting, or killing of hundreds of rats with the assistance of specially trained terriers, equally as suitable for well-bred dandies as horse-racing, rowing, chess, or billiards.

        
No one would pay the least attention to us until the important transactions of purchasing the victor and paying up the bets lost by the incompetence of the bull terrier had been concluded.

        
We were then told that it might well be extremely dangerous for us to wander through the bush in the vicinity of the upper Waikato River, in spite of the fact that General Cameron's army was operating successfully there, had captured several pas, and was nominally in control of the eastern bank of the river. We were also told that Maori guerillas often sneaked through the cordon of European troops to attack travellers and wagon trains on the newly made road.

        
‘No one with any sense will go in that direction,’ added our informant.

        
This warning did not alter our decision to get away from the theatre of war, even if that meant crossing an insurgent area. While still in Auckland I had exchanged the major portion of my earnings for a draft on a New Plymouth bank. As a penniless traveller I was considerably less afraid of the Maoris, or of the white scavengers



who hang around the military camps knowing that a robbery can easily be blamed on the natives.

        
Beyond Waikare we met only a few cavalry patrols and a long line of military wagons. We also passed some reinforcements marching to join the front-line troops. Then we rested in a forest between the road and the river.

        
Several times we had to leave the road for the river. While conditions on the highway were orderly, here there was utter confusion. The war was the only master. The river was a natural frontier between the land already conquered by the English and what still remained in Maori hands. Its waters naturally became the scene of constant fighting. The moment a column of smoke from the funnel of a steamer was seen rising above the trees the bushes on the opposite bank of the river would come to life. Mysterious beings would move into ambush. As soon as the steamer passed a bend in the river and began advancing slowly closer to the Maori bank, where the water was deeper, gunfire would burst from every bush. Maori bullets would fall like hail on the steamer's deck, without causing any casualties. Naturally the crew knew in advance what to expect and were safely under cover. Then the steamer's guns would reply, sending grapeshot to hack the bushes to pieces and trace a straight line through the foliage, so that it seemed as if a party of surveyors and woodcutters had been that way. Needless to say, all this cannonade did little harm to the ambushers. The Maoris always fired from behind little ramparts of earth, hastily thrown up from holes in which they concealed their bodies while the crumbly piles in front of them protected their heads.

        
Much fiercer battles would follow the passage of a Maori war canoe. These craft, hewn from a single piece of wood, usually totara, are from forty to fifty feet long and four feet wide. Their tall, curved stern pieces are beautifully carved and finished. The boatmen stand in two rows, rapidly propelling the craft with their paddles, which they hold in both hands. Warriors armed with muskets kneel among the paddlers. Once the pakeha vessel was out of sight, a flotilla of these war canoes would set out straight for the other bank from among the reeds near the shore or from a shallow tributary which the English boats could not negotiate. Reluctant to expose ourselves to Maori bullets, we would look for shelter behind the trees, convinced that we were the only people there to see the graceful canoes. Suddenly the forest on both banks would echo to gunfire and the clatter of reloading arms. Some of the natives would fall into the water, while their kneeling comrades kept up a sporadic fire. Then



completely oblivious of the danger, the Maoris would come ashore. Hand-to-hand fighting between the savages and the closing ranks of the English skirmishers would begin. The first time we witnessed such a battle, we had never for a moment imagined that the English were in the neighbourhood, so quietly had they been hidden in their clumps of flax or fern or supplejack. After a short engagement, during which Maori hatchets would shed as much blood as pakeha bayonets, the enemy would be repulsed. Under a steady stream of bullets the canoes would return to their enclave of reeds, bushes, and small islands. Silence would reign once more, broken only by the ducks and swans alighting on the water. Deluded by the temporary peace, never guessing that each tree concealed an armed man, the birds would dive and splash happily on the smooth surface of the majestic river.

        
Shortly after an engagement of this kind a turretted flat-bottomed naval monster, built on American lines, its sides protected against enemy fire by a projecting iron roof, would usually come on the scene. Only a specially designed vessel of this kind could withstand the Maoris' assaults. It was eminently capable of exploring the shallow tributaries, circling the islands, destroying the Maori canoes it occasionally discovered, or sweeping the littoral with grapeshot. Only once did we see the Maoris attack it. A long, dogged fight that was. They were tricked into boarding the ship, whose decks had previously been cleared. The Maori warriors did not stay on board for long. They were painfully surprised by jets of hot water and steam which issued from the revolving turret near the funnel. Despite severe scalding the Maoris did not abandon their dead but carried them away, either in their canoes or by simply swimming ashore with them. They risked their own lives for the sake of their fallen comrades. The raiders' fighting qualities were certainly something to be reckoned with.

        
Frequent repetitions of similar scenes along several miles of the river did not promise a happy ending to our long walk across the upper Waikato. There were no steamers in that area. The natives controlled the river. Attacks on military outposts were more determined, and brought better results. Maori manoeuvres outflanked the European troops or penetrated their extended lines, often with success. Our desire to cross the region cooled. Eventually we resolved to change our route.

        
One day we heard of a downright defeat, suffered not by a mere outpost, but by a small army corps composed of a regiment of infantry, a battery of artillery, and several militia units. The infantry



was (if my memory serves me right) the Fortieth, an Irish regiment known as the Queen's Own because of the valour it had shown during the last hundred years. The regimental colours displayed proud decorations won at Waterloo and in the Crimea. Yet this famous regiment allowed the Maoris to smash it to smithereens during the siege of an insignificant fortified village. As a result, the whole English column was cut as it advanced inland. Raiding parties of the Waikato tribe were thus able to contact the neutral Maoris and incite them to rebellion.

        
The regiment's disaster was as bloody as it was decisive. The Maoris, dug in behind their palisades, survived the initial bombardment by literally doing nothing to protect the breach in their defences against the storming column. On reaching this gap, the infantry entered it in loose formation, concluding that the defenders had already abandoned the pa and that victory and plunder were within their grasp. The earth quivered beneath the Irishmen's feet. A rain of bullets came from countiess trenches within the fortress. Invisible hands unerringly picked off the officers. The leaderless regiment turned and fled. In their flight many soldiers fell into the trenches. Others ran towards the breach. The compact mass of redcoats made an easy target. The attack on the pa was abandoned. The retreating soldiers straggled back through the bush studded with Maori sharpshooters. The retreat claimed many victims. Because of this massacre no insurance company would have done business with us, for it would have been more difficult for us to return through that country even than it had been to advance.

        
The whole western part of the North Island was so inflamed that the tribes in the vicinity of Auckland took up arms and threatened the capital. Behind us and the army, sawmills and farms were already burning and a massacre of the settlers was begun by natives who until now had been neutral. We had therefore to stick with the army to the bitter end. This meant that we would be conscripted, a possibility which had long threatened the white male residents of the Island. Our alternative was to get over the mountainous watershed which separated the Waikato valley from the rivers flowing to the Firth of Thames. A hard choice, difficult to carry out whatever we did. We should first have to cross the mountains which formed the spine of the North Island. We should then enter nominally neutral territory, which might well join with the rebels. Moreover, there was no road to follow. All efforts of the surveyors to trace a line across the mountains had been vigorously resisted by the Maoris and often ended in fighting. Later, Maoris even warned the Colonial



Government that its persistence could lead to open war. The country was therefore without roads. Those few white travellers up-country risked their lives, albeit with the Maoris' permission, straying along a maze of primitive paths. Some intrepid travellers had marked the easterly directions by blazing trees at regular intervals but this so-called ‘mark line’ was not easy to find. A traveller standing by a marked tree should, with reasonably good eyesight, be able to see a light spot on a dark tree trunk approximately a hundred paces distant. If he cannot, he will have to walk round the marked tree in widening circles until he finds the next mark. If this fails, and he is unable to make his way back to his starting point (as very often happens), he may wander through the bush for days on end.

        
As a former seaman, I carried a small pocket compass, so I was not afraid of losing my sense of direction.

        
The rest of the day we washed our underclothes and mended our jackets, torn on the clinging creepers bordering the Waikato River. Men are entirely unsuited to such chores. In certain circumstances they are forced to undertake them. They are very hard on needles, and break them in extraordinary numbers. Their attempts at laundry-work also do serious harm to soap and cotton. Normally, we use more soap for one garment than a woman will use for the whole wash. A brook serves us for sink, and the faster it flows the better. Its rapid current saves us the effort of rinsing out the soapsuds and carries the dirt away almost without effort on our part. Incidentally, it also carries away pounds of soap.

        
The country was full of ups and downs. Time, the old trickster, heavy rain, and volcanic activity had together done their best to make this countryside a masterpiece of their perverted sense of humour. It fell away in sheer ravines or reared up in sharp conical hills. The ground was paved with basalt blocks ranging from the size of a small egg to that of a three-storeyed building. Moreover, the land was riddled with deep pits. Behind each fern or creeper lurked an abyss in which a careless wayfarer could easily twist an ankle or break his neck—or even vanish, once and for all.

        
Our path usually led us between the almost vertical sides of a gorge. Beneath us would run a stream. There would be just enough room for us both on the narrow floor of this lofty gallery. As the stream would not give way, and we could not, we often had to plod through it, sometimes up to the waist in water. Fir trees hung on the cliffs, their roots hooked round great rocks. They clung to the mountain slopes like flies to a windowpane. The vegetation was so luxuriant here, thanks to the humidity and the mild climate, that



not a square inch of ground was visible under the trees. It was thick with plants and mosses—except where noisy awful waterfalls cascaded from enormous heights, sometimes muddy yellow or even dirty black with deposits of vegetation, but often as clear as Alpine springs. Streams of water spouted from God only knows where and gushed into the valleys. They seemed to spring from the very tops of the conifers, splashing at our feet in a pearly shower, ringing down on the basalt blocks, and jingling like handfuls of glassy beads scattered on sheets of metal. Finally, this spurting water sank with a dull sound or a contrasting shrill snoring into deep holes drilled in the ground by the fountains which had fallen there for countless centuries. Small, silent pools lay beneath the falls, bordered by still throngs of conifers. The trees fired their brown cones at the watery looking-glasses they encircled, as though they were trying to shoot their own reflections. Ah, foolish trees, do you not recognize your own image?

        
The first day of our resumed journey dawned in a steady drizzle which became our inseparable companion, following us wherever we went in forest or mountain alike, night and day. We did not complain unduly. We knew that, together with mosquitoes and rats by night and sandflies by day, it was quite normal in this climate. Nonetheless, as we crossed the mountains we hoped to see the sky, even a minute part of it, free from cloud.

        
We did not always have to force our way through groves of kauri trees and supplejack. We frequently emerged into open spaces, almost completely bare of trees, known locally as ‘plains’, altogether unlike our European meadows. Thick thorny bushes known as tea-tree grew here, as did tree fern, and trees they may properly be called, with their trunks commonly one foot in diameter and as many as twenty feet high. Their fanning crowns beckoned us on. Small herds of pigs were often to be seen among the filmy leaves of the lesser plants. These herds feed almost exclusively on tender fern roots. We also used the roots as a substitute for bread. Grass was plentiful, but coarse and liable to cut our legs. Nonetheless, judging by the Maori cattle we encountered, it must have been nourishing. Flowers, modest both in size and colour by comparison with their European cousins but pretty enough, blossomed freely. Some reminded me of the golden buttercups which brighten our meadows in May and June. They were to be seen here on the edges of marshes full of raupo, from which the native huts are made.

        
The most intriguing plant of all was the New Zealand flax which grew in dense little clumps, reaching between eight and ten feet in



height. We saw blossoms and seed pods on the same plant. The dark green leaves, some as much as six feet long, would often tickle our noses. Did they want to remind us of their usefulness? They were so common that we scarcely noticed them.

        
The compass, our one guide, led us safely through the plains. To reassure ourselves, we looked for the paths made by pigs, countless herds of which wandered across the country. These animals all spring from the few progenitors which the European discoverers of the Island brought with them and left here a century ago. We did not see very many of them, though we never doubted that they were plentiful. Each time we came to a plot of nourishing fern roots the soil would be thoroughly ploughed over, and not by man. The pigs seemed exceedingly cautious, probably because they are so popular; neither Maori nor Pakeha leave them in peace. Having heard so much about the wild pigs of New Zealand we expected to see either a close relative of the weighty European boar or, at the very least, a worthy descendant of the English species with its small head and short trotters and alluringly fat body. But our new acquaintances were greyhounds amongst swine. The largest could scarcely have weighed more than fifty pounds.

        
Each small herd looked to its own security far better than did the English army. When the grunts of the sentinels informed the herd we were near, the pigs would race away. Once or twice, though, we were clever enough to observe them at close quarters and see how systematically they rooted the earth, transforming whole provinces of New Zealand into acres and acres of molehills. Rooting apart, these animals were particularly fond of athletics. The squealing and wrestling of piglets filled the bush with a piercing noise which it was difficult to escape.

        
We moved steadily south, or rather south-east, struggling through tall sticky grass as sharp-edged as knives. It was just as tricky to find the right direction in the open as in the bush. In the bush, kauri roots stuck out of the ground and prickly nets of creepers constantly forced us to stop for half an hour or more to hack our way clear before moving further. Twilight reigned here all day long. The soil never dried out, lacking sunlight and breeze. It was slippery, Micky, and covered with loathsome mosses. Rain fell each night and would not allow us to push our march on in the cool evenings. I doubt whether even in fine weather it is possible to cross the bush at night, without even the small amount of light available during the day. In the darkness of a rainy night it would have been completely impossible. Consequently we advanced very slowly, sheltering by day



in the thickets, not daring to light a fire for fear of being noticed by the Maoris, to whom this country unquestionably belonged. We could press on only early in the morning or late in the evening, believing that the Maoris left their villages late and returned to them early because they had a superstitious fear of losing their way and being forced to stay in the bush overnight.

        
It is hardly surprising that with these handicaps augmented by the steep mountains and the many rapid streams our journey lasted several days. The small deep rivers did not present a serious problem. We could swim across them, pulling our packs behind us with a rope which my companion, an excellent swimmer, would first take to the opposite bank. Fish were plentiful. We could tickle a fat eel out of any fair-sized pool. I would cast my line, nicely baited with a fly, into the streams and catch exquisite but exceedingly bony little fish. This annoyed my companion who, quite in vain, would dig worms for his line or whittle away at a wooden sinker. Nothing is more irritating than to wait poised with a fishing rod held scientifically in one's hand, eyes alert and lips tight, watching a fish sniff at the hook and then swim safely away. Anger soon changes to blasphemy when one's friend, sitting only ten paces away, catches fine lively fish with every cast. It was only human of my German companion to curse the unlucky lack of foresight which allowed him to omit to buy artificial flies of steel and fine feathers while we were still in Auckland.

        
To console him, I showed him freshwater crayfish which are very prolific in these parts, each more than three times the size of the common European variety. While we were forcibly immobilized during the day, I would catch fish and Charles would wage war against these creatures, pulling them out from their hiding places under the bank, often at the expense of his fingers. The poor wretch was frequently on the point of calling out, but dared not utter a sound in case even a murmur would betray our presence. The bush has long ears.

        
The journey was really melancholy, without even the company which Nature provides in other countries, such as deer, buffalo, kangaroos, or rabbits. New Zealand has no quadrupeds of her own. The naturalized cattle do not visit the bush. Company of a kind was to be had in the open, but we did not care for it: swarms of noxious insects did not appeal to us. At night there was not even the chorus of frogs to lull us. There are none in these islands. Only the mosquitoes did not forget us, and numbers of rats which made a regular nightly habit of examining our food supplies.

        


        
As to birds, they were invisible, silent, perched on the highest branches of the trees. Occasionally a short ‘koo-koo’ betrayed the nearness of pigeons, small fat birds, no bigger than spring chickens, which are much appreciated by connoisseurs for their refined flavour. Apparently these birds love their brothers and sisters to such an extent that they are quite unable to abandon their dead relatives. They will gather round the corpse crying ‘koo-koo, koo-koo’; and a heavy price they pay for their respect. The more they mourn, the better targets they make. Half the flock may be killed. It is only then that the other half ends its requiem and flies away.

        
Sometimes the silence would be broken by the melodious note of a tui, a dark brown bird with a white spot on its chest which we had seen in cages in the capital. The little fellow would look at us with his curious black eyes before he darted away in dark-winged flight to his mate. The natives call this bird ‘the parson’, for so dark is its colouring and so white its neck that it looks for all the world like a clergyman in his dog-collar.

        
The cries of tuis, the warbling of native pigeons, and the squealing of wild pigs were the only music in the shadowy bush. ‘Parsons'’ ware provided our only entertainment, for they fight more fiercely among themselves than sparrows will.

        
A few days elapsed. We passed the ridge of the watershed between the Waikato and the Thames without meeting a single soul. The streams now flowed northwards. We began to notice tracks of bare feet on the ground more frequently. Now and then, Maori palisades and raupo huts loomed from behind dense thickets.

        
‘In a day, maybe sooner,’ I said to my companion, ‘we shall enter the white men's country. We'll dry our clothes, have a decent meal, and quickly forget the dangers which might have surprised us when we least expected them.’

        
My prophecy was not fulfilled right away. It was somewhat delayed, for reasons which we did not foresee.
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Chapter VI
          
The Maoris welcome the Pakeha
        

        

Several times during our journey through the bush we had come across a shrub covered with ripening berries. We noticed that the pigs ate these voraciously, and once we saw that Maori children must have been gathering them only shortly before; their footprints were still clearly visible round the shrubs. My companion therefore concluded that the fruit was edible. Despite my warning (I will eat anything that other people eat, but never touch food that is strange to me), he picked a few berries. He liked the taste and swallowed them, stones and all. I insisted that he should only eat a handful. I tasted one and found the flesh sweet; but, playing safe, I spat out the stones and skin.

        
Half an hour after feasting on the berries, my friend shivered with cold. A series of rigors seized him. Then he vomited. Afterwards, he felt limp, strangely apathetic, and still nauseated. What was I to do? I had no medicines, no experience of treating a poisoned man.

        
In the distance, beyond a plain covered with fern trees, rose a line of bare hills. On the highest of them, which was also the steepest, I could see a triple ring of palisades. It was a pa, a well-fortified stronghold, hanging like an eagle guarding her young over a valley belonging to some large tribe. It would only be a ten minutes' walk to find dwellings, people, and help.

        
But suppose these people were already imbued with the spirit of hate towards the Europeans? Suppose, even worse, that they had learnt of the latest triumph of the King of the Waikato tribes, or joined the rebel league which was spreading as rapidly as a prairie fire? If they had sworn allegiance to the flag of rebellion which had been raised in the east, it would be certain death to cross their path. Even in the military camp we had been warned to bypass any native village over which the flag of the Maori King, inscribed ‘Wiremu Kingi’, was flying. The English had given the first of these standards to the Maoris in 1842, in recognition of the archipelago's independence and sovereignty. A Naval salute had greeted its first ceremonial hoisting. When the original treaty was altered, with the agreement of many Maoris, the flag went into oblivion. It rose



again after the election of the king who ignored the sovereignty of the white Queen, called by the Maoris ‘Wikitoria Kuini’.

        
There could be no doubt that news of the English reverses in the east had already reached this kainga. Maori messengers run fast and need little rest. They would cover in one day a distance which took us several. What effect would their arrival have had on this powerful stronghold? If the inhabitants had chosen rebellion I would undoubtedy be killed as a suspect spy. I had, all the same, to risk my life to save my friend's. The Maoris, I thought, must know of an antidote for a poisonous fruit so common that it was eaten even by the children and the pigs. If I could gain their confidence my friend might be cured. Thus thinking, I set off towards the village nestled at the foot of the triple-ringed fortress.

        
I notched the trees on my way to the village to make sure of finding my way back to the spot where my suffering friend lay groaning. I emerged from the bush into a small Maori garden which was being tilled by a group of women. Each held a kind of rough hoe with which she energetically, and very nimbly too, surrounded each plant with a small mound of crumbled soil. Potatoes, maize, taro, and kumara looked healthier in these kitchen gardens, set on the north face of a fertile hillside, than they did on the European farms near Auckland. Everywhere around me I saw proofs of Maori industry, all the more praiseworthy because they worked with primitive tools. Before iron came to New Zealand the Maori woman tilled her garden and reaped generous crops from it with a pointed stick.

        
The women I surprised were scantily dressed, each having only a bit of something round her hips. The faces of the older ones were tattooed in red and blue, but their bodies shone only with the perspiration Mother Nature provided. Their coarse features and withered limbs gave them all a wretched appearance. The younger women, on the other hand, were delightful to look at. The agreeable expressions of their dark faces, the fullness of their figures, their wellformed yet slender arms and legs, made them handsome creatures indeed. From that moment I ceased to wonder that so many early European settlers had married the attractive and hard-working Maori maidens of these islands.

        
My sudden appearance caused quite a stir among these daughters of Nature, not from modesty, because according to their custom they were dressed suitably for the occasion, but from astonishment at seeing a European come from an unexpected direction. Overcoming their fright they allowed me to approach them, hastily wrapping themselves in their blankets or adjusting their home-made flax cloaks.



My presence was a call to stop work and return home, probably for a gossip about the visiting pakeha.

        
None of them knew any English. Using my hands and constantly repeating, ‘English, English’, I tried to convey my desire to meet somebody who could speak that language. They held a brief conversation amongst themselves, in which I detected the word ‘pakeha’ without much difficulty. At last they pointed to the village and made me understand that I should go with them. Their serene behaviour greatly calmed me and I followed them with a light heart, admiring, not too openly, the individual attractions of each girl. Being young and of a lively disposition, I soon forgot about my dangerous position. Who would not, seeing so many comely young creatures giggling about him, their favours to be won after the Turkish Padishah's fashion simply by throwing a scarf to the chosen one?

        
Twittering like a flock of birds they all talked at once. They showered me with questions, not caring at all that I could not understand them. True daughters of Eve, they kept on asking and did not wait for an answer.

        
We came to a group of small raupo huts with wide verandahs, thatched with reeds. At the back of each stood neatly stacked piles of firewood, chopped into small logs. Roofs of reeds, which rested on slender posts some eighty feet in height, protected the wood from the damp. Huts and sheds were scattered in a disorderly fashion on a gently rolling slope in the shadow of the mother fortress, which rose proudly from the green meadows in a triple ring of menacing palisades. Sheaves of freshly cut flax hung thickly on these defences, protecting the dry timber from a possible conflagration, and also acting as armour against bullets. Clearly, the fortress was in a state of alert.

        
Behind each dwelling hut I saw a pigsty. The inhabitants kept up a continuous squealing as if they were being worried by dogs, a pack of which squatted in front of each verandah. They were of all shapes and sizes—yellow, grey, black, piebald—and all of them were half-starved. Rearing up on their hind legs they sniffed at the white stranger and howled as if they expected me to be a dogcatcher. I noticed, as I had often noticed before, that the dogs of coloured people do not seem to care for the smell of white men. We certainly smell differently from their masters. Apparently human Polynesians feel very much the same about us. Perhaps it is their way of retaliating for our remarks about them?

        


        
Each mongrel had a pit carefully scraped out of the dirt in front of the entrance of the hut to which it belonged. The natives treated the litters of pups kindly enough despite their continuous yapping, which, with the background of squealing pigs, was murder to a European ear. And the children's din rose even above the hubbub of the animals. At first I could not see them. Then I almost tumbled into a particularly deep dog lair, and became aware of several pairs of black eyes scrutinizing me with avid curiosity from its depths. As I recovered my balance I saw another gang. Pigs, dogs and children played, squealed, and howled together all over the village, even outside the chief's hut, to which I was now taken.

        
I entered the hut by crawling through an opening roughly three feet high. The building was new, and about twenty feet by twelve in dimension. The inner walls were ornamented with fern leaves cleverly arranged in patterns, each leaf fastened in place with a fibre of flax. The rafters were held in position not by nails but by a kind of flax string. These and other details were discernible after a time. First I had to recover from the blow I had given myself crawling through the so-called doorway. Secondly, my eyes had to become accustomed to the twilight of the hut, which was lit only by the light filtering through the same door. Thirdly, I had to get used to the smokefilled atmosphere. In the middle of the hut floor was a small hole lined with pebbles. A little fire smouldered in it. Usually on a fine windless day smoke rises straight through an opening in the roof, but today the wind was blowing and the hut's inhabitants had to lie flat on their stomachs to avoid suffocation. I could only follow their example.

        
Inside, I found two men smoking clay pipes by the fire. The elder behaved with characteristic Maori impassivity and did not even look at me. The younger turned his head in my direction and without a trace of curiosity in his voice, as though he was receiving a call from a familiar visitor, said in English,

        
‘How do you do?’

        
‘Very well, thank you,’ I replied. I had already noticed that whereas the father was almost naked, the son wore clothes like mine, except that he had a parson's collar. The father's face and body were intricately tattooed all over. His chin was completely free of hair, no doubt in deference to the Maori custom of plucking beards and moustaches to display tattoo designs. The son had shaved off his moustache, but left his side-whiskers intact. He kept stroking them admiringly.

        
I obeyed the younger man's gestured command to sit down. I



then began to produce a bottle of brandy from my pack with a view to offering him a drink, but he refused with evident disgust.

        
‘What brings you here?’ he asked, ignoring my surprise at his refusal. He added, seeing the bottle still in my hand, ‘Put your bottle away. I am a native teacher’ (that is, a pupil of the English missionary schools, trained to propagate the Christian doctrine among the natives), ‘I won't touch your firewater.’

        
I obeyed his order and told him what had happened to my companion.

        
‘Did you say he ate some berries?’ asked the preacher, in reasonably good English.

        
‘Yes, sir.’

        
‘Did he swallow the stones?’

        
‘He did.’

        
‘How many?’

        
‘A handful.’

        
‘He will be all right. He's had too much tutu. The fruit tastes well but the stones are poisonous. Had he eaten more, he would have died. A handful won't kill him. He'll be all right. The women will go and fetch him here.’

        
‘I'll go with them and show them where he is.’

        
‘There's no need for that. You'll stay here as our prisoner.’

        
‘Why as your prisoner?’ I asked, once he had despatched the women to get my friend.

        
‘The Tauranga tribe and the pakeha do not sit at the same fire. Victoria's soldiers have invaded the land of our brothers. Her Parliament has seized Maori land. In a few days we shall tell the pakehas that we shall fight for our brothers. We always tell them beforehand that we are going to attack them, to give them time to make themselves ready. The white men do not always show us the same courtesy.’

        
‘What do I care about your war? I've barely been a fortnight in this country. The redcoats did their best to make me join them. I didn't want to serve against you. I recognized the righteousness of your cause. I just want to reach the peaceful part of the Island, where I can earn my daily bread.’

        
‘Where is that peaceful part?’ he asked bitterly. ‘Even the warriors north of Auckland are getting ready to fight against us. Wikitoria Kuini has bought them to fight their own brothers. In Tauranga, Wanganui, Taranaki, before the birth of the new moon, the banner of King Wiremu will be raised. There will be no peace in the land of the Maoris. The Maori flag, which your Queen gave to our King Potatau, lay hidden for long in the King's kainga, but now it is raised



Over every pa. We were told that Te Ika-a-Maui was like the rafters supporting a heavy roof. If the rafters on one side of the roof are destroyed, the roof will fall. On one side are black rafters, the Maoris: on the other the white rafters, the pakehas. We were told that if we destroyed the white rafters the roof would become too heavy for us. We shall destroy them, and alone we shall bear Te Ika-a-Maui.’

        
‘But you won't succeed. The white rafters are as numerous as grains of sand on the beach. If you cut some of them down, new ones will surge from the sea to crush your few rafters.’

        
‘We have spilled that sand more than once,’ he replied, picking up a pinch of dust and scattering it around him to represent the fleeing English.

        
I collected another handful of dust, and another, and still others, explaining that his hand would weaken before he could scatter them all. Then I asked, ‘Are you a Christian?’

        
‘We are all Christians here.’

        
‘Don't the missionaries teach you that war is sinful?’

        
‘It is not always sinful: the Prayer Book says so.’ (By that he meant that the Church of England calls upon the English to take arms at a monarch's behest.) ‘We read there that we must fight for our King. We have a new King, as I myself know, for I went to the runanga. We have long since crossed out the name of Wikitoria Kuini from our Prayer Books. We have written instead the name of Wiremu, and pray for him.’

        
His logic robbed me of arguments. After a short pause, I started a new line of attack.

        
‘Can you read English?’

        
‘I can read both Maori and English.’

        
‘Then look at this document and you will see what a short time I have been here. I am such a new arrival that I don't even understand what you mean by runanga and other words of that kind.’

        
‘A runanga is what you call a meeting.’

        
‘That's of no consequence. Surely you can hear that my English is worse than yours. My name must sound strangely in your ears. I come from a nation which would help you if it could. Its heart goes out to all who suffer innocently. If you had any chance at all, I would encourage you to fight. Why should you want to imprison me? You are really sentencing me to death. At your first defeat, you will murder me in revenge.’

        
‘The Tauranga people do not murder their prisoners. You will make gunpowder for us. You will help the women till the gardens so that our warriors may have food.’

        


        
‘Not a square inch of those gardens will belong to you in three months’ time. The English will capture us all, and I shall be shot as a traitor to the pakehas.’

        
The teacher read through my papers. He was well enough educated to understand my discharge papers and to accept my non-English origin. He wanted to know whether I came from the nation which had sent celibate missionaries to Te Ika-a-Maui. I guessed he meant the French priests whom the Maoris drove from the North Island before European colonization, either because of the Jesuits' mistaken policy or as a result of Protestant intrigues. I feared lest so discreditable a kinship would do me harm. I denied it forthwith, ignoring my right to the title of ‘Frenchman of the North’ in case I should be mistaken for one of our age-old allies, 
Messieurs les François du sud.

        
He examined me in detail on religious questions, and seemed surprised that I was neither a member of the Church of England nor a Methodist. He was quite nonplussed that I did not belong to any of the religious organizations with which he was familiar.

        
‘What is your Church?’ he wanted to know.

        
‘It won't help you much if I tell you the name of a faith you don't know. My beliefs teach me to love and help my neighbours, to take pity on defenceless prisoners, and trust that Providence which condemns those who refuse hospitality.’

        
The tone of my voice puzzled him. Perhaps my words stirred his sense of justice. He thought deeply for a moment, then spoke to his silent father, whom I believed to be the owner of the hut.

        
After a few moments he asked me, ‘Is your sick companion also not English?’

        
‘He too is of foreign origin, a stranger to this Island, innocent and defenceless. He is a learned man who travels through the world to acquire more knowledge.’

        
The Maori teacher understood learning to be part of religion. For the first time he betrayed a little interest.

        
‘Is he a priest?’ he asked.

        
I had to smile at the question. The German was a firm believer in Schopenhauer and his school of philosophy.

        
‘What are you laughing at?’ the teacher asked angrily.

        
‘My friend is one of those white men who don't like priests. At least not the kind you are thinking of.’

        
‘Perhaps he belongs to a sect which does not get money from Wikitoria Kuini?’ informed the teacher. He clearly knew something of English nonconformists.

        


        
‘You're quite right,’ I said, determined to finish this useless conversation. ‘He does not go to church.’

        
My host's further questions proved that he understood the everyday affairs of the colony just as well as did his white neighbours. I therefore insisted all the more strongly that he should let us go, because he had no right to keep us.

        
‘I would not detain you, but you must wait for the chief to return. He should be here within a week. I'll tell him about you. When he hears that you two are not redcoats come here to spy on us and our pa, he will probably let you go. The Tauranga people are merciful towards the innocent. Meanwhile I'll look after you. I am the chief's closest relative. During his absence I receive all newcomers.’

        
‘Shall we stay in this hut?’

        
‘No, in another. My father lives here. I have my own house beside the church, built after the pakeha style, and a raupo hut for visitors.’

        
At last the women brought in my companion. Men's heads peered in through the narrow opening. They must have discovered that a pakeha had unexpectedly walked into the village, for they had decided to hold a discussion. The teacher beckoned to one of the sightseers and asked him to take care of the German. He, it transpired, was a medical practitioner of sorts, a retired witch doctor. He may even once have been a grand ‘cutter’ during those ceremonies in which prisoners were killed and roasted and eaten. Nowadays he confined himself to medicine, as he understood it, prescribing fumigation or a mess of herbs, or muttering mysterious words over the sick man's head. This last procedure, applied to my friend, did not appeal to the teacher, who categorically forbade any further incantations. Not that there was any real need for them. The patient, having vomited copiously with the aid of the quack's emetic, recovered consciousness. We were given a supper of potatoes and smoked fish, and sent to an empty hut, similar to that owned by the preacher's father but sited near the church. This was a primitive construction of logs and shingles. It looked remarkably like a barn. The preacher's house which, as he had said, was built on a European model, stood next to the church. As I passed it, I glanced through an open window. The interior matched the outside. Its furnishings were European; there were carpets and even a comfortable settee. The teacher lived in true European style. Later I learnt that he owned a large piece of land near the Tauranga bay, which he rented to English tenants. He was apparently more wealthy than many Auckland merchants. He stood to lose everything by joining the rebellion. The numbers of the European troops doomed the venture to failure,



Luckily the Maori way of life is a simple one, and is not disrupted by the loss of European amenities. Indeed, the Maoris return unconcernedly to the raupo huts of their fathers and sit round the smoky hearths, reminiscing about the past. As for food, they are quite happy to live on what they can grow in their gardens.

        
Inside our hut we found an incredible amount of dirt and dust and hordes of extremely active fleas. Crowds of the rats which are so common in New Zealand, tougher, squeakier, and bolder than the European variety, pestered us through the night. They are a real plague in Maori villages. Each morsel of food must be protected from them by being hung out of their reach. There were no mosquitoes: the smoke took care of that. Soot, ages old, hung from the raupo walls like long, delicate, black icicles. In spite of all these afflictions, of the groans of my sick companion, the guards on the verandah, and a very uncertain future, I rapidly fell asleep, too tired to worry.
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Chapter VII
          
Every cloud has a silver lining
        

        

Early next morning we discovered that we had indeed to work for our keep. The potatoes, fish, and taro we had eaten for supper the previous night were to be paid for. We had to contribute to the war effort, like all the other inhabitants of the kainga.

        
To be sure, the Maoris could not open hostilities immediately. It was traditional on such occasions for the whole tribe to hold a general meeting. If the projected war was approved, ambassadors would be sent to the enemy to make a formal declaration and stipulate a suitable period for both sides to make the necessary preparations. At first even the pakehas had respected this chivalrous custom, and never entered Maori territory before the agreed date. In fact, the outnumbered white men gained most from these long periods of preparation, which sometimes lasted for several weeks. They could evacuate their womenfolk, children, cattle, and grain from the farms in the disputed areas. They could organize an effective militia from among the farmers, who were only too willing to become temporary soldiers. The Maoris were more or less constantly ready for war, and if they had abandoned their ancient code of chivalry would by this time have driven all the Europeans from New Zealand.

        
But later the situation changed radically. The dispersed Maori tribes needed time to co-ordinate their activities, to fortify their pas, and to build up their stock of ammunition. The numerous regular troops and the militia, occupying all the strategic points in the centre of the North Island, were within a few days' march from any stubborn tribe.

        
The Maoris are born strategists, and knew from experience that the white men's conduct of war was entirely different from their own. Although war had not been formally declared they daily expected to see the redcoats moving in on their lands. So these normally indolent men laboured to strengthen their defences, covering the palisades with green sheaves and other ‘armour’. The women cast bullets, made cartridges, sharpened hatchets, and collected the small



round pebbles which the Maoris use instead of lead bullets. The chief's absence also contributed to the general air of expectancy.

        
An American schooner, belonging to the numerous fleet of New England whalers which operates in the Pacific, appeared in the bay of Tauranga. Her cargo chiefly consisted of guns, which came from the famous armouries of Birmingham. American or British smugglers could make a fifty percent profit by selling them to the natives at a pound apiece, and a most lucrative business it was. The settlers had a theory that the Birmingham manufacturers must be truly patriotic Englishmen, for after a short time the gun barrels burst and killed their Maori owners. Armed with hatchets and these miserable muskets the Maoris opposed overwhelming forces, who were generally armed with the most modern rifles.

        
The presence of the American whaler was signalled along the shore by beacons lit on the coastal hilltops. Before a Naval vessel could arrive from Auckland to keep an eye on Cousin Jonathan, the greater part of the cargo—guns, ammunition, and brandy—had come ashore and was safely in Maori hands. In exchange for these useful articles the few remaining Maori possessions passed to the Americans.

        
Needless to say the ammunition so obtained was insufficient for war needs. Each Maori village had to make its own contribution to local supplies. They manufactured gunpowder and bullets with remarkable energy and ingenuity. The volcanic region in the centre of the North Island provided sulphur, the natives manufactured saltpetre, bullets were cast from lead or tinkered from buttons, telegraph wires, or even tools—whether of iron, brass, or copper. Pebbles were collected, as I have mentioned. The women reduced them in size and rounded their shape. Troops of the line were even occasionally repulsed by these primitive missiles.

        
We were set to manufacturing gunpowder. Some years previously, in an Italian military academy, I had learnt a ‘revolutionary’ method of making gunpowder by using small barrels and brass bullets. My companion knew some chemistry and was able to help me. Understandably enough, we both preferred this task to digging rifle pits on the hill behind the palisades. We had therefore resolved to tell the natives of our skill. They sent us to work with the women. When we complained of the dirt, the rats, the insects in our quarters, they billeted us with village households. The teacher agreed to give my companion house-room for the time being, and I was sent to stay in another ‘European’ house owned by a half-caste family. They



had chosen to break entirely with their pakeha relatives and preferred life in a kainga to the loneliness of a European farm.

        
The women with whom I worked knew not one word of English. I could not discover the name of the fortress, or of the chief, or the answers to any of the other questions which aroused my curiosity. They were so absorbed in what they were doing that it was not until the midday break that our friendly overtures met with any response. Our attempts to make the acquaintance of the betterlooking young girls met with failure. The older women saw to that. But some of them accepted our civilities pleasantly enough. Could it have been that the old women were jealous?

        
Our captors made us stop work early in the evening. Bidding good night to my convalescent friend, I directed my steps towards the house of the half-caste family. There I found many women, some children, and only one old man.

        
A heap of ashes glowed in front of the verandah, the remains of a huge log fire over which the supper had been cooked. The family sat round the fire wholly enveloped in its smoke which protected them from mosquitoes and sandflies. They were stretched out on woven flax mats, as soft as any silk, with their feet pointing towards the centre of the family circle. They slept here at night, too; they preferred the open air to their crowded and uncomfortable quarters within doors. In this they differed from pure-bred Maoris, who would never leave their doorless, windowless huts unless called outside by really urgent business. I have already described these huts, their dirt, soot, smoke, and complete absence of fresh air.

        
The grandparents sat on flaxen mats. The younger generation ranged from an infant to youngsters in their teens. At first I thought they were all brothers and sisters. I soon discovered they were a mixed lot—uncles and aunts, nieces and nephews, all so close in age that they were being brought up together. The baby's mother was rocking it to sleep in a monotonous Maori lullaby. The older women were clad half in European, half in Maori fashion, wearing flannel bodices with native blankets about their hips.

        
In the centre of the group lay a young woman beautifully though perhaps too monumentally proportioned. She was playing with her grubby little nephew, who screamed with delight as she bounced him up and down on one of her legs. While she played with him she watched through half-closed eyes to see that her clothes did not catch fire. She made sure at the same time that her noisy nephew kept warm. Each time the flickering flames near the leg on which her



nephew rode died down she tossed him skilfully on to her other leg, in order to move him closer to a more lively part of the fire. This exercise was somewhat discordant with European notions of propriety, but entirely in harmony with local standards of behaviour.

        
The grandparents were typically dried-up, worn-out old natives. Their faces were bony and parchment-covered, their eyes empty, their lips flabby. But their woolly, negroid hair was not usual among the Maoris. The eldest daughter, the mother of the baby, reminded me more of an American mulatto than of a Maori. I guessed that her father must have been a pakeha, and that her mother subsequently found a husband from her own tribe.

        
The other young woman, who so lovingly nursed the little boy, also reminded me of a mulatto, in her aquiline features and noble, shapely figure. Her raven hair shone with a blue light and fell in lustrous curls. The sight of this head framed by a Maori blanket and crowned with her lovely hair, convinced me at last of the existence of beautiful half-castes. The young women spoke to their parents and to the children in Maori, but to one another in English. From the conversation I overheard during supper (which was waiting for me by the fire, and consisted of tea, kumara, and bacon), I deduced that the young women were sisters, stepdaughters of my host; that the husband of the elder had gone with his chief to the bay of Tauranga; and that the younger had come from a distant part of the Island—probably from her father's house—to visit her mother and sister. She proposed to return home to her white relations before the harvest and the start of the war.

        
When I had finished my supper I made for the common sitting and sleeping place. Knowing that my travel-stained trousers could not get any dirtier than they were, I sat down boldly among the ashes beside the old man.

        
The evening occupations of the old people reflected their primitive way of life. The hardest tasks were the privilege of the womenfolk. The woman busily turned out a clay pitcher, and a pretty good one too. She had no wheel to work on. She used wooden tools, similar to pestles, to grind the clay. Playfully, or perhaps for some other reason, she smeared her own face and body, and the children's, so liberally with the diluted clay that they could all have been taken for the yellow and black banner of the Austrian Empire.

        
But the old man merely sat, smoking his clay pipe and spitting on the fire with remarkable frequency and proficiency. Choosing a glowing piece of charcoal for his target, he spat until he had reduced



it to a smoking, sizzling dead mass. He then selected another victim, and attacked it with the same result. After half an hour of this selective slaughter the fire had shrunk visibly.

        
Further round the circle the young mother and her youthful half-brother held an animated discussion. The girl explained to me later that earlier in the day the youngster had killed a well-grown pig which he had surprised among fern trees.

        
‘He speared it,’ she boasted of the family's young provider. ‘Do you know how to kill pigs with a spear?’ she went on. ‘Did you kill many on your journey?’

        
I felt that an admission of failure in this noble sport would lower my prestige in the eyes of these beautiful half-Maori women. On the other hand I did not know the proper technical terms used in describing the sport. I shamefacedly confessed that I had met several herds of wild pigs without spilling their blood. If only I had followed the example of the professional critics of the theatre or painting, and had learnt all the technical expressions which the general public do not usually understand, I could have made a reasonable story. As it was, my honesty was rewarded with a contemptuous silence.

        
When the baby had fallen asleep its mother began to make a large net from the local flax. Luckily she was not able to pursue our conversation any further. She had to get up to look for more flax. The topic was immediately forgotten. Her sister also rose, to shake the crumbs and ashes from her blanket, and I gradually recovered from the humiliation occasioned by the hapless piglet.

        
Darkness fell suddenly, as it does in the tropics. The grandmother's wooden tools and the mother's netting were tidied away in the house. The old woman (if I may call her that, for she was only about forty years old, and the mother of young children) yawned. The old man gazed sleepily towards the house. A son produced a supply of wood and a bundle of herbs to discourage the nocturnal mosquitoes. These were our preparations for bed.

        
My monumental beauty, who was sitting on her blanket, lay down on it with one energetic movement. She turned her lovely back, which would not have disgraced a prize-fighter, to the fire and warmed her shoulders. They were strongly modelled but wonderfully soft, and might have been carved by Phidias himself to grace a square in some mighty new Athens. They were topped by a slender neck and a finely moulded head. She yawned, stretching her clenched fists as though, like her ancestors the Titans, she threatened the sky. Then she struck a tragic pose, resembling that of Laocoon in



the famous statue, and uttered deep, echoing moans, worthy of Achilles mourning over the body of his life-long friend Patroclus. Despite her powerful body, she was amazingly agile. Instead of rising in the usual way she jumped up like a ball, without using her hands, and in one movement stood straight as a sapling. It seemed as if she did not lift her body from the ground as ordinary mortals do, but shot up from the bowels of the earth. I could not help admiring her. ‘What a marvellous model she would make for a dusky Juno!’ I thought.

        
‘Would you like to see the pigs?’ she asked me suddenly.

        
I was quite flabbergasted both by her unexpected kindness in remembering me and by the prosaic nature of her question, which poured cold water on my mythological comparisons.

        
‘Just as you say,’ I answered, coming down to earth and suddenly aware that, as a prisoner, I must obey orders.

        
‘Let's go then. I have to shut the gate of the pigsty. If I don't the pigs will run away and do a lot of damage. Since my brother-in-law went away, I have had plenty to do. And I don't feel like it, I really don't.’ She yawned again, stretching her superb body, no darker than Aphrodite's must have been.

        
The postures she adopted had to be seen to be believed. Any circus would have welcomed her for the sake of her biceps.

        
‘You can help me better than our boys. You must be strong. Come on! Come on!’ she shouted, tugging the tail of my jacket.

        
So, her kindness sprang from a desire to save herself physical effort! O selfish creature! And I had thought ….

        
We went to the pigsty. A heaving mass of black and white bristles lay in an enclosure surrounded by kauri posts and a fence of thick strands of flax. My Amazon walked in amongst the blissfully sleeping animals, treading on their backs and sides with no consideration for their feelings. Their squeals of indignation soon gave way to a kind of welcoming grunt. The waves of this living sea pushed towards the source of their supplies.

        
‘Follow me!’ she called impatiently, seeing that I hesitated to tread on the squirming mass. ‘We'll fetch them some maize.’

        
We gathered several armfuls of freshly cut leaves of maize and threw them down among the hungry swine. The girl stood garlanded in sheaves, like a green caterpillar with a brown head. She was very strict in seeing that each animal received its proper share.

        
‘What a lot of pigs!’ I could not help saying. I was really surprised at the number of the greedy animals.

        


        
‘My father has at least two hundred,’ she said proudly. She glanced contemptuously at the mere hundred belonging to her brother-in-law.

        
‘Where does your father live?’

        
‘In Taranaki, over the Wanganui River. Once he lived in these parts. He built this house for my mother and her family.’

        
‘What does he do there?’

        
‘He raises cattle.’

        
‘Have you any other brothers or sisters?’

        
‘None, except my sister and the half-brothers you've seen today. Father took me away with him when he went. He brought me up on his farm. My sister has always stayed here. You see, her husband is a Maori. He was brought up by missionaries who wanted him to be a minister or a teacher. But he is no good … not all there,’ she added, touching her forehead.

        
The rising moon illuminated this scene, peopled by the young woman, myself, and the herd. Its silver beams outlined the shapes of the huts and clusters of tall, pointed kauri trees behind them. The lofty fortress wore a shining crown on its battlements, as befitted the queen of the countryside. A thick mist floated over the meadows on either side of the hills, breaking and then fusing into wispy shrouds in which I thought I could detect the white ghosts of German legend. On the high hill slopes glittered mighty masses of granite, whose long shadows seemed to join hands with one another, as though they were about to dance a reel. Above us rustled New Zealand nikau palms, shooting straight and slender as arrows some thirty feet towards the sky, their long leaves fanning out from their crowns. Everything round us was beautiful, new, and strange, and told me that I had come to a country scarcely visited by tourists, to be amongst people and plants which have seldom been described. The newest, the finest, and by far the most interesting attraction was the young giantess who stood beside me, bathed in moonlight, silhouetted against the white background of the palisade like a bronze monument made by no earthly hands. Many men would have worshipped her. I on the other hand must have looked incredibly comic, hidden in the shadows, feeding the swine like a second Prodigal Son. The absurdity of the contrast brought me back to my senses. I was simply a prisoner whose life did not count for much, working under the supervision of a dark-skinned girl. Yet my guardian's beauty made my work less humiliating. Her charms allowed me to receive her orders without resentment, even with delight, for her voice



was sweet and she smiled often. Each time she smiled two dimples appeared on her cheeks, so deep that even the inquisitive moon could not get to the bottom of them.

        
‘There is a plant in this country which has a bitter taste like that of wormwood,’ I thought to myself as I helped the young woman lift the bars of the gate, ‘but sweet berries ripen on it. Must I reject them because they come from a bitter tree? Why should I not behave as the circumstances demand and reach for the only sweetness I shall find in this bitter situation?’

        
Putting my thoughts into action I took her hand as we returned home, our task completed. She did not draw back. Like many Maori girls, she was delighted to flirt with a European.

        
We walked along very slowly. In her other hand my companion held the sickle which she had used for cutting the maize. She waved it about so violently that once or twice I feared for my safety. As she walked along she kicked at the pebbles in her path. She did not hurry to join her family, nor did she make any conversation. The duty of breaking the silence fell on me.

        
‘What's your name, my beauty?’

        
‘Jenny.’

        
‘How old are you?’

        
To this rather undiplomatic question, which I had asked quite unthinkingly because of her statuesque size and well-developed body, she replied simply, ‘Twenty.’ A gentle sigh followed this admission.

        
I understood its significance. In the colonies one does not very often meet single women of that age, either Maori or pakeha. The natives often marry off their daughters too early. Her sister, who was only three years older, already had several children. Without any doubt Miss Jenny was reproaching the fate which left her without a husband at this advanced age.

        
‘Twenty years old and unmarried?’ I asked.

        
‘Father would like me to marry a pakeha, but the pakehas don't want girls like me.’ Here she sighed again. ‘And though Te Ti was after me for some years, I didn't want him. So in the end he went overseas. They say he did it out of sorrow.’

        
‘Who is Te Ti?’

        
‘He is a Maori chief's son.’

        
‘Is he a half-caste too?’

        
‘No, a pure Maori.’

        
‘Does he speak English?’

        
‘Yes, he went to school, and learnt everything the pakehas could teach him.’

        


        
‘Why didn't you want him?’

        
‘Father didn't want me to. I was too young to know my own mind. Besides, he's just a Maori, as yellow as the button on a red coat. That's no man for me.’

        
She pouted a little, pleased to think that thanks to her father she belonged to the white race.

        
‘Poor Te Ti,’ I thought. ‘And poor girl. He obviously ran after you because your complexion is lighter than his, while you would dearly like to marry someone lighter than yourself. Te Ti is probably just as good-looking, well educated, and courageous as that young man who saved my life in Auckland. But you would reject him too in preference for a foul-mouthed seaman, a penniless soldier, or the most wretched European to cross your path, so long as he was willing to have you. A strange, strange ambition!’

        
We walked even more slowly. Eventually we stopped altogether. The sickle hung motionless while I listened to the story of Miss Jenny's ups and downs with her father. He had escaped from a penal settlement and had been in turn a fugitive amongst the Maoris, a seaman in the Pacific, and a gold prospector, before ending up as a farmer in Taranaki. From what she said I gathered that, though he was well-to-do, her father still belonged to the dregs of the colonial community

        
In gratitude for her confidence in me, I told her the story of my walk from Auckland, my plans for the future, and my misgivings. She was full of sympathy.

        
At last we took leave of one another. Jenny threw a handful of herbs on to the fire and, still fully dressed, lay down among the snoring members of her family. Spreading my blanket at the other side of the fire I too lay down to sleep.

        
Early in the morning I was woken by deafening squeals from the pigsty, echoed by screaming children. Sleep was no longer possible. I observed how the mother ejected her sleepy brood one by one from their blankets. She grabbed each child by the neck, and told them breakfast was ready. She performed this operation with rare elegance.

        
The old Maori woman came out from the house, a pipe in her mouth. ‘Hey, Tikera!’ she spluttered. I was told much later that this last word means ‘tea kettle’ in the Maori tongue, and has been borrowed from the English. It was Miss Jenny's Maori name. Many Maori words are English corruptions.

        
The younger daughter showed no sign of life.

        
‘Jenny! Jenny!’ shouted her sister poking her once or twice.

        


        
Something stirred vaguely under the blanket.

        
‘Tikera! Tikera!’ repeated the old woman.

        
‘What's the hurry?’ mumbled a voice from beneath the bedclothes. There followed a loud yawn, and then a profound silence.

        
‘Get up and feed the pigs!’ commanded her sister.

        
A sudden fear that she was neglecting her duty shook the Maori girl and her blanket alike.

        
The blanket flew up in the air as if blown from the crater of an erupting volcano. Tikera sprang out fully accoutred, like Jove's famous daughter. She stood by the fire with her usual energy, her calico dress clearly showing its creases. She rubbed her eyes, lavishly shaded by long lashes, with her large fists. Her pretty if slightly discoloured teeth flashed like a ring of ivory pegs. Then she began to adjust her dress, apparently quite oblivious of my presence.

        
Since I was reluctant to observe these indiscreet gestures, which consisted of fastening some six buttons, I decided to go to the spring and clean myself up. Without soap I painfully removed the sticky layer of coal and saltpetre which had clung to my hands since the previous day. The spring formed a little pool filled with clear water, as bright as a piece of Venetian glass. Before I had finished, I saw in this watery looking-glass a reflection of Jenny standing beside my own familiar image, in all the glory of her thick, unruly curls, dusky face, fiery eyes, and dweet half-open lips, which showed such teeth as only coloured people have. Using her cupped hands as a ladle she scooped up a good half-gallon of water and generously splashed her face, carefully omitting to wash behind her ears or her swan-like neck. When she had done, she reminded me of a half-scrubbed copper vessel, shiny and dripping with water above, dry and rusty below.

        
I dried myself with the towel I had brought, and tidied my hair. She was plainly tickled to see me use a small comb and a pocket glass. She rested her large hands on her no less impressive hips and watched the whole performance with the greatest interest, while the water dribbled from her face on to her dress.

        
After a while she had had enough of that. She bent down with an alarming violence (I really thought her spine must break, or the bodice of her dress split apart) and squatting as if gathering mushrooms in an ample skirt wiped her face on the hem of her dress. Elated by her achievement she unbent just as rapidly and looked at me coquettishly. Her face was dry, certainly, but smudged with dirt and clay in intricate and haphazard patterns. Only her graceful nose was clean, and highly polished. It became the playground of



a frolicsome sunbeam, which stole in through the green canopy of cabbage trees over her head.

        
She asked me for the comb and the glass, and sat down by the spring to rinse her bare feet. Solemnly she tried to put her curls in order. It was delightful to watch their black waves, which gleamed as brightly as the stream by which we sat.

        
‘If it were not for that dirt just above her soft mouth,’ I thought, ‘and her coarse behaviour, who knows … perhaps ….’

        
I was even growing accustomed to the dirt when a call of ‘Tikera! Tikera!’ again echoed from the cabbage trees and the rocks.

        
‘I've forgotten the pigs!’ she exclaimed, tossing down the comb and the glass. In an instant she had shaken back her lion's mane of curls and leapt to her feet. Calling me to follow her, she ran towards the pigsty. We followed the procedure of the previous night: cutting the maize, feeding the swine, walking hand-in-hand back to the house. Our intimacy caused no surprise and we were left alone to talk and eat—to our great mutual satisfaction, judging by the morsels she offered me from her own meal.

        
Once these domestic duties were concluded, we had to go to work. My German friend was there already. He was so obviously delighted with himself that I could hardly wait for the midday break to question him. When it came, I asked him, ‘How are things with you?’

        
‘Not so bad.’

        
‘Are the people all right?’

        
‘The preacher's sister is a pleasant person … quite approachable.’

        
‘A half-caste?’

        
‘No, a pure Maori. There are no half-castes here, are there?’

        
‘They might turn up … they might well turn up …’ I muttered to myself, thinking about the mixed family in my household. Then I added out loud: ‘Did you get to know her?’

        
‘I help her with the chores around the place. When she milks the cows, I hand her the buckets. We go to the cowshed together. You can't imagine how gay she is. She was teaching me to milk, but the cow recognized a strange hand and pushed me over, bucket and all. You should have heard the complaints. She was partly crying over me, but mostly over the bucket and the spilt milk.’

        
Everything became clear to me. I was not the only one helping round the house. As I meditated about the way the Maoris treated their prisoners, I could only admire them.

        
After a while the teacher turned up.

        
‘How do you like it here?’ he asked.

        


        
‘As much as a prisoner can like his prison,’ I answered.

        
‘They tell me you work diligently.’

        
‘We want to pay for our food.’

        
‘Tomorrow is a ra-tapu’ (a sacred day, or Sunday) ‘so you will rest. The chief will return the day after tomorrow at the very latest, and he'll give you better work. I don't know whether he'll let you go. The news is bad. And we need men.’

        
‘What is your chief called?’

        
‘Puoka-te-Wanake.’

        
‘And the pa up the hill?’

        
‘Pukehinahina. The English call it the Gate Pa, the key fortress. They are right about that. It guards the entrance to the lands of the Tauranga tribe.’

        
That evening passed as had the previous one in Miss Jenny's company.

        
Since the moon was low in the sky, I needed a guide to the twisting stony path from the pigsty to the house. By some means we lost sight of the fire and emerged near the spring where we had washed together in the morning. The wind stirred in the cabbage trees and in the grasses about the pool. Their feathery tops reminded me of the rushes commonly found by ponds in Poland. Thanks to the wind there were no mosquitoes. We sat under the trees and embarked on a more weighty topic than hitherto—the possibility of my escape. I first played a little romantic comedy for the benefit of my partner, who confessed a certain sympathy towards me. We agreed to learn as much about one another as we could.

        
After this diplomatic overture I began to outline the plan I had prepared. My hand crept out through the darkness like a snake in the grass in the hope that Jenny would find it, as she duly did.

        
‘When do you go back to your father's place?’

        
‘They say the chief returns on Monday. A day or two after his return he'll send envoys to the bay. I'll go with them. Father will wait for me at the Maketu mission, and from there we'll go to our farm. Father can't come to the kainga. He lived here once, but he has fallen out with the chief and is afraid of his warriors.’

        
‘Then you'll probably go either on Tuesday or Wednesday?’

        
‘On Wednesday.’

        
‘What shall I do here by myself? I'll be bored stiff! I might even die ….’

        
‘If you want to, you can come with me.’ She squeezed my fingers as lightly as she was able. I almost cried out from the pain of this delicate token of her tender feelings towards me.

        


        
‘They won't let me go,’ I said, without letting it appear that her caress had been too much for me. ‘The teacher says that the chief needs people, so we have to stay.’

        
‘The runanga will be held on Monday. They always have a runanga when the chief comes back. All the men will take part. Nobody will be guarding you. You can run away then.’

        
‘It wouldn't work. I should wander about the whole night, and they'd follow my trail the next day and catch me easily.’

        
‘You won't get lost. I'll take you to the road. They won't catch you, because you'll have a horse.’

        
‘Where shall I get a horse from?’

        
‘I'll give you one of my brother-in-law's.’

        
‘But what about my friend?’

        
‘He's no concern of mine.’

        
‘But he is of mine. A pakeha doesn't abandon his friend. We have our customs too. Either I'll go with him, or not at all.’

        
‘So you care more for him than for your freedom … or for me?’

        
‘I like my freedom well enough, but I can't leave my friend.’

        
‘He'll be quite safe … and perhaps better off than you think.’

        
‘How do you know he'll be all right?’

        
‘Because I went to the teacher's house today and spoke to someone who will look after him. She doesn't want him to leave the kainga.’

        
‘Does he want to stay?’

        
‘Perhaps he does.’ She smiled, her teeth glinting in the moon light.

        
‘Well, I'll have to speak to him. I'll remind him that there may be business waiting for him in New Plymouth. If that doesn't make him come away with me, I'll leave him here. But I doubt if he'll allow a silly love affair to make him forget that!’

        
I bit my tongue, but it was too late. Jenny had already dropped my hand in protest against my light-hearted comment on something which means so much to these dusky daughters of Nature. This emotion is their only incentive towards higher thoughts, and allows them to rise above the sordid circumstances of their everyday lives. Anxious to regain her confidence, I again took hold of her hand, assuring her in my most tender tones, ‘He is wasting his time on a Maori girl. If he wanted to stay with an angel like you ….’

        
‘True,’ she remarked naively, ‘I had forgotten how yellow she is.’ And she showed that my compliment had won her forgiveness by snuggling up to me.

        
From then on I guarded my tongue better and was careful not to betray my play-acting. The comedy did not increase my self-respect.



I tried to convince myself that the end justified the means, that my desire to regain my liberty exonerated my conduct. But I felt all the time that this European game, though it had its pleasant side and promised me my freedom, was too reminiscent of Krasicki's fable of the boys and the frogs.

        
These daughters of the tropical wilderness, children of a passionate and wilful race and of the outcasts of white society, do not understand this game at all. Fiery like their European fathers, imprudent like their native mothers, each of them dreams only of having a white-skinned lover. The caresses of so lofty a being represent the summit of their desires. Their one hope is to achieve such a union as their fathers described to them so often during their early years. A European lover represents to each the fulfilment of her passions, which are as powerful as the volcanoes of their land. Moreover, he is the key to the wonderful white world which half-castes cannot otherwise enter. When we are playing with them, we are indeed playing with fire.

        
One factor may slightly mitigate our behaviour. The white man's faithlessness hurts them but does not lower their reputation in the eyes of other women. The fact that they once won the favours of a white man glosses over the shame of their desertion. Instead of repudiating a newly betrayed mistress the other women envy her her past happiness. They show their envy in a strange fashion, by respecting her. The former mistress of a pakeha remains for ever the object of grudging reverence. But does this really excuse our constant treachery? Practically every settler takes advantage of these ill-starred and gullible girls, and quietens his conscience with the knowledge that though he has betrayed them, he has also raised them in the opinion of their own people.

        
At that time I did not know how easily these women console themselves after an unlucky love affair. My conscience bothered me. I could not find a valid excuse for my conduct. It was my turn to sigh.

        
‘What are you sighing for?’ Jenny was anxious to know. ‘Because you have to part with your friend? You know you have to leave him. And will you go with us to Wanganui, to our farm?’

        
‘Most willingly …’ I muttered, confirming my words by squeezing her hand.

        
‘Remember your promise. I have heard that the pakehas have poor memories.’

        
‘Who could break a promise given to you?’

        


        
A prolonged silence followed, during which my hand convinced her far more than my words could ever have done.

        
In this manner, my escape was planned. Its execution was left to her.

        
Her feminine imagination swarmed with clever stratagems. If all of them failed, she assured me that she would stay to protect me from her kinsmen. I accompanied her back to the house.

        
It was a cold night, and her sister and the children had been forced indoors. It took me a long time to bid her goodnight under the shelter of the verandah. When she had left me I carried my bed to an empty room in the house. I spent half the night tossing and turning, speculating anxiously on the likely outcome of the adventure, and watching the innumerable rats which gambolled about me.

        
The next day was Sunday. When I had performed my usual task in the pigsty I went to see the teacher. I met my German friend on the path leading across his maize field. He was helping the Maori girl with the weeding. His Dulcinea made a good impression on me. What I could not understand was how the lovers communicated, since the girl knew no English. I had forgotten that love employs a universal language which everyone understands.

        
It was obvious that the poor girl worshipped her white companion. As for him, he treated the affair lightly … perhaps even more lightly than I treated mine.

        
I asked him to step aside with me, so that I could give him an account of my projected escape.

        
‘You can run away if you want to,’ he said indifferently, ‘I'll stay here for a while.’

        
Will you stay for the sake of a savage girl?' I exclaimed in astonishment.

        
‘What of it?’

        
‘Do you intend to marry her?’

        
He went as red as a beetroot. My serious voice and solemn face touched him on the raw.

        
‘You’ ‘re a fine one to talk!’ he shouted. ‘And you're younger than I am, tool What are your intentions towards Tikera? You have a nerve to ask me a question like that!’

        
‘It's perfectly true. My intentions are entirely selfish. I'm playing the part of a lovesick man in an attempt to regain my freedom.’

        
‘And what happens afterwards?’

        
‘I won't ever see her again.’

        
‘I didn't suspect you of such duplicity.’

        
‘You must allow that if I want to obtain my freedom, I must



take advantage of the incredible attraction these women feel towards pakehas. But there are limits which we should respect.’

        
‘I don't understand how you can be so cold-blooded. God surely intended you to be an Englishman, or a monk. But before you were born, the Devil took you on to the Continent and turned you into a real rolling stone. My passionate nature and my background counsel me to enjoy life while I'm still young.’

        
‘Let's forget about dispositions, principles, and even different conceptions of honour. Doesn't common sense tell you that you're wasting your time and risking your head for a native girl no better than plenty of her kind? If the English catch you here, they'll hang you.’

        
‘No day is complete without a flirtation,’ replied my friend earnestly, as though his code of behaviour was worthy of serious debate and this was his duty. ‘I'll think about running away when I hear the sound of the English bugles approaching these palisades. The English have enough to do on the Waikato without stirring up new touble here. In the meantime ….’

        
‘You'll stay here romancing with a black wench,’ I finished. ‘Stay if you want to. I've done my duty as your friend. Now with a clear conscience, though your future still worries me, I say 
sauve qui peut!’

        
Later that day we went to church. I have already described it as a high, barnlike structure. The cracks between its boards were filled with moss, its were covered with fern leaves in pretty patterns, and it was roofed with shingles of hard rimu. I have seen many far less imposing buildings in European settlements.

        
The congregation was divided according to sex, the men on the left, the women on the right. Their attire was half English and half Maori. As well as colonial-style clothes they wore woven cloaks, often very fine, which fell in folds as soft as silk. These cloaks were worn in the style of Arab burnouses. I detected a few chiefs in the crowd dressed according to the traditional Maori fashion. They alone had tattooed faces. Among the younger men I noticed several stalwart warriors whose cheeks and foreheads were smeared with black paint or charcoal. This indicated that they belonged to the chiefly rank, a fairly sizeable class. They are hereditary nobles, with powerful rights, and chiefs and judges are elected from their number.

        
The service was celebrated in Maori according to the Anglican ritual. The teacher gave a sermon, and the congregation read from their Prayer Books or Maori Bibles. (All the young folk were able to read.) Nobody received Holy Communion, because there was



no ordained priest, but many pious worshippers knelt before the altar and humbly pronounced 
E whakitia ana e ahau (conflteor—‘I confess’). The service was interspersed with the singing of what the teacher later told me were English hymns and psalms translated into Maori. A hundred voices blended together in a melody acceptable even to European ears. The chorus flowed out through the unglazed windows of the church over the countryside which had been heathen so short a while since. Its site had once witnessed cannibal orgies. The singing was tangible proof that the missionaries had not spared their efforts to train the natives. Although I am not very musical I could recognize the harmony.

        
One of the hymns sung on that Sunday had a particularly plaintive air. It was evident that both words and music touched a deep chord in the Maoris. They poured their hearts into the singing, filling the church with a melancholy chant which only occasionally held a more hopeful note. I heard this hymn again before I left the kainga. Tikera repeated it while bidding me farewell and translated it at my request. Here are the words.

        

          

            
Ka mahue Ihipa
          


          

            
Te kainga o te he
          


          

He kainga hou te rapua nei,


          

Hei okiokinga.


          

Hariruia.
        

        

          
Coming from Egypt,


          
Where dark death stalks,


          
We look for a new, a better home,


          
Where we can rest again.


          
Alleluia.

        

        
With true Maori tact and the sense of occasion which applies national poems or religious hymns to momentary circumstances, she sang this stanza to express her joy at leaving the region where war and death would soon surprise the inhabitants, and her hope that we were not parting for ever …. But I must keep to the proper sequence of events.

        
After the prayers, a child was christened according to the cold formality of the Anglican rite. Though the teacher was not aware of it the old women at the back of the church were singing chants used in the old days at the naming of children, under the direction



of the tohunga. Even during the pagan period this ceremony had been connected with bathing the child in water. It used to be performed by a tohunga (that is, a priest and physician). After the teacher had sprinkled the child with water, the tohunga and the old women sang this chant—which has great poetical merit, as this translation shows.

        

          
Be strong, o manchild, in holding the 
mere.


          
In holding the spear;


          
Be strong in fight,


          
First in assault,


          
First in the breach;


          
Be strong in the struggle with your enemy,


          
In climbing the high mountains.


          
Be agile in building the war canoes,


          
In erecting the spacious dwellings.
        

        
A girl would probably be wished diligence in tilling the soil, and skill in weaving mats or making fishing nets.

        
After the service I dined in the teacher's house. When my friend and I set about mending our battered clothes our host reprimanded us, repeating the Third commandment 
verbatim. He told us that his people rested from Saturday to Monday morning, even while on a journey or waging a tribal war. Promising that we should have extra leisure for our mending on the following day, he took us to the pa which I had long wanted to examine.

        
The fortress rose on a hill surrounded on three sides by raupo swamps. Only the Maoris knew safe passages through these quagmires, which would be used as escape routes should the enemy take the trenches by storm.

        
The approach on the village side, the only one which could be travelled dry-shod, was no more than five hundred paces. On it bristled the triple ring of palisades which fortified the rampart. It in turn was built from the spoil from trenches nine feet wide and as many deep. The zig-zag trenches themselves would have done credit to Vauban, and formed a redoubtable stronghold.

        
The ground in front of the fortress and inside it was thick with what looked like molehills. Each square yard held a pit some three or four feet deep. These rifle pits were the strongest defence of the fortress. From them musket fire could be aimed in almost every direction. The teacher assured us that even after they had conquered the ramparts enemy soldiers would have to take each individual pit



by assault—a prospect which the redcoats might not welcome. He showed us the underground store for ammunition and food. It had been hewn from the rock, and was as impregnable as any European stronghold. I had to admire the skill of these naturally gifted Maori engineers, and I praised it to the teacher, almost against my will.

        
‘If the chief lets you go,’ he replied proudly, ‘then go to the red pakehas and tell them that the Gate Pa is not afraid of them.’
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Chapter VIII
          
We take French leave
        

        
I freely admit that my pursuits during that Sunday can have done no good at all to my soul. But the more materialistic side of my ego was satisfied, for I spent hours enrapturing Jenny with my reckless promises. She seemed entirely happy in my presence and in my protestations of affection. Inwardly I was praying for Tuesday to come so that I could escape from her watchful eye and be free at last from the constant need to deceive her. My prayers may even have been sincere. I found the situation almost insupportable. I had no idea how far I could go without excessive risk on the steep, slippery path known in the colonies as ‘flirtation’, that is, courting a young lady with no serious intentions, while staying safely within the bounds of etiquette. According to English notions, a couple engaged in this pastime enjoys a number of privileges which at Home are allowed only to young members of the same family—and then only before they reach marriageable age. In a society where the women are guided by calculation in their love affairs, and the men by honour, this relationship seldom oversteps the bounds of propriety. Indeed, it serves as a way to become well acquainted before a young couple decide to take their affections seriously. In my case, however, it was doubtful whether my Maori lioness would deign to understand the word ‘flirtation’, and probable that she would take my sweeping statements about our eternal friendship as frank and fiery confessions of devotion. Had she learnt the truth before we parted. God knows what trouble she might have caused. I would sooner have put my head in a circus lion's jaws than have exposed myself to her fury.

        
At that time I did not fully understand her character. She seemed to me to be like a large feline, gentle and eager to be cuddled, but with claws hidden in her soft, furry paws which she was prepared to use when roused. In fact, she was only half-civilized, and full of noble but desperate impulses. She was just as ready to sacrifice herself for those who loved her as she was to revenge herself on those who harmed her. I feared her friendship as much as her vengeance. I also feared her questions, which were sometimes so naive that even



I had to blush. I feared to see the flush of anger replacing the natural rosiness of her dusky complexion. Her colouring reminded me of Bengal lights reflected on metal, and a bronze statue coloured by such lights could not have looked more menacing than did this girl when her blood was up. Her feverish blushing did not spring from the shame roused by her lover's vows; it was not precipitated by the beating of her virginal heart when her hand was fondled and her lips were kissed. It was inspired by pride and by the hope that someone might surprise her in the embraces of a white lover. Her attitude was characteristic of her race but had been intensified by her eccentric father. Her life was ruled by a desire to have a white man as her husband or lover.

        
Despite this, she was, by the standards of her environment, a modest young person. Her imprudent behaviour towards me or any other stranger sprang from her simplicity. Her coarseness was not apparent in that coarse atmosphere. Should she have an imprudent love affair, or throw herself away in a moment of passion, she would remain unsullied in the eyes of society. She could not see why her grubby dress should be shocking to European eyes when it was accepted by her own people. Nevertheless, she would have crushed with one blow of her mighty arm any man so insolent as to make an indecent advance to her in plain enough language for her to understand.

        
Although I knew her to be modest, and admired her beauty—despite its colossal scale—I did not find much satisfaction in her attachment to me. Our relationship made no allowance for any vanity on my part. She simply wanted a pakeha for her lover, and I happened to be handy. If her pakeha lover should become her husband, she would love him with a dog-like devotion. If he should abandon her once he had tired of her, she would probably forgive him, and perhaps even forget her disappointment. Any seaman could have married her or seduced her; and she would have wreaked vengeance on a prince if, after giving her the trouble she was prepared to face for my sake, he had broken with her without a valid reason, or treated her coldly. As I looked at her large, passionate eyes, at her half-covered bosom, which swelled at the least kindness and threatened to overflow her bodice, at her statuesque dimensions, I thought to myself that any man would be sorry indeed who having exchanged vows of affection with her had dared to deny his solemn promises, or joked about her feelings once she had given in to his blandishments.

        
The following day we were left quite alone. When I reported for



work I was told that on the teacher's instructions we had been exempted from all further duties until the chief should return. We would then be given more suitable tasks. Jenny told me that the teacher's wife and sister had obtained this exemption on account of ‘the little pakeha's delicate hands’. (My German friend was some six inches shorter than I.) So during yet another day Tikera tortured me by her importunity. My friend was no doubt entertaining the ladies of the teacher's household.

        
Early in the evening the chief returned in a bullock cart. A crowd assembled outside his hut where the council was to be held. I had intended to escape that evening but Tikera made me postpone my attempt to the next day, claiming that new obstacles had arisen, and that the inhabitants of several neighbouring villages would shortly gather in our kainga for a meeting. Even the minds of the local women would be preoccupied with this event, and nobody would think of searching for me before dawn.

        
I was not barred from the runanga which shortly took place in the chief's hut. The visitors sat round the fire in a large circle. The chief stood in the centre and addressed them in an hour-long speech freely accompanied by gestures. The teacher informed me that a minority of the villagers did not want to fight or to send messengers of war to the English. The chief wanted unanimous support for the war. He therefore began with a recitation of ancient chants so well-chosen that each passage seemed to apply to the present situation. Having praised the valour of the tribal ancestors and depicted their more spectacular deeds, he passed to more emphatic and rhythmical speech, quoting ancient prophecies and epics to tell the people what action they should take.

        
Christianity had not obliterated from Maori minds the memory of their magnificent, though cruel and savage, past, or their love for the poetry handed down by word of mouth through generations of bards and recited by the chiefly orators. These epics are the equivalent of Homer's soliloquies in pre-classical Greece. They are cleverly applied to present circumstances and have a great influence on the mob.

        
Pouka-te-Waneke was well able to sway the minds of his brothers. I saw from their faces and gestures that at first they did not understand the hidden meaning of his declamations. The listeners' heads dropped on their chests. With their lips pressed together and their brows furrowed, they closed their eyes and meditated deeply on the riddles pronounced by the chief. He offered them solutions in ensuing poems. His audience lifted their heads and glimpses of



understanding brightened their faces. It seemed that even those most doubtful about the war could not resist their chief's inflammatory Incitement to rebellion.

        
When he sat down, other speakers took the floor. One of them frequently gestured towards the candles which lit the room. I guessed from his frequent repetition of the word ‘kingi’ that he spoke of King Wiremu, comparing him to a flame in need of shelter.

        
Suddenly the village witch doctor, who had so far remained silent and hidden, got up. He walked round the room snuffing out the candles one after another. We were swallowed in darkness. The assembly stirred impatiently and the speaker called upon him to light the candles again.

        
‘I have no glowing charcoal, no match … nothing at all,’ the tohunga replied.

        
‘Only a stupid man puts out a candle when he has no coal and no match,’ the chief rebuked him.

        
‘Why did you extinguish your candle, O stupid people?’ thundered a strong and awe-inspiring voice from the darkness. ‘You have no glowing coal, no match, and therefore you must endure in darkness.’

        
I did not understand this allegorical scene at the time, but it was explained to me after the meeting.

        
The first speaker had claimed that King Wiremu was a light round which all the Maoris should gather. His opponent extinguished the candles as a sign that the Maori light had been extinguished by renouncing the previous king in favour of the English monarch. When he was charged with stupidity, he retorted that the people had been stupid to do away with the old kingdom, for now they had neither strength nor will to rekindle the old flame. He held that the election of a new king outside the old tradition was as impossible as lighting a candle without a match.

        
This allegory made a deep impression on the Maoris. They thought the old man's action and words a sign of great wisdom. The episode swayed the majority to his side. No matter how eloquently the chief spoke to them they remained unmoved. Their ardour had been cooled by the old man's stratagem.

        
The late hour finally forced them to adjourn the meeting to the following day. Several hundred representatives from other villages were expected. It was agreed to discuss the question of war and peace with delegates from the whole tribe.

        
I walked home from the runanga with the teacher, who explained to me what had happened. He was very annoyed at the outcome



of the council, and especially irritated by the extinguishing of the candles.

        
‘If that wretched old tohunga had not interfered,’ he said, ‘we would now be sending envoys to the king, telling him of our willingness to join under his flag.’

        
‘Isn't he the old man who cured my friend?’

        
‘The very same. The old heathen used to be a priest. Now he's no more than a quack. He's a walking skeleton, and has no right to be alive!’

        
‘His prejudices must surely make him hostile towards the Europeans. Why did he speak for peace?’

        
‘Because I am for war. At first, when I was for peace, he constantly exhorted us to challenge the red pakehas. When I changed my mind, after the Waikato peoples’ success, he changed his too. That will last until the new God overcomes the old.’

        
I pondered on this old rivalry between the leaders of the two parties. So long as the leader of the progressive element in the village was for peace, the head of the conservatives, who still clung to their heathen religion, called for war. When his rival changed his tune, the tohunga changed his.

        
‘I can't understand why you are for war when at first you didn't believe in it,’ I remarked to the teacher, secretly hoping that I might exert a moderating influence on him and so on the pro-war faction.

        
‘I know we shall win. Only a short time ago every kainga was at war with its neighbours. Not a single day went by without a fight over boundaries, women abducted by the warriors of other tribes, and so forth. The pakehas took advantage of this state of affairs and robbed us of our inheritance. A village would only take arms against them when their demands became unbearable, and then what happened? A neighbouring tribe would help the English against their own countrymen. Now that all the kaingas this side of Auckland are united under King Wiremu we shall join them. The Maoris will chase the white men from Te Ika-a-Maui. God will be on their side, because they are fighting for their land.’

        
‘The pakehas are better armed and more numerous.’

        
‘The Maoris do not deign to count their enemies. Our weapons will suffice, so long as we are united.’

        
It was difficult to prolong this argument. He, like his kinsmen, had an exaggerated belief in the efficacy of their undeniable valour against a superior force.

        
‘It's quite plain to me,’ I said, ‘that I can't dissuade you from



what I call foolish obstinacy, and you call statecraft. But I would like to draw your attention to one thing. Why should you be an active instigator of this war? The pakehas will confiscate your property if they learn of your role. You are a teacher, educated by white missionaries to whom you owe all you have learnt. Do you want to break away from them and your religion?’

        
That's the heart of the matter. I love the crucified Christ and teach my brothers to love him. We shall serve only him once we have driven his white servants into the sea. Before long all the remaining tohungas and those who follow the old gods will pass on. The young generation will produce as many wise and learned men as the pakehas. Why should our priests be foreigners?

        
‘Choose your own.’

        
‘But we can't. Look at me. I went to school in Auckland and travelled to England. And what came of it? I was sent here as a lay-preacher. I have made many conversions. I christen the village children, teach my people to fear God and observe his holy days. A white missionary visits us once or twice a year to administer Holy Communion, and that's all. If we want to see the bishop, we have to go to the capital. And just see the rewards these people have! Why should we endure this slavery any longer? Why shouldn't our teachers be ordained? Are we worse than the pakehas? Don't we teach the same doctrine and live as honestly as they do?’

        
Quite unwittingly I had discovered the root cause of Maori discontent. The quarrel over land, the question of the independence and recognition of their king, concealed a bitter grudge felt by the lower clergy, the Maori lay-preachers, against the higher, the English missionaries. These were the men whom the English had educated as their envoys to the natives, whom they had flattered, and whose influence with their own people they had exploited to keep the Maoris in peaceful subjugation while gradually their lands were sequestered. It was these Christian mediators who had become the most rabid agitators. Once they had discovered that they had to do the work while the honours and riches went to the white clergy, they decided to break away from the white hierarchy and appoint their own priests and bishops. Thus they became ardent adherents of political independence in order to achieve their religious freedom. Once I had discovered this I was not at all surprised to learn later that the first victims of Maori revenge were the white missionaries.

        
I was now convinced that ambition for his own interests had a far greater influence on the teacher than patriotism. I changed the subject, unwilling to waste time on long and fruitless arguments.



‘What do you intend to do with me and my friend?’ I asked.

        
‘I mentioned you both to the chief. We shall keep you here. You know how to make gunpowder and cartridges, so we can make use of you. We want to cast a cannon from the mission bells. An English deserter in a neighbouring village knows how to do it. He will do the job, provided he has pakehas to help him. He can't understand our speech.

        
‘You don't care a rap for our freedom or happiness, even for our safety. I have already told you what will happen to us if the English catch us here. If we help you to cast a cannon, we shall surely be hanged.’

        
‘Your safety is none of our business. We'll keep you for so long as you are useful. Only the tohunga and a few of the elders voted to set you free. My own people want to keep you here.’

        
‘You influenced them! You are responsible for our slavery!’

        
The teacher did not deny this accusation. As if to excuse himself, he remarked: ‘Your friend's quite happy. He'll stay with us.’

        
‘My friend is a giddy young fellow, a real scamp. I certainly don't consent. You can keep me or you can cut me in pieces—but you can make your cannon yourselves.’

        
The Maori greeted my angry retort with a contemptuous silence. After a moment he began again. ‘Your companion is a clever fellow.’

        
‘You think that because you'd like a pakeha for your brother-in-law. You're busy inciting your kinsmen to wage this suicidal war and exterminate the white men, but you'd burst with pride if you could say you were related to a pakeha.’

        
‘We have always liked good pakehas. They teach us many trades, and work better than any woman. The little pakeha can look after my property on the bay.’

        
I almost laughed aloud at the thought of the teacher's disappointment should he intend to increase his wealth by the industry of my lazy, effeminate companion.

        
The teacher continued: ‘I know why you are in such a hurry. You would like to go to Maketu or Wanganui after that girl. Your friend is right in wanting to stay here, and you to go away. I'm sure you and that girl are planning to escape. A Maori is not so blind that he can't see what a pakeha and a Pokerakahu are up to. We'll guard you so well that even a Black Kumara won't be able to set you free.’

        
‘What do you mean by a Pokerakahu and a Black Kumara?’

        
‘Listen carefully, and decide who is the wiser, you or the little pakeha. He will be the friend and kinsman of the kainga priest, a



chief's son whose ancestors led one of the thirteen heroic canoes to Te Ika-a-Maui. Our most ancient chants record the immemorial deeds of this family. They are like the rod of which we read in the Bible: they shall never wither. This family has led generations to victory. Under our leadership, the Maoris obtained these fertile fields from their worthless original holder. What manner of men were they? Our legends tell us that they were almost black-skinned, with short, curly hair, like the sheep which the pakeha brought to this land. They were a simple people, who did not till the soil but lived from one day to the next on fishes and the roots of fern trees. They died out, almost to the last man. Occasionally one comes across the decendants of their women and their Maori lords, and to this day we can recognize these part-Maoris by their fragile bodies, curly hair, and timid dispositions. We call them ‘Pokerakahu’ or ‘Black Kumara’. We utterly despise them, although we have granted them their freedom because our new religion forbids us to enslave men. You fraternize with these contemptible people,’ he hissed triumphantly, venting his spleen at my accusation that he hoped for his sister's union with a pakeha out of vanity. ‘You, a white man, despise your friend, who loves the daughter of twenty heroic generations. You are so proud that you will follow the daughter of a pakeha, a former convict whom we turned out of our village for his crimes. He has to take refuge in a mission—he does not dare to come any closer to our village while his daughter is visiting her relatives here. Her you do not disdain, though you disdain us.’

        
He clearly thought he had crushed me by his sermon, which was certainly a pretty long one even for a trained preacher. If the dark night had allowed him to see my face he would have observed joy written there rather than the dismay he expected. I was elated at having discovered a new piece of ethnographical information. He had solved my puzzlement as to why Tikera's mother looked so different from the other villagers. The blood of three races flowed in my fair friend's veins: that of the original inhabitants of this land, who had been exterminated by the Maoris; that of the first race of conquerors, who were now facing a like extermination; and that of the second conquering race. As often happens with the children of mixed marriages Nature had given her statuesque proportions and fine features. A year earlier in Australia I had noticed a similar phenomenon among the young people born in that virgin land. Stalwart young folk of both sexes, remarkable for their well-developed bodies and exceptional good looks, were springing from a much frailer European stock. This can be taken as evidence that



Nature renews the beauty of those who enjoy the abundance of the New World.

        
The teacher's explanations of Tikera's origins did not make me neglect his warning that we would be strictly guarded. I concluded from his tone that he had a grievance against Tikera's father, even that he hated him, and that as the lover of his enemy's daughter I attracted his particular animosity. So I said: ‘You yourself say that I am a proud man. Do you really think that I have been blind to that family's inferior origin? If the knowledge had not already disgusted me, the news that Tikera's father was a criminal would certainly do so. What did he do?’

        
That's a long story. He lived with this tribe, sometimes here, more often nearer the sea. He was a blacksmith and taught us his trade. But he also worked as a sawyer, and as a sealer. All the first colonists, who were often runaways from Australia, did much the same. The chief of the day liked him and gave him a slave girl. That chief was my father, who, according to the pagan custom, had several wives. One of them was faithless, and fell in love with the pakeha. The chief discovered their crime, and punished the woman. He would have punished the pakeha too, but he had been warned in time, and had escaped. My father took his property in the village as utu, but it had less value than the insult demanded, so he wreaked his vengeance on the first white man to come this way.’

        
‘Do you mean that he killed an innocent man in revenge for the crime of another?’

        
‘Those were our laws. If a warrior from another tribe harmed one of our warriors, and his kainga did not want to hand him over to us, we would try to catch one of his kinsmen and kill him instead. Such incidents often started long wars. If a pakeha abused us and escaped unscathed, revenge was taken on any white man. All this, thank God, belongs to the past, although we still see to it that insults don't go unpunished. But the innocent have nothing to fear.’

        
‘Do you really think I would demean myself my marrying the daughter of a slave and a man like that?’

        
‘Pakehas like money. Her father is wealthy. He owns many sheep round Wanganui.’

        
‘If he were the Governor of the Island, I would still have nothing to do with him. Just keep your remarks to yourself, and take my word for it that though I want my freedom right enough, it's not so that I can run after his daughter.’

        


        
‘All right, all right. But we still need you. You can find Tikera again later. You'll have to stay here if the chief listens to my advice.’

        
I was tempted to snatch up my knife and make an end to this monstrous parson. I was to be kept against my will to satisfy the desire for vengeance which his pagan father had bequeathed to this pseudo-Christian, who concealed his natural impulses behind his dog-collar, and had a Jesuit's aptitude for intrigue. He could not have given me a better demonstration of his vile, treacherous nature. It was stupid to suppose that twenty-five years of civilization had eradicated the vengeful and cruel customs which had been practised for well-nigh six centuries. The outrage suffered all those years ago by his father was indelibly imprinted on the son's mind. Its memory was eating his brain away, drilling through it and ceaselessly gnawing it, like Ugolino devouring the skull of his children's murderer. Feeling that any further talk with this vengeful monkey would turn into a real quarrel, I left him without another word and went off to bed.

        
Early next morning I was at the side of my fair friend. To be more precise I was beside her leg. My amazon, catching sight of me through the chinks in the fence, leapt from the pigsty and climbed over the gate by throwing one of her legs across the eight-foot high barrier. She sat astride the gate and bent down to give me her hand. In this unusual position, so characteristic of her naive simplicity, she began a conversation.

        
‘Did you enjoy the runanga yesterday?’ she asked.

        
‘It was more irritating than enjoyable. After the meeting I had to listen to a lot of unpleasant talk.’

        
I repeated what the teacher had told me about guarding us in future.

        
‘I know all about that,’ she said, leaping down from the fence. This jump made her lose her equilibrium for a minute. She had to grasp me for support. With her smiling face almost touching mine she whispered: ‘The tohunga's wife came to our home at dawn and told us the whole story. I have known for a long time how vindictive my father's enemies are. You will not be touched. Before the end of the day you will be free.’

        
‘They are watching us.’

        
‘Who? The people who go to church by day and pray to the old gods at night. The old tohunga still has many friends. Many people would like to see sacrifices to the old gods. These are the people who are supposed to guard you. They will help you get away, and they will help your friend too.’

        
‘He wants to stay.’

        


        
‘But he can't.’ She showed with a gesture what the tohunga's followers would do to my companion if he insisted on staying. The heathens were quite ready to murder him, if only to spite the teacher of the new faith.

        
The gathering of the tribe for the general assembly interrupted all the work in the village during that memorable day. Since nobody called me outside, I had no excuse for leaving the house, where, without any formal declaration on my part, but no doubt because of my rather ambiguous behaviour, everybody treated me as a future member of the family. I was heartily ashamed of myself, and prayed for the time to come when I could bid farewell to these women who expressed their trust in me by a disarrangement of dress greater than a European wife would risk in front of her husband.

        
‘
Autres temps, autres moeurs,’ I thought to myself. ‘At least there's not much need for calico here.’

        
More than five hundred warriors took part in the assembly. I noticed the influence of European civilization in their greetings. The older ones greeted one another by rubbing noses; the young shook hands, after our fashion. The meeting was well-attended and solemn. Some twenty local chiefs were present. It took place in the open. The women stood at a distance preparing a feast or watching the gesticulating warriors. The speakers took turns as in a well-ordered parliament. They cited heroic epics in support of peace or war. The faction against war consisted of old warriors who had learnt to respect the English in previous battles. The young men roared for war. While the enemies of the new religion advised moderation, the inexperienced younger generation, who had been given a progressive education in Christian schools, demanded an opportunity to prove that the new faith had not robbed them of their inherited valour. They evidently looked on war as a proper pastime for the bravest race in the world, and felt they would be utterly disgraced if they abandoned it. It was a clear example of prejudice prevailing over religious teaching.

        
The war party carried the day. The recitation of ancient war chants engendered a growing enthusiasm, which a chief, highly renowned for his eloquence and bravery, at length raised to the level of rage. All the warriors leapt to their feet at the end of his speech as though at a signal, and, throwing off their garments, formed two long facing lines. They paused momentarily while they disrobed completely. Amulets of greenstone, shaped rather like human beings, hung on the tattooed chests of the older men. The young men were entirely naked. The warriors sat on the ground in groups of five.

        


        
Their weapons were handed to them by the adolescent boys who had watched the war ceremonial with visible delight. Then the armed and naked warriors rose to their feet again, their expressions intent and fearful. They had no rifles or other European weapons. The great majority had steel hatchets but I noticed a few famous green-stone meres, which had been passed on from father to son and used in tribal wars before the Europeans brought steel to New Zealand. Nowadays, though the stone club is still a fearful weapon in close combat, when the enemy is held by his hair and despatched with one blow, they are not used in actual fighting. They are held in deep reverence. Each rusty spot they bear has significance for the Maoris, and often illustrates a passage from a poem extolling some bloody ancestral victory. Now all the warriors rose at a sign from the chief. They marked time, like our recruits learning how to march. At a further signal every warrior leapt some two feet in the air, shaking his weapon and howling. When he touched the ground, he uttered a sound between a groan and a sigh, opened his mouth, inflated his nostrils, and stuck out his incredibly long tongue, grimacing horribly and rolling his eyes so that I could see their whites. His muscles trembled as though he were in the grip of some fever. These movements were repeated until the men were in a state of ecstasy, screaming and quivering together. I felt absolute revulsion. The twilight deepened, and the fearful figures of five hundred devils were silhouetted against it.

        
‘Come,’ said a well-known voice, and a large, warm hand squeezed mine.

        
We passed the women who were preparing a feast for the warriors. Fires burned in pits lined with flat stones. The women scraped away the ashes and uncovered the red-hot stones. They poured water on them from gourds. Steam swirled up as the boiling liquid hissed on the stones, and other women threw in whole sucking pigs. The whole thing, pit and all, was then sealed with well-mixed clay. I had seen this method of cooking at the house of Tikera's family. Half an hour under the clay is enough to bake an animal or a bird.

        
Other women were busy preparing a mixture of pigments and fish-oil.

        
‘When they have finished their haka,’ whispered the girl, ‘the men will smear their bodies with that. Then the chief will pronounce the declaration of war and choose envoys to go to the red pakehas and challenge them. In the old days they used to cover themselves with that stinking mess every day. Now they only do it as part of their war preparations.’

        


        
We came to the house. I found all my possessions neatly rolled up. Tikera's sister handed me a sack of dry fish and a small gourd filled with brandy. Bidding the sister farewell I left the house with my pretty guide.

        
She still held my hand. Night had already fallen and without her help I would have stumbled on the stones in our path. We came to a stream.

        
‘We'll walk in the water,’ said my Amazon. ‘If you feel sorry for your boots, I'll carry you.’

        
This offer was quite serious. I do not doubt that with her size and physical strength she could have carried me a long distance.

        
‘You're joking—of course I'll walk,’ I replied. ‘My boots will dry eventually. But why are we going through the water?’

        
‘So that tomorrow's search party won't find any tracks—and so that they won't be able to prove my complicity. Ho, ho!’ she added, ‘how angry the teacher will be, and how he will tear his stiff white collar when he hears of your escape!’

        
‘How far will you come with me?’

        
‘As far as the road. We'll come to it at dawn. It will take you to the mission. But remember to stick to the footpaths on the left side. If you meet any Maoris, show them this letter from the tohunga.’ (Here she handed me a scrap of paper.) ‘It explains that you are a friend of the Maoris. But you must hurry before the warriors come from the runanga and find that you have escaped. Go quickly till you see the walls of the white men's town near the mission. I meant to find a horse for you but the chief didn't trust me and locked them all away.’

        
‘What will they do to you when you go back?’

        
‘They can't do anything. Perhaps the teacher would like to give me a thrashing, but he's afraid of my strength. I could strangle him with one hand.’

        
To demonstrate her prowess she pressed my fingers with a grip as powerful as that of a blacksmith's tongs.

        
‘What will the chief say?’ I asked.

        
‘The chief? He won't say anything at all. His son will calm him down. His son is pleased that you are going away. He's always coming to our house….’

        
Suddenly remembering that her naive admission that the chief's son was one of her admirers would ill become our relationship, she quickly changed the subject.

        
‘He won't see me for long. I'll go to Maketu tomorrow. Will you wait for me there?’

        


        
‘I shall.’

        
‘Can I believe that promise?’

        
‘As if I swore it on the Bible,’ I muttered, turning my face away and hoping that the dark night would hide my shame. How I despised myself at that moment!

        
As we left the stream we passed a man curled up into a ball. ‘Who guards the guardian?’ I thought when, after a few words from Tikera, he calmly let us go.

        
We went hand in hand over hills, through thickets and meadows overgrown here and there by tea tree and clusters of fern. The tea tree reached to our waists, proof of the excellent soil. Near Auckland it grows no higher than eighteen inches.

        
At last we stopped in a place where I felt hard ground and wheelruts under my feet.

        
‘That's a line,’ said Tikera.

        
I knew that ‘lines’ were the guideways cut by European surveyors. I was back in white men's country. I sighed with relief.

        
‘Goodbye,’ I stammered. ‘And thanks.’

        
‘I'll stay here till dawn. I'm in no hurry on a night like this. ‘I'd much sooner go back at first light.’

        
‘You mean you'll stay here with me?’

        
‘Yes. I'll stay here with you.’

        
‘What will your family think about that? What would your father say if he knew that you had spent the whole night with me in the open? Is that a becoming way to behave?’

        
‘It's no business of my father or my family. What do you mean “becoming”? Why can't I stay with my future husband?’

        
‘Oh yes. I had forgotten your customs for a moment. Still, don't you think it's a bit wicked to stay with me?’

        
‘Wicked? Haven't you promised that we shall soon be together for ever?’

        
And so we spent the night together, hand in hand, sheltered by the tiny leaves of the tea tree, our nostrils filled with the fragrance of its flowers, our bodies cooled by the rustling of the wind among the fern. What I told her that night needs no repeating. It would be wrong to hold me responsible for my deceitful vows. I made them under duress. It was the only way I could win my freedom and my life from this more than life-sized woman, a pussy cat when she was stroked, and a tiger when she was aroused. She asked for flattery and I gave it.

        
I must admit that I never discovered her qualities better than that night. Perhaps she guessed instinctively what I found shocking



in her behaviour. She controlled her passions and helped me to control mine. She even checked her language, which was usually very coarse. Indeed, she was very gentle all night long, and kept me amused by repeating the legends she had learnt from her mother, or Maori songs, or even by imitating—none too kindly—some of the more pompous orators. That night I perceived tenderness in her and an innate sense of humour. She was a true diamond, rough, but none-the less precious and worthy of proper care. Besides the debt I owed her, I could not help responding to her. I felt for her what at Home we so aptly call a ‘liking.’

        
My troublesome conscience made me think that even Orion and the four stars of the Southern Cross huddled to the west in order not to hear my false vows. The sky itself blushed for shame and turned an angry yellow when, with a final Judas kiss, I took leave of Tikera.

        
She walked away. I called after her ‘Adieu, Tikera!’ Before she finally plunged into the rustling fern trees, she once more turned her pretty brown face and blazing eyes towards me.

        
‘When you meet me at my father's, among the white people, don't call me Tikera,’ she shouted. ‘There, no one likes to be reminded of my Maori mother.’

        
With this last reminder of her vanity my dusky Juno vanished—as I thought, for ever.
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Chapter IX
          
The troubles of a Teutonic Don Juan
        

        

I thought I would never see her again. I felt empty, and as if I had lost part of my strength. My heart seemed to ache. Was it remorse at the memory of my false promises, or did I genuinely miss her? I could not analyse my feelings. So often the mysteries of one's own heart are the most difficult to understand.

        
Yet I strained my gaze after her, for as long as I could see the plumed fern trees parting as they were pushed aside by her sturdy shoulders, and could hear the stalks and twigs snapping beneath her swift tread. I counted her retreating steps. Their number speedily increased. One hundred, two hundred, three hundred. Finally we were separated by too great a number of paces. I could see her no longer.

        
‘Adieu, Tikera!’ I shouted. ‘In spite of what you say, I shall remember your Maori name. Tomorrow they may greet you as Miss Jenny, but she's no girl of mine.’

        
Then I set off. After I had gone a few paces, I instinctively turned round and looked towards the place where I had last seen the bushes moving.

        
Good God! They were moving again! Their trembling rapidly approached me. Was it the girl returning, or a search party catching up with me? Should I wait and see who it was, or run and hide?

        
I chose the latter course. Lying behind a bush I waited with held breath to see who was following me. There soon appeared the squat shape of the grey-haired tohunga closely followed by my friend Schaeffer struggling beneath his bulky pack.

        
They halted. The old Maori pointed the way and pushed his companion unceremoniously in my direction. Then the tohunga turned back and gradually disappeared. The German rushed along as though a whole horde of Valkyries were in pursuit. When he was level with me I called out ‘Halt!’

        
He started nervously but quickly recognized me. He embraced me, repeating several times: ‘Come on! Time is precious.’

        
‘It's precious all right,’ I said. ‘I feel as if that self-righteous teacher was breathing down my neck. I'm in a hurry too!’

        


        
‘If you knew him as well as I do, you'd be in even more of a hurry,’ said he, without slackening his pace. ‘What would you have done if you'd found yourself between him and a dozen brown devils all brandishing their hatchets so close to your ears that the swish seemed to pierce your skull and made you tremble all over? If you want to know what these fiends are really like, you should hear them howling “utu! utu!”’

        
‘What! They wanted blood money from you? Whatever for?’

        
‘They wanted to torture me to death—to kill me! And don't forget that these cannibals have not yet forgotten the taste of human flesh. Their ovens were so close that I feel hot all over when I think of it.’

        
‘Whatever caused such a scene?’

        
‘Can't you guess? Women.’

        
‘Why don't you just say “a woman”. I know you too well to ask the details of each of your affairs but a woman must have been involved. Where is she?’

        
‘Not 
a woman—women. The plural. Two of them.’

        
‘So you couldn't make do with one? Whom else did you play about with, apart from the teacher's sister?’

        
‘I didn't play about with anyone. I simply got engaged in a conversation with the teacher's wife.’

        
‘It must have been an edifying conversation. Why did she meddle with your affairs?’

        
‘I'm damned if I know. I kept saying to myself “Karl, Karl, you should know better than to boil milk in two saucepans at once. One will boil over.” This time both did, and the cook nearly had his throat cut.’

        
‘Stop talking in riddles. Tell me the story properly.’

        
‘Well, here it is. I'd finally succeeded in conveying to the girl, all in sign language, that I adored her, and we'd received the doubtful blessing of that brown-skinned Protestant Jesuit, when suddenly the other woman tells me, also in sign language, that she loves me to distraction. This time it wouldn't have done to ask for a blessing. I knew all about Mr Potiphar. Besides, quite honestly I found the woman utterly repulsive. All the same, civility, vanity, or plain cussedness wouldn't let me show her how I felt. I thought she might be useful, and ….’

        
‘And you paid compliments to both.’

        
“That's right. I murmured sweet nothings to one and let the other make up to me. It was extremely difficult to carry on such a complicated intrigue, but for a few days I managed incredibly well.



Yesterday was the runanga. My Dulcinea invited me in sign language to attend. Touching my head, I made her understand that I didn't feel well. She repeated her invitation, so I wrapped my head in a towel. She asked if I had a headache. I nodded. She explained that, most reluctantly, she had to go to the runanga to cook the warriors' food. I released her, begging her to return as soon as she could to her suffering lover. Off she went, and I didn't expect her back for some time.”

        
‘If you worked that trick to be alone with the teacher's wife, you fully deserved to be cooked by the Maoris—and eaten, unsalted.’

        
‘I really did feel a little off colour,’ he continued, quite disregarding my remarks. ‘I went outside to enjoy the fresh air. By sheer bad luck, my hostess was out too, chopping wood. I sat on a log near her, surrounded by grubby children, and completely oblivious to the growing maize, which was high enough to conceal a man on horseback or my suspicious Dulcinea should she want to be my guardian angel.’

        
‘And you were just sitting on the log?’

        
‘Yes, with no ulterior motive at all. I played with the children and conversed with their mother, as well as I could. It wasn't my fault that she couldn't understand and dropped her work to sit down beside me. It wasn't my fault either that the wind was in her direction so that I couldn't smell her rank odour. Nor was it my fault that despite her dark complexion her face was marvellously smooth and her eyes so piercing that they reached my heart. So when she put her baby on my knees to show me how pretty he was, I somehow lost my bearings, and instead of bestowing a kiss on his forehead I kissed his mother's lips.’

        
‘I thought you said you found her repulsive. What on earth tempted you?’

        
‘Really, she teased me. I saw from her eyes that she was begging for a kiss for herself, not for the child at all. It wasn't my first encounter with coloured women. I know how they appreciate a white man's attentions. You can say easily enough that they smell or that you can't bear them, but the fact of the matter is that women are women, and they are attractive. The first kiss is easy, but the next is more difficult—for they certainly smell.’

        
‘So it all ended with the first kiss?’

        
‘Well, the second followed after some delay. And that would have been the end of it, even if a 
deus ex machina had not prevented me from taking a third.’

        
‘
Deus ex machina?’

        


        
‘Her husband, followed by his sister. He showed up first, bursting in on us like a thunder clap. I felt as if all the cells in my brain had exploded. Then I was beaten to the ground.’

        
‘Were you struck without any warning?’

        
‘Without any warning—and quite pitilessly too! He bashed me on the head with a block of wood.’

        
‘Who did?’

        
‘The husband. The other hussy went straight to him when she saw me fondling the children. Both of them had hidden in the maize to spy on me. After that second smelly kiss, I had no time to make a face before they fell on me.’

        
‘Then what happened?’

        
‘The first thing I became aware of when I regained consciousness was that my tongue hurt. I must have bitten it when he hit me. Then I realized that my head ached. Look what a lump he gave me!’

        
‘I can see that. Then what?’

        
‘Hundreds—thousands—of pains all over me. He really had beaten me unmercifully.’

        
‘Didn't you defend yourself?’

        
‘What with?’

        
‘Fists, teeth, anything you could use.’

        
‘I couldn't do much against him. All Maoris are strong as bears and agile as monkeys.’

        
‘And courageous,’ I interjected, ‘which all Europeans most certainly are not. So he gave you a proper thrashing?’

        
‘He did indeed. But that wasn't all. He grabbed me, pretty well strangled me, and dragged me in front of the chief. You see, he was after ransom. He might have killed me, but he didn't—because he thought I had money in Auckland. According to the law and the treaties between the English and the Maoris, the native chiefs’ verdicts are usually confirmed by the English judges. You know perfectly well that the English would condemn a man convicted of kissing a married woman, and would insist on compensation for the injury to her husband's feelings.’

        
‘Why on earth did you tell them you had money when you have nothing at all except what you hope will be sent to you?’

        
‘That's partly your fault. Apparently you'd described me as an atheist and both of us as paupers. I had to improve my standing in the eyes of my future brother-in-law. I told him I had a regular income, and was an Anglican churchgoer. I shall be obliged if in future you never mention my views on anything to anybody. In this country, as in North America, no one wants to know what you believe



in, but everyone is interested in what church you belong to. Being pious on Sunday is like putting on one's best clothes. Going to church helps business. It makes one respectable. The Englishman's greatest concern is to convince the whole world of his respectability. He wants everybody to know that he respects the rules of a respectable society, and does his business exclusively with respectable people. Please remember that and don't make me out to be less than respectable. I am extremely respectable.’

        
‘I'll remember. But how did the story end?’

        
‘They blamed me and threatened me. In the end I had to give them a signed confession and a promise to pay three times as much as I had expected. These Maoris look like savages but they are born lawyers and as cunning as foxes.’

        
‘How could you promise what you don't possess?’

        
‘I would have promised the Kingdom of Heaven at that moment. They proposed to send me and my confession to the nearest English judge. Even the sending of messengers of war was postponed until my case had been cleared up. The hope of getting three hundred pounds completely upset their plans for declaring war.’

        
‘Did they lock you up?’

        
‘They did, and I'd be there still if it had not been for the intervention of the worthy tohunga. He woke me before dawn, gave me back my belongings, and brought me here.’

        
‘How did he manage to get hold of them?’

        
‘As far as I could understand, the silly girl regretted her treachery. He fed her remorse by explaining that my kisses sprang from my absentmindedness. He assured her that I really cared for her, and pleaded for me so eloquently that she gave him my belongings and helped him to set me free. Believe it or not, after weeping and wailing and begging for forgiveness, she wanted to come with me. I shall never understand these Maori women—their mad jealousies and equally mad self-sacrifices! I only persuaded her to stay with her own people by promising that once I had fetched the money for the utu I would return to marry her.’

        
His story led me to speculate about what Tikera would do if ever we met again. What scenes of jealousy and rage would be my lot if destiny allowed our paths to cross in the future!

        
I was unwilling to risk the danger. I decided to choose a route which would take us away from the mission where her father was staying. Consequently, when we came to the crossroads and my companion turned to the left, I asked him where he was off to.

        
‘Eastwards—to the mission.’

        


        
‘I've no intention of going there. You've got rid of your tigress—I don't want to meet mine again.’

        
‘Let's go south then. I'll go wherever you want, provided we put as many miles as we can between us and those hatchet carriers. I tremble when I think of them.’

        
The southern territory was not in European hands. Several times during that day we came to Maori villages surrounded by well-tilled gardens and protected by defensive pas on nearby hilltops. In every village, and often along the road as well, we were closely questioned about our reasons for being there. The tone of these questions struck us as being suspicious and hostile. The tohunga's letter lightened the unfriendly faces. Doors were opened to us which had been shut in our faces, we were hospitably entertained and plentifully fed. The safe conduct was written in Maori, in a well-formed Roman hand, on a sheet of paper which had obviously been torn from a Bible. It may be translated as follows:

        

          

            

              

                
Our friends and neighbours!

                
This is my letter. You know me, Tairaurau—tohunga. I inherited my office from my ancestors. Treat this pakeha gently. He stood under the long pole (the flagstaff on which the King's standard had been hoisted) and swore friendship. The Queen's soldiers are still far away. He is no soldier but our friend.

                

                  


Tairaurau.

                

              

            

          

        

        
My companion had a copy of the same letter. We passed one village after another without hindrance. We made such good time that before evening fell we reckoned we had covered some thirty-five miles from Gate Pa. The Maoris here seemed more peaceable. They evidently belonged to a tribe which did not as yet subscribe to the King Movement. We came down to the sea. In one small bay which we passed we saw not only beautifully carved war canoes, inlaid with sea shells, but schooners and ketches capable of making long sea voyages, which were used for whaling. Maori hands built them, Maori hands sailed them God only knows where, and Maori pockets were enriched by them.

        
‘Who would think, looking at these excellent vessels,’ I said, ‘that we're walking along the coast of the Bay of Plenty where less than forty years ago a boat was wrecked among the rocks, plundered, and her crew killed, baked, and eaten—with the sole exception of one man who was saved by his Maori mistress!’

        
‘I believe that this coast used to have another name.’

        


        
‘It was called “Poverty Bay” because of the cannibals who lived here. If the ovens which we have seen along our path could tell us what they once held what hair-raising stories we should hear! Since gold has been discovered here, the region has been given its present name.’

        
‘Unless I am very much mistaken,’ said the German, glancing about him, ‘there are large mineral deposits hidden in this area from the mountains beyond the Waikato River and the sources of the Thames right down to the sea. Look at these schist formations, spotted with silver mica and shaken by former earth movements. They thrust everywhere through the speckled gravel and red clay. See how each white vein of quartz points north like a magnetic needle, and is covered with a copper verdigris which looks like green moss—or holds glinting pyrites within its streaks! If it wasn't for those sinister hatchets, I'd linger here a while and spend a few days on geological exploration. I'd like to make a closer examination of these rich mineral veins.’

        
‘But this is Maori country. They don't want minerals themselves, and they won't let us meddle with what is stored underground.’

        
‘It would be stupid to ask for permission. Metals are indispensable for the advance of civilization. Any tribe which resists the march of civilization and progress must be exterminated.’

        
Having pronounced this Teutonic dogma my friend reverted to his scientific speculations.

        
‘See how the hills are shaped rather like Egyptian pyramids, smooth and pointed, pushed upwards by subterranean forces. Their shape alone indicates that they abound in precious metals.’

        
Unexpectedly he changed the subject and began philosophizing about the future.

        
‘What will happen to our world if oxidization and mining exhaust its metal deposits? Looking back we see men in the depths of spiritual darkness and physical misery because they were ignorant of metals and their uses. Slowly, mankind learnt of the existence of metals, and of their practical qualities, until today we have risen to the summit of intelligence and prosperity. But what will happen if we exploit the metals out of existence? Shall we sink again into darkness and misery? In my opinion the progress of mankind is like an immense ellipse. Its curve rises quickly and remains at almost the same level for a long, long time until it breaks suddenly and plunges down. That is the arc of humanity. Its history, once the whole species is extinct, will show three epochs: barbarism, civilization, and barbarism again. The three stages correspond to the time when metals



were not known, the time when they were exploited, and the time when they were exhausted.’

        
‘My prognostication for the future of mankind is not like that at all,’ I interrupted. ‘I feel that your conclusions have no factual basis and no empiric substance. If I have to reason about matters which go beyond the circle of human experience, I prefer to be guided by instinct—a nobler measure than your pessimistic philosophy. My instinct tells me that the progress of mankind does not bend in an arc, but moves like an arrow towards a zenith which it will never reach, though it constantly rises. The exhaustion of metal deposits and all the other hurdles it encounters will not halt mankind, because its innate genius lies in making use first of what is within its range, and then, when that is spent, discovering new ways to storm the heavens.’

        
“You're a dreamer,” muttered my friend.

        
‘And you're a pessimist,’ I replied.

        
We would have begun one of our frequent philosophical arguments if we had not been distracted. We passed an old oven. In its stone-lined pit, still red from old fires, lay a white object. I lifted it up. It was a huge piece of eggshell. If I could have found all the missing fragments and assembled them they would have made an egg about nine inches long and seven across. It was greyish-white in colour, perhaps because of its age, and spotted with pale sepia.

        
‘That's a moa egg. The moa has been extinct for less than a hundred years,’ lectured my companion as though from a professorial chair. He, like most Germans, had a strong inclination towards pedantry. ‘It was the biggest bird in existence, larger even than the ostrich. I say it 
was because we suppose that it no longer exists, although a few stray specimens may still be knocking about somewhere in the Middle Island. What wouldn't I give to find at least one such bird and offer it to the Berlin Zoo!’

        
‘That would certainly be a triumph for us!’ I said. ‘If we can, we'll go in search of it.’ My youthful naivete made everything seem possible, and scanty funds were never a hindrance to my plans. Obstacles in my path spurred me on rather than discouraged me.

        
‘Imagine us both in our glory, standing in the centre of Berlin, I on the right and you on the left, with our moa between us. All the scientists who for the last fifty years have fattened their reputations by studying microscopic molluscs, petrified mastodons, and other trivialities discovered in the outskirts of the city would be there. Many years ago they arbitrarily decided to include this bird among the extinct creatures. And here's how the crowd will be arranged.

        


        
Here, he said, pointing to his right, ‘will be the geologists, paleontologists, and all the other ologists. There,’ pointing to his left, ‘will stand the zoologists. There will be a general debate on the authenticity of the specimen, and on its existence. The zoologists will win and persuade everyone that the moa exists, and that it comes within their sphere of interest. They will call out …’

        
‘Beer!’ I interpolated.

        
‘Yes, beer first,’ continued my friend, adopting my suggestion as his own. ‘And after the beer, what? That Charles von Schaeffer has rendered extremely important services to humanity. Then I shall write four volumes about the moa, and each chapter will describe one little tiny part of its body. In time I will receive one hundred charters, nominating me an ordinary member of the most illustrious scientific societies. Finally, His Gracious Majesty, the King of Prussia, will deign to see the moa; then, casting a glance at the cover of my 
magnum opus, he will decorate the discoverer and author with the Order of the Black Eagle, fourth class, making me Karl Freiherr von Moa.’

        
‘And what shall I get for sacrificing thirty pounds—all my worldly possessions—to make the discovery possible? Not to mention the fact that I did all the running to catch the bird while you, as usual, sat comfortably criticizing my clumsiness.’

        
‘We'd have to think about you. You're a Pole, but I'm sure something could be arranged for you too.’

        
‘Thanks very much. You can be sure that even if I did manage to sprinkle some salt on a moa's tail and to catch it, I wouldn't send it to Berlin.’

        
We approached another Maori village. I entered it to buy some milk. My comrade lay on the grass and rested, as was his custom, while I attended to the chores. I lit a fire near a crystal spring, framed by fresh greenery. Our retreating army of two bivouacked here, trusting that the distance we had covered since that morning had put us beyond pursuit.

        
To celebrate our strategy, which I compared to the exploits of Xenophon, Moreau, and a certain general nearer our own times (Napoleon), I bought the aforementioned milk and heated a billy of water. When the water was bubbling and the milk hissing I uncorked the bottle of brandy—a last gift from my tender mistress—filled my nostrils with its fragrance, tasted it, licked my lips, and began to prepare a milk punch according to the best English recipe, which I had once cut out from a newspaper and carefully preserved. My crony, having finished frying his pancakes, watched my preparations—far



more closely than he had examined the geological formations of the landscape a little earlier.

        
The Maori girl's gift, now made up into punch, was speedily gulped down. And though my last souvenir of Tikera disappeared, the contentment which it gave remained.

        
A feeling of security, comfort, and boldness, infused by the punch, inclined me, for the first time since I had met Mr Schaeffer, to learn something of his past. In turn, it made him less secretive than usual.

        
In the colonies, even established friendships do not always permit such cross-examination. People may have known each other for years as Tom A. and John B. without showing any inquisitiveness about their respective pasts, so long as they behave themselves and pay their debts. The thin disguise of an assumed name may conceal a painful sore; an attempt to probe it often breaks a friendship for good. I shall never forget how after two years of daily contact my Australian partner asked me for my real name. I gave it to him. It was the one by which he had known me all along.

        
‘I know that's what you call yourself,’ he said, ‘but I'd like to know the name you had in the Old Country. Don't be embarrassed— I'll keep it to myself. In any case, you're too young to be an ex-convict. So what are you hesitating for?’

        
Despite all my assurances he would not believe that I did not have some other name which might have spelt trouble for me if I had revealed it. In such a suspicious world I had to act very cautiously to break silence.

        
Having told Mr Schaeffer of the motives which had brought me to this lonely place and made me prefer all the discomforts of Oceania to the abandoned luxuries of Europe, I asked him why he—a man of learning, polish, and good family—had come to the colonies. Was it only a lust for adventure?

        
‘Wanderlust seldom takes people away from their families, though it's true that most people have the germs of adventure in them. You'll find proof of that in the way boys read stories about Sinbad the Sailor or Robinson Crusoe, or in the nomadic life of primitive tribes. A primitive upbringing encourages the development of the flair for adventure and sends the young boy into the world as a wanderer. Each of us prepares for a journey to an unknown country with a kind of alarm. That feeling soon vanishes. Experience teaches us that imagined dangers are not so frightful as they seem to a stay-at-home, that human beings everywhere are more or less the same, that one can live, and amuse oneself, almost anywhere. Once we



have learnt that, why should we be afraid of travelling? On the contrary, we want to change the scenery more often … Yes,’ he added, his voice growing softer, ‘we have our roots, too. It is not easy to shift us from well-known surroundings. Once a man has been propelled from his rut, he will go on like a comet, at home in no place he goes to, living in himself and for himself, constantly rubbing against new objects but sticking to none—a hermit in a crowd, a refugee from his own memories, sighing for rest but disdaining it when it is available, sending his thoughts towards home in a vain hope that a friendly wind will carry them to the Old Country and let them hover over the graves and homesteads of the people he loves. Despite his homesickness he does not hurry to return. Indeed, he will shrug his shoulders if someone offers him the means to speed back. He is a wilful Wandering Jew, a willing exile, a beggar without cause, who has cut all his ties with the rest of the human species and runs headlong from his own people, the further the better.’

        
He made these remarks in a slow, soft voice, like an actor so living his part that he forgets his audience and seems to be betraying his most secret thoughts.

        
‘It takes a powerful shove to make one set out on that journey,’ he went on. ‘But you can go spinning on for ever, like a planet, if the initial impetus is sufficiently great and painful. The man who leaves his country because of unbearable political conditions, of bad blood or ill will in his own family, or a disappointment in love, practically never settles down. Though as a child he tasted the sweetness of family life and the protection of a guardian angel in his loving and forgiving mother, he rolls ceaselessly round the world. He does not long for his home. He does not value it, because it never taught him the qualities which a home should have.

        
There are other wanderers, the vagabonds by compulsion—emigrants driven from home by want and misery. These wander until they find a land of plenty. Then there are those who leave their home to escape the sword of justice. They have no desire to keep changing their place of habitation. As soon as the hue and cry has died down, they willingly stay put in a new place and build fresh relationships with their future victims, whom they disarm by their temporarily decent behaviour. The genuine wanderer is a man who constantly moves from one country to another for no obvious cause. He has been pushed into choosing this life through no fault of his own.’

        
‘What turned you into such a one?’

        
‘Many things. I had more than my share of adversities as a child. My parents died. My guardian led a nomadic life, and taught me to



do likewise. I had none of the brothers or sisters who, as you must know, contribute greatly to one's character. Without them a man is only partly formed—and weakened. Early rivalry with brothers prepares him for the serious competition of the world, and in taking care of his sisters he learns to be less selfish and less rough in his manner. Almost all the men who have made a success of their lives and served the world well have come from large families. Lack of domestic care and love as a child sent me astray, as so often happens. Nobody told me how to avoid pitfalls, and yet every time I fell into one I was chastised mercilessly. I began by hating the hand which punished me and went on by defying it until I was beyond redemption. My unusually sensitive mind early understood the wrong I had suffered and the way in which my heritage had been abused. Strangers benefited from it, while I was known as the most neglected among my young equals, and not just in appearance. This Spartan treatment was an inherent part of my education, and lowered me so much that I envied my playmates for each little trifle they had. The mere sight of their toys was torture to me. I ended by hating them—just as, later, I hated the whole world, to which I had hoped to escape from hatred and despotism. From that time on, I never missed a chance to hit out for myself as I had seen others hit out at me. Eventually the world's schooling cooled my hatred of mankind a little. Experience taught me how difficult it is to live without sympathy, that if one wants a helping hand one must be ready to lend a hand oneself. So I have swung between the poles, along constantly changing courses, in search of new places and new people … no man's friend, an unwanted citizen, neither wholly good nor wholly bad, amusing myself with sciences but never taking them seriously, wasting my time, and resenting the world for allowing me to do it. My past is a long, stained scroll of parchment. I can glimpse no light in the future.’

        
After this confession, he gazed for a long time at the flickering blue flames of the dying fire. Only once did he interrupt the prolonged silence with a complaint:

        
‘Why is it that destiny did not allow me to control my talents … why had I no mother?’

        
Then he hid his face in his hands to hide his bitter expression.

        
I saw this expression again on a number of occasions when, later, he had tried my friendship and patience so greatly that I had finally rejected him and made him my enemy.

        
Later on I was forced to recognize that he was an incorrigible



egoist who laughed at the most sacred sentiments, who crushed other people without a second thought, as a child destroys his playthings. Yet even as I was compelled to act against him or to curb him I did it with a trace of the sympathy which was born that evening. An orphan from the cradle, who used his great talents to the detriment of others, who did not know how to love or respect anybody, he was less guilty than those who had made him what he was. Nobody had taught him by example. He had simply been subjected to dry moralizing and punishments, designed to teach him that love was the holiest duty in this life. Nobody loved him or let him experience the sweetness of love. He had no mother, no brothers, no sisters to show him family love. He did not understand its nature. He did not cling to anybody, and no one clung to this selfish man who polluted everything he touched. Nonetheless, he was not responsible so much as those who had turned him into an egoist.
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Chapter X
          
The Pakehas meet a Collector of curios and learn how to work in the colonies
        

        

The following day we had to decide where to go next. From the hints of our Maori hosts we guessed that Taranaki was not very peaceful, the tribes there hastening to join the rebellion even more eagerly than their brothers on our side of the Island. We could not reach New Plymouth and the white settlements around it without crossing Maori land unless we took the long route through Napier, the capital of the Hawke's Bay province, and from there by steamer. This was a proposition we could not even consider. It was quite beyond our financial means.

        
My advice was to make a detour to the flat and fertile province of Hawke's Bay, closely settled by Scottish farmers and still calm. We could earn some extra money there. My companion was dead against this plan.

        
‘How can you think about earning money when we're within three days' march of the most spectacular volcano on this Island, and hardly half a day from one of the most interesting lakes in the world?’

        
‘Remember that we haven't much money. The mountains and lakes won't fade away if we don't see them directly. Such a trip could cost a lot. We can't afford it. Even in New Zealand it's not easy to live without money.’

        
‘We won't find much in Hawke's Bay. You know very well that I must be in New Plymouth on the day the European mail arrives there. I'll be in a position then to pay back what I owe you and sail away to Europe.’

        
‘Do we have to idle away our time until you receive your money?’

        
‘I don't call admiring the wonders of Nature idling, particularly when they're actually on our way.’

        
‘But what happens if the money you are expecting doesn't materialize?’

        
‘It will. My high and mighty friends send it regularly enough, even if they do it contemptuously, like giving alms every Friday.’

        


        
‘Suppose it fails to reach you?’

        
‘In that case I'll have to find a job.’

        
‘We may not be able to find a job later on. It seems reckless to fritter time while you wait for your remittance.’

        
‘And your ideas seem incredibly greedy to me. No doubt you'd argue that one has to make a modest start, that even a few wretched pounds may be the first feathers to line a comfortable colonial nest. It's true enough that many men have begun to accumulate their snug fortunes in that way, but it's not my way. I took myself to the New World thinking by that single gesture to win my independence from the people on whom I depend. I tried all kinds of speculations, but eventually came to the conclusion that the colonials are craftier than us new chums. My business losses convinced me that I'd be better off at Home.’

        
‘What would you do supposing you learnt about some risky venture which promised enormous returns before you left for Home?’

        
‘I'd plunge right into it and stake all my possessions all over again. I know of plenty of nobodies who became men of substance overnight, simply because they forgot their scruples. I'd do the same. I'd disregard minor ethical principles and make my swoop. It's an operation which seems to come easily to people in this country. I've only been losing because of my stupid scruples.’

        
‘I can see you're thoroughly imbued with the spirit of the lower classes of local society. You stick to it …. It might come in handy one day,’ I said ironically.

        
‘Sooner or later it will spread across the ocean. My colonial schooling will be pretty helpful.’ My friend spoke as if he foresaw a day when the New World's shameless pursuit of money at any cost would extend to Europe.

        
The outcome of our discussion was a resolution to cross the so-called New Zealand Iceland, where the natives were still behaving themselves, to find temporary work in Wellington, if that was possible, and sail from there to New Plymouth. We would thus avoid the stormy regions along the upper Wanganui River and in North Taranaki.

        
We needed a guide for the journey through the volcanic centre of the Island. We met a young Maori who advised us to go to the Mission at Temu, by Lake Tarawera. A guide who often worked for the English and knew their language lived there. We would find him in the mission shop which was owned by an old man who had been there for many years. We found the little shop next to a picturesque chapel and a neat looking rectory, and in it we discovered the old



shopkeeper. He collected Maori curios, especially dried and smoked human heads. The natives used to preserve the heads of their vanquished enemies, rather as the Red Indians preserve scalps. These had formerly been the objects of an extensive trade. In Sydney, and even England, collectors of such horrors apparently abounded. A few relics still lay on shelves behind the counter, cheek by jowl with family Bibles and household goods such as cheese and butter. When we entered the shop the old man was dusting the heads with obvious delight. Their coppery hue had acquired a true metallic sheen and their dreadful teeth glared at us as though they were coated with silver.

        
‘Good morning,’ said my friend to the shopkeeper.

        
‘Good morning. I'll be with you in a moment, just a moment. I have to clean up Taraio, He deserves it, for he was a great chief in his lifetime. Who would ever have thought,’ he went on, soliloquizing like Hamlet over Yorick's skull, ‘that one day he would end up on my shelf? Once he gave orders for me to be thrown into an oven, and I would surely have roasted there and been eaten up too if another tribe had not attacked him and saved me. Three days later I smoked his head. But I respect him, I do really. I have had him in store for the last twenty years because of the high price I've put on him. He was a great chief, so his head is expensive. He was the first to introduce firearms to this part of the Island, murdering and plundering right up to the day he was treacherously killed. His kainga housed the most savage tribe in the whole Island.’

        
‘Did he live here?’ I asked.

        
‘No, in a village on the far side of the lake, where you can see the tall white fence of another mission. He had a famous fortress there, surrounded by a twenty-foot high palisade and a deep ditch. Since he died there's been no need for defences like those. The pacified local tribes no longer fight. They seldom declare war, and when they do it's always as the pakeha's allies.’

        
‘How has that come about?’

        
‘It's the Reverend MacCulloch's doing. From the very day he settled here the native's altered their ways entirely. It has been a slow business, but progress is clear. Today, our villages contain blacksmiths, carpenters, even shipwrights, who go to Auckland to make their living. As soon as the minister explained to them that earning money from the white people was better than fighting them, the Maoris began to act as he advised. Until that day the pakehas had kept bothering them with the new religion, and deceiving them too, which was why the killings of white people continued.’

        


        
‘So the damnable love of money, as Virgil called it,’ I remarked to my friend, ‘if it's sensibly directed, can act as a greater incentive to work than sermons and parables.’

        
‘I've known that for years,’ retorted my materialist companion.

        
The shopkeeper ignored our interruptions and talked on, meanwhile combing and plaiting the long black locks of the deceased Taraio.

        
‘The Reverend MacCulloch is a good neighbour and a wise man. If only he'd stop getting at me for my trade in smoked heads I'd have no quarrel with him. He almost ruined my business during our early acquaintance. The converted Maoris would no longer supply me with fresh merchandise. But I'd managed to store enough before they were converted to last for a while. Don't be surprised that my prices are ten times what they were ten years ago: it's because I've received no fresh supplies for so long. These goods improve in quality like old wine.’

        
‘How much do you want for Taraio?’

        
‘Twenty-five pounds for such a brave chief. Even the minister is interested in this head, and has stopped pestering me to give it a decent Christian burial.’

        
‘How long has your minister been here?’

        
‘Almost as long as I have. He's a clever man all right, sir. He's never bothered the Maoris with demands for a contribution towards the upkeep of his church. He had a bit of money on his own and could manage without their help. He even made them gifts. Now they'd give him everything they have but he doesn't need it. He's broken in large tracts of farmland and has plenty of livestock. He certainly knew how to civilize these savages. He left the old people alone, and didn't preach against their immoral customs. He even bought their goodwill with presents. He persuaded the young people to visit him and taught them to appreciate a well-cooked meal and comfortable clothes. He showed them how to use various European chattels and above all how to earn money and obtain such things for themselves. The younger generation did not stay lazy like their fathers. Even the chief's son went to school in Auckland and now serves on a whaler. I've heard that his ship is back in Auckland and that he'll soon be home. The whole village eagerly awaits his arrival. You see the old chief has died and the people don't want to elect a new one from some other family. The last surviving descendant of the ancient chiefs is our Te Ti.’

        
‘Te Ti?’ I exclaimed.

        
‘Yes, George Te Ti. Do you know him, sir?’

        


        
‘I have heard of him. I met someone who knew him.’

        
‘A man Williams, by any chance? That was a damnable business. Te Ti made up his mind to have a half-caste girl for his wife. He wasted his time dangling after her, following her across the mountains. At last, in despair, he went to sea.’

        
Preferring to change the subject, I asked: ‘May I see the minister?’

        
‘No, he left yesterday to take his daughter and her husband to Wellington. If you follow the mountain road you may catch up with him. He's travelling by bullock cart which is a slow business.’

        
‘We want to cross the mountains, and we're making for Wellington. This route is apparently still safe. The road to New Plymouth is menaced by the rebels.’

        
‘Yes, indeed …’ and he suddenly stopped. He had finished smartening up Taraio. ‘Well, isn't he pretty?’ he asked. He shoved the grinning parchment-like skull under my nose. It stared at me from black, cavernous eye sockets. I pushed away the horrid atrocity, which he no doubt hoped to sell me because I had asked its price.

        
‘Don't be so uncivil to Taraio,’ reprimanded the shopkeeper. ‘If you intend to go by the mountain road you'll have his best friend as your guide.’

        
‘How's that?’

        
‘The one who cut off his head and sold it to me, old Tamimana. In the old days he delivered heads to my museum. In these changed times he supplies me with volcanic rocks and strangely shaped shells. See, he gathers all these with his own hands…. Won't you buy something?’

        
‘No thanks. We haven't enough money to waste any on your curios. We dropped in to buy biscuits, sugar, and tea for our journey, and to ask about the guide. We were told we should find him in your shop.’

        
‘That's right. Go to sleep,’ (these last words were addressed to the head of Taraio) ‘there's still no buyer for you.’ He sighed. ‘I don't understand the change in the tourists’ tastes. Twenty years ago I never had enough heads to satisfy the demand, though the Maoris cheerfully killed each other to support my blossoming trade. Now these heads clutter up my shelves for ten years and no one pays any attention to them. The young generation is only interested in rocks and shells.’

        
It was quite a job to move the old rattle to fetch the guide. When at last we succeeded we hired the former agent for the trade in human heads to lead us through the most romantic part of the country. The agreed fee of two pounds was also to cover the fish and meat he



would procure with his flshing rod and rifle during our journey. Considering that we would be five or six days on the road we made not a bad bargain. We had in one person and for one fee both a guide and a provider of food.

        
To clinch the deal in proper form we bought some liquor from the trader in human heads, who sold it to us only on condition that we kept quiet about it.

        
‘If the minister knew I stocked brandy he would incite the Maoris to expel me for good. I only sell it to my friends, and never more than a glass apiece. They're all total abstainers in our kainga except for old Tamimana who is an incurable drunkard. I keep liquor for him, and for the sick.’

        
‘Don't you get bored living in this isolated place among a lot of temperance fanatics?’

        
‘No, sir. I've got used to them and look on them as my children. What is there in the world for me to miss?’

        
‘I've been told that you have a tidy pile of money tucked away. Wouldn't you like to see the outside world and spend some of it?’

        
‘The world ruined me once, before I came here, and I don't care a rap for it. Generally speaking, only those who have experienced nothing but dirt and squalor in so-called civilized countries complain about the lack of comfort here, like the Irish and Germans who at home lived on potatoes and now fulminate against colonial cooking. A man who's seen a great deal of the world and enjoyed himself in society can easily bear isolation and discomfort. When he remembers that he chose them for himself, he won't grumble.’

        
The strange hermit, playing the role of a latter-day Diogenes, wished to keep us longer, but Tamimana reminded us that we must move on if we were to cross the lake that night. Having parted from the old shopkeeper, we got into a bark canoe which our guide speedily propelled forward. We had to be very circumspect in our movements for fear of upsetting the balance of the boat. An hour's journey brought us to the far side of the lake where we landed in the region known as the Iceland of New Zealand.

        
A full account of all the curiosities found in this part of the Island would take up too much of my story. The main features of Iceland and Yellowstone are repeated here, often on as grandiose a scale. Moreover they are all crowded into a small area. From Lake Tarawera to lofty Mount Tongariro is a distance of no more than seventy English miles. In this small region are to be found the local versions of Vesuvius with its adjoining Somma, the domes of Auvergne's extinct volcanoes, the pointed summits of the Andes, and Icelandic



or North American geysers. Far from being just miniature replicas of American or European wonders, these are their full-sized copies, scattered about in a limited space as though Nature wished to create a geological museum under these glorious skies and among this tropical vegetation. The two factors combine to make a visit to this natural exhibition exceedingly pleasant. Here are basalt formations so recent that they cover Maori villages. Water changes their composition into soft clay. A river flowing through Lake Taupo, the source of the superb Waikato, fills it with pumice and lumps of lava from nearby volcanic slopes. Soon the river will fill it entirely, changing the lake into land. Boiling geysers erupt by the lake shores. Their steaming floods pour into its cold waters, so that Maoris and tourists alike may enjoy cold or warm baths, and even do their cooking within an area of no more than two acres. These boiling waters are saturated with silica. They cover anything immersed in them with fine stalactites and leave a rippled snow-white surface on the lake bottom. Maori canoes often vanish in this steamy water, too hot for human hands to touch. Paths between the lakes lead through a countryside where each rift emits steam, which emerges from beneath the earth's surface with a noise like a steam engine. The white-capped, awe-inspiring giant Ruapehu broods over these wonders with all the earnestness befitting the highest peak of the North Island. It is ten thousand feet in height, and shares its guardianship with the almost equally lofty Tongariro, which spouts a smoky fountain into the blue sky and serves as a signpost to lost travellers.

        
We often sat near boiling geysers, which were so cooled by the fresh lake waters that the young Maoris were able to swim and splash about in them. There we listened to our old guide's stories of precolonial days. Tamimana also had passed through the common Maori school of sea service, and had spent many years aboard a whaler. The Maoris' strength and boldness were valued so highly by American and Australian skippers that during the whale oil boom, before the discovery of the North American oilfields knocked the bottom out of the market, half their crews were recruited on the North Island. Thus many Maoris acquired the white man's habits, learnt to speak English, and—unfortunately—adopted the ugliest European vices. Consequently, it is hard to find a sober man amongst these former seamen, but easy to meet one who understands English.

        
Our guide's stories often referred to native customs which were already dying out. We questioned him painstakingly about these. Our acquaintance with the Maoris had given us little notion of cannibalism, of tapu, by which certain objects were made sacred with the touch



of a chief's hands, of the drying of human heads as trophies for sale to English tourists (who carried them away as tangible proof of their stay in New Zealand), of polygamy, of the atrocious custom whereby women smothered their new-born infants so that they would be unencumbered in their work or during frequent flights from an enemy, of maiming one's own body in grief at the death of a loved one, of killing the widows at the graves of their warrior husbands, even of tattooing. The cruelties of primitive life had either disappeared for good, or had, as it were, gone underground. More edifying practices, the poetic recitation of ancestral deeds, greeting by pressing noses, the rhythmic and plaintive narrations of injuries suffered since the last meeting, were retained, but only under special conditions. Occasionally, however, when the Maoris were strongly roused, their remaining savage instincts would rise to the surface in brutal excess. They would cut off the head of the bravest enemy killed in a skirmish, or tear out his heart and share it among the warriors of the tribe so that all might inherit the dead man's valour. Since only a few such cases were proved during my sojourn in the North Island, we may assume that the majority of the Maoris are averse to these relics of the past. Moreover, most were committed by members of a fanatical religious movement known as ‘Hau Hau’. Sentimentalists who persist in complaining about the pernicious influence exerted by the European settlers on primitive peoples would do well to remember that the worst vices which the Europeans introduce do not in the least compare with the horrors to which even such a noble people as the Maoris shamelessly adhered. It was the living example of the Caucasian race which showed them how revolting these were. The drunkenness and debauchery of today are but minor defects by comparison with those of the past.

        
The sixth day after hiring our guide we released him from our service. In another day he would leave us on the surfaced road which led to Wellington through relatively calm country. According to our calculations, we had by-passed the place where Tikera's father probably lived, and were now approaching the country populated by rich white sheepfarmers, amongst whom I hoped to restore my impaired finances. Except for the draft in New Plymouth we had very little money left.

        
Fish we got free from the streams. Our meat diet, also free, consisted of small Maori hens, a sort of partridge which could not fly or even run fast, and wild pigs. Potatoes and other local vegetables we bought for next to nothing. But there are a thousand and one ways of spending money while travelling. It vanishes from one's



pockets like quicksilver through a sieve. My travels have taught me that even in the middle of Equatorial Africa, where shells are used as currency, or in the deserts of Central Australia, inhabited only by kangaroos, one's money is constantly diminished by the natural law according to which it must pass from one person to another.

        
We struck camp near the source of a south-flowing river. The gigantic black chain of Tongariro with its spurs of sky-blue mountains lay between us and the north, climbing heavenwards and throwing long shadows on to the eastern valleys, while the higher slopes still gleamed in the rays of the setting sun, which before it vanishes lit up the forests and mountain peaks with orange and crimson flames. To the right of our bivouac the rocks rose in such complicated piles that it was difficult to believe that they were natural, the result of mighty earth movements. We were surrounded by brown Gothic cathedrals with bolder arches than those of the Middle Ages, geometrically perfect grey pyramids, rust coloured domes, and lumps of livid lava twisted in strange shapes like huge stony flowers. Here and there above this basalt garden rose a bunchy fir tree, bearded and moustachioed with moss, like a solemn sentinel guarding a stately mansion.

        
We made camp in a meadow strewn with broken basalt columns and watered by a brook which flowed rapidly from the dark blue and rusty rocks. Light green grasses, long, but so scattered that their strands looked like embroidery against the dark background of the brown stones, grew on this plain.

        
According to our guide a white spirit lived here. All the monsters of the coloured races have our complexion, and their satans are also pale-faced. This spirit carried away any Maoris who strayed into its domain. Once upon a time some warrior had sanctified the spot by his tapu; that is, he had made it sacrosanct. The ghost would seize every passer-by who encroached on this inviolate ground. The curse endured until a direct descendant of the great chief removed the tapu from the enchanted grove.

        
By the time our guide had finished his fairy tale, dark night had fallen. The fire was dying out for lack of fuel. In the deep sky a procession of stars twinkled wanly, for there was no moon. Profound darkness embraced us all. Wrapped in its cloak we listened to the Maori's story with that pleasant feeling of dread which always seizes even sceptical minds when they hear a ghostly tale in a ghostly hour.

        
Suddenly a tall white figure stood before us. This spirit, or man, wore a coat reaching to his knees, a hat wrapped in a long white scarf, and long white hair. In short, he was white all over. Our guide fell



to the ground with a fearful moan. The apparition alarmed us too. We felt as though an electric current had passed through our bodies.

        
‘You were so engrossed in your story that an enemy detachment might have approached within two paces of your camp without your knowing it,’ cried the spirit gaily in excellent English.

        
Guessing that we had met a European traveller and not a goblin left here by the Maoris we added some wood to the fire and in its faint light saw a frail old man in a long linen smock of clerical cut.

        
Our guide announced that this was the Reverend Mr MacCulloch.

        
‘We are very glad to meet you, sir,’ said my companion.

        
‘We have been camping here for the last two days because our bullocks are lost in this rough country and we can't find their tracks,’ said our visitor.

        
‘Will you sup with us?’ we asked. ‘You must be tired and hungry after searching for your beasts all day.’

        
‘I am. Thanks for the invitation.’ So saying, the old man fell to without standing on ceremony. Judging by his initial vigour, his advanced age had deprived him of none of his skill at gnawing hard biscuits or munching fish, and a long stay in the colonies had made him forget the silly European habit of restraining one's appetite when invited to share a meal with others.

        
His trouble was an everyday occurrence in colonial life. Goods and families are transported by bullock cart, often on very poor roads, or, more often still, without them. One has continually to come to a halt and fell trees or shift fallen trunks or boulders before the cart can proceed. Thus one covers two or three Polish miles in a day, and passengers and beasts alike are worn out. The crafty bullocks take their own reward for their hard work by periodically escaping and they so confuse their tracks that often twenty-four hours elapse before they are recovered. Sometimes they cross a wide river or move to places where large herds have previously grazed. Their tracks, normally a printed book on the grass or sand easily deciphered by the natives, frequently become illegible, and whole weeks may be spent in fruitless search. Sometimes a cart thus rendered useless is abandoned in the middle of nowhere until its owner can buy or borrow a team.

        
Mr MacCulloch, a Scot by origin, speech, and sense of humour, was undergoing this trial for perhaps the one hundredth time in his life. He treated the matter lightly, although it had already taken him eight days to cover a distance from the mission which was usually a three days' march.

        
Our guide, an old friend of the minister, clearly showed the 
attach-



ment he felt for him. We concluded that the old man, who had lived in New Zealand for thirty years, knew how to win the confidence of the natives, despite his thundering strictures against their trade in smoked heads.

        
‘I envy you your exceptional friendship with the Maoris,’ I said to him.

        
‘Indeed, it is a blessing of God. Providence has taken care of me in every way since I came to New Zealand. The tribes round our mission formally accepted my teachings, and their moral way of life proves their real understanding. My farmstock has multiplied like the herds of Jacob. I have brought up a healthy and numerous family. We suffered some misfortunes of course, but these are all forgotten. The human mind retains the bright pictures much longer than the dark ones. Once our house was burnt down. For some years we had to keep our boat in readiness for a flight across the lake; and once we had to abandon the settlement for several years while the Maoris, dazzled by the acquisition of their first firearms, amused themselves by exterminating their brothers—diminishing further their already small numbers, striking friend and foe alike, and indulging in their horrible orgies. All this is over. We are alive and well, and though there is still occasional blood-letting in the North Island, I don't doubt that in the end order and prosperity will prevail. Our part of the Island has not been affected by the war. In our secluded spot everything is calm and peaceful. Pakehas sit at the same table as Maoris, Catholics and Protestants alike.’

        
O poor virtuous man. Did you have any inkling of your own end when you painted this blissful picture of conditions in the Island?

        
‘Our most serious calamities nowadays,’ he added, ‘are of the kind which has kept me here for the last two days. I've succeeded in improving the Maoris but I've failed with the bullocks. This time, it's more than usually irritating because I am taking my newly-wed daughter and son-in-law to Wanganui. She recently returned from college in Sydney, and he came straight from his well-to-do Scots home. His ardent faith brought him here as a missionary. They met on the steamer between Sydney and Auckland. After a short courtship they married, and this is their honeymoon. It's somewhat trying for these delicate and rather fastidious people to have to spend it on a rough cart in the middle of a wilderness. Yet perhaps this initial inconvenience will do them good. They are on the eve of sailing to the Pacific islands where they intend to live the rest of their lives in extremely primitive surroundings.’

        
This brief account summarized whole volumes of the strange



destinies and lives endured by many an expatriate family, often cultured and well-to-do. Such people, thanks to their Anglo-Saxon inclinations to colonize and their firm intention of improving their lot, live under the harshest and most alien conditions. I have myself met a son of Charles Dickens, who was rearing flocks of sheep in Australia.

        
Before we went to sleep I agreed to help the old missionary search for his bullocks, and volunteered also to take charge of the cart in which the young couple were travelling, in place of the drover, who had proved a no-good, lazy drunkard, and who, moreover, as the old man put it, ‘swore even more than the average colonial drover’. The missionary himself drove the first cart, which made my job easy, for the bullocks of the rear team followed the team in front. He would pay me four pounds for the two days' service, and a bonus for each day wasted in looking for the beasts. My companion was allowed to stay with us, which I did not consider any great favour since colonial drovers will ask any vagabond to accompany them, if only for his company at the night fire. It is difficult to pass by such a fire or to follow a bullock train creaking slowly through the forest without receiving a kind invitation to a ‘hunk of cake and a mug of tea’. Often one has to humour the drover by staying with him until the end of his journey.

        
The next day our old Maori friend found the lost bullocks with no trouble at all. We drove them to the missionary's encampment and harnessed all the animals to the wagons. From the first I discovered that there was more to controlling a team of bullocks than I had supposed. To begin with I had to learn their names, and I diligently wrote them down on a scrap of paper. Then I gently asked them to stand in two rows beside a hastily constructed fence. This fence kept them in line on one side; the son-in-law stood on the other and cracked a long whip to persuade them to stay in their places. Dressing them in heavy wooden yokes and cumbersome iron hoops, the main items of their harness, was even more difficult. Every time the iron ring slipped off the neck of the bullock I was holding by the horn, he thought I was unharnessing him. Jerking the horn from my hand, he would gracefully kick out and gallop away, an action immediately imitated by the rest of the team. I had moreover to beware of their hind hooves, for they kicked without the least warning, and unerrirgly caught me in the chest or the stomach. Once they were harnessed, I mixed up their names and calls; and I had no idea how to use the long whip, with which a really good drover can draw blood even from the lead pair as he walks along beside the cart. The intelligent



animals paid no more attention to my strokes than if they had been fly stings. I had to run up and down prodding the lazy creatures—Jazy they most certainly were—and whipping them constantly. If it had a beneficial effect on the bullocks it had a detrimental effect on me. Before they had travelled a mile I had covered three. I was not surprised to hear that drovers were paid two or three pounds a week for this work, nor that my predecessor had cursed so frightfully.

        
I had learnt in conversation with him that it was chiefly on account of the young lady's complaints that he had been dismissed. The old man had promised him a five pounds bonus if the pious young people reached Wanganui safely without too great an exposure to his blasphemous exhortations. Everything went smoothly through the passes of Mount Tongariro until the moment when one of the carts stuck fast in a swamp near the basalt city which I have already described. In vain did they harness both teams to the carts. Ten pairs of bullocks had not the least intention of shifting it. The missionary, his son-in-law, the young lady, and the drover wore out two whips, a bundle of sticks, and their polite vocabulary—to no purpose at all. At last, the drover lost patience, doffed his hat, scratched his head, and gently asked:

        
‘Ma'am, if you'll only let me tell these devilish bullocks to go to … hell this very minute, they will start like a shot.’

        
‘But, John,’ explained the virtuous young person, ‘how can you bear to use such unholy expressions?’

        
‘If I'm not allowed to tell these buggers what I think of them, you can do the job yourself. Here's my whip—you can drive the bullocks without me!’

        
The outcome of this scene was his dismissal. His sceptre, the whip, fell to me, with untoward consequences. It got entangled in my hands and smacked my eyes every time I aimed it at the wretched animals. Soon I was cursing them myself. The minister forgave my lack of delicacy, partly from understanding my difficulties, and partly because he couldn't catch up with the dismissed drover to dismiss his dismissal and persuade him to take up his old post to which I had so inadequately succeeded.

        
Even the missionary did not always behave like a proper clergyman in the presence of his well brought up daughter. Although he did not swear or use unparliamentary language, he often fumed mightily, shouted at the bullocks, and struck them as hard as his declining vigour would allow. Anyone who feels inclined to blame him should try driving five pairs of these awkward animals on a bad road.

        


        
Following the old man's lead I covered more than three-quarters of the distance, assisted by the German, the son-in-law, and even sometimes by the pretty young lady herself. The minister and my friend and I slept in the leading cart, leaving the second to serve as a marital bed for the young couple. The carts were empty. On their return journey they would be loaded with supplies for the mission. By then the newly-weds would have embarked on a small sailing boat for Wellington, where the mission bark 
Williams was waiting to take them to the Pacific islands.

        
On the fourth day we met with an accident. One wheel of my poorly driven cart slid into a pot-hole, so clumsily that the cart tipped upside down, and its three passengers found themselves trapped. They were not much hurt to judge from their lusty shouts, but they were as closely confined as in a coffin. The heavy superstructure was six feet wide, eleven long, and two in height—luckily enough, for there was thus room for all of them.

        
My companion, who sometimes took the old missionary's place as drover to allow him to travel with his children, was partly responsible for the mishap, for he had allowed his team to move too near the pot-hole. He was able to pass it, but I did not have the strength to prevent my team from following the preceding vehicle or to make them avoid the dangerous spot. My foolish attempts to draw the bullocks back from the hole merely drove them closer to it. At the precise moment when Charles turned to me to boast over his cleverness in missing the hole, my vehicle began to tilt. A resounding crash followed, and then profound silence. I spun round and saw two enormous wheels projecting above the cart and the bullocks beside it, as motionless as if they had been struck by lightning. The holy family quite disappeared. We rushed to the upturned wagon and endeavoured to lift it with our bare hands—to no avail. St Christopher himself could not have lifted that contraption of solid deal boards and heavy iron. Charles was soon out of breath. He sat down beside the cart rubbing his forehead in dumb despair. I, no less crestfallen, walked aimlessly round the hole, quite unable to utter a word. Suddenly a well-known voice shouted through a chink between the cart and the ground:

        
‘Go and fetch the chain belonging to the harness on the first cart and set the bullocks free. Hurry, otherwise we'll be smothered!’

        
I set about the task nervously. The control of so many pairs of bullocks was a new problem to me. My companion was no help at all. As soon as he tried to assist me, a bullock kicked him so soundly



that to the end of the battle he had to stay in sick-quarters. That is, he sat on a rock and groaned.

        
I unharnessed the bullocks and detached the chains linking their yokes. These were so heavy that I could carry only two of them at a time to the wrecked wagon. At last I had deposited all four on its body.

        
‘Join two of them together and attach them to the right wheel and the other pair to the left,’ said the voice from under the cart when I reported what I had done.

        
‘Everything is ready, sir!’ I shouted, after I had joined the chains as well as I could.

        
‘Unharness the bullocks!’

        
‘Is that you, Mr MacCulloch?’

        
‘Yes,’

        
‘Are you all alive?’

        
‘Yes, we are all alive, though bruised no end. My daughter may be more seriously injured. She has fainted. There's not much room in here, and we're stifling. Unharness the bullocks!’

        
‘What for?’

        
‘Oh go to …’ he stopped suddenly. ‘Don't you see, you fool, that if the bullocks moved, the cart would crush us to death?’

        
I unharnessed the team in an instant by removing an iron ring on which the shafts rested and to which a chain was attached to the leading pair.

        
‘The bullocks are free, sir.’

        
‘Is everything firmly fixed?’

        
‘I think so.’

        
‘Take the bundle of ropes from the first cart. If you lift this cart and something goes wrong it will make an omelette out of us. Fasten the chains to the wheels with the ropes and strengthen the hooks with them too.’

        
My experience at sea, where one is for ever tying or untying knots, made this an easy task. I fixed everything so well that even a thousand bullocks could not have upset my handiwork.

        
‘Have you finished?’ queried the voice, sounding like the Judgment trump.

        
‘I have.’

        
‘Have you done the job properly? If anything broke, there'd be three squashed bodies for the coroner to inspect. Check everything again …. Why are you so slow, you donkey? We'll soon suffocate …’

        
‘Everything's all right.’

        


        
‘Take the four leading pairs of bullocks and harness them to the chains on the wheels.’

        
This job was not so easy. The stubborn and stupid beasts tangled the chains, or would move just as I strengthened the hooks, undoing all my work. At last I tied a Gordian knot which held them still.

        
‘Hurry up before it's too late! My daughter has regained consciousness. There's nothing wrong with her, but she may faint again in this foul air if you don't move more speedily.’

        
‘My dear sir, have patience. My hands are all swollen from the chains.’

        
“Blast your hands! Where's the Dutchman?” (He meant the German.) ‘Why doesn't he help you?’

        
‘A bullock kicked him. He's lying on the ground groaning.’

        
‘He's a yellow so-and-so! May he go to …’ he stopped as though changing his mind and started again: ‘Put the bullocks in two straight lines, hit them one and all with your whip and shout “Whoa!” all the time, to make them stand still in spite of your whipping.’

        
I walloped them and shouted until I almost went out of my mind.

        
‘I've beaten them black and blue, sir.’

        
‘Are they standing straight?’

        
‘As straight as candles.’

        
“Whip them again: call each of them by their name: and then shout “Woop!” to make them go.”

        
Taking out the scrap of paper on which I had written the names of my bullocks and moving my finger down the list, I thundered out all eight names, starting with Baldy and ending with Shorty. Then I shouted ‘Woop!’ The make-do chain straightened a little, but the cart did not budge, for bullocks which pull well on a hard track are doubtful when it comes to struggling across the road on the grass.

        
‘They don't want to pull.’

        
‘I'd wallop you with a whip if I could! Yell and hit them, and then shout “Woop!”’

        
‘Upon my word sir, I've exhausted all my strength and my decent vocabulary.’

        
‘Forget the decencies. Come and listen carefully and then repeat what I tell you to the bullocks—but with enough force to make the mountains tremble!’

        
And he poured into my ear a litany of fanciful imprecations, learnt word for word from the dismissed drover.

        
‘That's the only language these beasts understand,’ said the voice from beneath the cart as he finished reciting these choice expressions,



thus excusing his immodesty. ‘It seems that nothing else will free us alive from this predicament.’

        
I roared out the lesson passed on to us by their first master. The bullocks shook at my new command. Chain links had begun to tauten and screech even before I raised my whip. At my call of ‘Woop!’ they jumped headlong and lifted the cart a good few feet. I propped it up with a chock I had ready but it was unnecessary. The trapped family slipped from beneath it with the speed of lightning. Even the young lady did not swoon again until she was some distance from the cart, which slowly turned right way up.

        
Apart from scratches and bruises they were uninjured. We had attended to the damage and were once more ready to depart when we were surprised by a rider some fifty years old.

        
‘Have you had an accident?’ he asked.

        
‘One can't avoid them,’ said the missionary, gently. ‘And it was really my fault, because I left my post. But thanks be to the Lord, we escaped almost unruffled.’

        
‘Oh, it's the Reverend MacCulloch! Greetings!’

        
‘Well, Mr Williams!’ they all exclaimed, civilly enough, but without any enthusiasm. Their tone reminded me of the way one greets a bothersome creditor.

        
They all shook his hand however. Mr Williams inquired about the cause of the accident and its consequences. I gave him a full account, but when I came to repeating the actual words which had made the bullocks move, the missionary blushed like a young girl. I understood the blushes, and somewhat modified the litany. Williams guessed what I had suppressed and laughed heartily.

        
‘My dear sir, when the time comes to marry off my daughter I will ask you to officiate at the ceremony—and I'll pay you a double fee, even if we have a hundred other clergymen in the neighbourhood. We settlers like a clergyman who knows how to master the bullocks in language they understand.’

        
‘This is a stupid fellow,’ muttered the missionary in my ear. ‘His whole life has been a long string of scandals. It is hard to shake him off, because he enjoys a good reputation as a businessman, and is the oldest settler in the district. Despite his uncouth appearance, he could buy up many well-to-do merchants.’

        
Out of sheer consideration to the missionary, who did not want me to tell Mr Williams his borrowed apostrophe to the bullocks, I shall not repeat the words to my gentle readers. My erstwhile companion can no longer remember them, and the silent forest will not betray the secret.
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Chapter XI
          
Friends may meet: but mountains never greet
        

        

To judge by his appearance, our new acquaintance was no ordinary settler. To begin with, Nature had made him conspicuous by marking him with smallpox and depriving him of one eye. Then he had an orange thatch of hair, and a thick beard of the same brilliant colour which he shaved only on his upper lip. The rusty bristles, framing his purple nose and weatherbeaten cheeks, stuck straight out, as if some mysterious force was driving them away from his pock-marked countenance. Each time he doffed his hat, Mr Williams's head resembled the pictures of the beaming sun which are commonly found in farmers' almanacs. Let me complete his portrait by saying that he was bandylegged, that his right shoulder was considerably higher than his left, and that he was extraordinarily tall. Nature had not been a generous mother to him. She even begrudged the poor fellow a passable set of teeth and had allowed him only a few blackened stumps. To compensate for all these shortcomings, she had conferred on him a nose and chin longer than is usual among the Anglo-Saxons, which converged as though they longed to embrace.

        
As for his attire, I shall mention only that he sported a red handkerchief below his unshaven chin, that leather gaiters encompassed his long legs to well above the knees as if to accentuate their striking resemblance to bean-poles, and that his shoes were broader than those usually worn by his narrow-headed countrymen.

        
The unpleasant first impression which the newcomer made on me was not moderated by a few hours spent in his company. As he rode along with us he treated the whole company to ambiguous remarks about the young couple, unkind allusions to the missionary's adventures that morning, and jokes at my expense as a tyro driver. Yet when we stopped for a midday rest he slapped me heartily on the back and admitted that for a recent settler I had done quite well in my novel capacity. I concluded from further conversation that this gentleman and all the other local farmers whose homesteads were now beginning to speckle the countryside badly needed farmhands. He himself lived near the upper Wanganui River, where he farmed



pigs. He had more land, on which he grew only wheat, close to the Wanganui township, in a region inhabited exclusively by pakehas.

        
The growing discontent caused by the new law of confiscation amongst their Maori neighbours, who were so excited by the news of the war that they openly displayed their sympathies, was encouraging the more isolated farmers to be ready to leave their land at the first rumours of armed attacks. It was no new experience for them to abandon their homesteads and arable land, and find on their return a heap of ashes, broken fences, and ruined crops. This happened regularly, every few years. They accepted it phlegmatically, like the inhabitants of desert countries who resign themselves to the inevitable plagues of locusts. Their losses were restored easily enough, for their hastily constructed houses could be quickly rebuilt. The first task of the threatened settlers was to harvest their crops and save them from being burned by the invaders.

        
With that thought in mind Mr Williams had hurried to the settlement. He was looking for men to bring in his crops, and also to help him transfer his pigs from the more distant farm to somewhere near the sea where they could remain safely until the war was over. He offered us the choice of these jobs. My companion, never over enthusiastic about manual labour, preferred to assist Mr Williams transfer his swine. But I was afraid of meeting Tikera, and opted to work on the wheat farm.

        
My parting with the missionary convinced me that my shortcomings as a driver, which might well have had tragic consequences for him, had not turned this thoroughly good man against me. Such accidents frequently occur in the colonies, and if we remember them at all it is to glory in the skill which averted threatening danger.

        
Mr Williams's farm was quite a small one. He left it in the charge of an overseer and some dozen locally recruited harvesters. Gathering the crop did not occupy us long, although, as often happens in New Zealand, not one worker at the outset had any notion of how to set about the work. They were tradesmen, seamen, even petty shopkeepers, loafers who found themselves with nothing to do and were pleased to earn a bit of money while learning about the colonial way of life. They all made rapid progress and soon acquired the necessary skill in their work—that is, with the sole exception of my friend. He was ashamed and afraid of manual work. His attitude made him a laughing stock to the other workers. Moreover, since our wages depended on our output of work and not on the number of working days, his eight days' earnings amounted to practically nothing. Finally a mobile threshing machine appeared, followed by carts which carried away



the threshed grain. The overseer paid us in cheques drawn on a bank in New Plymouth. These are locally in circulation instead of hard cash, which no one likes to keep in the house for fear of robbers. Schaeffer came back on pay-day in the best of spirits. I did not ask the cause of his merriment, or if he had seen Tikera, and he did not volunteer any information. Counting up the money he had received from Williams, he was glad to find that he had enough to pay his travelling expenses to New Plymouth.

        
‘I'm sure to receive my funds there,’ he added, ‘and then I'll be able to pay my debt to you. What's more, I'll no longer be dependent on you. You won't be able to make me imitate your absurd attempts to work at tasks which are quite unsuitable for a well-born man.’

        
‘How will you support yourself without a trade?’ I asked. ‘You have no knowledge of making money in business, and no capital.’ I was somewhat hurt by the ungrateful tone of his reproaches.

        
‘If all else failed, I'd prefer sly-grogging to the Maoris, even at the risk of being arrested, to your way of life. Besides, there are plenty of ways to make a fortune here … perhaps through marrying the daughter of a wealthy Maori or … an ex-criminal.’

        
I knew him too well to argue about the nobility of toil. I had already learnt that notwithstanding the volumes produced by economists to prove this nobility, the majority of people who are forced to work physically, however diligent they may be, are always hoping that one day they will earn their living at a trade or with their brains. The labourer dreams that he will eventually save up enough to own a market stall; the farmer envies the civil servant his light duties no less fervently than the civil servant envies the millionaire his fine carriages and other luxuries. Although my happy disposition allowed me to support the hardships of a rustic life in order to see as many new countries as I could, I was not surprised that those who worked hard complained hard. How sad and stale this world would be if all its inhabitants stayed patiently in their tight little villages, living on potatoes and salt! I will not deny, however, that the people who do live in such isolation and never dream of a better world, may well be happier than wealthy people who want to end up as millionaires, and a hundred times better off than well-paid workers in the colonies, who constantly meditate how they can retire early on a good income.

        
A few hours' steamer voyage along the magnificent littoral of the southern part of the North Island brought us to the cape of Egmont, its south-west tip. Mount Egmont broods grandly over the country-side, its head perpetually in cloud, which hangs about it even when



the sky is otherwise spotlessly blue. The waves of the South Pacific pound ceaselessly against its steep slopes. These shores, and the mighty mountain which acts as a backdrop to the eastern landscape, reminded me of Etna. Mount Egmont in its height, greenness, and symmetry greatly resembles the Titanic dungeon of Sicily.

        
At long last we observed the grey-shingled or shiny tin roofs of New Plymouth and entered its crescent bay, which is too open for comfort on the ocean side. Dunes of black sand backed by grey-green treeless hills, groups of red and white houses and several factory chimneys scattered between the hills and the water—this was the landscape edging the rippling half-circle of dark-green waves which mounted the rocks and tiny islands speckling the surface of the bay. Boats cuddled against this ocean dam, each held fast by two anchors. These boats had frequently to cut their moorings and adjust their positions as the changing wind sent them looking for shelter in the lee of the rocks and in calm places protected from gale and surge. Such a port makes a mournful picture, particularly when the waves by-pass the groups of little islands and roll on to the beach. As they touch hard bottom, they boil over into the dangerous water which in English is called ‘surf’, and in German ‘Brandung’, but for which there is as yet no proper Polish term.

        
As soon as we had landed safely through the surf we set off for the post office. A letter dotted with armorial seals was waiting for my friend. He seized it, his hand shaking with excitement. It contained the draft of a London bank on a well-known bank in Auckland. The postmaster, who was both a merchant and a kind of banker, measuring cloth in one part of his shop, weighing butter and pepper in another, and in the third exchanging currencies and attending to other more official functions, accepted the draft without hesitation. He poured out one hundred pounds in gold on to the counter. Schaeffer collected it all except for what he owed me, and began to read the letter.

        
What he read did not give him much satisfaction. He crumpled the letter up and pushed it into his pocket. Then he said to me: ‘They tell me that my European affairs are going so badly that I must either return or forgo my income.’

        
‘Use what they've sent you for your homeward journey and straighten up your affairs for yourself,’ I advised.

        
‘God knows whether my long absence has not got them into such a state that even my personal attention won't be able to disentangle them. I'll have to think it over. I can't return by the January boat,



because it has already sailed. I'll have to stay here till the end of February. Travelling via Ceylon and Suez, I should reach Europe in six weeks.’ He fell silent, and after glancing round, began again: ‘Notice the unusual crowd in the post office and outside?’

        
Indeed, a large crowd was gathered in the street. I asked the reason for it. The postmaster replied: ‘The Maoris throughout the province have taken up arms. All the settlers who can have come into town to adopt common defensive measures. They've taken up quarters in any empty house, they're living in tents, even camping on verandahs. Huge herds of beasts fill the meadows on the southern side of the town. On the northern side the native raiding parties come as close as the outskirts. God knows whether we shall have the same trouble as four years ago when the whole population had to flee to the Middle Island and the deserted town was razed to the ground by the natives.’

        
Leaving the post office we found accommodation in a miserable little hotel where, for a very steep price, we were allowed to sleep in the hay above the stable. After dinner we climbed to the flat roof of the building to survey the town and the surrounding countryside.

        
A strange sight met our eyes. The outlying meadows, seen through the interlacing leaves of fern trees, were densely covered with the white tents of refugees and dotted with numerous smoking fires. Herds of sheep and cattle, tents, patrols of soldiers, carts, were scattered in a confusion which betrayed a sense of emergency. On the horizon above the hills hung heavy dark strands of smoke from burning farms. The fruit of many years' work under the harshest conditions was thus destroyed in the very first days of the war.

        
Volunteers were being recruited in the overcrowded parlour of our hotel, as in every other inn in the town. A Polish name (ending in -ski) was repeated by the recruiting sergeants. Major Tempski had organized an independent armed force to punish the rebellious natives. Regular troops from Auckland were also expected. The Provincial Council had been summoned by the Superintendent and was deliberating whether to increase the armed forces by conscription. In the meantime volunteers were being enlisted under similar terms to those described in my chapter about the war in the Waikato.

        
The existing law of compulsory military service had not so far affected foreigners or the residents of other provinces, many of whom had come to New Plymouth in the hope of escaping this onerous duty. Many people not anxious to make heroes of themselves moved from Auckland to Taranaki, or in the reverse direction, to escape being drafted. Thanks to their prudence the colonial army was under strength. Although the Taranaki and Ngatiruani tribes which inhabited



the region between New Plymouth and Wanganui did not exceed some three thousand people, and were unable to put more than six hundred warriors in the field, they could not be met effectively without reinforcements of regular detachments. The residents of Taranaki relied on the loyal Maoris who were in the pay of the province.

        
A day later General Cameron, Commander-in-Chief of all the armed forces in New Zealand, disembarked from a warship. He was met by a few detachments of regular troops. Their scarlet tunics, their stature, their martial expressions, their plentiful rifles and cannon, all in good condition, did not augur well for the enemy. There were also some five hundred militiamen on parade. It was difficult to believe that a paltry handful of half-naked and poorly armed savages had the courage to rise in rebellion against such a superior force, which was also supported by skirmishers recruited from their own kinsmen, who knew every corner of the Island.

        
Nevertheless, the rebels held a countryside of thick forests, deep, wide rivers, and mountains and passes which were inaccessible to the ponderous Europeans. The Maoris were masters at choosing and fortifying strategic points, and as brave as the Montenegran high-landers; and they were sustained by their new religion known as ‘Pai Marire’. I should add that cutting roads through these forests was a hard task, and that all the reinforcements and supplies for the British army were transferred from ships to shore without any port installations. This catalogue of difficulties will help to explain why the Maori defence was so long, and often so spectacular.

        
The New Plymouth newspapers maintained that while the troops of the line operated inland the militia would secure the main force from the danger of being outflanked by raiding parties from the Waikato tribe to the north, and would also guard the town from invasion and fire. General Cameron moved his forces into the forests, and the news of his successes increased the confidence of the newly enlisted militiamen. Parliament managed to pass a law compelling all men between eighteen and thirty-six years of age to join the colours. Foreigners were also liable under this law. They had to leave the province if they wished to escape its provisions. Those who did not want to fight could join the pioneers and cut roads. We were unable to leave New Plymouth. There was no ship sailing from the cursed place to Australia or even to the Middle Island. Conscription was already in force throughout the North Island. We had perforce to become soldiers. I chose to serve with the pioneers, where I would have to fight the natives only in a last resort. Schaeffer unhesitatingly



settled for a fighting unit, preferring the bayonet to the axe. Within a week of our arrival in New Plymouth we had to report before the draft board.

        
In a large room where we underwent a medical examination we saw the whole staff of the provincial militia. Each captain was determined to select the best men for his company. In all their arguments the decision rested with a tall greying man whom I knew to be Major Tempski, and because they argued even about me, as if I was a piece of furniture which could not be divided and which every captain wanted to have, I was presented to the major. On hearing my surname he jerked up his head and asked in heavily accented English: ‘Are you a Pole, sir?’

        
‘Yes, sir.’

        
‘What attracts you to the pioneers and sappers? Are you afraid of fighting? If you're looking for a safe place in the pioneers you're making a great mistake. They run the greatest risks. We have just received a dispatch reporting that a whole troop which was clearing a road for General Cameron has fallen into a Maori ambush and been wiped out, to the last man.’

        
‘I am delighted to hear that it was not the Maoris who were exterminated.’

        
The major looked at me with a half-astonished and half-anxious expression on his face. Then he leant towards me and warned me in German: ‘I understand you, sir, but am a little surprised. You must learn to voice your opinions more softly. Prudence never hurt anyone.’

        
Then he said loudly: ‘Register this gentleman into the pioneer company, under the letter B.’

        
My companion was allotted to an infantry battalion. We were equipped with grey hats, ornamented with green cock's feathers, and rifles. Then we were sent to the camp. Uniforms were not yet in general supply. The militia resembled Falstaff's immortal troop. Its members sported flannel jackets, seamen's blouses, and even well-cut frock coats. Some of them were stalwart fellows, but more than a few were rickety or pot-bellied. In short, like every home guard, this one collected, along with many tough characters, a sizeable number of runts and misfits, who brought ridicule to the whole organization.

        
There were as many different nationalities represented as there were occupations. Each European country and each calling had contributed to the motley contingent. The officers were on extremely easy terms with the humble privates. I shall never forget the sight of a small gathering of men of all complexions, languages, and ranks when I once paid a fleeting visit to a camp canteen. It was pandemonium.



I hastened away when I recognized in the host Mr Williams, and in the hostess his daughter. I did not inquire into the circumstances which had driven them here and given them their new roles. I ran off in too great a hurry. From that day on I avoided the part of the camp where I had discovered my old acquaintances—which was also where Schaeffer served.

        
He did not often come to see me, either, and thanks to this mutual neglect our acquaintance petered out, killing our friendship, such as it was, in the process. His drill and other military exercises kept him busy in the camp, while I spent a lot of time in the town, working on the magazines which the Government had hurriedly erected to store war supplies for its own militia and the regulars. From a number of my mates I heard that he spent all his free afternoons at the gambling table, where he enjoyed extraordinary luck at cards. Gambling thrived in the camp. So did heavy drinking, thanks to the many canteens. I knew him too well to be surprised that he had already found the shortest way to lay out his money on something which might make him rich—but might equally make him poor. 
Va banque! This short exclamation defined most aptly his favourite dream of striking really big money at last.

        
In hard work I soon forgot about him and other short-lived friendships. Physical occupation is the best remedy for sorrow. While working with axe or plane, or tottering under a load of rafters, beams, or frames, I did my best to ignore the fact that I lived in the same camp as a Maori girl with burning eyes and that my idle, pedantic travelling companion had turned into a card-sharper. After ten hours of steady physical toil I happily rested beside the fire of an evening, lying outside my white tent and dreaming of a small country manor house in a far-away land.

        
One day—it was late afternoon on a Thursday—I drove the last nail into a hut for which I was at the time almost solely responsible. Having carefully wiped my tools free of damp and stored them away in my box, I unfastened my apron and gazed absent-mindedly at the sea which was rippling gently under the evening breeze from the land. Seeing that the setting sun, the seagulls, and even the waves were ready for a night's rest, and that my mates were also now stopping work, I lifted the heavy box on to my head, more than ready myself to go back to the camp. As I strained to lift the box I gave one or two grunts of exertion.

        
My complaint roused a long echo.

        
‘A poor, poor pakeha!’ said a familiar voice just behind me.

        
I turned towards the speaker, the box on my head. Good Lord! It



was Tikera! She was neatly dressed according to the prevailing fashion in New Plymouth, and looked at me with angry irony.

        
‘A poor pakeha,’ she repeated mockingly, ‘that box of yours will squash you. Put it down. Better still, give it to me. I'll help you carry it.’

        
I was not a little worried by her teasing words. They were an unmistakeable sign of fury. No wonder that instead of honest perspiration, caused by solid work and hardly wiped from my forehead, I was suddenly covered with the cold sweat of humiliation. Though I had several possible excuses I stood silent before the girl who had every right to accuse me of dishonest conduct. My tongue refused to obey me. I could only say: ‘Thank you for your offer, miss, but I'll carry my tools myself.’

        
Then I took a step or two forward, quite determined to leave her. But I reckoned without her. The powerful lady of fashion barred my way, and with her hands resting defiantly on her hips, looked at me with raised brows and compressed lips—a genuine brown Bellona laden with thunderbolts.

        
At last her expression relaxed a little, though her lips trembled with anger as she asked: ‘Are you in such a hurry for your supper that you have no time to put down your box for a moment and greet an old friend?’

        
‘Yes, I am in a hurry,’ I muttered, trying to cover my confusion as best I could. ‘Tell me where I can meet you tonight, and I'll welcome you and thank you for all your past favours.’

        
‘Can't you wait a few moments now?’

        
‘Really, I can't….’

        
My denial was cut short by the explosive Miss Jenny, who with one energetic and unexpected movement knocked the box off my head and my hat with it, so firmly that I almost fell myself.

        
‘A mean, mean man …’ she shouted. ‘Your friend has told me how mean you are … but I didn't know you could lie so brazenly. I live in the camp, too, and I know well enough that after work you can do what you like. You aren't a soldier, only a carpenter in Government employ.’

        
This served to show me that dodging would do me little good against my savage aggressor. The word ‘mean’ touched me on the raw. At the same time it made me realize that I would have to face this pestering person squarely if I was to rid myself of her. The only way to do it was to remind her of my racial superiority.

        
‘Jenny,’ I said to her firmly, ‘remember that my patience has its limits. Even my realization that I deserve your anger and punishment



does not oblige me to endure such vulgar behaviour, fit only for savages. Remember too that our origins and the local customs build a wall between us which I can't cross without lowering myself. I admit I crossed it once. I deliberately acted a role to obtain your help. But let's be frank. Didn't you act a little yourself?’

        
‘I don't understand what you mean.’

        
‘Didn't you play me along, and perhaps yourself too, in the hope of pleasing your father's ambition, and your own? Doesn't your stupid ambition tell you that the love of a white man will raise you to his level? Obsessed with this delusion, didn't you wrong a Maori chieftain who had long begged for your favours, to whom you apparently promised love and fidelity, and who left you in despair?’

        
‘Who are you talking about?’ exclaimed the girl, in evident confusion.

        
‘About the man who is just back from the sea. The man who is entirely worthy of you, a far more suitable match than a European like me who does not intend to stay in this country or to look for ties with the local population. I owe you a debt of gratitude, which I'll repay with a piece of advice. Don't let that chief slip from your grasp. Even though his name is only Te Ti, don't reject him for the promises of white-skinned men.’

        
Jenny eyed me angrily.

        
‘You have no right to talk to me about Te Ti,’ she said. ‘You have no right to tell me what to do. My father will never let me live in a raupo hut, dig kumara, catch fish, weave mats, and become the wife of a kainga chief. I am the daughter of a white farmer who has plenty of cattle and plenty of money. I won't forget that. I don't want to be just a Maori girl.’

        
Once I had forced her on to the defensive I was free of her attacks. Taking my advantage further I interrupted her: ‘And I mustn't forget that I am a traveller who has not come here to bury himself in a farmer's homestead. I have neither time nor inclination for light love affairs. I shall be more open with you than you were with your Maori suitor. I'll tell you straight out that what happened between us cast no slur on your reputation, and it didn't bind me to anything either. You're free to look for another pakeha, less fastidious or less honest than I. I don't want to be a farmer. Look for someone who does.’

        
My words hurt her pride. She blurted out naively: ‘Do you really think it's so difficult to find one? More than one redcoat pakeha comes to my father's canteen and begs for a kind word from me.



Your friend who stayed with us and helped to save our pigs from the Maoris constantly nags at me because I met a bad man like you. He would willingly settle down as a farmer. In fact, he just won't leave me alone.’

        
My suspicions were confirmed. While I was toiling on the wheat farm Charles had been entertaining Miss Jenny. He had not limited himself to fomenting the girl's anger against me, to describing my perfiduousness in the blackest colours. Taking advantage of her sense of grievance he competed for the place which I had vacated. ‘If what I think is true I am sorry for you, my poor Maori maiden,’ I thought.

        
‘I am glad you have an embarrassment of candidates for your hand, and that even my refined friend would like to take my place,’ I said to her ironically. Then I added seriously: ‘I warn you, though, not to trust everybody. The pakehas who drink daily in your father's canteen to be close to you are not just interested in your words and your smiles. And Mr Schaeffer, who, as you know, is not very particular about the objects of his affection, never acts without a plan and a purpose. His love of farming is a recent discovery, and his sympathy towards you may be caused by something other than sorrow at my bad behaviour.’

        
‘He is so good to me … and he knows such a lot about farming,’ said Jenny, ignoring what I had said.

        
‘Is that so?’

        
‘Since we've been here, he never misses a day without calling on us—while you haven't been near us.’

        
‘Indeed?’

        
‘Why are you laughing at me?’

        
‘My friend's complaisance amuses me.’

        
‘What's so amusing in it?’

        
‘A great deal. You won't credit it, but he has never even told me that he has seen you in New Plymouth—let alone visited you daily. He did not even tell me about his doings on your farm.’

        
‘With only his help we cleared my father's farm and rounded up all the livestock scattered in the, forest.’

        
‘Just you two?’

        
‘Who else was there?’

        
‘Charles has never talked to me about your charming partnership, or told me that you were here, or about his regular visits to you.’

        
‘And I specially asked him to let you know we were here, and that I wanted to see you.’

        
‘What for?’

        


        
‘I had to ask whether you felt tied by your promises to me, or whether you wanted me to release you.’

        
‘He never said a word.’

        
Jenny was silent for a moment, then she said: ‘Do you white people ever speak the truth? I never know which of you I can trust. He says he met you and begged you to come to us, but that you sneered at him. I was very angry with you for that. I thought you were a coward, that if you wanted to break with me you should have told me so yourself…. But you say he did not tell you a thing. No, I can't believe you.’

        
‘Don't then.’

        
‘Well, never mind. Here you are, and I can ask your intentions. That's what I came for.’

        
‘There was no point in your coming, for though I never spurned an invitation through Charles, I knew you were here. I avoided you. Isn't that enough to show you that I don't want to renew our relationship?’

        
‘So he spoke the truth! I don't care whether he gave you my message or not. You admit yourself that you wanted to be rid of me, and that you hadn't the courage to tell me plainly that I was free.’

        
‘Do you want to be free?’

        
‘I do.’

        
‘Well, you are free. Does that satisfy you?’

        
‘No!’ exclaimed the capricious girl.

        
‘What else do you want?’

        
‘I want to tell you what I think of you,’ she shouted loudly, her face as flushed as it had been on that occasion when she had reminded me of a bronze statue lit by red lights. ‘I want to tell you once again that you are a villain and that you should have come to me to free me from my word.’

        
‘You exaggerate. I was only trying to be gentle with you. I avoided you, counting on your womanly intuition. I thought you would understand my behaviour and go your own way.’

        
‘How could I possibly understand? You vowed and you lied. You promised to stay with me for ever, and then, although you knew we were here, you pretended you did not. You can explain everything away with your fine talk, but I shall always say that you have behaved like a villain. If I told Father how you have treated me, who knows what….’

        
‘And what would he do?’

        
‘My father has no sense of humour. It's not my way to run to him with complaints. Anyway, I don't care a pin for you.’

        


        
‘I doubt whether you ever did. I stood for all white men in your eyes. You had not met many others, and so you clung to me…. And now,’ I added after a longer pause, ‘let's finish this scene. We understand one another, don't we?’

        
‘Surely.’

        
‘I can't and don't wish to renew our friendship. I demand to be released from my obligations, and I release you from yours. This suits you as well as me. Isn't that what you wanted me to do?’

        
‘No, no,’ protested Jenny, ‘not only that.’

        
‘Only in part?’

        
‘Yes, only in part.’

        
My masculine vanity whispered that the girl spoke truly. She had not engineered our meeting simply to break with me. Some vestiges of sympathy still lingered in her heart, and if she had a choice I might be able to win her hand in competition with her latest admirer. I had no desire to compete with him, however. I left her hint unanswered.

        
Although I did not envy Charles his gain, I felt sorry that she should be his victim. I had no doubt about that. Even if he did marry her, I knew his principles too well to avoid seeing why this petty European aristocrat had stooped so low as to become the lover of the dark-skinned daughter of a wealthy local boor.

        
When after a prolonged conversation she had finally freed me from all my previous obligations, I began to talk again about Te Ti and her attitude towards him. Her passing reference to his presence in the camp enabled me to find out that he remained loyal to the English simply to be close to her in New Plymouth, and that he led a detachment of skirmishers picked from the youth of his kainga. He had enlisted with them in the service of the Colonial Government.

        
I made her confess that Te Ti had met her several times since his arrival and had insisted that she keep her promises to him, to which she would not agree on any condition. Yet she spoke about her Maori admirer with an unintentional tenderness. Clearly she must have loved him a long time ago, and that love was still alive somewhere in her heart. Her preposterous dominant ambition would not let her respond to this genuine sentiment. Besides, her heart could not feel or react in the same way that Caucasian hearts do. This I discovered when I accused her of behaving badly in disowning her first lover.

        
‘Particularly when you loved him—and even love him now!’ I added.

        
‘No, no,’ she denied. ‘I was only fond of him. I felt happy when he turned up on our farm after a hard walk through the mountains.



Father had forbidden him to come, so I used to see him in the bush. Often he would meet me there as I rode bareback while I drove our herds. Yes, we were happy together. We could not tear ourselves away until the white smoke over old Tongariro turned red—often not until its bright plume had changed into a cloud and was lost among the stars of night. Then, in the dark, he would lead the horse and support me with his arm as we walked together until the farm dogs began to snarl. They quickly recognized us and let him take me to the door. Father used to go to bed early. When he woke up in the night and heard voices he wondered why the labourers and I were not asleep. Only then would my friend leave me. In the end Father guessed who it was I went out with and spoke to me sharply. He chased Te Ti from the house for ever. I did not see him for a long time. Recently we met again, but nothing will come of it. I told him not to love me any more.’

        
‘Why?’ I asked.

        
‘I was bound to you.’

        
‘Now that that is all over, go back to him.’

        
‘Never! I would even prefer….’

        
‘Whom?’

        
Jenny dropped her eyelids and did not answer my question. I did not need her reply.

        
There was a moment of silence.

        
‘It's time to go home,’ said the Maori girl at last. ‘What will Father and he think when they find me out so late?’

        
‘Has he already the right to ask you that question? Jenny, Jenny,’ I said playfully, ‘it seems to me that even before our meeting tonight you had wiped me out of your life.’

        
‘I had not,’ protested the naive girl. ‘But he comes so often, and tells Father he loves me very much. Father is pleased to hear him say so. Although he's poor, Father says, he's reliable. Not being an Englishman, he cares less about my background. Father thinks that Charles would like to stay on the Island and settle down as a farmer if he had a fair chance of success. Charles himself says so. Father also says that I should pay attention to Charles in everything and give him no excuse to stop his visits. He doesn't come to amuse himself but because he loves me … so he says.’

        
‘Do you believe him?’

        
‘Why not? He is a white man and can choose. Why should he lie?’ asked poor Jenny in her simplicity.

        
‘Do you like him enough to keep him here as a farmer?’

        


        
‘I like it when he speaks to me. He is so frail, with such a white face, and such lovely yellow hair … I want to take care of him like a mother … I think I like him.’

        
‘Could you forget all your past for him?’

        
‘I think so,’ said the truthful Maori girl.

        
‘And your Maori lover too?’

        
‘Him? I can easily forget him. Don't you ever mention him again!’

        
‘And me?’ I asked treacherously.

        
The girl was silent.

        
Why should I inquire further? Afraid that any further interrogation would turn her away from looking for consolation with Charles, I remarked: ‘If you really think that by sharing Charles's life you will forget Te Ti, you must tell him so. Why shouldn't you be his sweetheart, his affianced wife, even his wife in the end? But remember that you can't trust everyone the way you trusted me or the Maori chief. Beware the rustle of the cabbage trees, the darkness of a starry night, a parting under a verandah, a walk with a young man or a friend…. Jenny, it's time to return to the camp!’

        
Indeed, it was high time we parted. The night spread its dark-blue canopy above us, the moon bathed her face in the waters of the bay, painting the sandy beach with silver. The song of evening filled the air with the sound of rippling oars, the buzzing of insects, the laughter of young couples in boats on the sea or walking on the dunes. It was a night for dreams, and made it impossible for me to play the part of a quarrelsome lover, or even an indifferent friend.

        
We set off arm-in-arm. Apparently delighted with the outcome of her talk with me she chatted animatedly about Charles's prospects and high hopes. Her voice sounded in my ears like the barely audible hum of insects. I heard her but I did not catch the meaning of what she said. I was preoccupied by my anxiety for the future of this changeable woman, who could not love anyone—this woman unchecked by common sense, entirely controlled by her passionate nature.

        
Obedient to my words she marched to the camp beside me without a single halt. As we reached the first tents I said: ‘I am going to the left … and you?’

        
‘Our canteen is in the right wing.’

        
‘Good night then. I can carry my tools to my tent myself. It's not far from here. Listen! the town clock's striking midnight.’

        
‘Good night.’

        
‘And nothing else?’

        
‘What else do you want?’

        


        
‘Give me a last kiss. Let's make it a friendly farewell.’

        
‘No, no, you're playing with me. Your kisses are a game. You don't know how I feel when you hold my hand. Oh, my poor head!’

        
Why did she complain about her head? She seemed quite happy with its position. She could not tear it away from my shoulder, where it had rested even while she talked about Charles. Who can understand Maori women!

        
I could not understand this one myself. After our argument and our final parting, Tikera not only gave me a kiss but went weeping away.

        
For three whole days after this episode I meditated about this curious female phenomenon. I tried to reconcile the persistent drive with which she resolved to achieve her ambition and the complete lack of caution in her conduct towards me, her lack of control over her passionate outbursts. It was hard for me to understand this woman (very likely, the gentle reader will find it no less difficult) who scorned real love to contract a union which would elevate her to a world which her origins and the colour of her skin had hitherto closed to her; yet who, despite this overriding desire, had no defences against a temptation which promised only ephemeral tributes or caresses.

        
Years since then of rubbing shoulders with peoples of different colours have taught me a thing or two about this paradox, which I found quite impenetrable during my brief acquaintance with Tikera. She was not unique among her dusky sisters; indeed, she was typical of them. If destiny had allowed her to live her whole life without meeting a European, she would have passed from her father's hands to those of any local warrior, like a piece of merchandise bartered for another piece of merchandise. She would have endured her husband's brutality with an almost dog-like devotion, and, like a dog, she would have adored the punishing hand which, when her master felt like eschewing his other wives to amuse himself momentarily with her beauty, would occasionally have stroked her affectionately. And she would have thought herself happy, for these women do not conceive or desire the sacred feeling which in our world firmly unites a lover to his beloved, a husband to his wife; that precious element which turns an earthly passion into a gift from Heaven. Apart from maternal love, which with them approaches idolatry, they know only a respect tainted with fear, the feeling which they bestow on the fathers of their children. They are sold by their parents, and they do not complain against their lords' cruelty, for they see in them the benefactors of their offspring. Thus they become the docile slaves of their lords and masters.

        


        
But if one of these women is thrown by chance into a civilized community, where she sees examples of that real love in which two partners have the same rights, envy of her white sisters' happiness wakes in her a strong desire to have a European for a husband. In him she expects to find love, chivalry, and equality. She will strive for privileges which the men of her own race will not grant her, because they cannot. Tikera had been taught since childhood that she was fully entitled to enter the white world from which only cruel prejudice, disregarding her beauty and her father's fortune, kept her forcibly away. The jealousy so nurtured endowed the passionate creature with a damnable will, and gave birth to an ambition which now and then curbed her instinct but could not change her lusty nature, or present her with the control of momentary impulses, a faculty her people do not possess. The European example taught her nothing, except to whet her appetite for the gay and refined life of white women. Her only feeling towards her past life was a deep contempt for her dark-skinned sisters who had no choice but to live in dirty huts. She still remained a naive savage girl, governed by irrepressible outbursts of passion. Poor creature, torn from her natural surroundings where circumstances would have shaped her into the docile plaything of a savage and a loving mother to her children, she was set among people who flattered her vanity and deceived her.

        
What fate could be in store for her? Cut off from the sympathy of the world she yearned for; attractive and passionate; credulously blinded by the hope of recognition; unstable, from an upbringing which had taught her that earthly love had no sweeter or higher purpose than the satisfaction of physical desire; tempted by white scum and an astute adventurer; in short, a creature exposed to internal and external temptations and deprived of friendly counsel; she must become the victim of the first white man who, overcoming the inborn abhorrence of Caucasian men towards coloured women, condescended to pick up such easy prey.

        
Fortunately the changeable and permissive nature of these women endures and forgets more easily than their hot-tempered words would suggest. A tear shed after the departure of the first lover will be dried by a caressing phrase from the second. Though they delude themselves, search continuously for the elusive, pass from hand to hand, they never, despite all their disappointments, lose a certain freshness of mind and speech. Such women are beyond the comprehension of European stay-at-homes, but are often found in Oceania, Australia, the Rocky Mountains, or the flamboyant cities of the North American south. I have heard countless incredible tales of desperate quadroons



or octaroons, as blue-eyed and pale-faced as any northern beauty, who toiled long hours to satisfy the lightest whim of their successive white lovers, and treated with disdain their honest suitors of mixed blood, even though they were almost as white as the Caucasian tyrants! Should you learn to know such a woman intimately you will see in her an apparently proud European lady, prudish in speech and manners. Pretend that you love her, promise her marriage, and she will believe you. Should you protest passion, your protestation will rouse all the instincts passed on to her by her ignorant and even primitive great-grandmother. Should you persist in your pretended or real love you will find a slave who suffers even your brutality without a word of complaint and is ready to do all things for you. Should you abandon her, she will think in the first moment of taking poison, of stabbing herself; but after a week, will have a new lover whom she will adore to distraction.

        
At first sight Tikera had much in common with other such women—origin, lack of sound moral sense, a passionate nature, ambition. Perhaps the germs of the instincts which make our women the equal of angels lay concealed deep in her heart. No one had so far brought them to life. Perhaps the influence of a noble man might make these seeds grow.

        
And yet, who would undertake such a task? Who would dare to defy the mores of colonial society by taking care of this child of Nature, so eager to attach herself to someone worthy of her? Who would be prepared to repay her devotion by rousing and cultivating her generous instincts, by sharing her passions? Colonial society did not offer one example of a similar union. At that time I neither knew nor had heard of a European who, having married a half-caste, treated her as his equal. Either such examples do not exist at all in English colonial society or they are extremely rare. Even I, an undoubted radical, would never think that one could love, respect, and marry a primitive coloured woman! At least my convictions made me realize my duty as a member of a superior race towards the inferior races. I held it beneath a man of honour to take advantage of these simple-minded, passionate daughters of Nature. Nevertheless, like all the settlers, I would never deign to look on them as my equals.

        
Although I did not think that the Maori girl was worthy of a white man's love, and would never have treated her as my equal, my view of the matter was essentially different from the settlers' prejudices. I would have rejected even the wealthiest Maori woman with as much pride as if I had been a sovereign prince and she a commoner. I would never stoop to marrying her; nor would I ever spoil her 
reputa-



tion by satisfying a passing fancy. This small but vital difference distinguished me from them. They agreed with me in my reluctance to marry a Maori woman, but mocked me when I insisted on leaving her alone. I advised Tikera to look for a husband among her own people; they would have told her she was worthy to be a white man's mistress.

        
Years later when adversity, travel, and habits of thought had obliterated the Anglo-Saxon prejudices I had adopted, I stood before her and met the out-stretched, friendly hand of the Maori woman I had once spurned—my equal in education, ennobled by learning patiently inculcated by a loving teacher—and understood the real value of this superb diamond, whom I, and others, had treated so negligently on that remote island. From that day I have learnt that if coloured women do not possess the prudence of our women, and shock us by their absence of refinement and their excess of passion, the fault lies not in their temperament but in their upbringing. Even half-wild Tikera, with her fiery eyes and her head turned by the flattery of a European libertine, became equal in love and discretion with a modest matron of our world. But whose eyes can pierce the mysteries of the future?
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Chapter XII
          
Mr Schaeffer hopes to become a New Zealand farmer
        

        

It was Sunday. New Plymouth celebrated the Lord's Day by hoisting flags on lofty flagstaffs outside all the more important buildings. Hundreds of pennants fluttered on the masts of the naval vessels moored in the bay. The shops were all closed, the churches were all open. Silence reigned in the streets and even in the camp, save for the few moments when black-garbed folk paraded to or from church with a solemn ostentation. It is possible that here or there, behind a drawn blind or the flap of a tent, some hardened sinner laughed, had a solitary drink, read a light romance, or even played cards. But if so, it was hidden from passers-by or the neighbours. No one was outraged by such violations of the sanctity of the Sabbath.

        
Personally I like the atmosphere of genuinely puritanical towns—so different from London, where crowds waiting for the public houses to open are kept in order by policemen's batons, while other crowds thread their way to church. Sunday in the colonies is a very different story. There, everybody dresses neatly, behaves decently (at least in front of others), and honours the divinely prescribed break unsupervized by the police.

        
A newcomer from Europe is bewildered by this apparent death. Silence, tinged with hypocrisy and enforced by rigid custom rather than by any written law, proscribes any noise or enjoyment. Yet he soon comes to welcome it. Though he may condemn it, he would soon find himself longing for it again if he were suddenly transported to a place where the seventh day, after a week of labour during which he could not escape from the din of the factory and the crazy race for pounds and dollars, blared with clamorous music and resounded to the clinking of glass. To yearn for a day of silence which can only be compared to the stillness of oriental graveyards or empty deserts, one has to live a full six working days in the pandemonium of a typical small colonial town, where one trades, labours, and drinks all at once.

        
For me that Sunday's peace was particularly attractive. The next day our troop would be on the march to a place where, a little earlier,



a platoon of pioneers, left behind by Cameron's advancing army, had been trapped by the Maoris and exterminated to a man. We had been allotted an escort of Maori mercenaries chosen from the tribes who remained friendly to the English, whose loyalty had been rewarded by expulsion from their villages by the rebels. These men acted as skirmishers with the main body of the army. Because they were more successful than our men at avoiding ambush they also guarded military convoys and working parties on the road.

        
Late in the afternoon, although it was Sunday, the escort arrived at our quarters. We were to leave the camp at dawn. The warriors, many of them half-naked and daubed with war paint, lit their fires alongside ours. Among them I noticed a man who wore half Maori and half European dress, and the hat of an officer in the white militia. I rushed to greet him with open arms.

        
We embraced one another heartily, disregarding our racial differences.

        
‘So you've turned into a soldier instead of a seaman!’ cried Sunray, my Auckland saviour.

        
‘I am only a pioneer, and even that against my own wishes. But what made you put on that hat … take up arms against your brothers?’

        
‘Our tribe has always been on the pakeha side—and there are other reasons too, which I won't go into. We'll talk better over a glass in the canteen. Let's go!’

        
‘We can't. They won't sell us anything on Sunday.’

        
‘Old Williams serves his customers regardless of the day. At this very moment there's a big game going on there.’

        
Camp regulations do not forbid you to amuse yourself on Sunday, but custom is so strong that everybody sleeps or makes merry on the quiet. I was not worried by the thought of having a drink. If I had to perform my duties, I was entitled to my relaxations.

        
‘Old Williams—do you know him well?’ I asked. Several ideas were beginning to buzz about in my mind.

        
‘I've known him for years—too well.’

        
‘What brought him here?’

        
‘The same circumstances which have brought others. His farm was burnt down. He was barely able to save his stock, and his own life. Now he sells liquor here. The pakehas like his establishment.’

        
Here he cut his story short with a firm gesture.

        
As we walked along, I examined my companion more closely. He walked vigorously. Though he was not very tall, he was impressively broad across the shoulders. His bulging muscles were clearly visible



under the thin cloth of his coat. His open, proud face, so characteristic of a Maori nobleman, showed him to be the worthy descendant of a long line of chiefs, the head of a brave yet peaceable tribe, a well educated young man who had been through a colonial college and was the equal of the best of his white neighbours. I could detect nothing in his manner or speech which would disgrace a well-brought-up European. He spoke with a certain refinement, and for all the colossal size of his chest and shoulders he moved more gracefully than I did. This type is occasionally found among the Maori chiefs, as has been demonstrated several times at the English Royal court. The Maori guests, draped in their tribal cloaks, behave with greater dignity and decorum than more than one dress-coated powdered dandy.

        
William's canteen did not enjoy the best of reputations. It was widely known as a gambling den always open to the gilded youth of the town, who were only playing at soldiers and found it impossible to pass their time without cards, dice, or cricket. The company also included well-to-do shopkeepers, naval officers, younger civil servants, and nearly all the uniformed men with money to spare.

        
As we drew aside the curtain across the canteen doorway we saw several officers playing dice. They were gambling for high stakes, judging by the heap of gold coins won by the only man in the group who wore a private's uniform—obviously provided by himself, for it was made of fine cloth. A lamp hanging above the table, attached by a chain to the ridge-pole which supported the roof of the tent, illuminated the players. Capricious beams from the gently swaying lamp threw light on the little pyramid of gold, and on the face, bosom, and hand of the host's beautiful daughter, who was pouring liquor from a Maori vessel into the gamblers' glasses. She too was intent on the outcome of the game. Her right hand was arrested. Golden drops trickled from the jug into a pool on the table which reflected the lamplight. The private, my erstwhile companion, tossed the dice in a cup. In a moment he would throw them. A large sum of money must have been at stake, for everyone was watching the movements of his hand. Apparently he was less concerned about the outcome of the throw. Beneath the table his left hand fondled the girl's free hand.

        
At length the dice fell. The throw was greeted with loud laughter and shouts of ‘Bad luck!’ The German added several more gold coins to his little pile, and pocketed his winnings. Then with no further ado he put his arm round the waist of the delightful girl and embraced her: a lucky man in games of love or chance demanding a kiss as a reward for his boldness and success.

        


        
At that moment I glanced at the Maori chief. He reached mechanically for his belt, as though feeling for a weapon hidden there.

        
I took his arm and led him outside.

        
‘Where are you taking me?’ he asked, reluctant to leave the canteen.

        
‘I'm taking you away. I don't want you to do anything foolish.’

        
‘How do you know what I wanted to do?’

        
‘It's easy to guess. Doesn't Sunray mean the same as Te Ti?’

        
‘Who told you that?’

        
‘Don't ask any questions. Just answer mine. Aren't you Te Ti, whom that girl there,’ I pointed to the tent, ‘encouraged for some years until, because of caprice or her father's wish, she forbade you to see her any more?’

        
He was thunderstruck.

        
‘Where did you learn all this?’ he asked again.

        
‘From Tikera. Call her Jenny Williams, if you'd rather.’

        
‘Do you know her well? How did she, who deceived me and her conscience by breaking her solemn vow, come to tell you things which only she and I have known?

        
‘We are not strangers. I first met her in the kainga of her mother's people, and later here. She told me all about her past. What amazes me is that she never mentioned your English surname.’

        
‘I only took the name when I went to sea. It's the common custom among Maori seamen. She came to hear it only recently. But how on earth did you win her confidence?’

        
I gave him a summary of my chequered career since I had last seen him, and Miss Williams's share in rescuing me from the wretched half-savage preacher. Naturally I omitted certain details. I did not however conceal my subterfuge of promising her marriage.

        
‘It serves her right,’ muttered Te Ti, clearly pleased with the lesson a white teacher had given his capricious tormentor. ‘But I doubt whether all men would behave as well. This one who fondles her so brazenly before a crowd of drunken gamblers will treat her very differently when he abandons her—as he will.’

        
‘How do you know she's nothing to him?’

        
‘Do you think I have no eyes or ears? I am a rejected lover, still concerned about my beloved. I have been spying on them for a whole week. I've heard him bragging round the fire to his drunken friends about the kisses of the most beautiful black girl on the Island, whose father will let her have plenty of money just for the asking. A Maori walks softly and has sharp hearing. He can move safely past pickets and sentries.’

        


        
‘All you've heard shows him to be no good, and suggests she will come to a bad end. Is that it?’

        
‘I can't expect anything else. I know pakehas. All of them are scoundrels. I'm not even sure if you are an exception. I remember how her father tricked me. The old fox pretended he had no objection to my marrying his daughter provided she wanted me. That was years ago, when he needed the help and protection of my people. He acted like all the pakehas. They make us generous promises, as if we were little children. Later, when my help was no longer required, he threatened his daughter that he would send her away to her mother if she did not give me up. So I yielded, and did not see her for a long time. When I first came to New Plymouth I avoided her. Then one day I had to go to the canteen. The old man was busy fixing the tent and she was frolicking behind the carts with that puny little pakeha. Since it was no business of mine I pretended not to notice them. Last Friday her father met me, all pride and joy. As though there was nothing between us he shook my hand and told me about his daughter's good luck. “Jenny has a suitor,” he said. “A real gentleman, with farms and houses in his foreign country.” I pretended indifference and even accepted his invitation to go to his canteen to toast the betrothal and meet the young man.’

        
‘How did you like him?’

        
‘I didn't like him at all. A real pumpkin head.’

        
This is the name Australian colonists of English extraction give to German settlers, on account of their round features. Now that even the natives have learnt to despise the miserly Teuton land grabbers, the name pumpkin head is often used by people who speak only pidgin English. The savages are amazingly accurate in distinguishing the less flattering characteristics of their various oppressors: English, French, German, and Chinese. In no time at all they pick up the nicknames which lower the prestige of the foreigners, laughing at different nationalities in different ways.

        
‘So you've kept an eye on him because you dislike him?’ I asked.

        
‘Yes I have. Although she has scorned me and deceived me I can't forget how good she used to be, and how happy I was. Just to see her I used to hasten over the mountains and through the sacred groves, where even a Christian Maori doesn't like to go alone for fear of the spirits of our ancestors who live there, according to our chants. It seemed that these same spirits bore me with the speed of an arrow when I journeyed to her.’

        
‘You're getting off the track. Tell me what you've observed as you've watched him.’

        


        
‘What? Only that he is a villain and a braggart like practically every other pakeha. Yesterday morning he kissed her and drank her father's liquor, and in the evening he made mock of her in front of his friends, imitating how she had listened to his false promises. They all laughed at her, and at his clever imitations. He told them that her father's beasts would make up for her awkward manners, and that the old man would not live for ever.’

        
‘Did you tell that to old Williams?’

        
‘Yes, I did.’

        
‘What did he say?’

        
‘He wouldn't listen to me. The old man has quite lost his senses.’

        
‘In that case leave them alone, forget they exist.’

        
‘I decided to do that this morning. But I can't take it calmly when he's lying to her with his kisses.’

        
‘Keep right away from them.’

        
‘I can't keep away from her. For so long, I saw her every day. Then I didn't see her at all. And she is so beautiful, more than all the daughters of my tribe … than my dreams. The paintings in the French church in Auckland are not more beautiful than she. How can I avoid her?’

        
‘My poor, poor chief,’ I murmured to myself, for I know of no remedy for his disease.

        
‘She looked on me kindly for so long, and I adored her for that, The parents in my kainga, the chiefs of the neighbouring villages, all pressed their daughters on me. My own father begged me to take a wife, for I was the last of a long line of chiefs who had come to Te Ika-a-Maui from Hawaiki. I was deaf to them all, running after her, even though I sometimes had to risk the hail of fiery stones shooting out of the mouth of Tongariro: it seemed then that even the heavens wanted to stop me. And now you tell me to forget it all.’

        
‘It's not fitting for a great chief to show childish weakness. What would your tribe say if they saw you moaning over the loss of a girl?’

        
‘I don't care. She's not like their girls. Fair and slim, pakeha blood runs in her veins. She is lost to me … to herself.’

        
The chief fell silent and, with an amazing gesture for a Maori, grasped his forehead in despair. Then he added, as awkwardly as a child, ‘Do you know what I should do?’

        
‘Alas, no. The only advice I can give you is to leave the camp and concentrate on the war—anything, so long as you don't see her.’

        
‘And leave her unprotected? You wouldn't say that if you knew our women better. Many a time I could have broken her like this,’ and here he knocked over a fern tree stump, ‘to make her mine for good



and all. I didn't do that because I respected her fair skin. How could I do as the other warriors did in choosing their wives? I thought I would take a white man's daughter to my hut, where so many brave leaders had been born. I should increase my fame by being the first man in my family to bring home a fair-skinned woman.’

        
Quite inadvertently the Maori chief had revealed the secret of his despair and ambition. He was afflicted with the common desire of the lower races, to move upward in the racial hierarchy. Her ambition prompted her to enter the household of a pure European: his, to find a wife with a lighter complexion than his own, even if she was of mixed blood. That perhaps was the origin of his love. It was probably this rather than love which sent him to meet the girl under the windswept pine trees, shrouded in the smoke of Tongariro. Love came in time, but it was the fruit of their meetings rather than the cause of them. How strange the meeting of those two children of Nature must have been. He, poised as a European, but naturally passionate; she, not so hot-blooded, but rough and ignorant, brought up solely on the primitive love stories (very likely embroidered by the teller) in which her mother recalled herself and her white lover. They were indeed an exceptional pair. Their self control must have been out of the ordinary. Could I blame the lover for regretting that he had taken no advantage of the love he almost had? I could only remind him that tomorrow we would be marching, and that in the end not to see one another was the best solution for them both.

        
‘You just leave her with him.’ I finished.

        
‘I shan't go unless he does!’ exclaimed Te Ti. ‘His company will be off somewhere else tomorrow. I know that for certain.’

        
‘For how long?’

        
‘Just a few days. We shall return before he does, and then I'll look after her. I have no objection to their marriage, but I won't allow him to treat her as a toy.’

        
A crowd of uniformed men coming out of the canteen interrupted our conversation. Despite the clouds covering the sky we could see their inflamed faces and their eyes glistening with alcohol. The glow from the tent was bright enough to light up the officers' epaulettes and side-arms, and the tender embraces of the young couple who were bidding one another farewell behind them. I seized the Maori's hand and felt how he trembled at the sight of his beloved. Somehow I controlled him.

        
The billing and cooing of the amorous pair ended when the drunken officers began to chuckle and her father shouted from behind the



bar that she was to come and clear up. The merry gamblers poured out towards us. They were all quite unsteady on their feet. One stumbled against another, who stumbled against the Maori. Before I had time to turn round an argument had broken out between a pakeha officer and the Maori chief. As usually happens the English sided with their comrade. My services as a peacemaker were curtly rejected by one of them with a ‘Go to blazes, Chips’ (an allusion to my trade). I warned the chief to get away from these drunken men, all of whom were armed.

        
Advice also came from a man who had been standing to one side.

        
‘Why don't you arrest the Maori dog?’ shouted Schaeffer, siding with the stronger party like a true bully.

        
‘You cur!’ roared his rival. He freed himself with a superhuman effort from his assailants and leapt at the wretched adviser, shaking him as a cat shakes a mouse.

        
None of the Englishmen present drew his sword, though they were all armed. The Maori used only his fists. These people never think to use steel or bullets in an ordinary brawl. A blow of the fist is no dishonour in that country, and is always repaid in kind. Even if they had not been drunk, none of those present would have interfered in the fight between the German and the chief. Indeed, they formed a circle round the combatants, egging them on for their own amusement as became real colonial gentlemen. Nonetheless, drunk as they were, they presently exclaimed ‘Shame! Shame!’ when something resembling the blade of a knife gleamed through the air.

        
‘So you want to sting me, you damned pumpkin head!’ yelled the Maori, tearing the knife from Charles's hand and, if his groans and the sound of cracking joints were anything to go by, almost breaking the German's treacherous arm. The knife shot up, glinted once or twice over our heads, and fell with a swish into some nearby fern trees. Then came the sounds of a quick exchange of blows, curses, a woman's cry. Finally the two bodies reeled to the ground. A third massive body launched itself at them.

        
Charles had found an ally. The darkness would not allow us to see the gir's face but her white form glimmered in the shadows, resting heavily over the fallen man and sheltering the European's head with her strong arms from the Maori's powerful punches. Her help came in the nick of time. One of those blows might have killed a bullock.

        
The clang of the officers' swords, the old man's shouts for help, feminine curses and prayers, the loud groans of the vanquished German, the imprecations of the chief, mingled together in utter confusion. Groups of soldiers and armed Maoris gathered quickly.

        


        
I do not know how the episode might have ended. The whites were insisting on the arrest of the chief; the Maoris had quite other views. At last, Tempski's strong, well-known voice dominated the hubbub. Even the Maoris were silent at the command of the ‘pale eagle’, as they called him.

        
Tempski understood that the brawl had originated in an argument between a drunken European and a touchy Maori. He was evidently more concerned to appease the commander of the skirmishers. He inveighed less against him than against the militiamen.

        
‘I would arrest you all if I didn't need you in the field. If I let you off for abusing the sanctity of the Sabbath and breaching camp discipline,’ he had become sufficiently Anglicized in his thinking to put Sunday before military matters, ‘I do so in the hope that you will redeem this scene by deeds worthy of gentlemen. Back to your quarters, all of you.’

        
Patrols escorted the Maoris and the pakehas to their separate encampments. I too had turned to go when the major, recognizing me, ordered me to stay. Charles, beaten unconscious by his adversary, lay in the tent attended by a surgeon and the Maori girl. From the moment the major had intervened neither I nor Te Ti had paid much attention to the couple.

        
When the last brawler had departed Tempski called me to enter the tent. ‘Were you present when the argument started?’ he asked.

        
‘Yes, sir.’

        
‘Sober?’

        
‘I am usually sober, sir.’

        
‘Tell me the whole story.’

        
I obeyed, describing the origin of the incident.

        
‘That's not good enough,’ said the major. ‘I heard more than that from the victim. He's lucky the Maori didn't break his skull. Mr Schaeffer interests me as a European. He told me that through a paltry intrigue he had made an enemy of the Maori. They had a sharp exchange of words yesterday, which fortunately came to nothing.’

        
‘That's news to me.’

        
‘Tell me more about their enmity,’ ordered the major.

        
Very briefly and quietly, taking care not to be heard by the others in the tent, I told him all I knew about the love of Tikera and Te Ti, about the Maori's rejection, my acquaintance with the girl, her relations with Charles. I also predicted that, given the chief's violent disposition, Mr Schaeffer's neck would sooner or later pay for his romantic proclivities.

        
‘If only I knew that he really was in love with the girl.…’

        


        
The major gesticulated, as if astonished at the naivete of my remark. ‘All these intrigues are of no consequence,’ he said. ‘I can't permit brawls over a camp follower.’

        
‘A camp follower?’

        
‘What else? Whether her father sells one barrel of brandy or a thousand, he still keeps a canteen. His daughter is a camp follower, and as such a cause of trouble. One day the soldiers are squabbling over her, and on the next we just avoid bloodshed between the militiamen and the skirmishers. We can't do without Sunray: that in itself is good enough reason to keep him calm. We'll have to send him out of camp, so that he can forget his worries.’

        
‘And his rival?’

        
‘I imagine that after the treatment he's received he will be in bed with a headache for a week. His kicks are probably gentler than the Maori's punches.’

        
‘If Te Ti finds out that his rival is staying here, he won't go.’

        
‘Then he mustn't know. Make certain he doesn't. Do you understand?’

        
‘I do.’

        
‘Kindly obey my orders. The moment Mr Schaeffer is capable of resuming his duties I'll send him away, partly because I want to save him from committing the silly indiscretions to which young men are prey. In view of our past relationship I should not like to see him waste himself on a coloured camp follower.’

        
Unfortunately, because he forgot or because Charles won him over, Major Tempski did not fulfil his promise—as my story will show.

        
Being assured by the surgeon that the German's life was in no danger, the major left. There remained in the tent only the victim—the half-flayed, loudly complaining German—the surgeon, the girl, and her tipsy father. I stood by the door ready to depart.

        
Then the old man noticed me.

        
‘Look who's here!’ he exclaimed. ‘Our bullock driver—the friend Jenny told me about. Don't go away. Though we don't see eye to eye, we can still have a drink. Come on, take it up.’

        
The wretched toper needed a drinking companion. Like other drunkards he could not drink by himself. Company justified further drinking. I could not refuse him and followed him to the bar.

        
‘Isn't he a tough fellow?’ he asked loudly. It was his habit to start each conversation with a question. ‘The overseer who supervized the harvesters told me you worked well. Have another drink. I like good workers. At one time I worked like an ox myself. That's when I earned my fortune gold-digging. You're not like him,’ he pointed at



Charles; ‘but that's a different story. He's a gentleman, a European nobleman. The major himself is said to know his family. Even the postmaster said he receives letters with armorial bearings on the outside and money inside.’

        
Clearly Mr Williams had not devoted his entire attention to his trade. He had found time to gather this information about his daughter's friend. Jenny's readiness to release me from my obligations was undoubtedly influenced by his findings.

        
Having exhausted this conversation, I said goodbye to him and the remaining company, which was still occupied with the patient. I did not walk very steadily, for the night was cloudy. Indeed it was as black as pitch. I tried to pick my way to my tent, guided only by the noise of the sea, which came to my ears like the sound of a million bees. Since my quarters were in that part of the camp most distant from the bay I walked away from the murmuring waves, which in the nocturnal silence reminisced about the shores and wonders they had encountered in their travels round the world.

        
Then I thought I could distinguish another soft rustle mingling with the sea's song. I stopped, and clearly heard the light patter of running feet. In a moment I saw a pale, womanly form dimly outlined in the darkness. We stood by my platoon's dying fire. A few logs were still aglow and sprayed out posies of sparks from time to time. The short-lived rubies traced whimsical mobile zig-zags in the pitch black night. Before they died away with a light crackle they threw a scarlet aura round the Maori camp follower.

        
‘For heaven's sake, Jenny, what brings you here at this unearthly hour? If my mates discover you here the camp will be full of gossip by the morning.’

        
She endured my rebuke silently, and then came straight to the point.

        
‘I have to speak to you, and to him. You know where to find him. Take me there. I'll beg him to forget … to forgive, and to stop teasing the other one. What satisfaction does he get from punishing the innocent? Why doesn't he punish me? The responsibility is all mine.’

        
‘And your father's,’ I added.

        
‘Yes, and my father's. What are these constant arguments about? Besides,’ she added furiously, ‘I can sting, like the bees which father brought to our farm for their honey. I won't allow the weak to suffer.’

        
‘Will you defend your lover with your own hands?’

        
‘Our mothers did that. If Te Ti thinks I injured him, he can fight it out with me. I'm not afraid of him.’

        


        
And she stamped her feet with rage, hissing and threatening the empty darkness.

        
It turned out that the darkness was not empty. On the other side of the fire stood her former lover, as tall as she but more powerful still, surrounded by an aureole of scarlet sparks. How he got there I could not say. I discovered later that when he returned from the fight he lay in the bushes near the fire, waiting for me. He had heard every threat the girl had uttered.

        
‘Do not be afraid,’ he said. ‘My shadow will not cross your path, unless ….’

        
‘Unless what?’ she asked.

        
‘Unless you need a brother, an avenger, or a friend.’

        
‘Who asked you to be my avenger and my brother? I can do without your protection.’

        
Here she stopped speaking in English and let out a veritable torrent of words in her native tongue—I know not whether of threat or of imprecation. She came up to the fire, kicking the logs to its heart to warm herself and so illuminating her formidable figure.

        
The two specimens of a mighty race made a magnificent spectacle. They resembled one another even in their aquiline features. The fire so coloured them that her swarthy face and his bronze one seemed to be of the same frightful hue. Both spoke of passion.

        
Silently I listened to her adjurations and his monosyllabic replies, which became increasingly soft and humble. She pierced him with her burning eyes as if with daggers: he gazed evasively into the fire. A lioness and an eagle met—and the eagle surrendered.

        
The eagle begged—and her voice softened. She seemed to be imploring him. Their words sounded like a caress to my straining ears. He softened still further under the flood of her entreaties. Slowly they moved round the fire until they met. She rested her hands on his shoulders. The poor wretch dared not take advantage of this to hold to his heart for the last time the girl he loved with an ungovernable passion learnt in the wilds, which had nothing to do with his fine missionary college.

        
Then they talked for a very long time. The fire died out to the last spark. I could scarcely see its grey ashes, which curled and moved very lightly, like the coils of a sleeping snake.

        
I saw their dim contours magnified by the night's witchery. They seemed to vanish. Even her white dress dissolved into the dense blackness, which foretold a shower.

        
Once, twice, I felt a warm, soft drop on my forehead. Then a flash



of lightning revealed them standing as close to one another as before, still talking in low voices. After a long pause I heard a distant growl of thunder and a hollow clap, and again felt the drops on my face. Was it their splash or the sound of a kiss which accompanied the thunder's crash?

        
The darkness fell silent again. Then came another flash of lightning, by which I momentarily saw them standing like two gigantic bronze monuments, taking leave for ever in a final embrace. At the sound of a second clap of thunder a dress rustled past me. The fiery fall of a third flash lit up the hem of her dress as it disappeared behind the tents. He stood alone, his arms crossed on his chest, gazing intently after her—in vain.

        
‘What have you agreed?’ I asked, somewhat sheepishly.

        
He did not answer at once.

        
‘Is it a secret?’ I insisted.

        
‘A secret even from me.’

        
‘Didn't you promise her anything?’

        
‘I don't remember what I promised her. Oh, my head is bursting!’

        
‘What will you do tomorrow?’

        
‘I'll go with you.’

        
‘Will you come back to her?’

        
‘Never.’

        
‘Never?’

        
‘Unless she sends me another sign like this.’

        
With these words he pressed into my hand a hard cold object. It felt like a Maori amulet of magic greenstone.

        
‘Do you believe she will ever send you this sign?’

        
‘I do. When she is angry, as she was tonight. When she curses her mother for giving her life, and her father for his teachings. When she is bold enough to suppress all her other desires and return to her first lover. That will certainly happen, after all the others have betrayed her.’

        
‘And will you take her, even after that?’

        
‘If I am alive I shall.’

        
A multitude of dense drops fell on us without further warning. Ferns and grasses bent to the ground, swishing and hissing. Glowing ashes, blown from the fire and tossed round the tents, faintly lit the reawakened scene. A violent rainstorm struck with tropical intensity, scattering the fires all over the camp and even tearing down some of the tents. Mine withstood the squall gallantly.

        
‘Let's go inside,’ said Te Ti in a subdued voice, quite different now from what it had been so short a time ago. ‘Even a Maori must look



for shelter in a real storm, such as this will soon become. Look at the lightning! Come in, come in.’

        
We entered the tent, which was lit up by constant flashes. The chief lay down silently on my bedding, and said before he went to sleep, ‘Not all this light is caused by the storm: some is the distant glare of Tongariro. Only a mountain glows like that. An old chant of our kainga says that the fiery mountain opens its blazing eye when a tragic fate awaits the chief of the eagles, my tribe the Kawhai, which in Maori is the name of the eagle. The volcano rages when the head of our family is about to die. The whole Island can see its evil reflection. Before my grandfather died a stream of fire erupted from beneath the ground and swallowed the Kawhai's former dwelling place. To this day you can see our old pits beside the rock into which the liquid fire has set. The mountain flared when my father died also. Why does its red eye glare again at my village? However, all those stories belong to fancy. They are simply pagan superstitions unworthy of Christian belief, as Mr MacCulloch says.’

        
He covered his head and fell silent.
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Chapter XIII 
The Pakehas taste the pleasure of war

        

The first half day we marched along beaches of dark grey sand, hardened by the ebb and flow of the tides into a tougher and more resilient road than any surfaced highway. As we advanced at the double none of us suspected that this long stretch of sand dunes was a mine of the best iron ore, from which steel as fine as the Swedish product would one day be manufactured. So far it had lain there uselessly. Later it would bring fame to my erstwhile companion, its discoverer.

        
The lofty cape, a promontory of the range of mountains which lifted northwards from Mount Egmont, plunged vertically into the ocean like an enormous land wave succumbing to water waves. The Pacific battered at this rocky tower, pouting and foaming with rage at its resistance, tearing away handfuls of ore with which it afterwards blackened the meek dunes along the shore.

        
Beyond the cape Mount Egmont hid its peak in cloud. Its profile stood in isolation, quite separate from the other mountains, forced out of the ground to reign over the south-west of the Island. Small domes ornamented its superb base. Above them the solitary massive peak rose some ten thousand feet into the sky, the queen of the whole range. The first two-thirds of the mountain was covered with dense black forest. Above them were scattered a few trees, which soon died out altogether, leaving the naked peak hooded in cloud. Deep crevasses, which from a distance resembled darker stripes engraved in the dark body of the forests, divided the lesser mountains from their queenly mother. From them sprang the lively streams whose mouths we had to cross with no little trouble.

        
At length we stood at the cape. Its vertical wall barred our southern march. Turning to the west, we stepped on to the track cut by General Cameron's army. Ruts and footprints scarred it deeply. On both sides of the track lay a wilderness so thick with trees and bushes that it seemed as though no human being could penetrate its bristling green hedge. But that was no more than an illusion, for half our escort soon vanished into the forbidding thicket. Crawling like snakes or crouching stealthily the Maoris spread out to left and right. Thus



our detachment was well protected by skirmishers. Only occasionally a pigeon's call or the whirring sound of a native partridge—clever imitations made by our Maori defenders—showed that the skirmishers were in contact with us.

        
After a few miles our column changed direction. The army's main track continued eastwards, but ours turned to the left and narrowed to become wide enough for only a single cart. On either side was a high bank, turning the track into a deep ravine. The whole area seemed ideally suited for a series of ambushes. Moreover, we sank ankle-deep in mud. I freely admit that if we had had to cross these swamps, thickets, and mountains escorted by white soldiers many of us would have hidden in the bush and then scampered off home. Guarded as we were by a troop which knew every tree and boulder we felt safe.

        
‘Where will this road take us?’ I asked the Maori chief, who was on his way to report to our commanding officer about the precautions to be taken during the march.

        
‘It should take us to Eden where there was a thriving white settlement until recently. The Ngatiruanui tribe drove away the white settlers and occupied their farms. Parliament has ordered a new road to be cut to the valley with the intention of recovering the land from the enemy and returning it to its rightful owners, who will remain there under armed protection. Already one detachment of pioneers sent there to that end has been lost. Now they are sending us in the hope that we'll have more luck. The settlement would supply cattle for the army.’

        
Scarcely had he left us when I noticed a new track to the right, barred with a toll gate and a noticeboard on which there was an inscription in Maori and English.

        
‘What's that for?’ I asked one of my comrades whom I knew to be familiar with the country.

        
‘The Maori land starts here. The natives have put up toll gates on all tracks leading to the land which has not yet been sold to the pakehas.’

        
Some of the pioneers halted in front of the noticeboard and amused themselves by pronouncing the Maori inscription. The English translation read:

        

          

            

              

                

Tolls at the Maori Gate


                  

                    

                      
	For letting through a Missionary
                      
	£50
                    

                    

                      
	Newspapers and Mail
                      
	£300
                    

                    

                      
	A Maori friendly to the Governor
                      
	£200
                    

                  

                


                  

                    

                      
	A Pakeha Constable
                      
	£5
                    

                    

                      
	A Native Teacher
                      
	£55
                    

                    

                      
	A Letter calling on People to agree with the white Governor
                      
	£500
                    

                    

                      
	A Parcel carried by a friend
                      
	1d
                    

                  

              

            

          

        

        
Later I learnt more about this noticeboard. By this legal expedient the tribes unfriendly to the pakehas severed all contact between the scattered white settlements. The last item, allowing parcels through for a nominal fee, referred to the fish, vegetables, and so forth, which the natives sold to the settlers. A white man in need of food or other necessities, so long as he was not a missionary, a postal official, a soldier, or a constable, was temporarily given the name of friend and charged only a token fee. Funds received in this way were used to buy gunpowder and lead. Government officials or natives favourably disposed to the Government (‘spies’) were refused entry by the imposition of absurdly high tolls. Even the native teachers were accepted only unwillingly, as the noticeboard clearly showed.

        
‘How are they allowed to bar the road in this way?’ I asked.

        
‘They are within the law in preventing strangers from entering their property. And they have their reasons for doing it. Our Government wanted to shield the natives from swindling land agents and made a treaty with the chiefs whereby it alone was entitled to acquire Maori land wholesale—which it then sold, at a good profit, to the settlers. This financial privilege became a most important revenue, for the Government pays one shilling per acre, and asks one pound from the settlers. A Maori who needs money must take what he can get, for the simple reason that nobody else is allowed to buy his land.’

        
‘I know all that. That's the Maoris’ main complaint against the Government.’

        
‘A few years ago some of the southern tribes decided to form an agrarian league to stop the sale of land altogether until the Government paid them the price it demanded from the settlers. All the tribes who were reluctant to join the league became known as the Governor's friends, and these tolls and other pinpricks make them suffer no less than the pakehas. A friendly Maori can't leave his property without being asked to pay two hundred pounds at each tollgate. If he goes round the gate he will probably be caught and taken before a Maori or pakeha judge, who will punish him as the law demands—for natives and white men alike have the right to forbid strangers from entering their land.’

        


        
‘Why are they so hostile to the missionaries? I thought all the natives had adopted Christianity.’

        
‘Since the last war, in 1860, the natives in these parts have renounced Christianity and taken up a new religion, Pai Marire, or, as we call it, Hau Hau. Even some friendly Maoris have adopted it. It's simply a return to their old paganism. They disguise the pagan element with a sham Judaism, paying greater respect to the Old Testament than to the New. But all of this is simply make-believe. Some who publicly revere the Old Testament have reverted to their cannibalistic ways.’

        
At that moment numerous calls from the bush and the sudden appearance of several fleeing skirmishers announced that something unusual was happening. Te Ti calmed us by declaring that we could proceed no further. A pa had been erected in the very place where a detachment of pioneers had been annihilated a few days previously.

        
We halted a rifle shot away from the new fort and crouched in the flax to avoid the enemy's attention. We never doubted for a moment that the pa's defenders knew of our presence. Their outposts would be just as quick to hear our marching tread as our skirmishers were to spot their redoubt.

        
Te Ti, the leader of our escort, went with an officer of the pioneers to reconnoitre, crawling under a hail of bullets right up to the pits which encircled the palisade. The stronghold could not be captured without a council of war. The Maori leaders all sat round a big fire to consider their decision. Almost unanimously they advised the commanding officer to leave the pa alone. In other words they were not willing to risk their lives in this battle.

        
When the council was over I went to see my friend. He sat alone, his head clasped in his hands. I touched his shoulder and sitting down by him said, ‘Are you afraid of that flimsy palisade?’

        
He cast a sharp glance at me and replied ‘The pakehas are often afraid, the Maoris never.’

        
‘Then why don't you want to attack?’

        
Te Ti looked at me with his penetrating glance. ‘What would you do in my place?’

        
I knew what he meant. ‘You are right,’ I murmured. ‘If this pa is vital, let the white soldiers assault it. I thought perhaps you had accounts to settle with its garrison.’

        
‘We sharpened our hatchets on the Taranaki tribe. Ngatiruanui never harmed us.’

        
I thought to myself how little the Colonial Government could rely



on coloured allies who had concluded a pact with it intending to revenge themselves on some of the rebels while remaining friendly with others.

        
‘What's the cause of your disagreement with the Taranakis?’

        
‘A century of wrong. When I was a child and my father was the chief of our people, we and the Waikatos invaded all the land belonging to the Taranaki tribe. We took them all into slavery. Their land became empty, and only owls bred there. That was the time when the pakehas came and built New Plymouth, convinced that they were taking unoccupied land. Later the native teachers told us to free the slaves because that was the doctrine of the new faith. When they returned to their villages they found the best part of their land had been taken over by the pakehas. Since that time there has been constant fighting. They say that the Kawhai people are worse than the pakehas, who are natural land grabbers, and accepted as such. The red blanket always hangs on the border between our two lands.’

        
Next day a beautiful sunrise lifted above the forest and the palisade. A fragrant morning, filled with the whispering of ferns and the tinkling notes of the tui, the New Zealand nightingale, seemed to touch the heart of our commanding officer, and to remind him that the day was really created for work, innocent pastimes, and noble deeds. Why, on such a day, should we kill people who happened to speak a different language or did not share our religious allegiance? I believed there would be no fighting.

        
We were ordered to cut trees to make sharp stakes for a palisade. The commanding officer intended to put the whole column behind a fence, and to wait there for the militia and artillery before attacking Ohoutahi (the name of the new pa). The Maoris, friend and foe alike, met at their outposts for a peaceful chat.

        
Suddenly a shot was fired. Our allies seized their arms. It turned out that a small party from another unfriendly village, called Ngatimaniapoto, made up the rebel garrison.

        
‘Rewi and old Pehi are there!’ shouted Te Ti to our commanding officers. ‘We'll never leave them alive!’

        
The name of Rewi electrified the encampment. He was famous far and wide for his courage and his ferocity. Both sides began to prepare for battle. A large red flag appeared over the fort. Our men dispersed among the bushes and sank down in cover. The defenders hung sheaves of green flax on the palisade.

        
‘Why are you staring at the flag over the pa?’ Te Ti asked our lieutenant, who was gazing at it intently through his spy glass.

        


        
‘There's a man walking towards us from over there. He's carrying something white. Don't let your men fire at him. Perhaps they want to surrender. Whatever he's carrying looks rather odd.’

        
The envoy stopped and threw the mysterious object at our outpost before speedily returning to his pa.

        
Five minutes later it was brought to us. It was a bloodstained head, crowned with white hair. In it I recognized the face of Mr MacCulloch, lifeless, robbed of its ready smile.

        
This sight was too much even for the impassive Maori warriors. Christians, such as Te Ti, gathered round the severed head. It was impossible for them to keep back their tears though they were all good Maoris trained to dissemble their feelings. Even the followers of Pai Marire, of whom there were a good number among our native allies, mourned the ‘old father’. The women accompanying our warriors sobbed, scratched their naked breasts, and uttered loud lamentations. A blind man, the tribal bard, touched the face he had known so well before he lost his sight. Then he sat down on the grass and began a waiata, a Maori elegy. The first note of this half savage, half wistful melody cut short the women's lamentation. We white men also listened to the rhythmical recitation.

        

          
The cold wind blew


          
I trembled at its breath.


          
The stars hid before me.


          
I trembled like a little bird


          
Which flaps its wings in the clouds


          
When a cloud full of hail


          
Interrupts its flight.


          
Who made this night,


          
This night of sadness,


          
Over our land?


          
Who gave life to the thought,


          
The thought of war?


          
Why does he not come back


          
By the road he came,


          
A muddy road,


          
Which he chose?


          
From the council of great chiefs


          
You come to us


          
Calling to arms.


          
Where do you lead us,


          


          
Bloody messenger?


          
Why do you give


          
This bloody gift?


          
Go and leave us


          
O tempting spirit


          
Who started this fight.


          
Go and tell the chiefs


          
That of one mother


          
You caught the sons


          
In your snares.


          
Tell that the Kawhai


          
And the Ngatiruanui


          
You saw enraged


          
And thirsty for blood.


          
But take from your breast


          
Your bloody hand


          
Which carried this gift!


          
Take it, before a rock


          
Crushes your breast.
        

        
This song and the women's loud cries are the traditional ritual when revenge is sworn. Then the chiefs held a subdued council, after which they painted their faces, undressed for battle, and recited a karakia—a prayer before fight. Their expressions and actions showed unmistakeably that the murder of this generally beloved pakeha had broken for ever the friendship between our allies and the defenders of the pa. A fusillade of shots from the outposts echoed my hammering as I nailed together a box to hold the head of the hapless minister. Before I had finished this little task all our allies vanished into the undergrowth.

        
It was a strange fight. We did not see a single warrior. The palisade and the rifle pits spat fiery tongues, shrouded in clouds of white smoke. Bushes close to us blazed and thundered with rifle shots. But we saw not one painted head. Several wounded fighters were handed over to the women, who either attended to their wounds or sang the proper funeral dirges for their tribes. We guessed from the waning of the fire coming from their rifle pits that the besieged were suffering serious losses.

        
Suddenly a large crowd of warriors—crawling, leaping, running—swarmed from behind the bushes. Before we realized what had happened a hundred or so of them, their guns slung ready and their hatchets raised to strike, covered the redoubts. The surviving delenders



escaped behind the palisade, pursued by the fire of the reserve detachment left in their positions. Sustained fire now came only from our allies. The rifle pits outside the stronghold had fallen, but the stronghold itself could hold out for a long time.

        
The operation against the palisade dragged on for several hours. Our commanding officer decided that the Maoris could not succeed in capturing the pa without our help.

        
‘I know that in principle you are not soldiers,’ he said, ‘but you will have to go with your axes and fell the palisade.’

        
The prospect did not appeal to me, but what could I do in the face of a direct order? So I kept quiet.

        
A new burst of fire was unexpectedly heard from a different direction. The tops of the kauri trees some fifty paces from the palisade, which the defenders had not had time to cut down, blazed with continuous firing.

        
‘By God!’ shouted our commander, ‘the black devils have climbed the trees under fire from the whole pa. Pehi must be ours in five minutes. And do you know how they did it? A few of them came out from the undergrowth and exposed themselves to the enemy fire while the others climbed up there unopposed.’

        
In no time a white flag replaced the red one. Some of the pa's defenders jumped down from the palisade and ran away into the bush, hoping to escape the heavy fire of our Maoris. They preferred that risk to encountering the enraged Kawhai warriors, or becoming their slaves. Very likely the fleeing natives had taken part in sending us the missionary's head. Others trusting their former friends, and perhaps less guilty, laid down their arms. More than thirty prisoners were brought before our commanding officer. All of them belonged to the same tribe. Fourteen heads belonging to Ngatimaniapoto tribesmen were also laid on the ground. A dozen escaped from the whole party. There is nearly always the same ratio of runaways to killed and prisoners in Maori engagements.

        
‘Where's Rewi?’ asked the commander.

        
‘Escaped.’

        
‘Pity! I would have given ten pounds for him. The prisoners tell me that he murdered the missionary, who had gone to the village in order to calm the angry warriors. It was he who carried the poor old man's head to us. But if he's escaped we'll have to postpone hanging him for a while. Where's Pehi?’

        
A lame, decrepit, stooping old man was then thrust forward. His



body was naked; a cord was tied round the waist, from which hung a blanket. His emaciated legs seemed scarcely able to support him.

        
‘Well, old boy,’ said the commanding officer with a smile, ‘do you still feel like soldiering after today's scrape? If I hadn't promised to pay for your capture, your neighbourly cousins would not have left your head where it is.’

        
The interpreter repeated the white officer's question to the chief with such a euphonious name. The aged man looked proudly at the enquiring pakeha and replied through the interpreter, ‘Pehi cares but little for his head. Pehi is a sack full of bones girt with a string. Pehi's head is white. Pehi does not care at all for his head.’

        
‘Suppose we left it intact,’ the officer asked, ‘would you behave yourself?’

        
‘O great chief,’ said Pehi, ‘I will never be at peace with you. Never! Never! Neither! today nor in the future, while the grass still grows and the water still flows. Never will I renounce my karakia!’ —Pai Marire —‘Never! Never!’

        
Each time the interpreter said ‘Never!’ the brown chief moved his head and emphatically repeated ‘Ake! Ake! Ake!’

        
‘Am I asking you to renounce your karakia?’ asked the officer huffily. ‘Don't you know that many of our Maori allies are of the same religion as you? By God! I feel a strong temptation to hang you as one of the minister's murderers.’

        
‘You try that. Pehi is no more than a withered old man, but Pehi slept with the Prophet, who promised him that neither bullet nor pakeha noose would kill him. Since Pehi slept with the Prophet he is a prophet himself, and a prophet will not die, although he be hanged.’

        
Our commander greeted this retort with a smile. Turning to his troopers he said, ‘The old fool took the oracles of the prophet Te Ua too much to heart, and now he believes that he is immortal. It would be a good thing to hang him, just to prove that the prophet's words and amulets have less effect than our bullets and ropes. Our own allies who are contaminated with the faith would profit from the lesson.’

        
Some of the pioneers were itching to demonstrate how mistaken the prophet had been. Small wonder too, for Pehi had burnt more farms and made more orphans and widows than any other warrior, stronger though others might be. The devil himself had made his home in that ‘sackful of bones girt with a string’.

        
‘Unfortunately I have to keep him alive,’ said the officer. ‘At least a dozen rebellious chiefs should be hanged at the same time. Several



bodies swinging in a row speak more eloquently to their kinsmen about the fallacies of oracles than individual executions.’

        
We white men kept hold of Pehi for fear that our coloured friends, having received their reward for taking him alive, might deprive him of his head for the sheer joy of doing it.

        
Until now no one had remarked the absence of Te Ti. The commander thought that he must still be pursuing our fleeing enemies and had enquired no further. But loud ululation came from the women, alerting us to a new casualty, someone apparently of eminence.

        
‘Why are the women lamenting?’ I asked the interpreter.

        
‘Sunray is gravely wounded—dying. He distracted the enemy's attention from the men swarming up the trees by putting himself directly in their fire.’

        
When I heard this news I forgot military discipline and rushed to join the sobbing crowd gathered round the dying Maori hero who, like Winkelried, had bought victory with his life.

        
The young chief lay on a litter of wild herbs. Twenty wounds glared from his powerful naked body. He was still alive, but life was visible only in his eyes and mouth. Mortal stillness conquered his bloodstained limbs inch by inch. The Kawhai warriors sat silently round the last descendant of a line of chiefs which had been famous for six centuries. Their faces showed no sadness. But this Maori silence spoke eloquently of the despair that filled their hearts.

        
I knelt beside my friend. When he saw me his eyes lighted up for a second. His lips tried to smile, in vain. Their fleeting expression of friendship changed to a grimace when a tohunga approached the dying man, swooping down on his legitimate prey. The young chief's look clearly showed that his services were not wanted.

        
Te Ti looked at me imploringly. His lips whispered ‘Kawenata Hou’, Not understanding the Maori language I asked him to speak to me in English.

        
‘The book.’

        
I understood his request. I hastily ran to our commanding officer and having explained what I wanted received permission to search for a copy of the New Testament from among my comrades. I found one. With the book in my hand I returned to the Maoris. I handed it over to one of the Christian chiefs, who touched the dying man's face with it. Te Ti pronounced a few Maori words. Then he lay silent amidst the sound of lamentation and the mighty blows with which she wailing women were striking their breasts.

        


        
Once again he looked at my sorrowing face. He beckoned with his eyes. I bent over him.

        
‘Guard her.’

        
Those eyes were dying. The heavy lids lifted with increasing difficulty. Once more his beloved book was touched to his face. One of the chiefs brought him his weapons. His excellent carbine was placed by his side and a powder horn lay at his feet. His hand pressed the handle of his hatchet. The dying fingers automatically contracted round it, feeling the familiar weapon. With a final effort Te Ti looked around him, as though he wanted to impress the memory of the countryside and his beloved kinsmen on his mind for ever. At last his eyes met mine. In them I saw two reflections of my face, growing paler and less distinct with every second. A faint sound … a movement of his lips … and he was dead.

        
At once one of the chiefs picked up the long staff, the symbol of the dead man's rank. Thrusting it into the ground near the head of the corpse, he seized the old bard's hand and put it on the staff. The bard began to sing, calming the women.

        

          
Plant the staff


          
The staff of power,


          
Now the staff of night:


          
The great night


          
The sad night


          
The dark night


          
The horrid night


          
The blind night


          
The impenetrable night


          
The night without end.


          
Look! This staff is standing!


          
The staff of Te Ti!


          
The staff of a chief


          
You will never see!
        

        
Realizing that the chiefs were angered by my presence I returned to our detachment with the interpreter who had also been present. He was of mixed blood, a keen Christian and a teacher, and he was greatly shocked by the funeral rites.

        
‘If it was not for the true religion,’ he meant Christianity, ‘they would surely bury him with his arms and treasures, his wives and concubines if he had any. Nowadays even the adherents of Pai Marire



would not commit such an atrocious crime. Though it's a bad sign that they still remember their heathenish chants. Did you notice that the last verse promises nothing but a horrid and endless long night?’

        
This cheap moralizing fell on deaf ears. Below us we still heard the sorrowful yearning of humans deprived of their leader and the chant of the bard over the corpse of the last chief of an ancient family. What more fitting 
De profundis than this tribal rite over a tribal hero?
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Chapter XIV
          
Charles von Schaeffer amazes the world with his knowledge
        

        

We took a whole week to cut a track through to the settlement we had recovered from the Maoris, and to restore the farmsteads and make them ready for the returning settlers. Two small cannon and a solid abatis fortified the conquered Maori stronghold. The settlers then came back, accompanied by a troop of militia which was to remain there as a garrison. Life on the recovered land did not promise much, if the omens of the second day following their return were anything to go by. A patrol was sent to the east and came back all flustered with the news that a big Maori war party was on its way. I saw then an incredible display of courage from the women of the frontier. The men hurried to the abatis, calling on their wives to follow; but many refused and stayed in their houses, blocking up the doors and windows, determined to defend their children and property against the savage invaders. They shouted that they and their children would not again face misery as refugees. Others donned ammunition belts, and with guns in their hands went out to the palisade, more than ready for action.

        
The news proved to be false. It was caused by the cowardice of the militia who seeing a large party of friendly Maoris did not wait to check their identity and rushed home with their frightful tidings.

        
The duties of our detachment were not confined to labouring. We had also to guard the Maori prisoners, whom we would eventually escort to New Plymouth. The ‘old sack girt with a string’ was a special problem. We suspected that for religious reasons some of our Maori allies would willingly help him to escape. He was therefore put in irons. I and many others were sorry for the old man, and often released him from his fetters when it was our turn to guard the prisoners. This meant that we had to watch him all the more carefully during his exercise period in the abatis. We would never allow any native to approach him. They were either dead against him, or equally strongly for him. Some of the Kawhai warriors would have killed him



if they could; others would have been more than happy to set him free.

        
Several events soon showed us that the group of half-converts to Pai Marire among the friendly Maoris was quite a large one. Firstly, they remained entirely inactive after the death of their young chief. As far as they were concerned, the war was over. And secondly, they abandoned themselves to amusing ceremonies which occupied much of their time. Some would spend hours every day on conjurations which were supposed to make them immortal. Others would gather round a Jew in our troop, since one of their dogmas promised them that by renouncing Christianity they would become like the devotees of the Old Testament. Yet others listened enthralled to stories of the miracles accomplished by the prophet Te Ua. As old Pehi was also a prophet, although a minor one, the adherents of the faith claimed that he should not be left in the hands of the pakehas.

        
One day a party of Arawa tribesmen, who had previously joined General Cameron's advancing column and were quite unknown to us, arrived at our settlement. They were to drive a large herd of cattle from the settlement to the main military camp. Despite their loyalty to the Europeans this tribe had a particularly awful obligation to old Pehi. Though we watched him carefully the newcomers had removed him from the abatis scarcely two hours after their arrival, broken his fetters, and set him free.

        
I was on guard on top of the west palisade when the old Maori ran past me, no more than six paces away. I instantly fired my revolver at him. The foresight of my weapon danced on his scraggy chest. The old man saw me and stopped dead. In front of him rose a wall of logs, some six feet high—a kind of second defence round the stronghold, provided with a row of loopholes and encircled on the far side with a ditch. Even a young warrior could not overcome that hurdle without losing time. The Maori stared at me defiantly, although he must have been waiting for me to fire at him. Uproar from within the abatis clearly showed that the pioneers were taking action against the Arawas. Military discipline ordered me to shoot: pity counselled me to miss. For a moment I forgot all the trouble the old prophet had fomented. I fired several shots into the air and gestured to him that he should scamper off.

        
The old Maori clambered up the wall with an extraordinary agility for a man of bis age. Before he disappeared on the other side he turned and gave me a sign which I interpreted as a gesture of gratitude.

        


        
A few minutes later a European patrol marched down the path between the palisades and the wall. They asked whether I had seen the fugitive. I said that I had, but that I had missed him. When the patrol commander heard that Pehi had escaped because of my negligence he threatened me with a court martial, but because of the lax discipline prevailing in the militia his threat never materialized.

        
Our work came to an end at last and we returned to New Plymouth. There we found a number of changes. For while one part of the militia had marched off to the bush, the rest, constituting the permanent town garrison, had played at soldiers every morning and in the afternoons occupied their time profitably speculating in oil.

        
Before our departure we had constantly complained about the unpleasant smell of the stream which supplied water to the camp. During our absence my former travelling companion suggested that the smell might be caused by the presence of oil beneath the ground. With real colonial sharpness he persuaded several New Plymouth merchants and militia officers to undertake a search. The first drills were sunk outside the camp, close to the stream. After a few days of drilling the workers encountered layers of oil-soaked rock. The work continued day and night in an effort to reach the sandy bed in which oil trickling from the rock normally gathers. Once they reached the bed they intended to insert a pipe into the bore and make an artesian well to eject the precious fuel.

        
The first news of the discovery of oil deposits temporarily emptied the whole camp, sentries and orders notwithstanding. The officers, in fact, were the first to leave and stake their claims for exploiting these mineral resources. Military discipline was not restored until every member of this great colonial army had entered his name in a hastily drawn up register of owners of potential oil fortunes. The duty of these claim owners meanwhile consisted simply of making daily visits to the original bore site where the prospectors lowered and raised their steel drills, estimating by the samples brought to the surface how soon the workers would reach the source of the oil. A kind of open-air stock market in mining shares took place here each day. Shares rose higher with every foot of greasy soil, or dropped when the drill brought up oil free samples. During a whole month of idleness I watched the work progressing and the feverish demonstrations which greeted its finding.

        
One of the most active speculators was Mr Schaeffer. I bumped into him one afternoon and he almost fell into my arms, greeting me heartily and exclaiming, ‘My fortune is made! There's oil deep in the



claim, and half of it belongs to me. I had five partners, but I've already bought out two of them. I would buy out the others if I had more money. Can you lend me some? I don't need very much.’

        
‘Judging by the present signs, the whole thing is a flop. The oil isn't flowing.’

        
‘But it will! We have people from Pennsylvania here, experienced miners. They all say it will flow. We even have a professional committee to examine each layer as it comes up. Come and talk to them. You'll see for yourself how good my prospects are.’

        
I did talk to the committee. Its first member was a shoemaker, the second a blacksmith, the third a ne'er do well who had joined the colours during the American Civil War, collected six hundred dollars, embezzled it, and come to New Zealand. The fourth and fifth were English seamen who had once seen the port of Philadelphia. They all knew all there was to know about oil. Each of them drew a regular salary of a pound for sniffing at the stinking mud which the drill pressed out like grey butter. They referred constantly to their American experiences, telling ridiculous stories about the daily incomes of their personal friends who had managed to secure a few Pennsylvanian oil shares. Mr X had an oilfield that produced one hundred barrels a day and gave him a net daily profit of three hundred dollars. Mr Z, in two brief years, was transformed from a young pauper into an oilman, and from an oilman into a millionaire who prudently converted his fortune into three percent English gilt-edged securities. All the inhabitants of New Plymouth and every member of the militia could expect the same good luck. Providence had sent the war to enable the settlers to learn about the wealth of their own country, and to make them all happy.

        
The low price of the shares warned me against buying. It was hard to reconcile the enthusiasm of these gentlemen with their readiness to sell their own claims for less than a hundred pounds each. Their own explanation was that, thanks to their experience, they could afford to dispose of their lots, which would undoubtedly earn their owners millions of pounds, and to move a hundred paces to another site through which an underground stream of inestimable value was sure to flow. With their facility for finding new fortunes they could afford to sell their present property cheap and become the benefactors of clients who did not have the same skill.

        
I explained to Mr Schaeffer that I was almost out of cash because I had squandered it away in the camp canteens—a story he was reluctant to believe—and then accompanied him to Mr Williams's



establishment. The tent had undergone a radical metamorphosis into what is called a shanty. But there was a greater change still in Miss Jenny. A sky-blue shawl and a posy of artificial flowers were much at odds with her dusky beauty.

        
‘I can see that your future father-in-law is settling here for good,’ I said to my friend, gazing with admiration at the architectural charms of the inn.

        
‘The Government intends to keep a large detachment of militia here until the end of the war for the defence of the town. The further the English army advances inland, the more land it conquers, and the more likely it is that the rebels may attack the town.’

        
‘I don't follow you.’

        
‘The rebels will let the regulars fight against the bush and the mountains, and molest their main supply centre.’

        
‘Is that why Mr Williams counts on a permanent trade and has built this expensive building.’

        
‘He wasn't born yesterday. He has a real flair for making money.’

        
‘What does he think of this oil business?’

        
‘Not very much. He invested a little money in it on my advice for his daughter. If the speculation comes off we'll certainly live in comfort—luxury even.’

        
Mine host and his daughter greeted me like an old friend. I immediately saw that my friend had employed the last few weeks in completely winning over these two simple souls. Mr Williams trusted him blindly in everything except money matters. In these he confided more in his own sure instinct than in the persuasive power of his future son-in-law. When he was invited to put more money into the oilfields he replied that he had no desire to make millions and was satisfied with the promise of profits from the claim he already held, together with what he was making from his flourishing trade in liquor.

        
‘According to your calculations,’ he expostulated to the German, ‘tens of thousands should fall into our laps in a few months. Isn't that enough? Why should we be greedy? Let's stop this talk and have a drink.’

        
And here his sad remaining eye would rest lovingly on the long row of bottles in the cupboard behind the counter.

        
‘What can I give you? Gin, brandy, porter? We have the lot—even champagne. A bottle of champagne,’ he added for my benefit, ‘costs two pounds. The militia officers toasted their commanding officer's birthday in it. Ask them how it tasted.’

        
I settled for porter, accepted his ‘shout’, and at once called for



further bottles, as ritual demanded. The conversation went briskly. The Amazon sat close to her fiancé, playing with him as though he were a precious and fragile toy, and looking at me from time to time with an expression in which I could read a silent reproach: ‘You shared such happiness with me once, and could do so still. But you scorned it, and I have found a new man, so you must watch us and suffer.’

        
Indeed, I had lost a very great deal, for as well as the sky-blue chiffon which adorned her dusky complexion she wore a full-blown crinoline, and she had also learnt from the local damsels how to walk prettily.

        
The young couple went outside. Her one-eyed father and I were alone in the room. For half an hour I listened to his account of the happiness his daughter had found. ‘We'll have the wedding as soon as the militia is disbanded, and then the whole family will go back to the farm near Wanganui,’ he told me.

        
‘And your oil claim?’ I asked. ‘You won't leave that in the hands of strangers will you?’

        
Williams shrugged his shoulders, looked at me slyly with his solitary eye, and whispered, ‘Do you really think that anything will come of that? I doubt if they will fill as many barrels with oil as they empty of my liquor.’

        
‘Don't you believe in this future wealth? Your own prospective son-in-law has put all he possesses into oil, and is recommending other people to do likewise.’

        
‘What's wrong with that? Haven't I given him my own money for the venture?’ asked the old fellow, who never answered a question except with another question.

        
‘If you don't believe in its success you have given your money away. Isn't that a foolish thing to have done?’

        
‘Why not? I can't lose. Everyone says there must be something in this oil business because old Williams's son-in-law is in it, and Williams himself has bought some shares. Everyone knows that Williams used to be a miner, and a prosperous one too, so he can't be a fool in these matters.’

        
‘I can't see how you profit by idle talk. Will it repay your lost pounds?’

        
‘Other people buy and sell on Charles's example. He's my future son-in-law isn't he? Every time they conclude a deal for five pounds they come here to spend a pound on toasting the venture. If you came to my place between three and four o'clock any afternoon you'd



see a real stock exchange in action. Money flows like water across my bar, and I make a percentage on the gambling too.’

        
‘You've got a real gold-mine here.’

        
‘Yes, yes. But keep it quiet. I told you all this business because you're a friend, and so that you won't lend Charles any money. He's invested enough to keep up the family's reputation and to help with business. I'm warning you not to be tempted into this oil speculation. You're not a drinker, so I wouldn't get much out of you, and you would lose too much.’

        
He passed on to the subject of his daughter and her gentleman friend.

        
‘They'll all envy us when we get back to the farm.’

        
‘Who's “all”?’

        
‘The neighbours. A rabble, the whole lot of them. All of them Popish Irishmen. But their daughters despised my Jenny though the sun burns them darker than she is—Jenny never likes to stay in the sun. They looked so proud, but all their dresses put together didn't cost as much as the silk one I brought Jenny from Melbourne. Their boys thought they were too good for her. They called her a nigger girl. Soon they'll see that the wealthy nigger girl is not too black for a foreign gentleman. It's true that he's a German—but a white man, sir—a white man.’

        
‘Yes, of pure Indo-Germanic stock …’

        
‘Indo-Germanic? Don't talk about India—that's where the black people come from. I know that, because we transported workers to Demerara from there. That was a long time ago when I was a cabin boy. But I remember them, black as devils. Don't you compare them with my Jenny.’

        
I promised never to mention India again, and left the loquacious old man with his favourite companions—bottles full of liquor. As I went he set about lighting the lamp, for the hour was late. It was so dark outside that I almost stumbled over the loving couple who were seated near the stream, deep in conversation. They did not suspect my presence. His head rested in her lap, while he lectured her about oil. She encircled him with her arms. She was all passion, and he calmly went on talking, like a man determined to make a big scoop. What I saw that evening, and what I later heard in the tent, induced me to visit old Williams's canteen more often, to investigate Charles's relationship with this odd pair. His role as Jenny's lover was obvious and generally known. It was doubtful whether he could withdraw as easily as everyone whispered he would. Everyone who was in the



know laughed heartily at this romance between the German and the nigger girl, but nobody dared to mock them to their faces. For one thing, Mr Williams's books already contained the names of all the camp inhabitants. The thirst of the military, both officers and other ranks, was greater than their means. Moreover, everyone knew that Miss Jenny was not a person to laugh at. Once a young lieutenant—a former shop assistant—had allowed himself to stroke her neck, and she slapped him so gently that the poor man carried the mark of the encounter for the next week.

        
I knew enough of her ambition and her character to doubt whether she really loved Charles. And yet she would scarcely let him out of her sight. As for him, I could see boredom and even hostility on his face. She followed him like a shadow and was quite tireless in her demonstrations of affection. She walked along proudly and daintily dragging him behind her when the military band played and the belles of the town promenaded.

        
Only once did I manage to see her alone. It was early in the morning. Her apparel was somewhat disarranged. Her father was still asleep after the previous night's orgy. She was cleaning the canteen. I realized then that although the constant company of white people had taught her to be more modest in her dress when strangers entered the room, she still preferred the Maori carelessness when no outsiders were present. It was only when I crossed the threshold that she grabbed a shawl from the table and draped it round her shoulders, adjusting it now and then during our conversation when it slipped a little.

        
I wanted to tell her about the death of her childhood friend and watch her reactions to my story. Like a true native she could control her lesser emotions, but her natural violence would not allow her to conceal strong anxiety and passion.

        
As she listened to my description of her sweetheart's last moments she could not hold back her tears. When I told her that I would fulfil the dying man's request and would guard her as he had meant to do himself she gave me her hand as though thanking me. But almost at once she withdrew it, saying arrogantly:

        
‘I can look after myself. I don't need to be protected. Charles says he loves me. Not everyone is like you, professing love in order to achieve your own ends. As I've asked you before, why should he lie to me?’

        
It was difficult to enlighten her as to Charles's real motives. I only added, ‘All the same, it won't do you any harm to have a friend who



watches your interests impartially. You can't accuse me of jealousy because I freely surrendered you to Charles. My only reason for wanting to help you is my memory of the man to whom I owe my life and who loved you so much that he left you in my care with his dying breath.’

        
The girl pondered this for a long while, her shapely head hidden in her powerful hands. Her loose black hair fell on her neck and shoulders. Like a glimmering silky veil it partially obscured her blossoming charms, from which her shawl was slipping further and further. In this posture she spoke softly and slowly, more to herself than to me.

        
‘Doesn't your law protect me? Why shouldn't it take care of the daughter of a Black Kumara when it guards the golden-haired daughter of the Governor? If she was betrayed by her fiancé or abandoned by her husband, a pakeha judge would send the wretch to prison. Are there different laws for a golden head and for a raven one?’

        
Then she gathered up her tresses and revealed the charms they had covered with the same sweet unconcern that reminded me of my time of imprisonment. Gazing at their rich gloss she asked again in her half dreamy way, ‘Has a golden-haired girl different rights from one with black hair?’

        
‘They have the same rights,’ I answered. ‘But different judges interpret them differently. Besides, flaxen-haired girls know themselves and their men well enough to manage without the protection of the law. They think before they fall in love. Before they give their trust they make sure that they won't be disappointed. They are born in a different world—cold as the blood flowing in their veins, misty as their eyes, with a climate as unyielding as their principles. Child of a country where heat follows cold, where storms come without warning, and a blue sky after a thunderstorm, don't rely on the law—rely on your own modesty.’

        
‘We rely on our strength. We don't need your protection or your law. I can defend myself and take vengeance if I am deceived.’

        
‘Indeed, you can protect yourself easily, for until now you have never loved anyone but yourself. But take care, or your overriding desire to marry a white man may blind you. Don't permit your ambition to convince you that a white man can love you with an emotion which you don't even know yourself. A sham love will be repaid in like coin. Accept his courting cautiously, and don't trust his promises until after the wedding ceremony.’

        


        
‘Do you want to turn me against Charles and make me suspicious of him? You won't manage that. He is so good to me. Didn't you see how we walked together among the fine ladies and gentlemen as though I was already his wedded wife? Why shouldn't I trust him?’

        
‘Why, yes! Trust him! Aren't you his fiancée? But don't carry your trust so far as to allow late strolls together by the stream and nightly meetings. People in the camp gossip about you. They watch you, and they don't believe that such a vain white man will marry you. They suspect that he will change his mind at the last minute. You apparently suspect nothing. You trust him as blindly as you trusted me. I don't think I abused your trust, while he ….’

        
The girl glanced at me suddenly. Her burning eyes looked at me, and having met mine turned away. I bent my head until I caught her wandering glance, and forced it to stay still beneath my scrutiny.

        
‘What do you see in my face?’ she asked.

        
‘I am trying to find that Tikera from whom I parted at sunrise one day. You resemble her in your face, in your dress that reveals more than it covers; but somehow you're different.’

        
The girl shook her head violently till her beautiful hair covered her face and bosom. Even the little sunbeams straying about the room could scarcely penetrate this thick, jealous veil. In a half playful, half offended voice she reprimanded me: ‘You know I don't like to be called Tikera, or to be reminded of my visit to my black mother and those days of wildness. Why do you tease me?’

        
She supported her words by wrapping her shoulders in the shawl and pinning it for safety. Shuffling feet were heard in the next room. Anticipating the arrival of her one-eyed father I moved towards the door.

        
‘Why are you going without having a drink?’ called his voice from the bedroom.

        
‘It's time for morning drill.’

        
‘Can't you wait a minute? Jenny, fetch a glass of rum. Hurry, my child. Don't let him go on parade with an empty stomach. He's a good fellow. Here, give him ….’

        
Jenny handed me a drink with a trembling hand. We went outside. Before I gulped the drink down I found her eyes and whispered, ‘Don't look for judges or think about revenge when you have a judge and avenger in yourself. Fall in love, behave like a fool: but when you wake up come to me and tell me your troubles.’

        
The girl stared at me aghast. The glass slipped from my hand. She



made no effort to catch it. It fell and shattered on a stone by the threshold.

        
‘What are you breaking out there?’ called the hoarse voice from behind the bar.

        
‘I dropped the glass and broke it,’ I replied. ‘But I'll pay for it. Here's a shilling for your father, Jenny.’ Taking hold of her hand and pressing a coin into it. I said softly, ‘Will you come to me before you go to anyone else? Will you take my advice?’

        
She did not answer, but her silence was more eloquent than any promise. Her face showed a complete surrender to my will. I felt that having discovered her secret I had become her master. The demonstration of my astuteness had so impressed the poor naive creature that from that time on I could mould her like soft wax.

        
‘Jenny!’ the old man shouted angrily. ‘When will breakfast be ready?’

        
I freed her hand and pushed her towards the canteen. She seemed almost as though she were in a stupor.

        
The bugles called from the parade ground. Their peremptory echoes rebounded from hill to hill, from tent to tent. The memory of my promise to the dying man was louder even than they. So was a reproach that I was not fulfilling my promise.

        
‘It's not my fault!’ I said to myself. ‘I was forced to put on this uniform, to work with an axe in the bush, to be away on duty when Satan tempted her. Now it is too late ….’
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Chapter XV
          
Major Tempski explains colonial notions about the relations between the two races and hears what he has not heard for a long time
        

        

Newly formed companies of militia departed daily into the bush. Messengers despatched by General Cameron spread the good news of several conquered pas, large numbers of prisoners taken, and a successful action against the Hau Hau. A martial mood gradually prevailed over the speculative fever raging in the garrison. Although each day the drills penetrated deeper into the earth and came closer to solving the mystery of the oily streams, the rocks soaked in oil, and the great lumps of bitumen which were scattered around, one detachment after another marched merrily away, hoping to gain a brilliant victory and to return safe and sound, after a short campaign, to the riches awaiting them. Major Tempski, wishing them good luck as they left, invariably ended with these words: ‘The better the lesson you teach these heathens, the sooner you can come back to your claims. I wager that the very day you return, the first well will strike oil.’

        
I always thought that the oil existed only in the imagination of the sniffing committee of pseudo-Pennsylvanians. My views changed when a mining engineer was sent from Auckland and after two days' examination declared that oil was certainly there in large quantities. New Plymouth businessmen immediately set up a joint-stock company with a capital of fifty thousand pounds to start its exploitation. The local newspapers printed the war news in small letters and the oil gossip in large headlines. How I regretted refusing the claim which Charles had offered me! Others in the area were worth at least five hundred pounds apiece. Charles himself could hope to receive several thousand pounds for his claims and Jenny's. One-eyed Williams tore out his carroty hair in despair at missing such a chance, and assured me that it was the first time in his life he had sinned through excessive prudence. On this occasion Charles showed talents I had never expected of him. He soon succeeded in winning the confidence



of the Company's directors, and ultimately became the head and front of the organization. By the influence of these gentlemen he was granted furlough from his unit. He worked hard enough for two men or more. He knew how to advertise, how to attract people with money, how to judge which machines should be used. On his advice a sailing vessel was sent to Sydney for a large number of drills, pipes, and traction engines. He organized all the local coopers to manufacture barrels. In order to make barrels which could be transported by sea he studied assiduously to learn the secret of applying varnish to timber, thus rendering it impervious to oil. I met him less frequently than before. The increasing casualties from the front line forced the Government to build a field hospital, and I was very busy. Sometimes as I returned to my tent after a day's work I would meet Jenny looking longingly towards the hills where the drills screeched and her lover's voice could be heard raised in command.

        
‘Jenny, Jenny,’ I asked on one such occasion, ‘aren't you looking forward to becoming a great lady?’

        
‘No,’ she answered. ‘Charles has very little time now. I only see him for a brief hour in the evenings. And even then he's longing to get back to his papers and what he calls his calculations.’

        
‘But you still see him every day.’

        
‘Seeing him like that doesn't give me much fun. I would like them to strike oil and finish the whole affair for good and all.’

        
‘Then what would happen?’

        
‘Charles would have all the money he's ever dreamed of. He wouldn't have to tire himself out writing and calculating in town. He says that when they strike oil he will live on his income without needing to work. How happy we shall be then!’ she added, touching her raven tresses—now more elaborately arranged than ever—and straightening the crinoline which made her ample figure look even larger. The simple creature had quite lost her old natural grace. I often had to smile as I watched her trying to walk daintily like a well-bred young lady … with the build of a prize-fighter.

        
One of my chats with her was interrupted by the bellicose major.

        
‘Did I disturb you?’ he asked in German when the girl had gone far enough to be out of earshot of his commanding voice. ‘A Pole is always a Pole. I can see that although your stay has been short you have managed to catch quite a prize. A little swarthy but very attractive.’

        
I explained that I looked upon Miss Jenny as my friend's fiancée.

        


        
‘Is she the wench I hear Charles Schaeffer has promised to marry? She's the one I saw after that brawl some time ago, isn't she?’

        
‘That's right, sir.’

        
‘What nonsense! A young man, quite clever, with some prospects now; and even if he was without them he has good contacts here. He is a real geologist: he can apply his skill and knowledge in mining. He'll make a fortune in no time.’

        
‘Yes. He is an uncommonly capable young fellow.’

        
‘And from a good home too. His family owns what we call in Silesia a 
rittergut. They have not treated him too well. They pretty well drove him out. But he will get back his estate eventually. I know the family and their property: my parents were his people's neighbours. In the last few days I've learnt to know him better and I've thought about his family quite a lot. They are all eccentric, emotional characters, buried in books, debauchery, and strange passions. To be quite honest they're cranks. Everything about them is topsy-turvey. But all this is no discredit to him and shouldn't deprive him of his natural rights.’

        
‘He will have wealth, but not enough strength to enjoy it. What's the good of such hopes when at the moment he's not doing too well?’

        
‘He has ability, a solid education, together with his industry—’

        
‘But he doesn't like work.’

        
My interlocutor looked at me questioningly, as if to remind me of Charles's present energy.

        
‘I mean to say that he doesn't like systematic work,’ I replied to that silent enquiry. ‘At present he's working like a madman because he hopes to get rich quickly. But give him a steady job where the money comes in only slowly and he will be as upset as Pegasus in harness.’

        
‘Do you know him well?’

        
‘We tramped together from Auckland to Cook Strait. We slept, ate, and worked together, and endured captivity and misfortune in one another's company. Isn't that enough?’

        
‘Aren't you sorry that he associated with that nigger?’

        
‘Yes. I am. He could do better; and he will ruin her life.’

        
‘This marriage is so much nonsense. The whole town gossips about it. If he breaks the engagement, her father will take him to court for breach of promise and the jurors will dry her tears with a hundred pounds. The money will be voluntarily contributed by all the citizens of New Plymouth, who will be only too happy to prevent a misalliance between a white gentleman and a half-caste.’

        


        
‘Would all the sympathy be for the man? Wouldn't anyone feel sorry for the girl?’

        
‘Why should anyone feel sorry for her? Any young farmer of mixed blood would be able to console her. She's only a Maori girl.’ He waved his hand in a contemptuous gesture.

        
‘Suppose the Maori girl was an innocent, affianced to a Maori chief, and tricked by an unscrupulous white adventurer. Would she deserve pity then?’

        
‘Of course a man should behave decently. But should he be penalized and forced to marry the girl?’

        
‘Supposing—developing that line of thought—that this same white adventurer, having spoilt all her prospects by turning her against the young Maori, abused the girl by taking advantage of her fiery temperament and half-savage upbringing, and finally discarded her as something for which he had no further use?’

        
Tempski turned his manly, rather despotic face towards me. ‘Are your insinuations based on reliable information?’ he asked me sharply. He waited for my answer with a threatening look on his face. He took life seriously and did not approve of ambiguous statements or treacherous friends.

        
‘I don't know for certain,’ I replied, looking at him squarely in response to his implied accusation that I was a scandalmonger. ‘These are my suppositions, supported by knowledge of the people concerned and by examining one of them as you have questioned me. I asked the girl a number of leading questions—and although she is no relative of mine I do exert a certain influence over her. It seems to me that I know the truth of the matter—but I have no further proof than that.’

        
‘What do you think is the outcome of my examination of you?’

        
‘I think you believe my story, sir. I have some reason to fear that Charles may forget his promise and abandon the girl. His inborn moral instability, his new hope of acquiring riches quickly, and the ready advice of his town friends might prompt him to this crime. Now I will ask you, sir, what is your view of this affair? Do you still pity the gentleman who squanders his chances?’

        
‘I feel all the sorrier for him, for he has carried the matter too far. If he behaves honourably, he will be demeaning himself: if he acts as his station requires he will disgrace himself in the eyes of those who judge by European standards. But I doubt if that will harm him in the settlers’ opinion. You and I and a few others will condemn him as a perfidious seducer, but most people will overlook his misconduct. Your suspicions are inspired by concern, but they



cast a shadow on the character of someone who was your companion through many adversities. Let's hope they prove to be unfounded.’

        
‘I hope to God they do!’

        
The major changed the subject. ‘When did you leave Home?’ he asked me.

        
‘A few years ago.’

        
‘Do you long to return?’

        
‘Not yet. I like the colonies.’

        
‘You're lucky. I am often homesick.’

        
‘You are lucky, sir, if you still long for Home. Your new way of life might have changed you so much that you no longer understood your own people at all.’

        
‘You've been away only a few years.’

        
‘Yes, not many.’

        
‘It's more than ten years since I came here. That's the secret of my nostalgia. It grows with age.’

        
‘But you don't speak Polish, sir.’

        
‘No, I don't. But I understand it. I was born in Upper Silesia and brought up in the Prussian army. I never spoke Polish fluently. But do me a favour and speak to me in your tongue. I'll answer in German.’

        
The major put one hand to his ear and bent a little towards me to follow the flow of my words more readily. It seemed to me that he blinked his eyes as though to hide some emotion which welled up despite his strong will and martial features. The suppressed and uninvited emotion, which he nonetheless welcomed, welled up from deep within his heart straight to his eyes and flooded them with tears—the tears of a Pole who, after a quarter-century of wandering and misery, triumphs and disasters, sweet words from foreign sirens and belligerent exhortations from fellow soldiers, listened again to his mother tongue, even though it was marred by a Podolian accent.

        
We conversed long in this manner, I in Polish and he in German. Before we parted he admonished me: ‘You were foolish to choose the pioneers. You have to do menial work, you have no hope of advancement, and you're badly paid. Forget your daydreams. You must remember that the present war is a fight between civilization and barbarism. You can side with the invader without contradicting your principles. Conditions in this country cannot be measured by a European yardstick.’

        
‘Even if that were true, what business would it be of ours? Suppose



the English were really sincere in introducing their enforced salvation—religion and civilization hand in hand, just as the Arabs enforce their Koran to bring happiness. I ask you again, what part should we play? Why should we waste our strength and perhaps our lives, here or anywhere else, for people who ascribe their victories to their own bravery and impute any defeat to their foreign mercenaries? I've had enough of these unnecessary deaths, of mercenary expeditions from the poles to the equator in support of an ephemeral idea, or just for the sake of adventure! Is this the only way we can show the world our courage? Suppose instead of gratitude we are greeted with jeers? If we used this energy in learning or to some other proper end we might become the leaders of the human race. We should advance the slow but inevitable march of progress by which, sooner or later, all the nations will be united and their wounds healed.’

        
The major shrugged his shoulders contemptuously at my sermon. ‘I can see I'm wasting my time arguing with you about this,’ he said. ‘You're a stubborn Utopian. But I want to do you a good turn. If you were in the militia I would help you with promotion. As it is I can't do much except recommend you for a clerical post in the commissariat.’

        
‘If I asked you to help prevent a wicked deed, or to inflict due punishment, would you do it?’

        
‘Of course. I would in any case. I'm already interested in the girl's fate. But I will also help you if you need a recommendation for a position.’

        
I thanked him for the offer. When we had parted I busied myself preparing my humble supper, pleased that I had unexpectedly found such a mighty ally.

        
The next day I was ordered to report to the local militia commissariat, where I would henceforward be employed as a copyist. In any crisis I would be recalled to the camp as a medical orderly. Since all the able-bodied men—even the provincial Superintendent and members of Parliament—were drafted for military service, I could not grumble at being destined on some hypothetical future occasion to join a field ambulance or something of that sort, and meanwhile to occupy my time as a well-paid clerk.
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Chapter XVI
          
I learn about society and listen to a lecture on colonial notions of seemly behaviour
        

        

News from the theatre of war now came less frequently. General Cameron had driven the rebels from South Taranaki, and his army was operating near the Wanganui River. Everyone believed that the militia still remaining in town would never see active service.

        
In our office we talked more about oil than about the war. The commissary general in whose office I worked, thanks to Tempski, was one of the directors of the Company. Charles Schaeffer often called on him. He looked somewhat perplexed when he first saw me in the director's office. When he had finished his business he greeted me in the same old way.

        
‘Do you know one another?’ asked my chief.

        
‘Yes, quite well,’ answered my friend. ‘I owe a great deal to this gentleman. I'll look on it as a favour if you will recognize his ability and his upright character.’

        
I could not help thinking that he sounded a little too familar when he spoke to my superior officer and downright patronizing in his recommendation. His few words nevertheless ensured that I received a better-paid position.

        
Several days later I had a chat with one of my colleagues about the head of our office. Everyone, apparently, praised him as a businessman of substance and honesty. I was told that he had several daughters, one of whom enjoyed the reputation of being the prettiest girl in a certain circle in New Plymouth. I say certain circle, because this middle-class town, like all English towns, was divided into a dozen tight little coteries, each of which was entirely separate from all the others. Bankers' wives would have nothing to do with lawyers' or parsons' wives, and these in turn would not stain their delicate fingers by touching the hands of plumbers' ladies. Nonetheless when General Cameron, a baronet and a companion of many orders of chivalry, visited New Plymouth he paid several calls even on shoemakers' spouses. Nothing could deprive the baronet of his dignity and respectability, because he was Right Honourable by birth. 
Law-



yers' wives, on the other hand, won their respectability by spurning the trade peoples' good ladies, and would immediately have lost their hard-won honours if they had ceased to do so.

        
‘What a pity,’ said one of the young clerks, ‘that Miss Arabella had lost her senses so completely.’

        
Having voiced this daring statement he began to clean his fingernails with a pen nib.

        
‘Really? Aren't you saying that just because she turned you down?’

        
‘She turned me down because she has a swollen head. Her father is a self-made man and he doesn't limit her choice at all. As long as she chooses a steady character she can marry anyone she wants.’

        
‘Why did she refuse you, in that case?’

        
‘Because I work for my living, and my family is not well-connected, though it's wealthy enough. She turned me down because I'm thrifty and my business prospects are good. Because I prefer writing up bills to composing poetry, and because I don't like to linger on the beach and recite elegies in the moonlight. She told me that a young man who knew nothing at all about literature did not meet her requirements. I am too prosaic for her. What scores of other young girls appreciate in a single man, she disdains. She doesn't want a decent man for a husband.’

        
‘Her refusal was really a godsend for you,’ interrupted another clerk. ‘My wife tells me that while her sisters attend to their household duties Arabella devours one novel after another. I would be glad to have you for my brother-in-law, but you'll be much better off if you're not.’

        
‘Don't you worry about me. I still had a gleam of hope, and used to mix in her circle. But since Tempski has introduced this count or baron or whatever he is—a foreign nobleman anyway—recommending him as the worthy descendant of sixteen generations of knight-robbers and heir to all the castles in Spain—that's to say, an old ramshackle manor with a romantically meagre income but an impressive halo of medieval German legends—it's not just me she spurns, but all us colonial shopkeepers.’

        
‘She spends whole evenings with him, playing and reading,’ added Arabella's brother-in-law.

        
‘What do her parents have to say about that?’ someone asked.

        
‘What can they say? You know perfectly well that Arabella chooses her own friends without asking for advice from anyone. This isn't the Old Country.’

        
‘It doesn't look right, even in the colonies, when a young attractive



girl from a well-established family gets too friendly with a man whose reputation is none too good, at least in one respect.’

        
‘I don't see anything wrong in it.’

        
‘What? Is it becoming to spend whole evenings wandering about under the light of the moon with a man who comes to her straight from his coloured mistress, whom he has promised to marry?’

        
‘How long have you been in this country?’ Arabella's brother-in-law asked this persistent questioner with an indulgent smile.

        
‘I left London a year ago. What's that got to do with it?’ asked the clerk, touching his forehead with his index finger in a gesture of perplexity.

        
‘A great deal. If you stay here for any length of time, you'll find that if we insisted on closing our homes to everyone who had a liaison with the delightful dusky daughters of the tribes, our ladies would be quite deprived of masculine company.’

        
‘There's more to this affair than the right to enter a respectable family's house. She's flirting with him.’

        
‘Keeping open house implies that too. Do you really think that the daughters of our Scottish or Irish parvenus will be content to become old maids because we kiss their coloured servants? In the colonies you must adapt yourselves to colonial customs. Besides, our own ladies are such prudes that we have occasionally to embrace the half-castes just to keep in practice.’

        
‘But this fellow intends, or at least intended at one time, to marry the girl. It's not at all the proper thing to make eyes at someone who is engaged to someone else.’

        
‘So long as he was a vagrant or a private soldier—neither of which reflects any discredit on him, for many of us have passed through the same school—he could contemplate marrying a girl of mixed blood. Today he is one of the most eminent people in town and moves in the best circles. Why, he even comes from an aristocratic family. Marriage with a Maori girl would finish him morally and financially. All his business contacts would be cut off. He'd do better to stop going to church than to marry a native woman. He's no fool: he understands all that quite well. Don't for a minute think that he'll marry her. His courtship—the whole affair—is a remarkably well-played comedy.’

        
‘I don't follow your reasoning at all,’ insisted the disappointed suitor. ‘You are strictly divided into separate social classes, and are mortally afraid of rubbing shoulders with your inferiors. And yet any titled beggar is given the 
entrée whereas decent neighbours have no chance of being accepted.’

        


        
‘Blood, my dear fellow, has its value. Months of poverty could not deprive him of his nobility. Knowledge and talents also count for something and he has both of them. He simply returns to the place he held in Europe, while Mr Smith or Mr Robinson—who in the Old World swept my brother's shop and are now considerably wealthier than we—would feel out of place in our drawing-room, and just as embarrassed sitting at the same table with us as we would be. So we exclude Messrs Smith and Robinson from our world and accept a Prussian nobleman with open arms even though he hasn't a penny to his name. Only a union with a coloured wench could lose him his rank, and so he'll never marry one.’

        
‘I presume that Charles Schaeffer, Esquire, is too sensible not to break with his dusky love, especially now that her father has provided him with sufficient funds to pay for letting her down.’

        
‘Do you really suppose Arabella would marry him after a court case and the scandal of breaking off an engagement?’

        
‘Ask Arabella. Young girls don't ask their brothers-in-law what to do in these circumstances. But if she did ask me or her parents we would advise her to marry a man who is well connected and has such talents and such excellent prospects. We would congratulate her on her good luck and tell her that his connection with a native woman was one of those things which should be forgotten as quickly as possible.’

        
Here I interrupted. ‘Would you give that advice if you knew that a side effect of the union between Miss Arabella and this scion of a noble family would be a poor half-Maori girl betrayed and dishonoured by her affianced husband? If the happiness of the white girl was paid for by the ill fortune of her dark sister?’

        
‘How can you call a Maori mongrel brother or sister?’ asked the capricious beauty's brother-in-law angrily. ‘You must be a newcomer here too.’

        
‘You haven't answered my question.’

        
‘Do you really want an answer?’

        
‘Yes, I do.’

        
‘The answer won't be easy, because the question is somewhat blurred. I understood only this from your confused remarks: you want to know whether our society would be shocked if the daughter of a respectable family married a respectable white man who had abandoned his Maori mistress in favour of his future wife.’

        
‘Yes, sir.’

        
‘I'll answer without any hestitation whatsoever. Our society has



no interest at all in the relationship between respectable men and Maori women. We are too circumspect even to consider such a question. Society ignores Maori mistresses. Anyone who mentions their existence outrages propriety. The most rabid gossipmonger never dares touch upon that subject in decent company.’

        
‘Will your prudery enforce silence even when some gallant or other, a member of society, pretends love or promises marriage and commits the greatest crime that an eloquent educated man is capable of inflicting on a simple and even silly Maori girl?’

        
‘I repeat, sir, these matters are never a topic for conversation in respectable drawing-rooms, nor even among the members of one's family. But suppose this gallant of yours disregarded his own interests, contacts, even his sense of dignity; suppose that through association with a half-caste or a Maori girl he cut himself off from his own race; suppose that through marrying such a person he discredited himself and offended his parents, friends, and kinsmen; society would not look into his motives: it would simply discard him. I'm tired of the whole business. I can talk about someone like the German, but you're introducing a subject which is unsuitable even for these chats in the office.’

        
His sermon over he began to propel his pen across the paper at high speed. Clearly my shameless remarks had thoroughly upset him. The indignation roused by this low conversation could only be drowned in ink.

        
The spurned suitor, dipping his pen in the inkstand and prodding with it as though he were piercing someone's heart, muttered to me: Their notions of decent behaviour are rather peculiar, aren't they?’

        
‘We'll have to be here a long long time,’ I whispered in reply, ‘before we achieve their remarkable hypocrisy.’

        
‘And their devilry!’ he added, as he assiduously set about his writing.

        
He did not write for long. An uproar without announced some extraordinary event. Soon the commissary general hastily entered the room and without removing his hat called out loudly: ‘Close your books and put them away! Put everything in the safe!’

        
‘What's the news?’ asked his son-in-law, whose family ties emboldened him in questioning the despot.

        
‘What's the news? The warriors of the Waikato tribe are a day's march from New Plymouth. Rewi, Pehi, the whole damned lot are advancing against us. Apparently King Wiremu himself is coming with them. His Waikatos played a trick on our soldiers by outflanking General Cameron and joining forces with the Taranakis.’

        


        
‘What are the troops on the other side of the Waikato River doing?’

        
‘How should I know? Put your books away, I tell you! The rebels have slipped through our columns, that's certain. They are on their way here, and where Cameron is God only knows. They say ten thousand warriors are on the march. All the settlers still left north of the town have taken refuge in the camp. They all say that the enemy horde numbers at least ten thousand.’

        
‘The Waikatos would have to arm their wives and children to come in such force,’ I remarked, remembering that the whole tribe did not number so many souls.

        
‘Anything is possible. These rebels are regular devils! Are the books locked up? Everyone out, then. I'm closing the office! You must all report to your companies. Down with Mercury when Bellona calls!’

        
With this classical apostrophe my golden days in El Dorado, if I may so call the commissariat at New Plymouth, ended for a while. I had to transform myself from a clerk into a soldier.

        
Before we had put on our uniforms, we discovered that the menacing Maoris seen to the north had dwindled to a mere thousand in number. This news was all the more reliable being brought by the friendly natives, who seldom erred in such matters. As the local garrison consisted of several companies of infantry, a troop of cavalry, a battery of Armstrong mountain cannon, and a staff that would have sufficed for a full European division, the news was received with rousing enthusiasm. Martial songs were heard in the streets. Young girls presented ribbons and posies to the uniformed youth. A brass band, of greater strength than some of the military companies, played ‘Rule, Britannia’. Everyone laughed at the sight of our medical unit armed only with bowie knives and leading mules or carrying stretchers. Our modest grey tunics stood out like poor relations from the display of colourful uniforms. The stress was on variety: almost every troop was differently accoutred. The army looked like a collection of samples from many European regiments. Troopers nattily trimmed with galloons looked like Austrian hussars. Others strikingly resembled the British Grenadiers, minus their bearskins. But what could some of these militia detachments not afford, made up as they were of the gilded youth of New Plymouth?

        
Charles Schaeffer appeared arrayed in the brand new regalia of a second lieutenant, a dignity to which his company had lately elected him. His epaulettes shone more brightly in the late summer sun than the brass model engines which had adorned his desk. I learnt with



some irritation that our detachment—mules, stretchers, and I—was attached to his company.

        
Turmoil reigned in the camp. Everyone bustled about, each occupied with his own job. Some folded their tents, others cleaned their rifles. Mountain cannon were loaded on to mules, supplies were heaped up on the fourgons. Old Williams transferred his bottles and barrels from the canteen to his own wagon.

        
‘Are you coming too?’ I asked the old fellow.

        
‘What's left for me here? Where they fight, there they drink and spend their money. Soldiers on active service save nothing. Why should they when they don't expect to be alive tomorrow? I'm not a soldier and I can take care of my savings with a clear conscience.’

        
‘Why don't you take horses instead of bullocks?’

        
‘How do you suppose horses would survive in the bush? That's why there are only a few wagons following the column. Even the officers have to manage without their tents and baggage. Everyone carries his belongings on his back, even the commanding officer.’

        
‘Is Jenny going with you?’

        
‘How could I manage without her?’ replied the old man, as always answering one question with another. ‘She sells more than ten men. All the militiamen like her.’

        
‘Isn't she afraid of the fighting?’

        
‘Why should she be? What's new about it? Besides, he's going, as you know. She wouldn't stay here by herself.’

        
It was plain that the poor simpletons had no inkling of the latest plans of the secretary of Taranaki's first joint-stock oil company. They had no idea that every evening he recited his poems to Miss Arabella. They had not heard that society was exerting pressure on him to abandon the nigger girl unworthy of him.

        
The sound of many trotting hooves announced the arrival of the staff. It glittered with galloons and shone with leather accoutrements. Tempski was more soberly attired in the uniform of an English infantry major. By chance he noticed me.

        
‘How do you like the medical service?’ he called out.

        
Stiff as a ramrod, my right hand at the salute, I shot out: ‘Better than the pioneers, sir.’ It sounded like a seasoned trooper reporting to his commanding officer, a relationship which the major disdained in private.

        
‘Still, remember the Maoris don't respect either medical orderlies or pacifists.’

        
‘Thank you for your warning, sir. When the rest of the army runs



away and exposes us to danger, I'll remember your advice and join you in time!’

        
The staff officers laughed.

        
‘Call on me some evening,’ said the major, spurring on his horse. ‘I'll find a glass of wine for a fellow countryman, even if he is only a private.’

        
That day we marched off along the coast in one long line of uniforms, mules, guns, bayonets, headed by flying colours and a brass band, with a baggage train bringing up the rear. Never had these shores seen such a magnificent display. Grey seagulls, edged with gold stolen from the sun, hung motionless in the air to watch the spectacle. Even the ocean waves scarcely stirred, and the watery waste was as smooth as a looking-glass to reflect our splendour. The pale hazy late summer sun slowly neared the horizon. The air was full of salt and fine sea spray, which floated invisibly around us. It was such a delightful evening as only occurs in these parts towards the end of summer and the beginning of autumn.

        
We camped beside the sea a fair distance from New Plymouth. Our outposts spread into the bushy hills which rose a little way from the shore. A flock of goose feathers in the sky foretold approaching rain, but no one thought of bad weather following so beautiful a sunset, and the band played ‘Rule Britannia’.

        
The sun had already gone down, the band had stopped playing. The crowd of ladies and elderly gentlemen who had escorted us to our first bivouac, in a long procession, in carriages or on horseback, prepared to go back to town. Before they left the troops lined up on parade, and all the civilians marched past in front of us. One of the carriages drove to our detachment, beside which stood a military surgeon.

        
I did not know him personally but I had seen him in town. I had heard that he was a Frenchman notorious for his eccentricity. According to rumour, he was odd and unbalanced. No one had any confidence in him as a physician. He was supposed nevertheless to be outstanding as a bone-setter, and it was in this capacity that he was employed in the militia. The doctor was one of those people who greatly enjoy the sound of their own voices. He sang all the time. No one knew what he was singing; virtually no one in New Plymouth understood French. Even now, in his military uniform, to the great disgust of the other officers, he hummed a song which I had once known but had long since forgotten.

        
The carriage stopped in front of him. In the half light of evening I saw several women in it. By their appearance I took them to be a



mother and four daughters. They all had bright auburn hair and an abundance of freckles, and all sat stiffly in the crowded vehicle. No regular soldier held himself more stiffly than the ladies when they waved their handkerchiefs to the doctor and cried adieu.

        
The doctor accepted this warm tribute with a grimace. The carriage moved on. Soon it stopped before another officer. Again the handkerchiefs fluttered in the air and the shrill voices called—not ‘adieu’ this time, but an English ‘good-bye’. The stops and the farewells were several times repeated. The other carriages and riders were already gone but the ginger beauties seemed in no hurry. At last the troops broke rank. The officers scattered before the lingering ladies.

        
‘What's the meaning of the 
opéra comique farewell which the ginger ladies are giving to the cavaliers?’ I asked an officer who had been one of my colleagues in the commissariat.

        
‘Oh them! They are the Misses MacArthur,—a bunch of old maids,’ he replied. ‘Haven't you heard of them?’

        
‘I vaguely remember hearing about a parson's good lady who had arrived in New Plymouth with her daughters from England or Scotland.’

        
‘That's them. They spend their time visiting the best matrimonial markets in the colonies. They've already been to India, Melbourne and Auckland; and now they are favouring us with their presence. The money it must cost them to hunt for husbands! They cast far and wide for a suitable catch: officers, whalers, businessmen, squatters, even gold diggers! Since they came here, one of them has taken a fancy to that stupid French quack. He wouldn't swallow the hook. Today they have distributed cockades to most of the promising bachelors in the army, and now they are showing off in front of the whole column. That kind of woman is unknown in any society other than in India and the colonies. Because there are so few eligible young women, the local youths aren't too choosy and waste no time in their courting. The men in these parts often marry a week after first meeting their future wives. The gingery Misses MacArthur have a sporting chance here.’

        
The spinsters did not greatly interest me. I turned my attention to the surgeon. An exiled Pole takes a particular pleasure in meeting French people. In a colonial community he looks out for his natural friends and usually sticks to them. I had not so far met a single Frenchman in this country. The news that the surgeon came from the banks of the Seine, the thought that I could rattle away in French to my heart's content, filled me with jubilation. I meant



to seek him out at once. But events took such a turn that evening and generally throughout the whole expedition, as I shall describe, that I could not attain my object. It was later, as my story will unfold, that I contrived to meet this unusual castaway, who had been dropped into the middle of the Pacific much as I had been myself.

        
Since I could not talk to him that evening I went to sleep. The night passed uneventfully and the morning dawned fine. We moved inland, pressing deeper and deeper into the thickets of flax, fern, and fir. We suffered an unexpected hailstorm followed by a gentle but persistent rain, which accompanied us for several days.
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Chapter XVII
          
War does not favour my friend
        

        

The following day we turned inland. I observed that already the surgeons were kept busy all day, not with treating the sick—the heroes of New Plymouth had been away too short a time to contract any diseases and their only ailment was blistered feet—or caring for the wounded, for we had not yet encountered the enemy and no blood had been shed, but in examining malingerers who reported to complain of all manner of imaginary disease. Never have I seen so many tough fellows suffering from arthritis, rheumatism, or hernia. Needless to say there was no foundation in fact for these conditions, as each examination clearly revealed. ‘Can it be,’ I thought, ‘that the men who only the other day looked contemptuously at me when I donned the humble uniform of a medical orderly want to lie their way out of the Egyptian bondage of military discipline? How soon their enthusiasm has melted away in the face of a few hours’ rain!’

        
Yet even I, hardened as I was by the ups and downs of my adventures, found the weather very trying. It seemed determined to prove what I had once read about New Zealand, that the climate was humid and favoured rapid growth. Every night it rained in torrents, and every day we floundered across innumerable rising streams. Crossing the streams, indeed, was only half the battle. The water in them hardly reached above our knees. But from the tree ferns above us every moment brought down small cataracts, which fell between our flannel shirts and our backs, rolling slowly down our spines—which, as you know, are very sensitive to cold water. As we marched through the forest the wind, which we could not feel at ground level, shook the crowns of the kauri and rimu trees and saturated us with miniature Niagaras. Private soldiers and officers alike found their erstwhile fiery tempers cooled, particularly when, after a day of Nature's inhospitality, we had to sleep under wet blankets on wet grass.

        
Two days of these delights were enough to restrain the ardour of our commanders, who, in order to bolster the morale of their subordinates and demonstrate their fervour, had at first denied themselves the comforts which their rank allowed. On the first night, although the fourgons which brought up the rear of the column



carried several officers' tents, they slept under the stars (which could not, of course, be seen). Tempski's entire staff, some half dozen of them, made do with one fork, spearing slices of meat in turn as they were cut from a joint, which they then held in their fingers. They used one spoon, which they dipped in icing sugar kept in a tin in lieu of a sugar bowl. When I called on the major to drink the wine he had promised me I looked at the officers' greasy fingers, sticky with the fine sugar, and began to doubt their good upbringing. Surely decent people would have remembered to take such indispensible utensils with them. Even if it was not a natural slovenliness which their conduct betrayed, it seemed a silly ostentatious piece of pseudo-Spartanism. However, they soon grew bored with using hard round biscuits instead of plates and eating with their fingers, and the continuous rain damped their spirits considerably. During the following evening all the baggage wagons were searched and the roof of a tent found which was hastily erected on the spot where the English flag marked our headquarters. It was a canvas shelter rather than a real tent. It had no sides and provided no protection against the wind, but it did outwit the rain. I availed myself of the major's invitation and went to visit him, to the great astonishment of my mates. When he had given his latest instructions for the placing of sentries, Major Tempski began to talk with me about our faraway Home, which I was not to see again for many years, and he never. With so pleasant a task to occupy us the time went by quickly. Minutes and hours passed unnoticed. The whole evening was gone in a moment. We leant against a tree trunk, protected by the dense foliage from the falling rain. A large fire hissed and flamed at our feet. Truly we were comfortable. Then the major tapped his forehead with one finger in a gesture of recollection and said, ‘You won't go back to your quarters in rain like this, will you?’

        
It seemed to me that he stressed the words ‘your quarters’ to show the difference between his grand hammock and my lowly couch, only some five hundred paces away, where I would curl up like a puppy under the dripping sky and spend the whole long night cursing the foul weather.

        
‘Why not?’

        
‘Well, this rain….’

        
‘I can ignore it—it's no more than a drizzle,’ I replied, shamming indifference and glad to show him that, although I was only a civilian and cared nothing for military vanity, I also paid less attention than he did to the small discomforts encountered in the service of Mars.

        
‘The rain is getting heavier, and water from the tree trunk is



dripping down my back. Let's run for shelter ….’ said my commanding officer, retreating briskly towards the tent and leaving me without another word in the care of Providence. Another officer offered me a place in the staff tent. I politely declined and ran off to my own nest. It was dark and raining, and the grass reached to my waist. I was wet through when I finally reached our fire. The captain of our unit was drying himself on his return from an inspection. I followed his example. My back remained soaking while my trousers dried. When I tried to dry my back, my trousers got wet again. At length, dry on one side and half-roasted on the other, I scrambled beneath my damp blanket, next to the sergeant, a former miner who took everything the good Lord sent, fair weather or foul, without a grumble and without a word of praise.

        
He was an old hand, this sergeant of mine. He had contrived a shelter against the weather by spreading a blanket over a rifle and a stick. We thus had a roof over our heads but only one blanket between us for covering. About midnight a sudden gust of wind from the bush demolished the structure. The rifle fell on to the sergeant's most tender part. He instinctively kicked out at me. Luckily he was not wearing his boots, since he was using them as a pillow. The angry sergeant's kick, and his uncomplimentary references to my laziness in not getting up to help him cope with the stick, rifle, and blanket in order to reconstruct his ingenious shelter, were not sufficient to rouse me from my cosy bed; but a deluge of cold water from the blanket, which only a moment before had been masquerading as a tent, soon had me changing my position.

        
‘What's up?’ I asked, rubbing my eyes.

        
‘The tent fell down.’ (He had such backward notions of comfort that he regarded this shaky semblance of a shelter as a fully fledged tent.) ‘We'll have to put it up again. What's worse, ‘he added, ‘several quarts of water settled in the middle of the blanket and have flooded our bedding.’

        
‘Since we already had gallons and gallons of it,’ I thought, ‘a few more quarts can't do much harm.’ Another thought succeeding this had a greater effect in overcoming my lethargy. I jumped up from my bed and frantically sought the bag which held our food, known in the colonies as ‘grub’. The sergeant understood my eloquent though silent anxiety.

        
‘Is the grub all right?’ he asked anxiously. It was not often that his voice showed any concern.

        
‘It's all right!’ I replied, having checked on the sugar and the



matches which were wrapped together in an oilcloth for dry storage. Both of us sighed with relief. The cloth held our rations for five days.

        
Thunder and lightning woke us again before dawn. The wind made short work of our pseudo-tent. Not content with this achievement, it also tore down several trees, scattered the camp fires and helped the rain to extinguish them, and dragged us up to save our own fire from the fate of others. Sheltering it from the rain and wind we huddled over it, our teeth chattering. Streams of water poured mercilessly over us. Yet despite these tribulations we could not help laughing at the plaintive faces and dripping uniforms of our comrades. My German friend just then crawled over to our fire. His new uniform looked as if he had been pulled out of a river. I exploded with laughter at the sight of the damaged feathers, stained uniform, and sour face of the erstwhile dandy, and reminded him of our expedition through the bush. He swore that when he got back to New Plymouth he would abandon his military career and devote himself henceforth entirely to the oil business.

        
This appalling night marked the end of the bad weather. The sky began to look more promising soon after dawn. The beams of the rising sun reminded us in no time that we were living in a subtropical climate. Clouds of vapour floated above the ground and amongst the flax and fern, filling the air with a steamy heat. This stifling air which always follows heavy rain in hot countries is far worse to a European than the most scorching heat. Fortunately in New Zealand the humid heat at least does not bring fever, for the strong westerly winds blow malaria from that happy land.

        
On our third day out of New Plymouth we made only slow progress. We had already reached a part of the country abandoned by the settlers. Here and there we guessed from the ruins of burnt homesteads and out-buildings that the Maoris had passed this way in force. At any moment the scene might change to one of war. The enemy was near, or might be near, and we must take precautions. From experience of another war I wondered at the negligence shown by our column and the carelessness of the troopers assigned to guard our flanks. When we made camp that afternoon the same casual attitude was apparent in the allocation of positions and the behaviour of the individual sentries, despite the fact that the commanding officer personally supervised all the officers and men on duty. Unfortunately, he could not be everywhere. In complete disregard of his orders, anyone who wanted to go beyond the line of outposts did so. Some went fishing. Others who had spotted a peach orchard by a



burnt-out cottage, a common sight on the Island, went fruit picking. Half our company wandered outside the camp.

        
The fishermen soon returned with news of a herd of wild pigs in the fern. In the hope of finding fresh meat a large number of troopers, and even some officers, resolved to go hunting in defiance of the major's orders that no one should venture into the bush. Those who went did not take rifles with them, picking up anything they could in the way of a missile. They soon disappeared into the fern. The pigs were found quite a distance beyond the last outposts. The men all rushed to the attack, whistling, shouting, throwing anything that could be thrown—stones, sticks, the iron pegs to which the mules were hobbled for grazing, knives, bayonets, and God only knows what. The soldiers tried to catch the piglets by their tails, beat them with bayonets, ran about, stumbled against each other, and laughingly fell to the ground. We had a good view of this hilarious scene from the hill on which our company was camped. The uniformed soldiers flitted like goblins among the undergrowth.

        
Suddenly puffs of white smoke leapt from the thicket and we heard the sounds of shots. The outposts returned the Maori fire. Fugitives and retreating sentries shouted that the natives had surrounded and slain our defenceless comrades. The captain lost his head. Most of the hunters who had fallen into the ambush belonged to his company, and he was therefore responsible for their loss. The old sergeant took over from the captain and the other equally useless officers, gathered the remnants of the company, and rushed to the rescue of their trapped companions. Thundering cannon hurled shrapnel into the thicket where it was supposed that the Maori reserves were hidden. Tempski had spied the danger spot and was trying to destroy it. Troop after troop passed our hill in scattered battle order. A long curved line of continuous fire embraced the fern where our soldiers were dying. The 
tirailleurs forced their way at last into the thicket which protected the ambuscade. The glade and bush discharged tongues of fire and were cloudy with the smoke of gunpowder. Within half an hour of the first alarm the Maoris had vanished without trace. The pursuing party found nobody. The detachment detailed to collect the casualties brought in more than thirty bodies and not a single wounded man. The Maoris had slaughtered our wounded, taken their prisoners with them, and carried away their own dead and wounded. Each company was mustered for a roll-call.

        
We discovered that our carelessness had cost us more than a minor defeat. Apart from the dead, some twenty men of various ranks could not be accounted for. Our company had suffered the most in casualties



as well as in missing men, and had lost one quarter of its strength. Among the recovered bodies we recognized several non-commissioned officers. The second lieutenant was also missing and since his body could not be found despite a careful search we presumed that he had fallen into the Maoris' hands. This news swept the camp from end to end and caused greater dismay than if it were one of the staff officers who had vanished. During these last few weeks, Charles had become very popular in this small provincial society so cut off from the rest of the world by the mighty ocean. His extraordinary love affairs, his talents, the acumen he displayed in the oil venture, his status as a Continental nobleman had made him the centre of attention. The capture of such a man by an enemy who seldom kept prisoners alive upset us all, even those who were not his friends. In a small militia force each subaltern plays a part no less important than a major-general's in a European army. The death of thirty men, the capture of many others, and the sorry fate of a second lieutenant shook us as badly as a great army would be shaken by a bloody defeat in which one of its field marshals lost his life.

        
The misfortune taught our men to be more cautious. Next day we had to be ready in battle order before dawn and were ordered to set off at the double. I noticed how watchful our pickets were. Every half hour we had an alert, which was always found to be a false alarm caused by a strangely shaped stump, shrunken and deformed, looking like a crouching human body among the young trees, or a suspicious noise in the clumps of fern raised by the flight of a herd of wild pigs. The enemy remained invisible all day long. Yet the tracks left by the Maoris were wide and unmistakeable. Our native guides knew how to find and follow them with the 
skill of hunting dogs. All our baggage wagons and gear had been left at the last bivouac as a supply column. Each of us carried only his blanket and a week's rations. We were able to advance rapidly through the bush into country which gradually became wilder and more mountainous Eventually, chains of steep high mountains slowed our advance. These mountains branched from the middle of the Island towards the sea like rays, dividing the land by deep ravines bottomed with rapid streams. We crossed these waters with the help of a long pole held tightly by a whole platoon. Those who could swim went first carrying one end of the pole across the fast-flowing water and clinging to it with all their might when they could not touch bottom. A few men were drowned during each such operation. Despite these losses and constant dangers we pressed along the trail indicated by our guides. We were spurred on by a hope of rescuing the prisoners



and crippling the northern invaders once and for all. Fresh footprints and recently abandoned fires, sometimes still warm, proved that we were gaining on them. The mountains and bush would have to end soon. The enemy's withdrawal could then only continue along the meadows of the Wanganui valley where the white soldier could march just as quickly as the native. There we should be able to cut the invaders off from their own land, driving them either among the villages of the friendly natives or against the English regulars to the south. They could not cross the river without serious losses, for a flotilla of our boats and small ships constantly patrolled its water. Or so our officers claimed.
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Chapter XVIII
          
Tikera proves that her sojourn in town has not softened her
        

        
I sat by the fire meditating on the erudite and enterprising adventurer whom yesterday's mishap had once more made a slave. He would not be able to get away from these captors as easily as he had from our common prison a few weeks earlier. If they managed to evade our pursuit they would surely take him north to manufacture gunpowder for them. If they fell into our clutches his fate would be even less enviable. The Maoris kill their prisoners sooner than allow them to be rescued.

        
As though in answer to my thoughts I heard a voice above me cry: ‘Save him!’

        
I raised my head. I could not believe my eyes. Jenny Williams towering over me dressed like the Tikera of yore, whose shining eyes and full lips had been present in my imagination as I thought about her lover. ‘Where have you sprung from?’ I called to her. ‘I thought you stayed with your father, and surely he is still in the last bivouac, where we left the wagons.’

        
‘How could I stay with Father when 
he is there?’ She pointed to the west where the steepest mountains and densest bush stood out against the starry curtain of night.

        
‘So you have deserted your father?’

        
‘I have, although he watched me closely.’

        
‘How did you manage to follow us up here?’

        
‘Your trail is clear enough.’

        
She said it quite calmly, as though it was entirely natural for a young woman to spend twelve hours walking through these backwoods.

        
‘You've tired yourself out in vain. He isn't here.’

        
‘He is not far away. My eyes are sharper than yours. They are even sharper than the eyes of your guides, which see nothing because they want to see nothing. From a hill behind the camp I saw fires glowing. He will be where their fires are.’

        
‘What fires do you mean?’

        


        
‘The fires of the Waikatos, the Taranakis …. He must be there.’

        
‘What do you want me to do?’

        
‘To pay ransom for him—to rescue him somehow.’

        
‘Will they return him?’

        
‘They will if you and I see to it.’

        
‘For God's sake, Jenny, what do you think I can do? If I go anywhere near them those savages will either shoot me or make me a prisoner like Charles.’

        
‘No they won't. You have a friend there.’

        
‘Who?’

        
‘You told me yourself that you had only to move your finger and Pehi would have died. The Maoris remember injuries, but they remember good turns too.’

        
‘I wouldn't be able to get to the old man. The Maoris guard their camps better than we do. They wouldn't let me see the prophet.’

        
‘But I can get to him. They can't bar the road to the daughter of Tauranga. And even if they barred all the approaches and had sentries at every pass I would overcome them all. They would all be in vain.’

        
‘Suppose I'm not allowed to leave camp?’

        
‘Tell them why you want to go, and you will be. Ask your company commander, go to the major himself. You told me you are both from the same country. Oh, no … no … they'll let you go … they have feelings. I beg you, go and get their consent.’

        
‘Why do you want my help?’

        
‘I want you to go and see the old chief. I'll bring him to you. At your request he will free the prisoner and repay his debt of his own life with Charles. That's our custom. Will you go?’ she concluded, her arms about my neck.

        
‘I must say I don't feel very enthusiastic about exposing myself to a nocturnal stroll, wounds, perhaps even death—and all for whom? Do you think I care a rap for your beloved? I've learnt too many discreditable things about him. I'm sure he has betrayed you and I pity you. All your exertions will earn you only ingratitude.’

        
The girl drooped her head towards me and once again I felt her warm breath. Her silky curls tickled my face. I brushed away this temptation perhaps a little too abruptly. Ignoring my movement she whispered: ‘You so often promised to care for me. Don't you owe me anything for your freedom? Won't you go with me?’

        
She saw that I still hestitated and added very softly, her voice scarcely louder than the rustle of the evening breeze or the crackling



of the fire. ‘Rescue him and you will save me too.’ She wrung her hands and lifted her eyes to heaven. Tears rolled down her swarthy cheeks. She resembled a statute of Niobe carved from some sombrecoloured marble.

        
‘My poor, poor girl. I'll do anything to save you. But I strongly suspect that his rescue will be your undoing. Had he vanished for good, you would eventually have forgotten him. If he returns and then vanishes in town, this time of his own free will, you will never recover from the blow. What will you have left but your shame?’

        
‘At least I will avenge my shame. If you don't want to save him for my love's sake, do it in vengeance. Many people have told me what he is like. I know it all, and have little hope. But I mustn't neglect anything that might help. Save him … save me!’

        
She begged and sobbed, softening me with her tears, flattering me with her caresses, and recalling all my old obligations. What was I to do? I asked the captain for leave of absence, and once I had explained the whole business he granted his permission.

        
So we set off. I held her hand firmly, like a blind beggar being led by his guide, and followed her with hesitant steps—or rather, I slid and crawled among the trees and fallen trunks. Sometimes she would hack the way clear with her knife, and then both of us would push the dense creepers aside. I have never properly understood whether it was instinct or her knowledge of the place which guided us on that expedition, for she could seldom glimpse the stars through the thick curtain of foliage which shut us in from the open sky. From time to time she pointed to a pink haze floating over the forest. We would see this bright mirage as we stood atop a rocky hill higher than the surrounding trees and falling away on every side save the one we had climbed and were to descend. These labyrinthine rocks frequently ending in vertical cliffs were so dangerous that I dared not take a single step forward without her consent, and feared that one false move would hurl me down a precipice to my death.

        
After an hour of this arduous advance I heard the ripple of water and felt large round basalt boulders beneath my feet. The glare of Maori fires painted the surrounding rocks a vivid scarlet. I was more than a little alarmed by the strange appearance of their fantastic shapes, brightly coloured on one side by the light escaping through the bushes. I had the impression that we had penetrated into a subterranean domain ruled over by mysterious gnomes. Above me soared the vaults of large caves, and all around were rocky arches and capitals, entwined with leafy festoons.

        
Jenny silently gathered a few logs, handfuls of dry grass, and some



bark. She set fire to the grass with a match and in a moment the resinous bark blazed like a torch. The flame was very bright. In its trembling light the trees and rocks quivered in a lunatic St Vitus's dance. She led me some hundred paces from the fire.

        
‘Wait here for me—for us, rather—and don't go near the fire. Once they notice it they may start shooting in this direction. Watch the fire closely. When you hear the cry of a kiwi, answer it. When I call again you can approach the fire safely. Don't answer any other signal.’

        
She disappeared without further explanation. After some fifteen minutes I noticed a human form move stealthily among the trees and hide behind the rocks. A second and then a third figure appeared momentarily, and vanished. Again I glimpsed them, closer to the fire. They came nearer and nearer. I caught sight of them only when the fire outlined their figures. They crawled like serpents, leapt through the patches of light like cats, and strained their ears like dogs. These were the Maori scouts trying to discover who had lit the fire. If they found me before the girl returned my expedition in search of the prisoner was likely to end suddenly—and not too well for me.

        
They did not find me. After lying silently behind a rock for another half hour I again saw human figures by the fire. Among them I detected a woman's form. I heard a kiwi's shrill cry. I replied with a poor imitation. When another call came from the direction of the fire I emerged from hiding and found myself among the Maori chiefs.

        
Not a muscle of their faces moved at my appearance. Their look was uniformly severe. Even the ‘sackful of bones’ merely continued to smoke his smelly pipe, shaking as if with the ague. I knew that their impassivity was a pretence. The Maoris like the Red Indians are unwilling to give away their feelings by gestures or facial expressions.

        
Jenny acted as interpreter.

        
‘Does the pakeha claim the debt of life?’ asked the youngest chief, whom the girl introduced as the famous Rewi.

        
Rewi addressed the old man with all the reverence which we show to our greatest dignitaries. This served to remind me that old Pehi was something more even than the representative of the king. He stood for the power of theocracy. The tohunga, the missionary, and the prophet of Pai Marire could all sway the Maoris as they wanted. In this the Maoris differ little from many nations enjoying a considerably higher level of civilization whom the theocratic caste has abused for centuries.

        


        
Old Pehi embarked on a long discourse. Most probably he was describing his escape to the young chief. All present listened to him with strict attention, but none of them would look at me. They deliberated the matter with all the solemnity of a mediaeval secret tribunal. Their features afforded no clue as to their probable verdict. Only Jenny's face served as an indicator of what was going on: sometimes it reflected a deep anxiety, sometimes hope. Obviously the votes were divided. I surmised that the chiefs from the north, to whom the prisoner undoubtedly belonged, were unwilling to return him. Several times Rewi held up his outspread fingers, presumably offering an exchange of a number of other prisoners. Two, three, and finally four fingers were plainly to be seen in the light of the blazing fire, stretched towards the noses of his kinsmen. One of them, with a gesture towards his shoulders, showed (as I guessed) that a prisoner with epaulettes outweighed four privates. Eventually I understood their bargain. Rewi was exchanging his prisoners for the second lieutenant. At last they all agreed on the terms.

        
‘You will receive the reward for your debt of life,’ Rewi said to me through the interpreter. ‘Wait here until he comes. From now until dawn no one will bar your way to the pakeha camp. But if we catch you anywhere thereafter we shall treat you like any other redcoat.’

        
‘Would you treat me as your enemy?’ I protested through Jenny.

        
‘We have never considered you our friend. You took pity on Pehi, and therefore we are in your debt. We acquit ourselves from that debt by giving you these few hours’ grace. That is our custom. If you do not accept our conditions, the fault will be yours. We now owe you nothing.’

        
These were the last words I heard from the chiefs. I was left alone with the girl, who irritated me by expressing her thanks in the coarse way natural to such an expansive rustic creature. The arrival of Charles with a guide pleased me greatly. Her passion found an outlet in him, who had a better right to her violent embraces and abundant tears.

        
He was glad to see us too. He hugged her repeatedly, and embraced me—and even the guide, who was visibly shocked by such lack of restraint. The shiny piece of gold I gave him appealed to him far more than did Charles's overflowing sentiments. Thanks to my sovereign he led us a fair distance towards our camp along a passable road. This time I did not bump my forehead against the branches or rub against the malicious thorny bushes which lurk in the forest to give the traveller bruises or a scratched nose. My walk with Jenny had not been so trouble-free. The path took us back to the camp



in less than an hour, but, as we discovered later, led us to the opposite wing from that in which our company was quartered. When the guide had left us my two companions were in no hurry to meet other people. Mr Schaeffer behaved as though he had never spent his evenings reading poetry to Miss Arabella. He babbled ceaselessly of his gratitude to the sweet creature who had returned him to life and freedom. The echo of their tender affections roused the sylvan dryads and reminded them of their own love affairs with the ubiquitous Pan. ‘Who knows,’ I thought, ‘whether this proof of her love and the memory of her efforts on his behalf will not at length rouse his sense of duty, of noble pride—perhaps even real love. Perhaps her devotion will drive from his fickle heart the overweening ambition which has lately made him ignore the poor girl so entirely.’

        
It was now light enough to differentiate between the surrounding shades of green, the various brown nuances of the dry leaves, and the pearly grey mist lying heavily above the trees and bushes encircling the camp. Before we got within firing range of our sentries, I said to Charles, ‘In half an hour the breathing space the Maoris gave us will be up. Luckily we are among our own people, and need fear no pursuit.’

        
‘Their threat was just Maori bragging,’ interrupted Jenny. ‘The warriors must have left that camp an hour ago. If they hurry anywhere it certainly won't be in this direction.’

        
‘Do they make such an early start?’

        
They have to. They want to scatter over a wide area. The Maoris know these woods well. Tempski will never succeed in forcing them into the open. Some of them will sacrifice themselves for the rest, and hurriedly build a pa to check the advance of the English troops until the tracks of their fleeing comrades are too indistinct even for the friendly Maori guides to read.’

        
‘By waging war like this they can harry the English for some years yet,’ I said to Charles.

        
‘Until they are gradually exterminated. All the Maori wars have been a series of attacks and flights, and the sacrifice of small numbers to save the majority. In another fifty years there'll only be a handful of them left. Let's gol Let's go!’ he shouted. ‘Yesterday they starved me to such an extent that the smell of the very smoke of the campfires is tempting. Breakfast is more welcome now even than your kissing,’ he added to his mistress, kissing her unashamedly in contradiction of his cynical remark.

        
We continued on our way, she gazing lovingly at him, I listening to the morning song of a parson bird which was balanced on a branch



watching us suspiciously with its little black eyes while it chanted its matins. Preoccupied though Jenny was with her lover, she was alert enough to notice something which alarmed her. With a gasp she tore her hand from the clasp of her beloved and threw herself in front of him, covering him with her breast and outstretched arms. I glanced at her face. Through sudden fear it had become as green as verdigris, as swarthy people do when they turn pale. I tried to guess from her staring eyes the direction from which danger was approaching. Her pallid features were turned directly towards a rifle barrel, aimed at us from the distance of a hundred paces. The soldier could see no one but her, for she was almost as big as I and a whole head taller than Charles, and obscured us both.

        
Before I could draw out my handkerchief the rifle vanished in a cloud of smoke and a clap of thunder. The poor girl fell to the ground stained with her own blood.

        
Charles bent over her. I, fearing another shot, frantically waved my handkerchief and shouted for help. A patrol ran forward, recognized us as friends, and cursed the silly recruit who in his eagerness had fired without first challenging us.

        
‘She'll be all right,’ said someone, who might have been soldier, seaman, and medical orderly in one. He dressed the wound nimbly and quickly. ‘He aimed low and only got her in the leg. If the bone is broken an early amputation will save her life.’

        
‘An amputation!’ I thought, watching Charles, who appeared to be at his wits' ends. Perhaps his despair was genuine. Unfortunately, his heart was as changeable at April weather and as impressionable as soft clay. Even with all the obligation he owed this daughter of a criminal and a Maori slave would he be true to a young cripple?

        
The soldiers improvised a stretcher from branches and brush to carry the wounded girl into camp. The same day a section of the medical detachment to which I belonged left the camp with mules and casualties to return to the supply column. With them went Jenny. A sad gift she made for her drunken father, who sobered at once at the sight of his child. Tearing his ginger sidewhiskers and rubbing his freckled forehead, he cursed war and love in the same breath. He abandoned his mobile canteen to the mercy of the soldiery (who took full advantage of the opportunity), paid a large fee to one of the young surgeons who had joined the expedition for pleasure (for since he was serving on a ship which was only temporarily in New Zealand waters he was not obliged to join the militia), and took him with his daughter back to New Plymouth on his cart. In a few days we followed them after two days of pursuit and the conquest



of a small pa which was defended to the last by a hundred natives. We had been obliged to use our cannon before we ventured to take the stronghold by assault. After its fall we had no hope of following the scattered Waikato warriors, who had left no track. Among the dead in the pa we found only local tribesmen. The corpse of the ‘sackful of bones girt with a string’ was among them. His boast that no enemy bullet could destroy his prophet's body had been proved false.
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Chapter XIX
          
Mr Schaeffer unexpectedly makes a discovery which leads me to uncover another secret
        

        

We marched along the courses of the streams flowing into the bay of New Plymouth and returned to town by a different route from the one by which we had left. On the final day of our march the last vestiges of discipline disappeared in spite of the strenuous efforts of our commanding officer and his staff. I deserted my place in the ambulance unit. Who would blame me? Even the officers left the column to greet their impatient wives, to see the progress of the oil drills, or simply to stop at the nearest roadside farm and amaze their gaping friends with an account of our ineffectual expedition. Charles and I rushed across the hills to the oilfields, which had truly conquered his heart.

        
A quarter of a mile away was a sawmill, recently converted from a flour mill in order to produce the timber necessary to erect huts for the oil workers. In one short week the grinding-stones and bolters were hurled away and gave place to saws. Things move quickly in the colonies. A stream which had previously clattered in a mill-like fashion now showed its fury at the screech of the saws, and long after it had leapt the enormous revolving wheel carried the angry foam it threw up. Beside the mill stood a pond and a small dam such as all mills have. A farmer's cottage was nearby. An invitingly green vegetable garden and a peach orchard on whose trees were fruit as big as fists stretched behind it.

        
We stepped into the cottage to see if any oil workers were drinking mead there. It was their favourite meeting place. The farmer's wife distilled the liquor from honey collected by her husband from the neighbouring trees, which were full of wild bees. These multiply incredibly in a country where flowers are in blossom the year round for the diligent winged workers. Though we found no prospectors we stayed to quench our own thirst. The liquor is quite different from Polish mead, being white in colour, light, and no stronger than beer. They produce it quite differently too, adding hops, diluting it



with water, and boiling it rather as if it were porter. As we drank we chatted with our host about the latest news of the oil venture.

        
My companion rose after a while to wash his hands in a small well fed by a spring which spouted almost beneath the cottage. The spring water, which the farmer's wife used in her vegetable garden, flowed through a little channel to a miniature pool some three paces across and a few feet deep, lined with the staves of old barrels. Accustomed to the colonial way of life, my friend went to the pool to wash away the dust of our march. There was no need for a basin in such a secluded spot.

        
He knelt over the well and plunged his hands into the water. But he did not wash them. Instead he simply gazed wonderingly at the water's surface. He scooped up a handful of water, sniffed at it, tasted a drop. He scooped up another handful or two. The farmer and I both thought his behaviour more than a little odd.

        
When he returned to the table he calmly asked our host how much he had paid for the farm.

        
‘I paid one pound an acre, and I have forty acres. So the land itself cost me forty pounds. Clearing some ten acres cost me another forty, and then there was the rebuilding of the house after the Maoris burnt it down. All in all, I've sunk a good two hundred pounds in the damned place, and it wouldn't even support us if it weren't for my wife's honey trade. If that peters out we'll have to shift elsewhere.’

        
‘Would you sell the farm for two hundred pounds?’

        
The farmer was a canny Scot. The value of his property, worthless a moment ago, immediately increased when someone offered a fair price for it.

        
‘Perhaps I'd sell,’ he answered, ‘if someone were to offer me a decent price. But I wouldn't sell my only property for a mere two hundred pounds.’

        
‘But you've just said that you will be forced to leave if customers no longer come for your mead.’

        
‘They still come for it.’

        
‘Who comes to drink here?’

        
‘Sawyers and miners, mostly. Even townsfolk occasionally.’

        
‘If I recommend the Company's innkeeper to stock not just beer and brandy but mead, too, will that ruin you?’

        
‘No sir. They won't find such mead as my dear wife prepares anywhere else.’ He stroked the plump chin of his good lady. ‘They know that, and they'll always come to me.’

        
‘If I got the Company to let you open a canteen on their land, next



to our present canteen, would you move from your lonely farm to a place bustling with life?’

        
The Scotsman was visibly upset by this proposition. He felt that the Company's agent must have a reason for making him such an advantageous offer. It could not be without good cause that Mr Schaeffer was prepared to pay such a high price for the land, and to offer all these privileges in addition. What was it? He might have accepted the deal, but a growing suspicion whispered to him that his farm must contain a hidden treasure.

        
‘I don't know that I want to move from here,’ he said after a while. ‘It's close to the bush and the bees. From there I would have at least half an hour's walk … you know how it is. Every day I would have to come here to gather honey. Who would pay me for my extra work?’

        
‘I'm tired of your shilly-shallying!’ interrupted the impatient speculator. ‘If you want to sell this barren land and your rickety hut, in which you go to sleep each evening not knowing whether the Maoris will burn you up during the night, you can do it now. I offer you more money than you can ever have expected, a site for a new tavern, safety, and company. Answer me now: will you sell, or won't you?’

        
The hard-pressed Scot had to make up his mind. ‘I'd sell for two hundred and fifty pounds.’

        
‘My price is two hundred pounds and not a penny more. You set your own value on the place.’

        
‘I'll have to ask the wife.’

        
They went into a corner to discuss their answer. Though they spoke in whispers we could hear much of the conversation.

        
‘Yesterday you would have taken a hundred pounds for the lot!’ the wife expostulated.

        
‘Can't you see that the man is dying to buy the place?’ asked her anxious husband.

        
‘But I'm not dying to keep it. I want to live with other people.’

        
‘But why should he be so keen? There's something fishy about it. If the place is worth two hundred pounds to someone else, it may be worth more than that to us.’

        
They silently pondered the difficult question.

        
‘Why did he look in the water?’ asked the good wife.

        
‘Perhaps he saw gold in it.’

        
‘Don't be stupid. You've looked for gold there and not a trace did you find. You're an old miner and you've told me time and time again that where the hills are clay, or where there's coal or iron ore about, there's never any gold.’

        


        
‘Then what did he see there?’

        
His wife put her lips to his ear and whispered even lower. At first his eyes bulged in astonishment; then he muttered with a beaming smile: ‘Women are so much sharper than we are. A man is helpless without a partner in a skirt.’

        
The conference came to an end. The Scotsman returned to us and said, a little shamefacedly, ‘If you insist on buying my property, I'll let you have it for two hundred pounds.’

        
Charles immediately produced a notebook, tore a leaf from it, and scribbled out a rough contract, according to which the First Taranaki Oil Company purchased from a certain Mr N. his land, water, buildings, and all the appurtenances of the farm called ‘Starvegut’, for which the said Company promised to pay a balance of one hundred and fifty pounds—fifty pounds being paid in advance now—on the day on which the property was received. The said fifty pounds, from the private purse of Second Lieutenant Charles von Schaeffer, secured a quarter of the property including all the deposits found on or under its surface. If the Company did not approve these conditions, or would not recognize the contract as valid, Second Lieutenant Charles von Schaeffer would be obliged to pay the remaining one hundred and fifty pounds from his own funds. Should he not fulfil his obligations, or should he delay payment beyond the period specified in the terms of the contract, the farm and the advance payment would remain the property of the original owner.

        
The Scot and the second lieutenant each signed the contract. The advance payment passed from Charles's hands into the plump ones of the good lady who, judging by the eagerness with which she accepted it, was the cashier of the mead parlour. I acted as one witness, a worker from the sawmill as the other.

        
‘Come into the town this evening and we'll confirm the contract before a solicitor,’ said Charles on parting.

        
We closed the door behind us and set off. I could not fathom this mysterious business and walked on keeping my face carefully expressionless. At last I could bear it no longer. ‘For pity's sake, why did you buy that wretched place?’

        
Charles took me to the tiny pond and showed me a thin film of oil which covered the water's surface.

        
‘Bend down and smell that,’ he said curtly.

        
I did as he told me and clearly smelt oil.

        
‘Why, that's an oil spring!’ I cried out.

        
‘Precisely. A real spring. One doesn't have to drill for oil here.



It comes to the surface of its own accord as it does in America. Wherever you dig a well in this area you'll have oil 
ad libitum just by drawing or pumping it, whichever you prefer. Why spend money on drills when that well is practically ready for production?’

        
He almost ran to town with the glad tidings. All the way he repeatedly assured me how happy he was. The farm, he declared, was the hiding place of millions of pounds.

        
‘I'll leave the militia!’ he exclaimed. ‘I'm an officer: I can resign my commission. I'll make oil my sole business. How happy Arabella will be—and how proud her father will be too—when I tell them of my discovery!’

        
‘Don't you mean Jenny?’

        
‘No, Arabella.’

        
‘How's that?’

        
‘Do you really think that that old soak Williams would be a proper partner for me to take into a business like this? One needs a great deal of money for an undertaking of this magnitude … a great deal of money. He would grudge such an outlay. Mr Wittmore will certainly let me have it. I deliberately made sure that a quarter of the farm belongs to me. According to the Company's statutes, a lucky prospector is entitled to do that provided he can contribute a quarter of the investment needed for production. Mr Wittmore will cover that, and I will cede half my share to him. Our new venture will be carried out under entirely new conditions. Until now I have been acting chiefly as a broker. I found new shareholders and sold them claims belonging to other people, for which I received a commission. But now I've discovered a real oil spring. I want the profit of my discovery to be mine. My friends will capitalize me to begin with.’

        
‘Do you number Mr Wittmore among your friends?’

        
‘Of course. He and his family have been very interested in me since Major Tempski told them of my lineage and my prospects.’

        
I changed the subject and asked him about Jenny.

        
‘Won't you drop in at the camp to see your fiancée?’

        
Charles suddenly lost countenance. ‘I'll see her tomorrow,’ he stammered ‘… sometime …. You see, business can't be postponed. As the proverb says “Business before pleasure”.’

        
‘Isn't seeing the girl who has been crippled in saving your life your first concern?’

        
He answered with another question. ‘Do you think she'll always be a cripple?’

        
‘They've probably amputated her leg by now.’

        


        
Charles said nothing to that. We reached the outskirts of the town. Several people came to meet us.

        
‘Welcome to the hero!’ exclaimed Mr Wittmore. He was surrounded by handsome daughters among whom Miss Arabella excelled in beauty as a garden rose over its wild sister. ‘We've heard about your adventures. Indeed, they make more exciting reading than any romance….’

        
‘You've been reading about them?’

        
‘Yes, indeed. Yesterday's 
Taranaki Herald described your capture and the devotion of your friend and the Maori girl. Oh, that reminds me! She's safely here. A Quaker woman is looking after her. The bullet has been extracted from her leg. The surgeons say she should recover quite quickly, but she will be lame all her life.’

        
‘So there was no need for an amputation?’ I asked in relief.

        
‘No need at all—the bone was not broken. And you, sir, must be the Pylades who rescued our Orestes.’

        
‘I had some part in the adventure.’

        
‘Bella! Kitty! Lavinia!—here's our lieutenant's saviour!’

        
Three deep bows followed this introduction. They were acknowledged by two gracious nods and charming smiles, and one tender look of gratitude, accompanied by a breathtaking blush.

        
‘This young girl really loves him,’ I thought.

        
The following day Charles was much in demand among all his friends and acquaintances, both to tell them how he had escaped the jaws of the Maori monsters and to organize a new oil venture. The ‘Americans’ who made up the sniffing committee visited the farm and prepared a report in which they unanimously agreed that the oilfield should produce a million barrels without the least difficulty. Even the 
Herald's account of the campaign dwindled, and the full report of the committee's verdict occupied four columns of its front page. Moreover, the report added a detailed description of the geological layout of the farm, of its previous owner, of the famous discoverer of its natural riches, and so forth. The other local paper printed the history of the area since the time of the European conquest. Apparently it had been a sacred grove in the pre-European era. The Maoris must have guessed instinctively that here was priceless land.

        
Two weeks or so after leaving Charles at the side of the beautiful Arabella, I was walking past the office of the Oil Company. I dropped in, hoping to find the German at home. There he was indeed, in person, busy planning extensive work in his new ‘oilfield’, and launching very real shares based on its hypothetical production. I learnt



that during the last fortnight the farm had been divided into twenty lots, on which twenty new wells were being excavated at that very moment. No oil, it appeared, had yet materialized, but in one well there were frequent deposits smelling of crude oil. These signs had persuaded many people to get rid of their shares in the old site behind the camp, which was already producing oil even though in negligible quantities, and invest in the new field where they hoped to find flowing rivers of the blessed fluid. Since oil speculators do not believe in the proverb that a bird in the hand is worth two in the bush, it did not surprise me to learn that shares in the Starvegut Farm enterprise were passing from hand to hand at fabulous prices. Messrs Wittmore and Schaeffer, joint owners of one quarter of the new field, were doing extremely well for themselves by selling their rights to newcomers.

        
One evening, a few days after my visit to his office, Charles came to see me and to tell me about his various speculations. He talked for a long time. He told me that he had sold several shares at exorbitant prices and had been able to buy others very cheaply. He added that he intended to leave for Australia. Finally he asked me to go with him to the Williamses or rather to a nearby tavern where I was to stay during his visit. He wanted to talk to the wounded girl and then to pass on their conversation to me.

        
Charles entered the Quaker woman's house and I went to wait for him in the tavern across the road. As I reached for the door handle I felt a heavy tap on my shoulder. Darkness obscured the features of the man who greeted me in this familiar fashion. It was only when I opened the door and allowed a bright stream of light to flood the dirty swollen face that I remembered I had seen, somewhere, those black sidewhiskers, that upturned nose, those dark blue eyes. It was the Irish sawyer we had met near Auckland, who treated us to dinner, and to whom I afterwards sent a bottle of laudanum—the man whose friendship I had won through having read about his supposed relative in Australia.

        
‘I am pleased to see you, sir!’ shouted the worthy son of Erin (though he did not greet me until he had called loudly for two glasses of the best brandy). ‘It's long that I've looked for you both, sir, and at last I've found one of you. I recognized you through the window of the pub when you walked by. But before I had time to pay for my drink, your friend had gone into that house up there. I hear you've made your way well in the world—and quickly too.’

        
‘My companion has done pretty well for himself. As for me, I work for my living in the commissariat.’

        


        
‘How much do they pay you there?’

        
‘A pound a day.’

        
The Irishman whistled in amazement. ‘Well, your pay is twice as large as mine. And to think that I'm top-sawyer in the mill! Fancy a scribbler—doing nothing but sit around all day—earning more than an honest working man!’

        
‘Where are you working?’

        
‘In the Oil Company's sawmill.’

        
‘How long have you been there?’

        
‘Two weeks. Since I came here from Auckland.’

        
‘Why have you come here?’

        
‘Some time after we met, a party of the Waikatos made a swoop on our settlement. They hoodwinked the troops who had been sent to defend us—they made a detour round their pickets, attacked the settlement without any warning, and burnt the whole lot. There was nothing left. They even cut loose the logs which were floating by the landing stage and sent them out to sea. The manager was in Auckland at the time and I went there with the news. That's when I heard about the oil being discovered here. I knew they'd need workers, because the war means that the young men of the neighbourhood have been conscripted. I'm too old for that but I'm good for work still. I thought I would come here. A ship was on its way, I boarded it, and here I am. The day after I arrived, I had this job.’

        
‘How did you hear about us?’

        
‘From the man who sold you the farm. He showed me a copy of the contract. And because your Dutch names sound queer, I guessed it must have been you who had bought it.’

        
‘Why mix me up in the business? I have so little money that even if I wished to I couldn't afford to take part in the speculation. I'm a poor man.’

        
‘Then it was your friend who bought the farm and sold at a profit?’

        
‘He and his partners.’

        
‘Whatever did he find there to make it worth his while? What makes everyone so interested in the place?’

        
‘They seem to think there's oil there.’

        
The Irishman gazed at me mockingly. Then he mumbled, ‘Oil! So the woman was right. Women always know everything. A wife like that would be a real treasure.’

        
‘It won't be odd if they do find oil there. They're already producing it at the other end of the town. In fact, they're sure to find it—there are promising signs.’

        
‘Excellent signs, to be sure. Ha! Ha! Of course they found promising



signs.’ He lowered his voice so that only I could hear, ‘I left them there myself.’

        
Before I could ask what he meant by this statement he seized my hand and drew me into the parlour, a room reserved for those who do not wish to get inebriated 
à l'anglaise (that is, quickly, while standing at the bar), but slowly, while having a chat.

        
A fire smouldered in the huge fireplace. (In accordance with local custom, it was kept alight even during the summer. Its purpose was not to provide warmth, for during three hundred and fifty days in the year there is no need for artificial heat—and in any case such fireplaces are not designed to give off heat—but to make the place comfortable. Everyone knows that a bright, lively, crackling fire brings happiness to a house and that the assembled company likes to gather round it.)

        
The room was dimly lit. The old clock hanging on the wall made a weighty contribution to our conversation with its monotonous tick tock. In the presence of the fire and the clock, neither of which would betray him, my Irish acquaintance got down to business, seated me close to the fire, and himself stood in the shadows, which disguised his clumsy figure and the equally clumsy furnishings of the room. The curious fellow took on a still more curious aspect in the reflection of the dying red flames, by whose capricious flickering our shadows danced upon the walls.

        
‘Is he really making money out of this business?’ asked the Irishman with an unnatural simplicity and directness.

        
‘He expects to make a considerable sum.’

        
‘From producing oil or from selling his shares?’

        
‘Both, I expect. He buys and sells all the time. Probably his main profit comes from speculating in shares.’

        
The Irishman thought for a moment, gazing into the fire and chewing a quid of tobacco. Then he pointed to the fire. ‘See that glow?’

        
‘Yes.’

        
‘Is it hot?’

        
‘Of course it is.’

        
‘I could extinguish it with a bucket of water.’

        
‘Of course.’

        
‘I could extinguish this oil fever as easily. One word would be enough.’

        
‘What gives you the power to do that?’

        
‘The simple fact that it was I who poured the oil into the well an hour before you arrived. It happened just after I started my new



work in the sawmill. The overseer says, “Pat, go to town and buy a gallon of oil so we'll have enough light on night shift.” And I say, “All right, but give me a shilling for my trouble.” So he says, “Here's a shilling to get yourself a drink, and money for the oil. Take this bottle, and be careful not to break it.” And I say, “D'you think I'm a child?”, and off I go. I bought three and a half pints—half a shilling wasn't enough for a decent drink so I took some of the money meant for the oil. On my way back I felt thirsty so I stopped at the spring. I put the bottle on a stone and bent down. And devil take it—I knocked the bottle over. It rolled from stone to stone, and then it broke … and all the oil went into the spring and from there to the well in the garden.’

        
I clutched my head at this tale. ‘So your mishap was responsible for the news of this fantastic wealth in oil?’

        
That's not the end of the story. As soon as I heard about your call on the farmer and about the contract I got wind of a good profit. I began to keep an eye on the spring like a real watch-dog. I gave up work and slept there, even, so I could see all the comings and goings. The German came the next day with I don't know how many speculators from the town. They all smelt oil in the well. The following day he came back alone and was very worried because the smell had vanished. He started to cross-examine the farmer. He must have realized that the farmer and his wife had played a trick on him. But he was ashamed to admit that he had been tricked or else the business promised too much profit for him to back out. An overseer and a big crowd of workers came next. They divided the ground into sections and began digging and boarding several wells at once. Each time I went into town all the talk was of the oil fever. The overseer always produced samples of earth well soaked in oil.’

        
‘So there was oil after all?’

        
‘Indeed there wasn't. The overseer was given a fresh bottle of crude oil each night. He poured it into the spring and on to the earth dug from the well. I saw him at it. And who do you think brought him the oil—gallons of it, all the way from town?’

        
‘Was it Mr Schaeffer?’

        
‘You've hit the nail on the head. I can see you are no fool. What do you say to that? Couldn't we make good money out of it?’

        
‘I don't know what to say …. I think we'll have to warn everyone.’

        
‘Don't be stupid! Warn everyone! Who, for instance? We must make sure that such good business—as clear as day what's more—doesn't slip through our fingers. Thanks to the speculators, that wretched



farm is worth thousands of pounds already, and they're still at it. And all the selling and buying is done through the German. As broker he collects commission on every deal. From now on we'll have a cut in it too. We'll make a good thing out of this!’

        
At the thought of his prospect his eyes glowed with a brighter light than the flames in the grate gave out, and he hummed a well-known English ditty, ‘The bad old days will not return’.

        
‘Why have you told me your story?’ I asked.

        
‘The trouble is that this is too big for me. In a case like this, you have to argue it out, be really sharp, write down an agreement. I understand all the local dodges but I'm not too good at writing. Honestly, even two people will do well out of this lot. You can help me by convincing the German that he should work out a plan for his friends to pass their claims in the false field to other people. He'll have to share the profit with us. But don't trust a verbal agreement. Make sure everything is in writing. You'll have to tell him he'll go to gaol if he doesn't play fair. He'll have one quarter of the profit, another quarter goes to you, and I shall have the rest. Even if he warned half the present shareholders to sell in time, we three would still make a packet out of it.’

        
‘Not so fast! Don't count your chickens before they're hatched. You're proposing something criminal. We can't possibly profit by it, and we must warn everyone else what the real value of the spring is.’

        
The Irishman gave me a startled look which rapidly turned to one of hatred. I thought I saw his hand move stealthily towards a pocket of the patched coat which clothed his heavy body. I seized his hand and drew my own revolver from my hip pocket.

        
‘None of that!’ I shouted. ‘Don't play with toys you're not used to. What will you gain by killing me? You'll have to clear out to escape the gallows. You certainly won't make any money.’

        
‘But I don't mean you any harm,’ whined Patrick, like a pickpocket caught in the act.

        
‘Allow me to take whatever it is you have hidden in your pocket and throw it out of the window. I know you have a revolver in there, and that you want to shoot me with it through your pocket. I know your pretty ways.’

        
He was persuaded by the steady barrel of my gun, which gleamed blue and violet in the firelight, and handed over his own weapon.

        
‘Now we can talk seriously,’ I continued. ‘I'm telling you that your plans will come to nothing. I'm pretty sure, however, that Mr Schaeffer's conscience is not as sensitive as mine, so I'm going straight



to the offices of the local newspapers and I'm going to ask the editors to publish a full account of this affair tomorrow, so that the public—the gullible public with their bottomless pockets—will know the truth of it.’

        
With this, I attempted to leave the room. But I bumped into Charles in the doorway. Disregarding my haste he grasped my arm and cried ‘I'm free!’

        
‘Free of what?’

        
‘I've spoken to Jenny. I've explained my short-lived infatuation, my position, my prospects, my need to leave the colony.’

        
‘Did you torment a sick girl by reminding her of your betrayal and your intention of deserting her?’

        
‘I didn't torment her. She understood—without any pressure from me at all—that I couldn't marry a cripple. She also understood why I want to go overseas.’

        
‘Where are you off to?’

        
‘I'll go to Melbourne. Mr Wittmore has associates there and he's asked me to be agent for the Company. The First Taranaki Oil Company promises such a rich crop that I'm off to find more clients.’

        
‘Who will look after the Company's affairs here?’

        
‘Mr Wittmore, of course.’

        
‘Is Arabella going with you? Did you tell Jenny that you were abandoning her for another woman?’

        
‘Miss Arabella isn't going with me. I'm not her brother, nor am I her husband. Furthermore, I don't intend to marry her, and I'm not abandoning anyone for her sake.’

        
I wanted to see his face and to judge whether he was speaking the truth, but it was too dark. ‘I thought…’ I said.

        
‘You thought wrong. I don't deny I have been honoured with Miss Arabella's friendship. I even believe,’ he added, his voice betraying his vanity, ‘that perhaps she would not refuse me her hand should I ask for it. Because of what has been between me and the Maori girl I can't and won't ask for it, particularly as Jenny has set me free on condition that I leave New Plymouth. It's quite incredible how jealous she is. She'll quickly forget all about me, but she won't allow me to think of Arabella.’

        
‘Nevertheless, she has set you free.’

        
‘Yes, she has. She says herself that she doesn't think a union between us would be a success. Besides, in the present state of her health she can refuse me nothing. You wouldn't credit how she has changed. She's very meek now. The knowledge that she will be lame



for the rest of her days has quite broken her intrepid spirit and the strength of her half-savage will.’

        
‘You've taken advantage of her weakness. That's not the behaviour of an upright man.’

        
‘Look carefully at the whole affair, and you'll have to admit that her selfish ambitions are no less cruel. You know her—well …. Remember how she threw herself at anyone whom she and her father thought would make a suitable match for her. My poverty led me to associate with them, and even let me contemplate the thought of marrying her. Once, as she was embracing me, she asked me about you, and the devil counselled me to mislead her—beauty and passion and all. I told her that you have avoided her on purpose and always would. When she cried, I consoled her. Then, somehow, through a careless slip of the tongue, I admitted precisely the same sentiment towards her which you had only pretended. I said I really loved her. You wouldn't believe how quickly her tears dried. She gradually grew tender towards me, and I delighted in her beauty—and she made no effort to defend it. Her passionate nature knew no restraint. How could I refuse someone who leapt into my arms of her own free will?’

        
‘You plead your case very well. And your timing is excellent too. You did well to remind her, when her very life is in danger, that her love was pushed upon you against your better judgment. But if she has really set you free, and her father stands by her, I can't protest.’

        
‘Go and see her. Speak to her. Speak to her father. If I'm lying you can punish me as much as you want.’

        
‘I'll go at once,’ I exclaimed, forgetting about the oil, the Irishman, and the warning I had intended to communicate to the editors, and rushed off headlong to the house across the road.

        
Mr Charles Schaeffer and the Irishman remained in the shadowy parlour where only the flickering flames and the old clock witnessed their conversation.
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My discovery enables me to learn more about Maori customs
        

        
‘
Quiet, please. The patient is asleep,’ whispered the little frail woman, who was dressed in a grey frock of antique cut and wore a black bonnet on her smooth hair. She sat by Jenny's bedside, to which I had been brought by the girl's one-eyed father. ‘A short while ago she was so distraught that I had to give her a potion to calm her.’ Then the Quaker woman added, ‘She will wake soon, for the wound is painful, very painful.’

        
‘I'll wait. I'm in no hurry,’ I told the Good Samaritan.

        
‘Sit down, then, and please be quiet. Here's a paper for you.’

        
I sat down with the paper in my hands, but not to read it. Instead I gazed at the exhausted face of the sleeping girl. Her head was sunk in the full white pillow. A spotlessly clean white nightdress draped her statuesque figure. Framed in all this feminine whiteness, her features seemed even browner and more aquiline than they were. Her long black tresses, as silky as ever, spread over the white bedclothes like melted tar. Never before had she appeared more like a strange exotic monument. If it had not been for the light movements of her bosom and her full lips, I would have taken her for a fragment of statuary.

        
Sitting there beside her I thought of all the injuries she had endured from me, from Charles, and from every white man she had met. Even her own father had harmed her by bequeathing to her the unquenchable ambition of his race. He had harmed her too by taking her away from her dark-skinned mother, even though he had left his elder daughter in happy ignorance of the joys and pains of the white world.

        
I glanced at him. The poor man had paid for all his past misdeeds. The girl he loved so passionately lay before him, betrayed, bedridden, and crippled for life. For all these reasons he loved her still more devotedly. A short time ago he had been a miserable drunkard: now he was keeping vigil at the bed of his beloved child.

        
We waited in silence for her to wake. The Quaker woman spoke to me only once: ‘You must have something important to say to her



for her father to expose her to another emotional scene after the one we had an hour ago. You must realize that another upset like that might bring back the fever, which the drugs have almost driven away. Serious wounds always entail delirium, and we had to work hard to overcome her fever. Mind what I say, and be gentle and quick with her.’

        
I nodded my agreement. In a few moments Jenny awoke with a light groan. Probably pain had interrupted her sleep. Was it from the wound in her leg, or that in her heart? Her father bent over her and asked in a trembling voice:

        
‘Are you suffering?’

        
‘I did …. I had a frightful dream. I dreamt he left me.’ Then as she remembered their farewell she continued, ‘But I wasn't dreaming, was I? It happened.’

        
Then she turned her eyes to me. The old sparkling light which had tempted me in the past was quite gone. Though her eyes were still splendid and expressive, they did not burn with the animal passion of the untamed creature who was wont to kindle equally fiery emotions in the breasts of others. They were not defiant, as they once had been; nor did they promise that they would repay one loving look with a hundred others. They neither loved nor hated. All I could read there was resignation. Only when she recognized me did they light up a little.

        
‘You have always been my friend,’ said the sick girl. ‘You were good to me when I was well, and you are not abandoning me because I am a cripple.’

        
‘I must pay you all the more attention because you are lame.’

        
‘His conduct is different, very different.’

        
‘I know. And as I mustn't weary you with a long talk I shall come straight to the point and ask you about him. Did you really release him from all his vows and obligations?’

        
‘I couldn't do anything else. He is white, a nobleman, and has a great future. He can't marry a girl who's been cursed by her mother's kinsmen, whose father's people won't accept her, a girl who's a cripple. I couldn't demand that he ruin his future by making such a marriage.’

        
‘Your motives don't concern me—only the fact. If you have really renounced him, I can only ask your father whether he intends to avenge you. I want to remind him that if you have forgiven Charles neither he nor I has any right to seek revenge.’

        
‘I don't want to avenge my daughter,’ interrupted old Williams. ‘I was furious with him, but Jenny begged me to leave him alone. ‘I'll forget everything if only he'll keep away from us. If he went away,



or the war ended and we could go back to our farm, I would ignore all the white people and live quietly with Jenny and my herds.’

        
‘We would be happy then,’ Jenny assured him.

        
‘In that case there's nothing more for me to do,’ I said, preparing to leave them. ‘Charles assured me that he would soon be leaving for Melbourne to look after Mr Wittmore's affairs there.’

        
‘Mr Wittmore?’ said the girl, her voice vibrant with indignation. ‘He promised me he'd break with that family.’

        
‘His friendship, not his business contacts. That's what he said to me.’

        
‘He'd better be telling the truth,’ muttered the old man. ‘If he ever showed off his pretty white wife in front of me, I might forget my promise to Jenny.’

        
The picture conjured up by her father's words was too much for the girl. Her eyes burnt with their old fire. Her former ambition and her desire to be loved had not weakened in intensity, and it was obvious too that a spark of her old Maori vengefulness still lingered.

        
‘Do you think he is telling the truth?’ she asked anxiously.

        
‘Who know's what he's thinking! There's no doubt that the young woman is fond of him and that he could have her if ….’

        
‘If what?’

        
‘If he wasn't afraid of me, of you, of your father—for the safety of his wretched carcass.’

        
‘No, no!’ denied the girl, hurt by my disparaging comment and rushing once more to the defence of her treacherous lover. ‘Don't say that in front of me. He isn't as cowardly as you make out. He vowed he didn't care for her.’

        
‘What if he did?’

        
The volcano had only been dormant. It erupted again in her blazing eyes and contorted features. ‘He mustn't try my patience,’ she said sharply. ‘I can bear everything, and forget everything, but I won't stand seeing her at his side. I still remember how haughtily she looked at me when I came here, and the white mob who gathered round the cart pointing maliciously at the nigger girl who was ready to give her life for her white lover. She stood at her door and gazed at me through her eyeglass. She said loudly enough for me to hear: “What a giantess! What do men see in that clumsy half-caste?” I could tolerate any other woman, but that … with her lily-white complexion and her golden hair and dressed as the angels must be. And her black, empty heart.’

        
‘Don't talk so much,’ the Quaker woman admonished. Turning



towards me she added, ‘Now that you've finished your business why don't you go and stop upsetting her?’

        
Bending over the patient and squeezing her hand, I said: ‘Look after yourself, Jenny, and get well quickly. I'll see to it that you are left in peace.’

        
I left, so preoccupied with my thoughts of her that my original intention to expose the oil fraud quite vanished from my mind. The illuminated hands of the municipal clock were close on midnight. Their slow movement proclaimed that it was time to go to bed and gather strength for the next page in the book of life whose leaves we flick over from day to day. I reached my tent and lay down heavily on my bed, not even bothering to remove my boots.

        
I did not sleep for long. I was roused by an orderly from the company commander. He told me to report to the captain.

        
The captain was sitting on his bed, fully clothed despite the early hour, signing papers on a table improvised from a collection of boxes and cases. I waited at the entrance to the tent with other men from my company until he had finished what he was doing.

        
‘I am told that you are a good seaman,’ he said to me as he sealed his despatch.

        
‘Not bad, sir.’

        
‘You'll make the sixth seaman then. We're sending a detachment to Wanganui at General Cameron's request. You're to serve on the river, which is why we need men with some experience of boats. A schooner is waiting for you in the bay. The wind is favourable, and the general's in a hurry. You will report at the beach immediately.’

        
‘Sir …’ I had the courage to mumble.

        
‘There's no time for argument. About turn! Quick march!’

        
In five minutes I had packed my kit and was marching towards the sea. We were all surprised that we were marched not through the town but round its outskirts, along the beach. A sizeable Maori canoe, built especially to travel through surf, was already there. We clambered into it. The crew seized their long flexible paddles, bent their bodies, and with one swoop drove the canoe into the chaos of water and sand.

        
‘Hold on to the sides!’ someone shouted.

        
It was essential to grab something. A huge wave, all foam and roar, rolled over the boat half filling it with water. The boatmen, each dressed in oilskin and a large sou'wester, laughed at our soaking. The sodden troopers had to bale the water out of the canoe. It seemed a very long time before we moved over smooth water. A black schooner swung ahead of us with the grace of a wild swan, her slender masts



tipped slightly backwards, pointing towards the circling stars. As best she could she hugged the easterly side of a huge rock in the inner bay while a brisk westerly stirred the roadstead.

        
Then came the solid thump of oars being shipped and the screech of the canoe's gunwale against the schooner. Calls for a rope ladder mingled with hearty swearing from the ship as the skipper upbraided the sleepy seamen for their dilatoriness in lowering the ladder to us. Then the shuffle of feet climbing up the shaky ropes like clumsy flies on a slippery wall; a groan from the capstan and the clatter of chains as the anchor was raised; the chant of the sailors hoisting the sails; the flapping of wind-swept canvas; the protesting creak of the yards in the playful wind which was trying to snatch them away; and finally the schooner, leaning a little into the wind, leapt down from the top of a wave, and then sailed up and out its other side, just as the hills surrounding the Taranaki bay caught the first glimpse of the morning sun.

        
Several civilian passengers were aboard the ship including a Jewish merchant from New Plymouth. I fell into conversation with him and discovered that my captain was one of the chief promoters of the new oil venture. He gave me this information quite casually in the course of conversation. I followed it by saying how shocked the shareholders would be when the Irishman's story came out. None of those present had taken part in the speculation: they were merely amused as the prospect of other people's disappointment.

        
It was easy to see why I had been despatched so speedily from Taranaki. Mr Schaeffer had given fresh proof of the energy which I had observed him employ in so many of his shady dealings. While I was busy paying a sentimental visit to the girl he had abandoned, he wasted no time; he cross-examined the Irishman and made ready his clever scheme for getting me out of town. Probably he let my captain into the secret. If he had, it would not be the first time that such shopkeepers in uniform had used the state of emergency prevailing in the province to further their private interests. If they gained only a week—a few days—perhaps even one day, it would be enough. A voyage under sail to the mouth of the Wanganui might take a day or a week—it would depend on the wind. However it was, they had time to sell their shares before any warning of mine from Wanganui could reach New Plymouth.

        
Despite favourable westerlies our journey lasted longer than I had expected. The skipper and some of the merchants on board, it transpired, had their own interests to consider. After we had rounded Cape Egmont the ship stood in to the shore. Several double canoes—



Maori craft coupled together and bobbing up and down on the waves like seagulls—came out from a small bay. They quickly approached our ship. We soldiers assumed that they were enemy craft. The skipper assured us that the natives belonged to a friendly tribe and had been sent to the ship to receive a consignment of arms and ammunition. We believed him, never suspecting that a ship carrying Government despatches and men could be supplying arms to the same Government's enemies.

        
The canoes surrounded the ship. The Maoris were at once allowed on board. Rifles, ammunition, many other goods fell into their canoes. The merchandise included Bibles for the Christians, hatchets for the warriors, purple kerchiefs printed with white and yellow texts from the Maori Bible. These calico scarves were intended for the pious Maori women. The men would be better satisfied with muskets and barrels of brandy. The Maoris paid for the goods in cash, in whalebone (probably from a recently harpooned specimen), or in sacks of kauri gum.

        
A sudden scuffle broke out between a sailor and one of the natives. The latter claimed that he had been defrauded in an exchange of tobacco for fruit. The sailor maintained it was he who had been wronged. They came to blows. The sailor struck the Maori so violently that he knocked out one of his eyes. Before the skipper knew what was happening or could call his men to arms, the natives, probably acting on a preconceived plan, rushed on us. Those who opposed them were knifed. Those who surrendered were driven astern, away from the cabin in which the ship's firearms were stored. The schooner was theirs: we were their prisoners. The quarrel and scuffle together lasted scarcely more than quarter of an hour and ended disastrously for us. But we had been quite unprepared. How could we have resisted?

        
During the brawl, the helmsman perforce neglected the ship, which was hurled about by the wind and the waves like a ball kicked by a child, or a wanderer—hard-pressed by destiny—who leaves his home and can find no haven or purpose in life. The sails flapped uselessly against the masts and the yards. The schooner, making at least nine knots, headed straight for the shore, which rose in a sheer and apparently unbroken cliff against which the deep blue waves pounded in a white surf. Soon after the brawl, the terrified Europeans plainly saw that disaster was imminent. We could not navigate to the open sea: we were too close to the shore to manoeuvre the ship with any ease. A powerful wave could lift the schooner high against the cliff, throwing her at its granite face. When that happened the sea would quickly be spread with planks, beams, and bodies. There



was no sign of any bay, haven, or beach, either natural or artificial, where we might shelter if we were wrecked. Several black rocks projected like deadly stings between us and land. Whenever the sea ebbed, it left a deep chasm of water above which the rocks rose streaming with cascades. Then a new wave leapt upon them in a green shroud, battering and enveloping them in its white mane, howling its intention to crush, grind into pulp, and carry away. Instead the exhausted wave disintegrated, slunk away, and died on its stony bed with a noise like metal chains rattling on an anvil. In the glare of the southern sun the foaming flood, glittering with all the riches of Golconda—diamonds, sapphires, rubies, topazes, and gold—showered the rocks on which our ship was doomed to fall. It seemed for all the world as though this line of rocks stretched in an unbroken barrier between us and the shore, leaving no passage between. The ridge swept along the shore marked only with patches of black and white. Fearsome and marvellous, magnificent and beautiful, it was also dreadful and mortally dangerous—a boiling realm of whirlpools, turbulence, and utter confusion to which we drew closer and closer.

        
‘We are lost!’ the pakehas wailed. And then they all—Jew, soldiers, seamen, and the rest—fell to their knees.

        
The Maoris said nothing and seemed to glance neither at us nor at the sea. Yet it was plain that they were not indifferent to the fate of the ship. Without any audible command being given some climbed up into the yards, others loosened the ropes on the port side and tautened them to starboard. One of the chiefs stood by the wheel.

        
The skipper, despite his terror, was unable to refrain from loud admiration of their calmness. ‘They must all have some knowledge of the sea,’ he exclaimed, ‘very likely on American whalers—that's the best training for seamen. Just watch the way they rolled up the yards to catch the wind so that the bows don't aim towards the rocks but will touch land at an angle. Good God! There must be a passage there. It can't be more than fifty paces wide. Even Nelson, if he were alive, or the Flying Dutchman, if he existed, wouldn't try to steer a vessel through such a tight twisting passage, flanked with such fearful reefs!’

        
True enough, the stretch of calmer water between the land and the rocks, although we could now see it quite plainly, seemed so narrow that I doubt whether even the Flying Dutchman in his ghostly ship, in which he has been travelling the globe these three hundred years, would have been able to pass into the haven sleeping calmly behind the rocky barrier, quite oblivious of the tumult outside.

        
Then, as the water began to stream over the starboard side, we



heard a command from the Maori on the bridge who had assumed the role of skipper.

        
‘Steer off the wind … fast … square the yards … hurry up … keep before the wind … clear the deck … quickly … up the rigging … as high as you can.’

        
He issued these orders in plain though heavily accented English. Such men often know nothing of the English language except a few nautical commands. They are like Polish recruits to the Prussian army, who learn nothing from their instructors save imprecations and words of command.

        
We jumped to the rigging, for the waves were sweeping the deck clean, leaving nothing in their wake. The schooner turned about in response to the new skipper's bold command. Though her bow had been aimed towards the land, she now had the shore to port and the foaming sea and its rock to starboard. We changed direction at such giddy speed that I have never been able to understand how the Maoris were able to tauten the ropes, turn the sails, control the steering, and climb up into the rigging all at the skipper's command, in so short a time. I very much doubt whether a crack crew of Scandinavians or Englishmen could have done so well in such an instant—although it seemed to us as long as eternity.

        
In the twinkling of an eye, the schooner had slipped between the projecting rocks and the shore. It seemed to us that she leapt over the rocks rather than sailed between them and we thought for a moment that she would break up—but no, that was illusion. See, she is in calm water; she circles majestically and turns her bows towards the narrow gate through which she has made such a magnificent entry! Then the Maori skipper shouted: ‘Let the anchor go—quickly!’ A clatter, a splash, a screech, the rattle of chains, a quick flabby flutter of sails, and the ship stopped as if turned to stone. The Maoris had borne their prize away to a secret hiding place—a little harbour cut off from the land by cliffs and from the open sea by a wicked reef.

        
Who knows what might not have happened next! Who knows whether the Maoris might not have kept the vessel and murdered all its passengers and crew if one of the chiefs had not recognized the Jewish merchant. His companions were even then debating our fate, but he informed their leader of his find. Taking his courage in both hands, the Jew approached and greeted them both. His presence on board was soon known to all the Maoris: they gathered round him to show their friendship. To these followers of Pai Marire he was a saintly man. His presence on board the ship presented a real problem. What should they do with him and with the ship he had



sanctified by his presence? The good man conducted himself admirably. Trading on their crazy beliefs, he threatened them with the vengeance of Atua if they did not release the ship and her crew, which had done them no harm—supplying them indeed with arms to use against the English. After a long debate, and after they had thoroughly ransacked the ship's stores, the Maoris allowed us to continue our journey. They took ceremonious leave of the Jew. But the seaman who had begun the morning's battle was hanged. After he had dangled from the yard for half an hour or so his body was lowered and they gouged out his eyes and devoured them—convinced that they were fulfilling the Holy Word by taking an eye for an eye.

        
The following day we departed from the bay through a wider passage. A day's sailing took us to the mouth of the Wanganui River which we reached in a very poor state. We were met there by a small steamer. When he learnt of our brush with the Maoris, her captain clapped the skipper and several of the merchants into irons, charging them with trading in arms with the enemy tribes.

        
‘You'll be shot!’ roared the sailor of the Queen pacing up and down his quarterdeck. ‘This damned war will never end if every dirty skipper—and in the Government's service too—keeps on supplying arms to the rebels. I'll take you back to New Plymouth the day after tomorrow and you'll be tried there. We'll make an example of you. Call yourselves Englishmen! You'd sell your country for a few sacks of kauri gum or whalebone!’

        
Taking advantage of a momentary pause in this tirade, I asked for permission to speak to him. ‘Sir, are you taking us to General Cameron's headquarters?’

        
‘Yes, I am.’

        
‘Are they very far from here?’

        
‘Only a few hours’ journey at high water, but with this tide we'll have to tow you all day before we get there.’

        
‘Are you going back to New Plymouth after you've taken us there?’

        
‘Yes, as I said I would. I want these dirty shopkeepers to be severely punished. If they were in uniform they would face a court martial: as it is, the local court must see that justice is done. Civilians or not they needn't expect any mercy. Under the emergency regulations anyone who supplies arms or ammunition to the rebels is liable to be hanged. They knew very well whom they were dealing with. Part of your detachment will accompany me to testify that the skipper and his crew gave the Maoris rifles, gunpowder, and brandy.’

        
‘Could you make me one of the party, sir?’

        
‘Why?’

        


        
‘Sir, you are a decent man, a stranger here, and probably have no part in this oil speculation. Am I right?’

        
‘I am in the Queen's service. I don't supplement my pay by gambling.’

        
‘Will you listen to my story, sir?’

        
I gave him a full account of my relationship with my company commander, and the oil frauds which had caused my exile from New Plymouth.

        
‘You're making a very serious accusation against your commanding officer,’ said the captain when I had finished my story.

        
‘I can prove it if you send me back there, sir.’

        
‘I'll send you back all right. This is a very serious business. I'll speak to the Commander-in-Chief about it. Can you give me any guarantee that you have not invented the whole thing in order to get yourself back to Taranaki?’

        
‘Major Tempski knows that I'm an honest man. The day before I was hustled away he sent me a note inviting me to his house.’

        
Luckily I still had the note in my pocket. It helped to influence General Cameron's decision. Two and a half days after my arrival in Wanganui I left it again aboard the tiny 
Wasp for the capital of Taranaki. A few hours later I was able to show her captain the mysterious Maori harbour and the passage we had used.

        
‘By jove!’ exclaimed that brave sailor, ‘I wouldn't have the courage to take the 
Wasp there, even if the steam hissed in her boilers like a hundred devils and her steering was infallible. To take a sailing boat through …. They must be mad or …. heroes!’ After a short silence, he added, ‘They're heroic all right What a waste of good men.’
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Chapter XXI
          
A few comments on legal procedure in the colonies
        

        

Once again I saw the crescent-shaped bay whose waters washed the feet of the fledgeling capital of Taranaki. Once again I had to endure the barrage of three ranks of surging waves which pounded into a surf at the very foundations of the littoral buildings. This time I returned to the town to become the centre of attention, and that within five minutes of setting foot on shore. My story of the Maori attack was received with great interest, but even greater was the interest which greeted my little story about the swindle.

        
Even before my return, the bubble of Mr Charles Schaeffer's new enterprise had burst. On the very day I left New Plymouth, shares in Starvegut Farm flooded on to the market. Mr Wittmore, my captain (who had sent me away), and all their friends got rid of their shares in the new venture.

        
The new shareholders went to look over their property to see for themselves how the work was progressing. They found rather more than a dozen wells, each about thirty feet deep and carefully boarded. Not one held even a sniff of oil. Naturally there was a tremendous uproar. Everyone immediately suspected a swindle. But because the lucky man who had first discovered the place and had been the moving spirit of the enterprise had not sold his shares, he could not be directly implicated. The new owners concluded that a trickle of oil must seep from a seam below the surface into the farm well, and that a search for a spring was therefore justified. Charles was assumed to be innocent of fraud—indeed, he was seen as a victim of his own credulity. Colonials too often accept a possibility for an indisputable fact, and risk money on speculations in which, even in the best conditions, they can only be guided by instinct. For the most significant omens on the surface are often no real guide to what lies beneath the earth's crust. They are accustomed to disappointment: they repair losses sustained from speculation in ten false mines by finding one that is genuine. They don't worry too much about their squandered money. As they see it, someone is bound to lose every



day of the year. The discovery of a fraud only would cause their indignation against the person who had instigated a search for oil in a place where there was none.

        
Since Mr Schaeffer still owned shares in the company I was unable to charge him with fraud. His prudence greatly weakened my accusation. Half a day after I stepped ashore in New Plymouth for the second time, people were avoiding me. The public prosecutor accepted my statement only grudgingly.

        
The next day the Irishman, several of the workers at the field, and some of the shareholders were called before a Justice of the Peace. The Irishman denied everything. Mr Wittmore openly admitted that on the morning following my departure the commander of my unit had come to see him in his office (since the war had begun there were no civilian dignitaries in New Plymouth), and had spoken of the poor prospects of the oil speculation. He said that he had found no oil in any well he owned, and that the oil found in the garden well before Schaeffer purchased the farm, and what the drill nearest to the spring had since produced, must have come from a source with no commercial value. According to Mr Wittmore's testimony, when he heard this he decided that he needed the money he had invested for his other affairs. Since he was not very happy about the new oilfields and was also short of cash, he contacted Mr Schaeffer, the company's chief agent. Mr Schaeffer had laughed at what he called a fairy-story, had assured him that his own belief in the existence of the oil remained as strong as ever, and that he did not intend to sell his shares at any price. Nevertheless, to accommodate his friend, he found a purchaser for Mr Wittmore's holdings on very favourable terms. For this he received his usual commission. Many other shareholders must have smelt danger, for they also sold their property during that day. The sudden sale caused something approaching a panic. The company's affairs were thoroughly examined and it was decided not to continue speculation. Naturally, those who had bought their shares the previous day felt that they had been let down—and there were a number of them for, despite the limited time available, most of the original owners had withdrawn from the company with their fortunes practically unimpaired.

        
‘Did you sell your shares simply because someone not directly concerned with the company warned you to do so?’ the Justice of the Peace asked Mr Wittmore.

        
‘I sold them on the strength of my friend's warning. He had examined the wells and talked to the workers. My sale can't be termed dishonest. Nobody can accuse me of fraud: what I did was well



within the law. And I don't believe that Mr Schaeffer would wilfully deceive anyone either.’

        
‘According to the law,’ said the justice, whose notions of business morality conformed exactly to colonial notions, ‘the affair was legally conducted. You can call it a trick, a clever one at that, and very well timed: but quite acceptable in the business world. The prospective buyers ought to have inspected the property they were buying, particularly when the oilfield is barely half an hour's walk from town. Did you describe the signs which led you to believe that oil was there?’

        
‘I didn't tell them anything except that I was in need of ready cash to finance my other affairs, which is true. I am about to charter a ship to go to Melbourne, and that's an expensive business.’

        
‘Did the purchasers ask the workers or the foreman what prospects there were of finding oil?’

        
‘They did.’

        
‘What did they reply?’

        
Counsel for the Crown intervened, saying that the workers' reply could only be repeated by the witness if he had heard it himself.

        
‘I heard it all right,’ replied the witness. ‘The foreman claimed that he expected to strike oil. I trusted him: he has a reputation for reliability. He has prospected for oil before and has found it in workable quantities. So everyone regarded him as an authority and trusted him accordingly.’

        
‘Did you surmise the foreman to be lying?’ asked Counsel.

        
‘I didn't try to make him lie and I don't need to say what I thought. I simply decided to get rid of my shares, and that's all. The people who bought from me ought to have guessed for themselves. In any case, the whole thing was legally conducted. I abused no one's trust,’ he added, looking round the court. ‘I doubt whether there's a man in New Plymouth who would have behaved any differently. When I learnt that the wells were unlikely to yield the dividend expected from them, I sold them. But I didn't guarantee their productivity.’

        
A murmur of approval which came even from those who had suffered losses, proved to me that business morality, in some colonial circles at any rate, was at a very low ebb. The assembled public fully demonstrated this. On the face of it, all those present would sell their shares to their own brothers if they suspected that they were valueless.

        
Mr Wittmore was allowed to stand down. Mr Stone, a physician, and the commander of my unit, took his place.

        
He also claimed that his information about the failure of the oil



had come by word of mouth from one of the workers. He immediately instructed his broker to dispose of his stock. Founding mining companies, launching shares on the market, and selling them several times over during one week were all normal business transactions. He took advantage of the ease with which this kind of property could be disposed of and sold it—perhaps under rather dubious conditions. ‘Who here would have acted differently?’ he asked loudly. A hundred eyes from the public benches answered that no one would.

        
A murmur confirmed this silent assent.

        
‘What day was it that you visited the oilfield and discovered from your inspection, or conversation with the workers, that it was unlikely to succeed?’ asked the Crown prosecutor after a consultation with me.

        
‘I went there the day before I sold my shares.’

        
‘What date was that, and at what time did you go?’

        
This opened a long cross-examination. The witness evaded the question. He did not remember, he claimed, the day, hour, or place of his conversation with the worker or workers who had suggested that he should sell his share in the enterprise. Once he claimed that his visit had occurred on the fourth of April, later he changed the date to the third, and at last he swore that although he could not remember the date, he had certainly been there. His lawyer guessed that the prosecution hoped to prove he had never visited the oilfield, had never talked to the men there, and had sold his shares on the strength of a warning from a director of the company. If the justice could be convinced that the witness had trumped up his story of a casual visit to the oilfield, during which he had heard various conjectures from the workers on the spot, he would have to send the case for trial. He would then have reason to believe that Mr Stone and the others who had got rid of their shares in Starvegut Farm did so not on their own initiative or from instinctive caution but after consultation with one another. The Crown prosecutor tried hard to make the witness name the man who had warned him, and to be precise about the day and the place where the warning had been delivered. If he could then produce that worker in court, his evidence under cross-examination would contradict what the present witness affirmed. Such a contradiction would be incontrovertible proof of perjury and collusion. The lawyer for the defence used all his eloquence to protect his client from giving dates and names. He succeeded so well that the witness blamed his poor memory for the vague answers he gave, and did not mention a single name. As to the date, he swore he had visited the oilfield on either the third or



the fourth of April. Several hours elapsed before he admitted even that.

        
‘Why did you go to the oilfield on that day?’

        
‘Pure chance. I went for a walk, and for some reason I chose that direction rather than another.’

        
‘Can you explain why this particular worker (or workers) selected you to be his confidant and told you what was happening while everyone else was lying about the wealth that could be expected from the oilfield?’

        
Here the defence lawyer stepped in again.

        
‘Mr Stone is not obliged to account for the motives of other witnesses. The workers are here, just outside the doors of the court. They should have been asked whether Mr Stone spoke to them, and what prompted them to tell him the truth.’

        
This marked the beginning of a second learned debate between the Crown prosecutor and the defence lawyer about the rules laid down for the examination of witnesses. In compliance with English court procedure they cited many famous precedents, fat volumes were consulted, and many previous judgments were read out. Mr Stone's confusion and the lawyer's determination to waste the rest of the day in pointless discussion showed me clearly enough that both gentlemen were desperately anxious to adjourn the proceedings. They probably planned during the night to prime the workers as to what they should say at the resumed inquiry the following day. The Crown prosecutor knew well enough what they were up to, but he could do nothing about it.

        
The case that evening was adjourned until the following week. It was Friday and the justice would not be available before Monday.

        
During Saturday and Sunday I did not rest on my laurels. I had roused too many antagonists to be left alone, and I feared that I would not come out of the affair without some harm being done to me. The workers would confirm that in talking to Mr Stone they had spoken carelessly. That would be a good enough explanation of why they had warned no one else about what was none of their business. The court and public opinion saw no harm in Mr Stone and his friends taking advantage of this careless talk to save themselves at other people's expense. In the settlers' opinion this would be a smart trick but certainly not a swindle. Only a plot by the management to warn some of the shareholders to the detriment of others would be counted as a crime.

        
I clearly saw the predicament I was in and went to consult my countryman. Major Tempaki immediately saw my problem. In the



course of our conversation he expressed astonishment when I told him that Mr Stone claimed to have visited the oilfield on the thifd or the fourth of April.

        
‘I sent him to the camp on the third of April,’ he said. ‘And I know that before dawn on the fourth he went off to oversee his kauri diggers in the bush. He couldn't have got back before evening, and besides, he would have come from a different direction altogether.’

        
‘Major!’ I shouted jubilantly, cyou have put the perfect weapon into my hands. If he couldn't have gone to the oilfield when he says he did, and the workers swear he was there, perjury will be plain. Do you know how an oil well is dug out?’

        
‘No, I don't.’

        
‘A team of workers excavating a well numbers six, nine, or twelve men, depending on its size and how much room there is for them to manoeuvre. Here there are no more than six diggers to each well. They work in pairs and are relieved every eight hours so that the work is continuous. If you go to look at a well, you'll find only one worker at the surface, hauling up clay or water, while his comrade works at the bottom. So Mr Stone could only have met one man if, as he says, he visited one well. He hasn't mentioned any names but he certainly will on Monday and his witness will confirm what he has said. I've gone so far in this case that I must either prove that my opponents are swindlers or be called a slanderer, and the information you have given me will help me to clear my name and expose the true culprits.’

        
‘How helpful is this information, really?’

        
‘I'll find Mr Stone's kauri gum diggers, and I'll prove that he was in the bush with them on the fourth of April. 
Ergo, he couldn't have been at the oilfield. Another witness will prove that he was in camp on the third, and still others will say where he spent the second and first of April. In short, it will be plain that Mr Stone never saw the well nor spoke to the workers. I'll leave the Crown prosecutor to find other evidence to condemn him and his scheming friends.’

        
After I had made this explanation, I left the major and went to see the prosecutor. The next day, he and I and a police constable rode into the bush. We found the kauri diggers at work. They were prodding the ground around the kauri trees with iron spears in the same manner in which the nativis look for the precious resin—except that the Maoris search for gum left by trees burnt ages ago, whereas the pakehas look for the resin of living trees.

        
The bushmen, isolated in the wilderness miles from the town, had not been suborned. They accounted for every minute Mr Stone had spent with them. We made our way back through the camp and



received a full report of his activities there. We learnt that Captain Stone (as he was in the military world) had passed the evening of the fourth of April in his tent About midnight, Second Lieutenant Schaeffer, accompanied by a third person, had called on him. Mr Schaeffer had requested that the captain be roused. Following their half-hour conversation, the captain gave orders to speed the departure of a detachment he had intended should go to Wanganui the following day, and to include me in their number.

        
The Crown prosecutor rubbed his hands in glee. He had been keeping his eye on Mr Stone for a long time. He surmised that he was an adventurer with no formal qualifications, who killed people right and left with impunity. To relieve the shortage of medical practitioners in Melbourne soon after gold had been discovered there, assistant surgeons were employed as fully-fledged physicians. In the lax conditions obtaining Mr Stone had continued to practise his ‘profession’, but he had activities on the side as well. Before the war he had smuggled brandy to the Maoris, and he was also greatly interested in kauri gum. The colonies are full of people who pursue such diverse occupations.

        
“He is what we commonly call a quack,” said the lawyer. ‘Granted he is a clever fellow and knows how to use his tongue. After all, they chose him to command an ambulance unit.’

        
I could not help wondering whether the quack might not be able to tell me some equally interesting snippet of scandal about the Crown prosecutor. The learned professions in this part of the world are often filled by people who not only have no degrees but even, sometimes, have no training or qualifications of any kind.

        
The Crown prosecutor asked me to keep quiet about our latest discoveries until the next session of the court.

        
‘On Monday I shall have all the witnesses in court. I'll account for every minute of his time, I'll show why he got rid of you and who persuaded him to do so, and who advised him to get rid of his shares. I'll show them that I don't let the grass grow under my feet. This trial will make my career…. Next year I'll be Superintendent of the province!’ he concluded, very pleased with himself.

        
Unfortunately Sunday morning showed that the opposition had not been idle either. The doctor had vanished without trace. He must have got wind that the Crown prosecutor meant business. This news became generally known in the camp and the town in no time at all. Going into the town I met Charles walking 
těte à těte with the lovely Arabella. They were so preoccupied with one another that they did not notice me. I spoke to them, and wished them good morning.

        


        
He, quite unperturbed, asked me jeeringly whether I had heard that the doctor had left town.

        
‘No,’ I replied curtly.

        
‘Your calculations always misfire somehow. That's what usually happens to people who meddle in what's no concern of theirs. Who asked for your advice? Why should you take it on yourself to look after the welfare of the shareholders who lost their investment? Everyone should look after himself in business. You'll soon learn that you haven't been looking after your own affairs any too well. Mr Wittmore will send you packing from the commissariat tomorrow. You'll be put on detail with the mules.’

        
‘Are you sure about that?’

        
‘Quite certain.’

        
‘But. Charles!’ exclaimed his bewitching companion, ‘Father would never do that. You know this young gentleman acted in good faith. Even if he made a mistake, his intentions were very good.’

        
I gave her a grateful look as I walked away. She was a goodhearted girl, whose affections he had stolen just as he had stolen the affections of others. Truly, he had a rare talent for trapping honest flies in the cobweb of his charm.

        
I was indeed perplexed when I left the tender couple. I felt sure I would be dismissed from my post. Naturally I went to my protector to ask for help. ‘Major,’ I said, after I had greeted him, ‘they want to throw me out of my job.’ And I repeated what Charles had told me.

        
‘They can't touch you without consulting me,’ my compatriot assured me. ‘To be sure, I can't dictate to Mr Wittmore whom he should employ, but there are other military offices. I'll find a place for you. There's no question of your being transferred to mule duty. Because I respect your convictions I've managed to get a release for you—and of course we need people who have some knowledge of figures. In a few days—I'm telling you this in confidence—we'll march to the bush again to finish this war once and for all. Everything is ready. Cameron has quite lost his Indian reputation in these wretched forests. He would insist on vain pursuit of an invisible foe. We now have a new commander-in-chief. Reinforcements have arrived from England. Operations will start on the Waikato, on the Wanganui, in the bay of Tauranga, and around Mount Egmont—simultaneously. So we'll keep all the rebellious tribes busy and the northern Maoris won't be able to help their southern kinsmen. I don't want you wasting your time with us and so I have secured your release from the militia.’

        


        
‘I am very grateful to you, sir. May God grant that one day I shall be able to repay your kindness.’

        
‘You are reluctant to help the stronger against the weaker. I don't agree with you on that issue. But I tolerate the views even of my fiercest opponents, and I've helped to free you from a service you dislike, although I hoped—other people considered it your duty—that you would join us. Perhaps my friends and I are wrong and have no right to judge you and your convictions. You have your own principles to guide you. In that, you and I are not like the majority of your compatriots. In some things we prefer to listen to what our consciences advise rather than to what people say. Your conscience condemns this war. We don't want you to help us against your better judgment any longer. You can stay here,’ he added, ‘to protect your dark-skinned friend. I met her doctor yesterday. He says that she will be about on crutches in a few weeks’ time, at the very latest. Mother Nature gives these children of hers stronger constitutions than ours. What would render us helpless for months afflicts them only for days or, at most, weeks. You can be her crutch. Apparently you already know her weight.’

        
The major's little pleasantry touched me on the raw.

        
‘If I feel sympathy for her, it's chiefly because of my dead friend. I should like to repay her for the service he did me.’

        
This turn in the conversation led us to talk about the relationship between Charles and Arabella. I told the major I was sorry for the girl who had, that very morning, given me an unmistakeable demonstration of her goodness of heart. ‘She is too good for that unprincipled man,’ I said. ‘Moreover, I doubt whether Williams and his daughter will stay quiet if they feel the friendship may end in matrimony. Their relationship puzzles me,’ I added. ‘Charles assured me there was nothing serious between them. According to him, he would never dream of marrying her. He soothed his betrayed mistress with a similar assurance. That was the condition on which she freed him from the promise he had given her and her father.’

        
‘Did he really deceive her to such an extent?’ asked the major with an angry frown.

        
‘He really did, sir.’

        
What villainy! exclaimed Tempski. ‘Why, the marriage was arranged long ago. In a month at the very latest Mr Wittmore's brig will sail to Melbourne. Charles, Arabella, and her mother will board it straight after the young couple's marriage.’

        
‘How do you know that?’

        
‘Mr Wittmore himself told me. He is very pleased with his future



son-in-law. And although a romance with a Maori girl reflects discredit on nobody, and Mr and Mrs Wittmore know perfectly well what his relations with the wench were, they are nonetheless reluctant to expose their daughter to the jealousy of her coloured rival or their envious neighbours. But I don't know what they will say when they learn that Schaeffer not only deceives Maori girls but makes money by false pretences. Wittmore has hitherto believed that Schaeffer overplayed his hand in this oil business simply through imprudence. He feels grateful to Charles for helping him to dispose of his own shares. He won't easily swallow the fact that Charles involved him in the business simply to cover up his own swindles with the company—or that, having abused the wretched townsfolk as long as he could, he wilfully precipitated the catastrophe in order to profit by it.’

        
‘Does Mr Wittmore really consider the sale of his shares an honourable action?’

        
The major picked up a thread from a spider's web in the window. He put it on the table and answered: ‘This thread represents the borderline between what the colonials regard as honest, honourable trading acumen and what we call cheating. So long as Mr Wittmore acted on the strength of a friendly tip, based on a personal examination of the well, he stood on the right side of the thread. The sale of shares under those circumstances was legal, because the moving spirit in the enterprise, Schaeffer, believed—or pretended to believe—in the existence of underground wealth. He was best qualified to know whether the business was simply a gamble or a trap for the naive public set by some of the shareholders or the company's management.’

        
‘Did Mr Wittmore's conduct conform to the demands of the law and to local conceptions of the honourable conduct of business?’

        
“There's no doubt about that. He acted legally. In this country, what is legal is moral. Schaeffer's position is entirely different if he knew beforehand that the whole speculation arose from an accidental spill of oil and despite this persuaded a group of people to found a company in whose shares he traded, artificially increasing their value by spreading rumours about the great profit expected. Moreover, he acted as broker and was paid for it, and finally he kept his shares to disguise his part in the swindle. If that is really the case, then he has overstepped this thread and acted against the law.”

        
‘Illegal means immoral, is that so?’

        
‘According to local notions. The fact that he did something illegal is quite plain to me and to you and to the Crown prosecutor. But our law says that a man can only be condemned when his guilt has been proved beyond any doubt, and that the accusation must be supported



by irrefutable evidence. You say that an unknown Irishman confessed his guilt to you. Who else heard his confession? The Irishman denies your statement: you have no other witnesses. Your words are no more than supposition. Suspicions are not enough to get a conviction: they won't condemn the accused in the eyes of the public. First you'll have to get legal proof—bring the Irishman before the court.’

        
‘And then you'll get the culprit locked up and deprive him of the right to marry a respectable woman. Mere suspicion doesn't limit his freedom or bar him from entering decent households.’

        
‘I can see you quite understand my exposition of the local precepts of good conduct, legality, and morality. All thanks to this spider's thread.’

        
‘Thanks to the thread! If I hadn't seen for myself how thin a line may divide two contradictory ideas, I would never have understood your differentiation between honesty and wickedness. Alas, I have no proof. Whatever I do, I can't transfer Master Charles across even so thin a thread. I don't know where the Irishman is, and even if I did I couldn't compel him to tell the truth.’

        
‘In that case, keep quiet. If that half-savage old man and his wholly savage daughter learn of the proposed marriage in time, they will become Schaeffer's judges and executioners. Local public opinion will justify that also. Nobody scorns a white man who has seduced a Maori woman. No jury would compute the harm she has suffered at more than twenty pounds. On the other hand I doubt whether the same jury would be very harsh towards her father if, let us say, he should tear the heart out of his daughter's seducer.’

        
‘What a confusion of ideas! How blind one must be not to see the line between good and evil! That's the result of racial prejudice. Assuredly, this world of yours is absolutely chaotic!’

        
‘How can it be anything else? This is a new world where everything is in a state of flux. If you tried to reconcile and explain all the contradictory customs which prevail here, you'd be building card houses. One theory would simply upset another. By our treatment of the Maori girl we stand convicted as libertines. Then if we acquit her father for murder we shall be considered too lenient towards wild young men. All this confusion is caused by the mixture of two races in the world—races with conflicting views of morality. But I won't keep you any longer. Before we part, remember for heaven's sake not to interfere in Mr Williams's family affairs, Mr Wittmore's, or those of any other colonial family. 
Laissez les faire. You are in no position to help them. You don't understand their motives or their morality, or their way of thinking.’
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Chapter XXII
          
Mr Wittmore falls between Scylla and Charybdis
        

        

The militia marched away soon after my conversation with the major. Thanks to his kindly care I was left behind to receive ammunition from Auckland and dispatch it to the front line. My days passed by in counting and checking types of cartridges, and in rolling cannon balls. Frankly, playing with these miniature volcanoes, which might easily explode if carelessly handled, had little appeal for me. Nor was I any too fond of tossing the balls hand to hand up a long chain from the boat which we were unloading until they came to rest in an ammunition cart.

        
The town became considerably quieter but did not empty as much as I had expected. First, thanks to confidential machinations and a weakening of martial zeal, many influential people managed to evade active service. So, for example, Mr Charles Schaeffer, at the request of two physicians who found him to be in poor health, was granted leave of absence. Secondly, a number of labourers, who were exempt from military service on the grounds of their advanced age, had arrived from elsewhere. They had come because rumour had reported that the local crude oil came from some peculiar deposits of coal which had produced the precious liquid by a process of distillation. So use was to be made of this strange material. Tunnels were dug into the hills which were supposedly lined with wealth. And who do you think was behind the new scheme? None other than my erstwhile travelling companion.

        
Despite the resounding fiasco of Starvegut Farm, he had not lost his popularity—particularly when his initial failure was rapidly followed by a new scheme to promote riches. Apart from the discovery of the wonderful coal he demonstrated quite irrefutably that the black sand which covered the beaches along the bay contained a high percentage of iron as good in quality as the Swedish ore. The local population had long known that the countryside was rich in iron ore, but his discourse and preliminary tests proved conclusively that it could be used to manufacture steel equal to Sheffield blades, or wire as thin and flexible as the best sewing needles. From gratitude for these discoveries he was acclaimed the benefactor of the nation.

        


        
It was entirely forgotten that only a few weeks earlier he had enjoyed the reputation of a common trickster. Besides, as many a colonial moralizer said, it is difficult to blame a man for carrying out a clever trick in order to recoup his finances after a disastrous speculation. Moreover, since he had started from scratch without any capital, he was allowed the privilege of not being too choosy in his methods of making money.

        
While Charles's reputation continued to soar, the health of poor neglected Jenny also improved. Already she could hobble round her room, and soon the cloppity-clop of her crutches could be heard in the little garden. When they struck the tiny shells with which the garden paths were thickly strewn, her pensive father would be roused from his brooding. The town gossip was kept from them by their protective Quaker nurse, whom I had persuaded to silence on the subject of the successes of the patient's more mobile acquaintances. Jenny rejoiced at her own return to health: the old man spent much of his time gazing with half-seeing eyes at the lame creature in constant need of support whom he recalled as a nimble giantess capable of carrying him effortlessly from one room to another. Sometimes he would leave her and go for a walk along the beach to the site of a Maori encampment. Probably he was looking for sympathy from the warm-hearted natives. Finally, it was difficult to hide even from this pair of recluses what the newspapers printed about the imminent departure of Mr Schaeffer for Australia where he was to buy equipment for the distillation of crude oil and for establishing a foundry to exploit the coastal ore. The flattering observations about the noble European who had fallen in love with this young colony and intended to devote his energies and ability to it, and about the estate which awaited him in the Old World, were supplemented by expressions of satisfaction that even in this little town, so beset by difficulties and dangers, there could be found a person who by her beauty and sensitivity was truly worthy of this paragon of virtue. The young couple was wished an auspicious journey to Melbourne, a honeymoon which would give them both a foretaste of Paradise, and a safe return to the community which would be plunged into darkness by their departure, a darkness which would only be lifted by their return. This is the kind of stuff with which the colonial newspapers fill their columns, for, although they are quite modest in size, they are still too large for the local theatre they serve which is more modest still. Flattery of the powerful subscribers, who advertise well and often, keeps the pages and cash box full.

        
Several times of an evening I caught Jenny with some such 
news-



paper account in her hands. The crutches leaning against her chair reflected the glimmering light. They trembled as the chair did, and both movements were caused by her unsteady hands. The landlady and I guessed what lay behind it. Did her father know? I doubt it, for he never asked any questions or read any newspapers.

        
One day after leaving the invalid I was crossing the road to the hotel where I was putting up, the one in which I had earlier encountered Patrick. I was wondering what could have happened to the rogue when once again I felt a touch on my shoulder. The man himself greeted me in his usual familiar fashion.

        
‘I've some business with you,’ he said unceremoniously.

        
Although his touch burnt me like the fires of hell and his company filled me with the nausea which I normally associate with toads I took him to my room. I lit the lamp. Its rays showed me the inflamed features and glassy eyes of the inveterate drunkard. Patrick must have indulged in a drinking orgy lasting several days, such as is known in the colonies as a ‘spree’. On these occasions the drinker treats himself, his friends, and even all those present in the inn, so long as his money lasts.

        
‘I have business with you,’ he said again and again in the pauses between his hiccups. He sat down in a chair with the comical solemnity of a drunk man who is pretending to be sober.

        
I replied that the present state of his mind and health did not favour a serious business conversation.

        
‘Do you think I am drunk?’ he asked me, grimacing at this slight to his pride. ‘No, sir! Today I am as sober as a judge. Yesterday I was as drunk as a lord. Today I have been sober all day long. Scarcely ten glasses would that miserly landlord let me have on credit. I don't feel well: my hands are a bit shaky. I wouldn't mind a drop of something to fortify me. Would you order me a glass of brandy? I'd bless you for that.’

        
I guessed that his visit was not without purpose, so I went to fetch the brandy—a quarter of a litre of it, the quantity served in the colonies, in small tumblers of very thick glass. This modest drink is known as a ‘nobbler’.

        
Thus fortified, he winked his left eye, bulged out his left cheek with his tongue, and, lifting a finger to his forehead, nodded gravely. All this, and particularly the last gesture, plainly indicated that Patrick had something important to communicate.

        
‘Anything unusual to tell me?’ I inquired.

        
Patrick showed me his half-closed hand in a kind of ladling gesture, implying that he had plenty to relate.

        


        
‘What is it then?’

        
‘All I know is that your Dutch friend is a first-rate scoundrel.’

        
I pricked up my ears. An English proverb has it that when thieves fall out honest men may come into their own. Who knows what might be the outcome of the present quarrel!

        
‘Has he swindled you?’ I asked.

        
‘Has he swindled me! Do you know that for this whole oil business he only gave me a hundred pounds. And I had to wait a good few weeks for even that paltry sum—he wouldn't pay it straight away.’

        
‘They certainly didn't pay you much for your silence!’

        
‘They certainly did not. I had spent it all in no time. And today, the pubkeeper says “No more credit”. So I go to the German and ask for money. “What for?” he says. Can you credit it? He asks me why I want money! “What for?” I say—“For the thousand pounds you earned when I didn't put you in gaol!” Then he asks again why I need money. I say I don't feel well and need to be fortified. He says that soon I'll fortify myself to death. That's none of his business, is it?’

        
‘Did he give you any money or not?’

        
‘He didn't. I threatened that I'd spill the beans.’

        
‘What did he say to that?’

        
That I can say what I like. He is so well in the saddle, he says, that nothing can harm him. He says no one will listen to me: my story is no more than gossip, for you are my only witness, and if I talk too much he'll get me locked up. The doctor has disappeared, the workers have vanished too, and I'll come to a bad end in the long run. When he goes away the doctor will come back, but I won't have much success there either. And he isn't even afraid of a lawsuit, for all his property will be in his wife's name. At last he threatened that he would call a constable—threatened me, his benefactor—if I didn't go away.’

        
‘He'd have done it too. The doctor and the workers have gone. It's impossible to reopen the case.’

        
‘But suppose I knew where to find them?’

        
‘Could you find them? Where are they?’

        
‘What's the bush there for? What do they have friends there for? And the farms? Do you really think I don't know where the law could put its finger on them?’

        
‘Do you know where in the bush, or on which farms, they are hiding?’ I asked hopefully.

        
‘I didn't waste my money when I treated all and sundry last week. Pat may be drunk but he's still got ears. I heard quite a bit from the



bushmen and farmers who had such a good time on my money. I pieced together enough to be able to find the doctor in a couple of days. And I can find the others easily enough. The bushmen always know when there are strangers in the neighbourhood, though it's never any of their business why they are there. Pay them enough and they'll show you where they're hiding out.’

        
The Irishman's story buzzed round my head. Undoubtedly, the old drunkard's help would allow the Crown prosecutor to clear up Mr Schaeffer's little plot. No matter how leniently public opinion judged the abuse of speculation, with all the tolerance in the world it would be outraged if someone could only show Schaeffer's conduct, and that of his partners, in its proper perspective.

        
Yet I was not really concerned with punishing my former companion for the sake of revenge. On the contrary, I pitied the poor nomad who had been made so selfish by the unhappy circumstances of his youth and the absence of any real home life. Perhaps he suffered more for it than anyone else. But I pitied even more the proud family with which he was now all too closely associated, and feared that the blot on his name would stain them all. I recalled the little episode when the pretty girl had defended me so warmly against her fiancé. Why should I allow disgrace to fall on people who had never harmed me? I could warn them, nay even compel them, to sunder relations with the adventurer, send him out of town without any scandal or fuss, and close the case once and for all. From all I knew of Mr Wittmore I believed he would accept the plan. I could not have foreseen that this adamantine soul, whose main purpose in life seemed to be the accumulation of money and the improvement of his social position, would be like wax in the hands of his beloved daughter. At that time I knew nothing of the strange permissiveness of colonial parents.

        
I gave Patrick a pound, which I facetiously referred to as a loan, to amuse himself and keep his silence until the following day. When he had gone, I looked at my watch.

        
It was nine o'clock.

        
I donned my hat and set out along the main street. I passed the gaol and the Methodist chapel—the oldest buildings in the town—which stood 
vis-à-vis one another. As soon as the pioneers of civilization step ashore they erect a church and a gaol, and post a clergyman with a cross and a collection plate before the former, and a constable with a truncheon before the latter. Between them they rule the community with the threat of imprisonment in this life and eternal damnation in the next, never suspecting that their authority might be



established on much firmer ground by love and education. The man I was going to see truly believed in the effectiveness of both institutions. He was a typical specimen of a society which during six working days concentrates on increasing its wealth without crossing the spiderthread boundary of morality, and on the seventh goes off to church where by singing hymns it hopes to forestall the penalties of the Judge whose sharp eyes see everything, even those things which the Crown prosecutor and the constable can ignore. Cleverly avoiding gaol and excusing themselves from Hell, such people sleep well, enjoy a good appetite, and live in peace with their own conscience and public opinion.

        
I approached Mr Wittmore's house. Behind the high iron railings a young couple were strolling in the dark, lost as usual to the world outside. I paused for a moment and overheard a few words of their conversation as they walked along a winding path beside the railings. Once again I learnt the lesson that eavesdroppers seldom hear good of themselves. The man bent towards the woman so nearly that their cheeks almost touched, and he pronounced my name—with an unflattering addition. The existence of his enemy clearly preoccupied him, even when he was with his beloved.

        
As I made to move off I heard a faint rustle on the lawn beside the railings. A figure in a long black or navy blue coat leaned forward from the plantation of young English trees—here cultivated as carefully as we cultivate roses at Home. Whoever it was trailed the lovers stealthily. It must be a spy—but who? From what I could see I could have sworn that it was old Williams.

        
Half a mile further on I stopped in front of a huge building like a square box on which a sign announced ‘Wittmore and Co., Ship Chandlers’. Here was the object of my expedition.

        
I knew where the back entrance to the private office was; and I moved round the building towards it. The window of the master's room showed light. I rang. He himself opened the door. When I stepped forward he pulled rather a wry face but shook my hand nonetheless and led me into his sanctum.

        
In its own way, the office struck me as being a somewhat peculiar place. Order and disorder reigned in it side by side. For all the rigorous tidiness of the bills and ledgers, each neatly upon its hook or shelf, the space along the walls was cluttered with boxes, tins, cases, and barrels of all descriptions and shapes. Their labels revealed the great variety of goods stocked there: they ranged from herrings and salmon to salted meat, candied fruit, and dehydrated potatoes. The place had practically everything.

        


        
‘Business is so good that we haven't enough room in the shop,’ said Mr Wittmore, observing my astonishment at this unpleasantly smelling accumulation of comestibles crowding the room. ‘We'd have to build on if we didn't spread the stock through the offices, the passages, any other available space. Frugality is the mainstay of business and building costs are high these days, especially with the shortage of labour. So we are making do by using my office as a temporary warehouse.’

        
‘What you say about frugality makes me conscious of my demands on your time. So I won't keep you with excuses for the lateness of my call. I'll get straight to the point.’

        
With this brief introduction I explained concisely what the Crown prosecutor and I had learnt about the doctor's perjury.

        
‘Why should I be concerned with the doctor's doings—or those of his bribed witnesses?’

        
‘That's not the whole story. Someone much nearer to you is involved in this.’

        
‘Do you mean to renew your accusations against my daughter's fiancé? I know you're jealous of his success.’

        
‘You're wrong there. If I continue to meddle in his affairs it's only because I'm thinking of other people. He has never harmed me personally.’

        
‘None of this is your business. These other people don't need your help. They can look after themselves extremely well. Charles has told me about a brush he had with that hussy's father. He actually threatened him with bloody revenge.’

        
‘So they have met again. When?’

        
‘Yesterday. The old fool accosted Charles when he was leaving our house last night. It's a wonder he didn't strike him. He said he had a gun ready for him if he married my daughter. Apparently he was so worked up that he became quite incoherent.’

        
‘It would be quite in character for him to take such action.’

        
‘Oh, it's not so easy, Our law anticipates such cases. If a lawabiding citizen is threatened with murder, maiming, or physical harm by a ruffian, the offender can be called before the court and ordered to pay a large sum of money as a guarantee that he will not disturb the Queen's peace.’

        
‘Do you really think that would deter Mr Williams from putting his threat into action? He'd be prepared to lose his whole property if it would help him to satisfy his justified rancour.’

        
‘We'll see to it that he doesn't harm anyone. You can tell him that other people, no less shrewd that he, are seeing to it that nothing



happens to Mr Schaeffer. It so happens that he has met his match. Violence will achieve nothing,’ he said, striking the table with his fist and almost overturning the inkstand.

        
‘It looks to me as if you want this marriage.’

        
‘No … no,’ he replied with pretended indifference. ‘Still, I don't want a man like Mr Schaeffer, from a good family, with ability and a great future—who is doing us a great honour by staying in this town—to have to change his plans because of some ignorant adventurers. My dear sir, we stand here on English soil and under the English flag, the emblem of order, law, and protection. We have no room for jealousy.’ So saying, he preened like a fighting cock, with the characteristic English arrogance at the thought that he lived under a government specially constituted to protect even a fishmonger's daughter, and to exert all its power to enable her to marry the scion of a feudal family.

        
‘I'm really surprised by your eagerness for this aristocratic union,’ I said, quite disregarding his fiery outburst. ‘If you were contemplating a penniless English squire as a son-inlaw, I could understand it: but this foreign adventurer—whose expectations are really very uncertain! After all, you reached your present position by your own exertions, and you should be free of such vanity.’

        
‘Have you come here to tell me how to behave?’ exclaimed Mr Wittmore indignantly. (He was angry because his logical argument had not impressed me.) ‘If so, we have nothing more to say to one another. Time is money, and I have to go through my accounts today.’

        
He sat down immediately and began writing busily in red ink in a ledger full of black figures.

        
‘I haven't come to teach you anything. I've got news for you. Will you listen to me?’

        
‘Be quick about it.’

        
I told him of my second meeting with the Irishman, of his quarrel with Arabella's fiancé, and its cause. I also told him of the Irishman's threatening demeanour and determination to hand Mr Schaeffer over to the Crown prosecutor. Wittmore listened to me, at first with a mocking smile, later with obvious dissatisfaction, and finally with very close attention. He did not move his eyes from me, judging the truth of my story by my facial expression.

        
When I had ended I asked: ‘What do you say to that?’

        
‘Where is the Irishman?’

        
‘I'll bring him here tomorrow.’

        
‘Come at midday. I'll have to see the Crown prosecutor first. I'll



come to a decision when I've heard what you all have to say. Goodnight.’

        
He began to write busily, carefully hiding his contorted features.

        
At noon on the day following, the Irishman and I entered Mr Wittmore's emporium. The proud merchant of yesterday had quite vanished. In his place I found a tired old man with a pale wrinkled face who paced up and down the shop with his hands behind his back, quite oblivious of the many customers and the assistants who attended to them. The book-keeper called from his office quite in vain. One of the assistants solicited his help, probably to ask whether he might reduce the price of some article which a lady customer fancied but found too expensive. Mr Wittmore attended only to us. When he saw us he snatched up his hat and invited us to accompany him home.

        
We went along the street, up the garden path, on to a verandah lined with exotic pot-plants, into the house. It was a mixture of English comfort and colonial exaggeration. Everything was new, very new, and expensive, very expensive. If there had been a price-tag attached to each piece of furniture the illusion of looking into the window of an elegant shop would have been complete. We repaired to the master's study which was furnished with rocking chairs. Containing as it did objects which ordinary mortals could use, it was a good deal more inviting than the other rooms. He invited us to be seated.

        
‘Sit down! Sit down!’ he prompted, throwing himself on to a small sofa. ‘This is the only room in the house where I can smoke a cigar and lock the door. My good ladies are very house-proud. They can't stand smoking and the ashes that fall on to the carpet. Luckily they are so thoughtful for my comfort that when I return from the shop I am allowed to have rest in here, with a cigar in my mouth, without having to change my shoes for slippers. And now,’ he said to the Irishman, ‘tell me the whole story of this oil.’

        
‘Who's paying me for it?’

        
‘If you tell me the truth, I'll pay you well.’

        
‘Excuse me,’ I interrupted, ‘have you seen the Crown prosecutor?’

        
‘I have.’

        
‘And have you checked my story?’

        
‘Every word of it. Now I expect to hear it confirmed by this firsthand witness. I don't like secondhand information.’

        
The Irishman told his story all over again. Mr Wittmore frowned, stared intently at the loquacious fellow, did not interrupt him, allowed him to repeat himself and divagate, and listened until the accusation



was complete. When Patrick had finished he asked him: ‘Would you tell the same story in court?’

        
‘A hundred times. May I go blind if I'm lying,’ swore the witness, after the custom of his more boorish countrymen.

        
Our host turned to me. ‘Now we know for certain that Mr Schaeffer acted fraudulently. Secondly, when he found he could not profit by his fraud he did not warn all the shareholders but only his friends. Thirdly, we know that he has encouraged other people to buy from us and his associates shares not worth the paper on which they were written, and has collected a commission on these sales. What I've heard from the Crown prosecutor indicates that he was also instrumental in sending you away. A court hearing will probably bring out that he secured his defence by bribing the workers, and that all the shareholders who had managed to get rid of their property paid him a percentage of the price as a reward for hanging on to his own worthless shares.’

        
At the end of this summary I remarked, ‘I can see that you know exactly what Charles has done.’

        
‘It's not difficult to work it out, once one has the facts. The young man has rapidly adopted our local business morality but he hasn't learnt our moderation. We never exceed certain limits in our pursuit of money.’

        
Major Tempski's little lecture about the spider's thread recurred to my mind.

        
‘He overstepped the boundary,’ continued Mr Wittmore, with the air of a judge pronouncing a verdict rather than of a man with a deep personal concern in the case. ‘He disregarded it and he did it very clumsily too. Because he's well-born—and that counts for a lot here….’

        
I could not help smiling.

        
‘Why are your smiling? Do you think all of us here are foundlings, or that we have come here by compulsion as in the days of the penal colony? My dear sir, I could prove to you, for instance, that my own family in England has been in business as ships’ chandlers for three hundred years. All that time we have prided ourselves on our soundness and have always been well thought of. Our business has passed from father to son. When the grandfather retired, the father took charge of the counting house and the eldest grandson stood behind the weighing machine and learnt the trade. He in turn advanced slowly through the office and finally replaced the patriarch. Younger sons have gone to India, the Americas, and the colonies, to return after thirty or forty years as wealthy men. They have come back to



lay their bones in the family vault. You'll find more than one family here with a similar tradition. Their sons leave the family home to climb to a higher rung in the social scale and earn the family's respect. Their marriageable daughters take their equals or even their betters in wedlock: they never marry below their station. Upwards and onwards has been the motto of these traders. I have stuck to the watchword through thick and thin, even if I have wanted a foreigner for a son-in-law.’

        
‘Luckily he isn't yet your son-in-law.’

        
‘I trust he never will be. To get back to the point, however, I'll try to explain Mr Schaeffer's motives and what he did. He ignored the line between speculation and swindle—very crudely. If he had respected the principles of honest conduct he might have lost over his speculation, but he would still have kept the hope of making a fine career through an alliance with a well-to-do family, from which he would have gained support in the business world. He risked all that, and he lost.’

        
‘He risked gaol, which is worse.’

        
‘No, he didn't risk that. He counted on me for that. In spite of my disappointment, I can't abandon him altogether, for that would reflect on me too. We'll cast him out of our lives, but we won't disgrace him. That would damage our own reputation. Everyone knows about his link with my family. What would they say if my daughter's former fiancé was in gaol?’

        
‘That's why I have told you all this before the law has a chance to claim him and make him its own.’

        
‘Thank you, sir. I appreciate your fine feelings, and hope to reward them as best I can. Now I'll have to ask you to tell my daughter what you know about all this. I … I … can't.’

        
For the first time since the previous day the impassive mask fell from him. He did his face in his hands and with this silent gesture begged me not to inquire why he gave me this unpleasant duty. I well understood his motives, and answered, ‘I'll do it—reluctantly enough. Where is Miss Arabella?’

        
Mr Wittmore rose and from the door called his daughter. The voices of several women replied. After a second call, one of them—a gaily tinkling silver bell—rose above the others. Soon Miss Arabella appeared, in riding habit and with her curls disordered. She must have returned only a moment before from a ride during which the heavy sea breezes had disturbed her luxuriant hair. She paid no attention to us, kissed her father's forehead, and exclaimed: ‘What a gallop we had, Charles and I, on the iron sands! What a beautiful day! Who



would think that it's the end of autumn! How lovely the autumn is here! It is warm enough to be out of doors, and there are more flowers man in the summer. And winter is prettier than autumn—and spring is nicer than winter. Isn't it a real paradise? I'll be sorry to leave the Island and sail to dry dismal Australia.’

        
Then she noticed that there were visitors present and, quickly pushing back her loosened hair, greeted us with a nod. When she recognized me, she knitted her brows and moved towards the door.

        
‘Wait!’ said her father. ‘These gentlemen have something important to tell you.’

        
‘Something important to tell me? You must be joking, Papa. What business can these two persons have with someone they don't know?’

        
‘Sit down and listen. Tell my daughter your story,’ he said to me.

        
Confused by my thankless task, I bore the fire of her contemptuous eyes, her coolly reserved features, and, as my story progressed, a growing interest that she could not altogether conceal. She was at once struck dumb with astonishment, pale with despair, and pathetic with humiliation. She interrupted my story only once, and that was when I spoke of my unexpected trip to Wanganui and of the Maori attack.

        
‘Oh, I am sorry for you!’ she exclaimed commiseratingly. But she at once became my enemy again. My account of the complicated offences which her fiancé had committed and my attempt to demonstrate how he had crossed the borderline between shrewdness and dishonesty was quite beyond her comprehension. When the story was over, her father asked:

        
‘Now what do you think of Master Charles's conduct?’

        
‘I can't judge such a muddled case. Isn't it the same old story with a new twist to it? I don't understand.’

        
Wishing to clarify the difference between the two versions, the old and the new, Mr Wittmore interjected: ‘These slight variations may cost him a term of imprisonment. They seem very small, but they alter Charles's position just as much as mine would be altered if, supposing I was a bankrupt, I concealed part of my assets from my creditors or compelled them to give me enough capital to start a new business. In the first case, everyone would justifiably label me an impostor. In the second, I would be no more than a hard man to bargain with. I might even make a bigger profit from bankruptcy than from any other scheme. Under pressure of a threat to squander my remaining assets in a costly lawsuit if my creditors were to take the case to court, I would—by fair means—save twice as much by haggling as I would get by stealing from them.’

        


        
‘Do they want to put him in gaol?’ cried the crestfallen girl, who had paid no attention to her father's lecture on the various forms of failure in business. ‘Oh no, no, no! That can't be true…. Why do you keep on saying that frightful word? He must be saved!’

        
‘He's not in danger so far. His misconduct is known only to us,’ said her father soothingly, taking his favourite in his arms and embracing her.

        
In a moment she tore away from him and cried angrily and imploringly, ‘Could you really hand him over to the law? Have you no heart? No pity?’

        
‘I don't mean to do that. What I want you to do is to understand why you must break off the engagement.’

        
‘You … don't mean that?’

        
‘I certainly do. He can't frequent our house any more. We must get him out of the colony as quickly as possible. Let him go so far away that we shall never hear of him again. He must leave at once.’

        
The offspring of this curious society could not understand her father's words. Nor could I blame her. She was the daughter of a colony which produces young people who are strangely shrewd in the ways of the world, but limited in other respects. Her reply to her father gave a vivid demonstration of this failure.

        
‘Didn't you say that no one would betray him, and that no one was thinking of doing so? Who is going to prosecute him? Why must he go away? Can't we keep quiet until we leave the country together, as we intended to do, and sail to a place where the threat of discovery and trial won't hang over him?’

        
‘Do you want to become the wife of a common criminal?’ asked her father, wringing his hands in horror.

        
The young girl paid no attention to his words and gesture, but continued, ‘I didn't look for him, and he didn't know me. You brought him here: you threw him at me and me at him. All kind of rumours were busy about him. You laughed at all that. How can you ask me to deny the sentiments I now feel for him, and for which you are responsible? Just by sending him away and keeping me here—the laughing stock of my sisters and the neighbours?’

        
Her small shapely nose swelled with indignation and hurt pride, and she eyed her father reproachfully. Then she began to lament, ‘Yes, you are responsible for our relationship. Everyone knows that. If he left without one word of explanation to the world which drove him out, everyone would say that he had jilted me—that he had treated me as he treated the other woman—that he broke his promise to me



because he was frightened of the law, and had gone to the other side of the world simply to laugh at us.’

        
Here was the logic of vanity. It was swiftly followed by the logic of love when her father proposed these conditions: ‘You can go with your mother to Auckland, Melbourne, even England, if you want. We have enough money for that. There you'll meet a hundred young men—handsome, honest young men—and you'll forget this one. You'll be the centre of attention in society and no one will ever know of your disappointment.’

        
‘No! Never!’ cried the girl, stamping her foot. ‘I don't want to run away like a criminal. I don't want any other men. I don't want to shine in society overseas, to deceive my new acquaintances with affected gaiety—like a marble tombstone over a casket of ashes. I'm not an actress. I belong to a society which allows its daughters to love as they please. We are the judge of whether the social and financial positions of our lovers is suitable. I chose him. His position satisfies me. I want to shine with him—and not in this parochial atmosphere, or in Melbourne, or in European capitals. He can introduce me to a society quite different from the one open to the daughter of a shopkeeper. Besides, I love him—more than my life … and it's your fault … and I won't allow you to barter with my love and my future.’

        
After this long and passionate outburst she threw her arms round her father's neck and bestowing a shower of kisses on his sorrowful face, she begged him, ‘Save him, Papa! Don't make me unhappy!’

        
‘Take pity on me!’ begged her father, almost beside himself. ‘What's the good of loving a man who may one day be taken from you and put into the hands of justice?’

        
‘Would you do that?’ she asked sharply.

        
‘I wouldn't, but there are others who will?’

        
‘Will he betray him?’ she asked, pointing to the Irishman. ‘Even if he means to, he'll surely keep quiet if you pay him enough. After all, according to his own story, he only decided to betray Charles because he didn't get enough money out of him. Let Charles stay with me and send him away instead.’

        
‘You're forgetting about me,’ I interrupted.

        
‘Would you give him away?’ she asked in surprise. ‘Why?’

        
‘Out of a sense of duty. You mentioned the other girl. She loved him too, and she had to give him up—but she didn't do that for you. I won't allow her to be laughed at and suffer through no fault of her own while the criminal stays here unpunished and triumphant.’

        
‘Do you mean to say you will take the side of a nigger girl against one of the town's leading citizens?’

        


        
‘I don't hestitate for an instant. Indeed, my sympathies are even more strongly with the nigger girl’ I added emphatically, ‘for, with the exception of beauty, in which you undoubtedly excel’—I confirmed the compliment with a bow—‘ a comparison between that betrayed and wounded girl, who is suffering in silence, and the cruel daughter of the town's leading citizen would certainly turn out in her favour.’

        
‘You forget yourself!’ exclaimed her father, whose racial pride momentarily blurred his impartiality. His blue eyes, usually cold, gleamed with a promise of thunder, and his face was suffused with blood.

        
‘He doesn't forget himself!’ cried the daughter. ‘He's acting according to a well thought out plan. I understand it all—Charles warned me long ago.’

        
‘Did he? What about?’

        
‘That you envied him the other girl. You envied him everything—his success, his career, his love. And because of your vengeful nature you have become a tool in the hands of these rascally niggers. You're nothing more than a ….’ Her father clapped his hand over her mouth.

        
‘My God! Take hold of yourself’ he begged her.

        
As for me, I watched the female phenomenon with a mixture of astonishment and delight. I had heard about colonial women who inherit their pride from the nation which faithfully believes in its superiority over all others, even Europeans. The belief is indeed, intensified by their incessant comparison between themselves and the peoples they meet in the new countries. And I had heard how imprudent they are, and how they apply a mixture of calculation and love to their choice of a mate, and that they entirely disregard anyone's advice. One of these women, a product of this unusual society, stood before me—prouder than a planter's wife, as ungovernable in her passions as the hurricanes of her Island, sensitive and intractable in the extreme, never asking her family for advice but, on the contrary, imposing her will on them, childishly sly, and—with all this—angelically beautiful, as frail as a reed and craving like a pussy cat for fun—and, too, as treacherous as a cat. Her fair complexion might have been Scandinavian in origin: her black eyes reflected the heat of Spain: her features had the purity of a Greek profile: the gloss of her flaxen hair was English enough: and, as for her waist, I have never seen its like, even in North America—I could have encompassed it in my hands. Her delightful bosom, fully developed in a country where a child matures suddenly into a woman, vibrated and billowed with suppressed sobs and threatened to rend her bodice. She faced me



furiously, her small fists clenched, a real maenad—enraged, enticing, and all aflame. Blood almost seemed to spurt from her cheeks, and the light filtering into the room through the purple curtain over the window tainted her dress with the colour of passion.

        
Her father turned a stony gaze on her. He had been toughened in the business world and could cope with all the difficulties which arise in day-to-day life: but in this strange world, in which his principles must struggle against the tears and embraces of his beloved child, he hesitated like a seaman who has lost his compass. For any man—whether father, brother, or husband—to guide a woman's will is in this part of the world quite unheard of. A man's willpower, normally so adamant, softens and melts—rather like a piece of ice lashed by heavy rain—when it is under the attack of a capricious but beloved wife or daughter.

        
I was in no position to help him curb his stubborn child's will. I felt I could not have been more awkwardly placed. A handful of gold would certainly stop the Irishman's mouth. Who knew whether Mr Wittmore, caught between the fires of his daughter's despair and his own sense of honour, would not agree to conceal her fiancé's disreputable behaviour? If he declared himself for Charles, my chances would vanish altogether. His influence was greater than the demands of justice.

        
I still counted hopefully on Tempski's return. But when would that be? A whole month had gone by without any news from him, except that we knew him to be advancing steadily and successfully into the Maori lands.

        
At length I broke the silence and addressed Mr Wittmore: ‘I must go away after this scene and the insult I have suffered. I shall leave the affair in your hands, trusting in your conception of honour and your sound common sense. My part is over. I have fulfilled my duty and all the interested parties have been sufficiently informed. If by any chance your daughter should persuade you to disregard my advice, or should you ignore the voice of duty and conceal Mr Schaeffer's felony, you will not fall under my vengeance or that of the injured father and daughter, but under the eternal one which poisons one's mind and marks one's life. Though its brand is hidden from the outside world, it is more disgraceful than that which the hangman marks on the criminal's forehead.’

        
Having concluded this long useless lecture I went out of the house, leaving them with the Irishman—who was no doubt calculating how much he would ask to satisfy his appetite and how he would waste the riches so obtained.
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Chapter XXIII
          
Monsieur le Docteur attempts to explain the peculiar colonial beliefs
        

        
I counted on Tempski's return, and he came—but not alive. Rumours of his death reached us several days before his body was brought back to the town. These were eventually confirmed by an official despatch. People came out on the streets, moaning, grieving, cursing the Maoris, England, themselves, and the Island to which they had come. Every household in this coastal town had suffered loss. Perhaps only Egypt suffered a similar calamity, and was similarly maddened by despair, when the plague carried off all its first-born.

        
All the strong promising young men—and with them a hope for so many others—had recently left this quiet little place. They went, they fought, and the news of their victorious advance daily consoled their mothers, wives, and sweethearts. New Plymouth lived on this news, basking in the reflected glory of its sons.

        
Then suddenly like lightning from a clear sky came the news that the whole column, under an experienced leader who was known for his caution, all the men—seasoned as they were, and equipped with the best weapons available—had fallen to a small band of savages who had prepared an ambush for them—and the flower of the province had vanished forever. Those who were left alive now drank the humiliation and bitterness that war invariably produces: they bathed their hearts in the bloody news and tears of mourning. That was the fitting end to this war of conquest.

        
‘Tempski drove hard into the bush,’ reported the 
Taranaki Herald in the special issue published an hour after the arrival of the official couriers, ‘pursuing the scattered enemy under the guidance of the friendly natives, who led the vanguard and escorted the flanks of the long column as it struggled through the undergrowth. These guides and skirmishers, riddled with the adherents of Pai Marire, suddenly abandoned the troops just when the roughness of the terrain meant that they were most scattered. The commanding officer was then in the middle of the straggling column. Before he could be informed of the treason of his allies a shower of bullets came from every tree,



falling as thick and fast as rain. Half the column fell to the ground, killed instantly. Tempski, although wounded, encouraged the survivors by his example to take cover behind trees or fallen trunks and to return the Maori fire. The enemy, numbering a few hundred men, were hidden by the trees and creepers. Panic overwhelmed the troops. They fled, throwing away their weapons and running blindly against the hatchets which waited for them. Their colours were trampled into the mud and their officers' commands were ignored. The major stood in a circle of fire. Only his gleaming sword lit the surrounding gloom. A single sunbeam penetrated the canopy of the murderous tree tops and illuminated the valorous Pole. He substituted a handkerchief stained in his own blood for the lost colours. He waved it in vain. In vain he called. Finally, he too fell. When the vanguard and the rearguard reached the battlefield and repulsed the Maoris in a hard-fought battle, they found over three hundred bodies in an area of four hundred square paces. Half their number lay about the major. They had fallen in the first volley. Others lost their lives in the rout. Nearly all the dead were the children of this town. The other troops suffered much less. The couriers inform us that the whole encounter lasted no more than fifteen minutes. They say that if the troops at either end of the main column had been on time the losses would have been very much smaller. But instead of advancing unhesitatingly to rescue the ambushed column the troops faltered for a while and then opened fire at their invisible enemy, in open order and extremely cautiously. Once the Maoris knew that the centre had been wiped out they withdrew without offering any further resistance, well satisfied with the results they had obtained. The fallen leader cannot be blamed for the rout. He had been wounded the previous day and was confined to a stretcher. It is quite understandable that he could not personally supervise the order of the marching column. Those to whom he delegated this task are already facing court martial. We do not expect them to escape a punishment equal to their guilt and the disaster resulting from it.’

        
This short description of the action ended with laments, which no one read. The afflicted hearts of the townsfolk cried more eloquently than the newspaper's columns.

        
The defeat forced the survivors to fall back on the town—now their only base for operations. The retreat was not unpursued. The hapless local farmers once again had to quit their half-restored houses, which, with the approach of winter—the rainy season—would certainly not improve by their absence.

        
All men up to the age of fifty were called to the defence of the



Province. Only women, children, and the very aged were left at home. Once again, despite my own wishes, I read my name in the long list posted outside the Town Hall. This time I was not in an ambulance unit but in the infantry reserve. The arrival of new stocks of ammunition from Auckland kept me in town for several days, for cartridges were being manufactured day and night. Even the ammunition workers would be called upon to defend the farmers once their job was ended. New forces were apparently advancing from Wanganui to repay the Maoris for their victory over Tempski.

        
My plight in this unhappy country, where I could not be the master of my destiny, and where I had been forced to turn from vagrant into soldier, induced me to think of moving to the Middle Island. There was no war in that part of New Zealand: sweet peace reigned for the simple reason that the Maoris were too few to start a similar venture against the more numerous white people. Newspapers told of the good mining prospects there. I felt sorry to leave my Maori friend, but I could do little for her now that my protector was dead. Mr Wittmore had undoubtedly given in to the entreaties of his spoiled daughter, Patrick went away—or rather, he was sent away, drunk, with a well-filled purse, to the schooner departing for Auckland. It seemed to me, as I watched the boat vanish beyond the seething surf, that the most honest man in town had now departed. At least he did not pretend to be a paragon of virtue, a model citizen, an exemplary officer in the militia. He carried his villainy openly and repelled everyone by his lack of pretence. It was more difficult to know what others were really like. I discovered this skilfully concealed rot when its malodorous poison spattered over me. In a world where people such as Wittmore were the cream of society, whose conduct became the ethical criterion for the other well-to-do citizens, it is permissible to consider drunk, crude, sly Patrick as the most upright specimen of the lot.

        
The war had increased the number of vessels calling at New Plymouth and I was able to leave at my convenience. Although at this critical period the privileges of foreigners in the Province were not recognized, nobody had the courage to stop those who intended to leave it rather than to waste their time in the militia, scattered about in the bush. Having made my plans I went to tell the Williamses of my impending departure.

        
Jenny was not in the Quaker woman's parlour. Two people were there: the widow in her customary grey dress and black bonnet, and a surgeon whom I knew by sight and who was visiting his patient, if that is the proper description of a girl who, though still lame, was



moving round the house as busy as a bee. The doctor rocked back and forth in a rocking chair, humming a tune to the great indignation of our hostess. To her Quakerish way of thinking, songs and idle music, brightly coloured frocks, cards, and other obscenities provided for the human race in its passage through this Vale of Tears were vanity of vanities, true inventions of the father of evil. No wonder that she rolled her eyes until only their whites were visible in her pale face, that she lifted her arms in horror at the sound of the doctor's singing, which fluttered round the room like a bird trying to escape through the window to the flowers and the blue sky. What would the pious Samaritan have said if mischievous but invisible Asmodeus—who was already present in the room, attracted by the catchy tune—had told her the meaning of Béranger's words which the lusty minstrel was singing?

        

          

Aux filles, morbleu! nous tenons;


          

Faites-en, faites-en de gentilles:


          

Qu'elles soient anges ou démons,


          

Faites des filles;


          

Nous les aimons!
        

        
How glad I was to meet the physician! For some reason I had not managed to speak to him sooner though I had looked out for him for some weeks. I introduced myself to this unusual person who was of course 
charmé to make the acquaintance of 
un Polonais. To show his delight he swallowed the last ‘aimons’ of his song, offered me a cigar, and lit one for himself, despite the widow's silent protest. Even the Quaker's patience could not endure the trial of tobacco fumes. At first she noisily opened the window. Clouds of smoke followed the vanished song. The doctor either pretended not to understand her action or genuinely did not. Then the lady of the house left the room. Before she slammed the door, I heard her muttering about the queer manners of foreigners. She was justifiably surprised: it must have been the first time she had seen men smoking in the presence of a lady.

        
The doctor, who pretended that he did not understand her behaviour, got up from his rocking chair, hurried to the door, opened it, bade her goodbye with a deep bow. Closing the door again he returned, settled down comfortably, and expressed his pleasure at being rid of the 
raide creature who had turned up her eyes and waved her hands at him, more and more shocked by his compliments.

        
‘I hate that woman,’ he said. ‘
Elle me tutoie.’

        


        
‘What's your opinion of the condition of my friend, your patient?’

        
‘Excellent! What a constitution! What strength! In three or four months time she won't even be limping.’

        
Then he added with a strange note in his tuneful voice, whose harmony was ruffled by a shade of suspicion and good-natured irony, ‘So you are the friend about whom she talks at such length, and whom she describes as 
son preux chevalier?’

        
‘Yes, I imagine she must mean me. I indeed feel gratitude towards her. She once did me a great service. I try—without much success.’

        
‘There's nothing more to it than that?’

        
‘We aren't in Paris. If I felt something different you can be sure I wouldn't admit it even to such a pleasant acquaintance as yourself.’

        
‘Why won't you call me “friend”? My patient's feelings for you mean that I cannot be indifferent to you—for I am not at all indifferent to her. In a light moment I felt like laughing a little at your Platonic attachment. But believe me I wasn't serious then. I know the whole story, your relationship to the family, and I respect you for it.’

        
He took my hand. His hearty grasp proved that for all his mocking eyes and ambiguous songs he had a heart worthy of a man of noble birth. I contemplated my new friend with some curiosity. He was still a young man, perhaps thirty years old. His dark hair was sprinkled here and there with silver threads, and when he smiled, as he often did, treacherous wrinkles appeared at his temples. Either he had lived eagerly or he had wandered from place to place, an occupation which bestows wrinkles and grey hair even more quickly than fast living. I concluded from our conversation that difficulty rather than joy had somewhat aged his handsome head.

        
‘You won't believe how glad I am to have met you. I have heard so much about you from Jenny and from poor Tempski!’ I said, trying to be just as courteous to him as he was to me.

        
‘Ah! 
pauvre Tempski. He was a compatriot of yours? Pity he is dead. What a man! He got involved with matters which really did not concern him. That's what happens when one becomes a mercenary. Pity; he was a rare man. I treated him once—a year ago. He had a wound, and he stood the operation as a Maori would have done. I used salt and camphor on him.’

        
‘Salt and camphor?’ I asked, staring at him.

        
‘
Oui monsieur. Salt and camphor—they're my chief medicaments. It's a treatment of my own. I dissolve them in ether and alcohol, and apply them both externally and internally. If ever you are ill I will prove the efficacy of my methods….’

        
‘
Merci, but I don't at all want to be ill.’

        


        
‘That's not what I mean. I don't want you to be ill either. Salt and camphor diluted in ether or spirit and properly applied are a universal medicine—the panacea for which the Arabs searched so fruitlessly, and the Alchemists after them. And I have here’—he pointed to the place where some keep their heart and all their purse—‘the secret. Alas,’ he added sighing, ‘the world is not ready to recognize the merits of my discovery.’

        
‘Have you offered it to the world?’

        
‘Of course. I perfected my invention ten years ago, during the last months of the Crimean War. As a very young man I served as assistant naval surgeon. Understandably enough I reported my results to my superior. Do you know how he reacted? He didn't react at all: he was so old-fashioned and prejudiced that he didn't even finish reading my report. So I went back to Paris to study medicine, published a pamphlet about salt and camphor and their dilution in ether and alcohol. I sent this pamphlet to countless medical faculties and learned bodies, and crippled my fortune in the process. And with what results? They refused to recognize my invention, and the envious professors refused me a degree. They said that I had been wasting my time by thinking and writing on salt and camphor instead of studying sensible subjects. So I called the Old World an ass and went to America. There I got my degree without any examination. Just then the Civil War started. I offered my salt and camphor to Lincoln and to Davis. No one would listen to me. It's hard to believe what a thorny path an inventor has to travel even if he carries the salvation of humanity in the palm of his hand!’

        
‘What brought you here?’

        
‘Well, I thought that the Old World was an ass and the New backward, so I decided to come to the newest of all. As a surgeon and bone setter I made a sensation in Melbourne, Sydney, everywhere. But the moment I mention camphor and salt, and their alcoholic and etheric solutions, my patients vanish. So I sailed still further in search of recognition. That's how I came to the end of the world. If I sailed any further I'd reach America again. There isn't a corner of the world where I wouldn't try out my invention if I could. 
J'ai perdu mon temps et mon travail.’

        
‘Do you mean to stay here?’

        
‘I'll have to. I have spent the last penny of my savings. Here at least I have a steady income. I like the place better than anywhere else. To tell the truth, I have found a few people who have agreed to my trying my salt and camphor cure on them: in fact, they use nothing else. It's incredible how healthy they are.’

        


        
‘Have you actually cured anybody with your concoctions?’

        
‘No! No! My patients have never been sick. They came to me perfectly healthy. No Englishman has anything wrong with him until he destroys his stomach with medicines and plum pudding. My patients are healthy enough but local custom demands a family doctor and they accepted my services. I prescribe only salt and camphor, taken in drops of alcohol and ether. They don't swallow patent medicines which might spoil their stomachs, and so they are never ill.’

        
‘I wish you success.’

        
‘If I could only find a bigger and better place to display my genius. Just several thousand francs a year … an attic in Paris … money for publicity, and I would grasp my fortune and reputation from the claws of this miserable world.’

        
‘Perhaps your savings would run out all the sooner!’

        
‘
Non! morbleu non! Experience has taught me to be careful. I wouldn't exceed my income. I'd spend all my time developing my idea. Look here, even now, without any capital whatever, I have made new converts. Mr Williams and his daughter trust my treatment absolutely, with the reservation that she takes all the camphor and he all the alcohol.’

        
‘Evidently the camphor has helped her a great deal,’ I agreed with the doctor, thoroughly convinced that it was advisable not to question his madness. ‘It must be a most efficacious concoction if it cured her so quickly.’

        
‘Thank God!’ he exclaimed, with a rather suspicious emotion.

        
‘You show more than the customary sympathy of a doctor for his patient!’

        
‘Yes. 
Pauvre fille. I have to be careful … this is a difficult situation.’

        
‘Aren't you mistaken, doctor?’

        
‘Oh, no!’ After a moment he added, ‘Weren't you struck by her beauty? I never saw anything like it in the French colony of Louisiana.’

        
‘To be sure, she is quite extraordinary. But what about her exaggerated dimensions?’

        
‘That's what delights me so much in her’—the doctor was of small stature—‘After all, there's plenty of grace and agility in her, and such symmetry in her proportions that her size is more than acceptable—even to an admirer of tiny women.’

        
‘You are quite right.’

        
‘She'd cause tremendous excitement in the French colonies, amongst the creoles and quadroons, particularly if her movements were trained



by the discipline of an elegant environment. The Maoris are chivalrous by nature, and their women have an inborn taste and graciousness of movement. Their contacts with the English destroy the natural harmony in the choice of colours and designs which they possessed in the pre-Christian era. Have you noticed how beautifully they colour their braided hair and with what coquetry they wear it? Under French influence they would become true artists.’

        
‘My early acquaintance with Miss Jenny made me feel that she had a natural feeling for beauty. Since she came here and began to imitate her white sisters she has lost it.’

        
‘That's it. If she spent some years in a French colony where her complexion would not outrage anyone and her figure would be found enchanting, I guarantee that she would equal the most refined creole ladies in polish and charm. She seems to be quite clever too. Since she began to recover she's been doing a lot of reading. She repeats the French words she has heard accurately and remembers them well.’

        
‘With her abilities it would be worth persuading her father to leave this country and go to a place where she could really blossom.’

        
‘The madman will never go away. He says he cannot part with his herds and this savage world, which he knows and enjoys. Besides, he says he has no money.’

        
‘You don't know much about him, doctor. When the war ends he could realize some twenty thousand pounds sterling from his farms, herds, and the rest. I have that from the Crown prosecutor who was previously the old man's lawyer and knows every atom of his property.’

        
‘What?’ shouted the doctor, jumping from his rocking chair as though something had pricked him. ‘Does that old man possess half a million francs? Why, he walks about in a coarse seaman's shirt, and his daughter is dressed in cotton!’

        
‘Yes, and his fortune grows accordingly. Such wealthy and frugal people are fairly numerous both here and in Australia.’

        
‘How these people squander God's gifts!’ muttered the doctor, deep in thought as he did some reckoning on his fingers. Finally he whispered, ‘
Oui, oui. C'est un demi-million.’

        
‘How wonderful that sum sounds in francs,’ I thought. ‘In pounds, and in the colonies, it's really quite modest!’

        
The doctor expressed his thoughts out loud. ‘And in spite of the huge heritage which the girl must eventually receive—for old Williams loves her, and will certainly recognize her as his legal daughter—that



stupid faithless German adventurer abandoned her! Did he know about her fortune?’

        
‘I doubt it. The old man is one of those secretive people who live simply, often make money as publicans, and limit their topics of conversation almost entirely to cattle and swine. Even his lawyer doesn't know whether the girl is legally adopted or not. Schaeffer didn't expect to get a lot out of a dark-skinned wife, so he chose a white one, who doesn't come from a poor family either. He's a very prudent man.’

        
‘That's excellent! What a mistake he made!’ exclaimed the jubilant doctor. ‘
Entre nous, this dark-skinned girl is little darker than sunburnt country wenches in Europe. If her mind and her heart were properly cared for she would be worthy of a prouder destiny than that of any settler's proud daughter. Many of them have neither mind nor heart, and no amount of upbringing or education can amend the lack. The man who marries Miss Jenny even without a dowry will make a better choice than someone marrying Miss Wittmore, even if she had the wealth of the Rothchilds. I know her pretty well: I used to go to that house as a friend and as a medical practitioner. She is no worse and no better than most girls from the same background.

        

          

C'est par-ci, c'est par-là,


          

Trala, trala, tralala,


          

C'est par-ci, c'est par-là,


          

C'est le diable en falbala!’
        

        
‘If your judgement is correct,’ I said, interrupting the doctor's song, ‘Master Charles will have found a match in his wife.’

        
‘Serve him right! She'll drop him after a year—that's what generally happens round here when the local girls marry foreigners. The whole way of life here is quite beyond my comprehension. The longer I live in this society the less I understand its ways. Consider, for example, the incredible talent of the Anglo-Saxon and Teutonic settlers for destroying and dissipating all they find. At first they have to plunder, exterminate, uproot, to make a desert out of a living country, and then they implant a new life there. They don't want to use what is already in existence. The idea of amalgamating with the natives and appreciating their nobler characteristics never crosses their minds—irrespective of their origin, beauty, or complexion. And yet they seem to be the only successful colonizers. Obviously, this must be the only practical way of conquering a new land. They destroy to create. Let's take the example of this young girl. Many a young



man would fall in love with her in our part of the world, without asking for her dowry or greatly bothering that she is as wild as a forest bird. If he wooed her successfully he would try to bind her to him for life with his love. These men disdain even her fortune, and treat this Maori lily as though she were dirt. Pity that her father has no divine spark in him.’

        
‘What would you advise him to do?’

        
‘I've already told him. I told him to sell out everything he possessed and emigrate to our colonies—Martinique or Guadeloupe—anywhere. No one there would ask about his past—or hers! The local populace has always been very indulgent, and particularly to wealthy heiresses. But nothing will make the old fool budge from here. He won't listen to anything. He finds his only entertainment in alcohol and solitude. He sits, drinks, threatens, and plots his revenge.’

        
I was just going to ask the doctor whether he had any idea what the old man was plotting when we saw, through the open window, a tall lame figure walking along the path.

        
‘Here she is, back from her call. I must go now—I've stayed far too long already. Besides I left some ether and alcohol uncorked at home, and some camphor which I should have put into a tin … and it will all evaporate. My other patients are waiting too. But I must ask her how she is before I go. Adieu! Adieu!’

        
Paying no attention to the flower pots on the sill he leapt through the open window, a clear demonstration of his nimble-footedness, for he did not upset anything. He landed lightly on the shelly path some two feet from the wall. Turning to me he called, ‘I hope to meet you again. If you need my professional services don't forget my address: Doctor Abrabat, 27 Church Street—
c'est en face de la cathèdrale. I see patients between nine and eleven o'clock in the morning, and in the evening too. You can be treated with traditional methods or with salt and camphor …. I particularly recommend the latter …. Adieu!’

        
With his right hand on his heart and his left holding his hat so that it almost swept the small shells on the path he gracefully approached the pensive Miss Williams and greeted her with a snatch from Béranger.

        

          

‘Grands dieux, combien est jolie,


          

            
Celle que j'aimerai toujours!
          


          

            
Dans leur douce mélancolie
          


          

            
Ses yeux font rîver aux amours.’
            
          
        

        


        
I did not hear what he sang next. As I backed away from the window crabwise so that I faced the garden and could see how the doctor greeted his patient, I stepped on the tail of a fat cat which was sunbathing on the floor. The cat gave a despairing yowl. The Quaker woman rushed into the room armed with a feather duster.

        
‘That doctor will end up in the madhouse,’ she muttered. ‘Who ever heard of leaving a room in a respectable house by the window? This room is full of smoke!’—here she coughed. ‘And what a lot of ashes and dust!’ Here her duster flicked across the table. ‘The woman who takes him will never finish her housework. He scatters dust as though he were a sack filled with it. He must have trampled on my poor pussy's tail … see how she's licking it. Thou,’ she looked at me with a profound confidence, ‘thou who likes cats and art a steady man ought to keep away from this giddy Frenchman. I keep on telling Jenny to treat him sharply … but she doesn't listen to me at all.’

        
This time, though, Jenny had acted as her hostess recommended. I noticed that she exchanged only a few words with him, and that having picked a few flowers—the gifts of this blessed climate even in winter—she sat down on a bench. Bowing low to the widow I left the room on tip-toe (which she liked very much) and went straight to the pensive girl, who was arranging a nosegay with all her natural artistry in colour. The news of my imminent departure did not please her. She dropped the flowers, which strayed across her light dress.

        
‘Couldn't you stay until … he … sails away?’ she pleaded. ‘I'm sure that will be soon now. Father has been so severe and silent these last days. I tremble for him, and I pray for that other. Oh! How unhappy I am!’

        
She wrung her hands as she sat there, looking with her humble tear-stained face like a suffering Mary Magdalene. Tears rolled like pearls on to her brown cheeks from beneath her lovely lashes. She looked more beautiful than ever. Her illness, and new sentiments of humility, had entirely obliterated her previous somewhat manly expression.

        
‘Is your father plotting revenge? Do you want to stop it?’

        
‘I can't do anything more …. I feel disarmed. Take pity on me, and forget everything that's happened. Help me to save him. If I only knew the date of their wedding and when they sail …. Unfortunately, they're keeping it all secret, which means I can't help them. I could watch Father for one day but I can't watch him all the time. If something goes wrong it will be their own fault.’

        
‘That's often the way. Many a criminal has met his end through his own excessive caution. To please you I'll delay my departure—so long as I don't have to join the militia.’

        


        
Having bound myself with this conditional promise, I went to see the old man. He was alone in his room, enjoying Dr Abrabat's medicine in such cleverly calculated doses that though his cheeks were aflame and his eyes bloodshot, his common sense and his shrewdness remained intact.

        
He accepted the news that I would be going away with complete indifference. He even remarked, ‘It's all right that you're going. There are better chances on the Middle Island for young men like you. Gold's as plentiful there as sand is by the sea shore.’

        
‘I'm sorry to be leaving you ….’

        
‘I know—I know. You are different from that other, and you don't forget your friends. But even the best of friends must part someday—if only at the grave. There are people who nurse the memory of certain friends….’

        
‘Yes, they even watch them at night,’ I said abruptly, looking straight into his eyes and recalling his spying trips to Mr Wittmore's garden.

        
My interruption confused him a little but he did not deny my accusation. Indeed, he confirmed it. ‘I keep an eye on him and his doings, and be does the same to me. He's my match all right. I know he pays men to follow me wherever I go. In the garden, the town, the bush—I always have a shadowy company. The stupid fellows imagine they can keep an old pioneer under their control. Ha, ha, ha …’ he laughed heartily.

        
‘Why are you laughing?’

        
‘I can't help it when I think about my guardians. They appeared from the time I lost my temper and threatened that German. They must be well paid, for I lead them a dreadful dance. I often get up in the middle of the night and go for a walk through the town: then I go out through the suburbs and into the country. They follow me—track me down like a pack of hounds. Then I go into a clump of ferns, turn round, lead them through the sharpest grasses and the thorniest bushes—and run away. It takes them hours to find me. Meanwhile I overhear their plans. I listen beneath their windows, as they talk in the open—everywhere. Nothing escapes me: I know everything. When the hour comes, I'll strike.’

        
‘Haven't you given up your ideas of revenge?’

        
‘Can a leopard lose his spots or a lion his claws? I haven't forgotten anything and I don't intend to. Their watchfulness amuses me. Their secrets are no secrets to me. Soon this song will be ended.’ And he cut the conversation short with a gesture.

        
He had thoroughly roused my curiosity. I asked him again and again, ‘How soon? Tell me when.’

        


        
‘You'll learn soon enough. And now be off with you. I have no more time.’

        
I took leave of the old man with a premonition that this colonial drama would reach its climax without my intervention. I had played my part in it once, and could do no more.
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Chapter XXIV
          
We part: some go to the place from whence no one returns
        

        

Without confiding my plans to anybody I resolved so to arrange my affairs that I would depart from the Island immediately after Schaeffer had gone. This date was a great mystery, even in that gossip-ridden little town. Everyone knew that it would be soon. Several ships were already in harbour, about to sail for various destinations, and the young couple would surely be aboard one of them.

        
My main task was to learn the time at which each ship would sail. A small boat which I borrowed from an acquaintance helped me to accomplish it. I passed through the surf without any major mishap and rowed towards the rocks and the schooners and brigs moored beside them, stopping at each vessel to ask where and when it would sail. Everyone gave me the information I sought, with the reservation that in the end the wind would decide their time of departure for them. Only one skipper treated me brusquely. Finally, I came to a schooner which was sailing to Dunedin on the Middle Island, the chief town of the newly discovered goldfields.

        
The master of this vessel recognized me. He hailed from Sydney where some time previously I had rendered him a small service. He was pleased to see me. English seamen willingly receive friendly land lubbers aboard their unsteady wooden realms. The skipper was so friendly that he offered me a free passage to the Middle Island. When I would not accept this favour, he insisted. ‘Forget about money. You've surely learned something about seamanship: you can help me out if I need you. Men who can do that can travel all over the world without spending a penny piece.’

        
‘When do you sail?’

        
‘Not for some time. This easterly will blow for a while. If you were off to Australia that would be different. For instance, that small brig down there … about a rifle shot off from us … she'll certainly sail before dawn. I can see that they're ready to go.’

        
‘Whose brig is it? When I spoke to the skipper, he'd scarcely answer me.’

        


        
‘He's just a little bit too secretive for my liking. All the same, I know he's only carrying cod-liver oil and kauri gum for Mr Wittmore. Usually the ship serves as a packet boat between Melbourne and the West Coast. But don't let's stand here talking. The skipper and his crew aren't pirates: they can sail where they please. Come down to the cabin and have a drink. The air is quite cold today: we can do with a bit of warming up …. I have an excellent brandy from Sydney, something you probably haven't tasted since you left Australia. Really, I'm damned if it isn't quite first-class.’

        
Of course I went down to his cabin and assisted the capable skipper in his skilful preparation of grog by mixing brandy, water, fresh lemons, and sugar as white as driven snow. We could not agree about the proper proportion of water to alcohol. We didn't argue at all about the quantities of sugar and lemon juice but when it came to adding water the skipper and his helmsman outvoted me. I called for at least seventy-five percent of this innocent fluid. At length, my entreaties softened their hearts, and they added a quarter of a litre to a quart of grog.

        
The evening passed merrily enough. After a final toast I decided to return to the town. The seamen unrolled a rope ladder. I climbed speedily down to my boat and with one sweep of my oars pushed off from the vessel.

        
I made slowly for the town, hoping that a longish stay on the water would cool me down from the fever heat which the tobacco fumes, grog, smoked cod, and lack of fresh air in the skipper's tight little quarters had occasioned.

        
I have previously mentioned that the bay had a group of rocky islands off shore, and that these provided the sole protection for ships during the frequent strong westerlies. Billows from the open sea broke on their brown and grey backs, which were stained here and there with mosses and algae. The modest merchant fleet of New Plymouth always sheltered to the east of the islands when the wind blew from the west, changing sides with the change of wind.

        
I had previously undertaken several trips through the passage between these rocks. On fine days I would go through to visit ships moored in the bay. There too I fished, to while away the Sunday boredom of this puritanical town. Sometimes I would collect oysters from the abundant beds on the surrounding beaches which were so richly-stocked that there was an oven on the largest of the rocks in which oyster shells were baked to produce lime. Now as I returned I feasted my ears on the metallic hum of the waves rolling against the rocks and my eyes on the glimmer of the jewelled waves.

        


        
I pulled slowly at my oars. Streams of white foam flowed from their clean sharp blades, marking the smooth surface of the bay with two trails of white circles which broke the reflected image of the sky. This moving furrow marked my route. The splashing cadence of my oars and the rhythmical knock of their handles against the boards of the boat were the only sounds to break the silence.

        
As I entered the passage between the rocks I heard another splash of oars which did not sound like wood striking against wood. It therefore could not come from a European boat, but from a Maori canoe, whose oarsmen stand holding their paddles in both hands and supporting them on the gunwale, as do the Polish fishermen on our lakes.

        
I was intrigued. I knew that a few hundred Maori families were camped just south of the town. Most of them were the wives and children of friendly natives, but a few men were there too. They were exiles from their own lands, driven out by their kinsmen for their loyalty to the white men, and were in no hurry to go home although the English troops had already recovered a part of their lands from the foe. So long as their young men were serving in the army, the Provincial Government supported the rest of them, though they were not allowed to frequent New Plymouth or to stray among the neighbouring farming settlements. The men were employed at the lime kiln I have already mentioned or in fishing—at the rare moments when, tired of lying in the sun or in the smoke of their fires, they took to work. Probably it was the sound of their oars that I heard. There was nothing unusual about it, except the lateness of the hour. ‘I would never have imagined,’ I said to myself, ‘that the industry of the Maori women would make them work so late at night.’

        
In a moment two long canoes moved out from behind the rocks. Propelled forward by a dozen rapidly moving paddles, they drove towards the town like a pair of fast dolphins.

        
I could not possibly catch up with them; however, I increased my number of strokes per minute so as not to lose sight of these nocturnal seamen. The high curved stern-posts of their canoes loomed black and more distant from my boat with every splash. In a few moments their shadows were scarcely visible in the thick curtain of night.

        
The town's lights rose higher and higher over the foggy shroud which was rolling in from the sea, and becoming thicker as it got colder. In half an hour,’ I thought, ‘the whole harbour will be swallowed in fog, and without a compass it will be difficult to find



the ships or even to make the shore.’ By good fortune I was already in shallow water and could wade ashore in perfect safety.

        
The place was normally deserted, but a strange occurrence interrupted my thoughts. Three or four hundred paces away to my left I observed the black outline of a cockboat with several people in it, their dim contours magnified by the semi-darkness of the night and by the thick mist. I concluded from the splashes borne to me on the wind that there must be four oarsmen. It must be the crew of a ship returning to their quarters.

        
Further away, the Maori canoes, their prows facing westwards, moved in the same direction as the cockboat. Evidently they were following it. It was impossible to tell why. From the increased speed now audible in the splash of the cockboat's oars it seemed that its occupants were aware of the presence of their pursuers and meant to evade them. I tried to solve the problem, quite in vain.

        
Then I noticed one more boat, a small one. A lone man stood in it, propelling it skilfully with one oar set in the stern, like the rudder on our river rafts. The oar acted like the screw of Archimedes, and a nimble hand drove the boat soundlessly in the direction of the cockboat and the canoes with such speed that the water buzzed around it like a swarm of bees, leaving a lathery trace on the green surface of the bay. I passed pretty close to this boat. A seaman's sou'wester and oilskin concealed the identity of the oarsman, but I could still see that he was watching the Maori canoes very intently. He could do this the more easily because the way in which he propelled his boat allowed him to look ahead. If he had been rowing, he would have had to face the land. I found this all extremely strange. When I had landed and beached the boat, I walked slowly away pondering over the convoy which had passed me and was already swallowed up in the foggy distance, as cold and opaque as a December day in London. I went along the street where my hotel was. It was never a very lively thoroughfare. Carts seldom passed along it, as the faint tracks of wheels plainly showed. The paths on either side were overgrown with grass. By day one saw more calves grazing there than passers by. At night all the dogs of the neighbourhood invaded the empty street, or an adventurous cat came to chase a pack of rats.

        
About a hundred yards from the beach I stopped at the door of my temporary dwelling. I began to hunt for the key to the back door which normally lay under the verandah for the tenants who came home late. A familiar tapping sound interrupted me. Jenny appeared at the corner of the house. She must have been waiting for me for a long time. Her teeth were chattering with cold. People



born under a warm sky detest cold air and fog. I was lightly dressed and found the chilly evening quite pleasant: but she, warmly clad though she was, found it a real affliction.

        
‘What are you doing here? Why are you out in the cold? You are only allowed to move about a little, and now you're doing your best to catch a chill!’ I remonstrated, alarmed at her behaviour.

        
‘I've been waiting for you. If only you had come an hour ago you could have helped me so much. Now it's too late.’

        
‘What's happened? What can I do? Perhaps there's still time?’

        
She pointed in the direction from which I had come. ‘Something frightful is happening there. My father is out there, and the others too, and God knows who else.’ She trembled as she spoke, whether from cold or horror I could not tell.

        
The race between the boat and the canoes at once came to my mind. I asked anxiously, ‘Is Charles out there, and his sweetheart?’

        
‘Not his sweetheart, his wife. The wedding took place in Mr Wittmore's house this evening. They went straight to her father's brig—it's about to sail for Melbourne. The ceremony and their departure were kept a strict secret. I only heard about it an hour ago from one of the neighbours. I have expected it ever since yesterday.’

        
‘What about your father?’

        
‘I don't know. He left the house soon after you did. Either he guessed the date of the wedding, or had an intuition about it. Yesterday he gave himself away by saying that what a Justice of the Peace tied, he could untie just as easily. That's why I'm afraid of what may happen.’

        
‘Surely he won't risk his life attacking a whole boatload of people?’

        
‘You don't know him. He prepares all his undertakings with a cunning worthy of my mother's people. His plans never misfire. For the last few weeks he has entirely changed his habits. Where do you think he spends a lot of his time?’

        
‘In the Maori village by the sea?’

        
‘That's right. We have many friends and former neighbours there. He asked for their help.’

        
‘Most of them are women.’

        
‘There are some men too. But even the women are ready to help him in this business. You know very well that the women go with their menfolk on the bloodiest expeditions!’

        
‘Do you think he will use them to attack the newly-weds’ boat?’

        
‘I'm quite sure he will. He has spent the last two or three days collecting all the ready cash he could lay his hands on—even borrowing it. He took it all with him. I watched him with deep foreboding.



Oh my good lord!’ she exclaimed, leaning forward despairingly, clasping her hands and supporting herself against one of the pillars of the verandah. ‘If something terrible happens, I shall be responsible. I told him everything in an effort to disarm his anger. It only made him angrier.’

        
‘What will you do?’ I asked, pitying her hopeless case.

        
‘I don't know! I truly wanted to save him …. Alas! It's too late now. Oh how unhappy I am!’

        
‘The longer we stay here the worse it will be. There's no doubt that if the Maoris hired by your father and the crew of the cockboat have clashed already the harm's been done. We can't prevent it but there may be casualties, prisoners. I can help them. I must go.’

        
‘Take me with you!’

        
‘You! In your condition?’

        
‘But I feel all right. I need to move about and keep active. It's not night freshness that may kill me, but a stuffy room. Going out in a boat won't harm me: anxiety certainly will. I must know what's happened. Please take me with you!’

        
For the second time in my life her pleading pose reminded me of a statue of Niobe sculptured in dark marble.

        
Without more ado I helped her to walk the short distance to the beach, pushed the boat down to the water, carried her into it—which her size made more than a little difficult—and we set off. By now a dense fog covered the whole harbour. It did not matter greatly, for many other boats were now moving in our direction, and there were many guides. Lights gleamed in the grey damp curtain: the splash of oars and the voices of seamen filled the bay with clamour. The alarm had been raised. Racing boats belonging to various clubs, the long launch of the harbour police, and the shapely yachts of wealthy businessmen easily outpaced us in the long procession, leaping gracefully from wave to wave and darting their oars to left and right like spiders. All of them were speedier than we. I could almost have sworn that my strong arms were not moving at all. Soon I realized that our small vessel was in fact advancing, and that it would even quickly outdistance the heavy big-bellied fishing boats in the flotilla. I rowed side by side with one of them for a moment or two, beating in rhythm to the music of its twenty-one-foot oars.

        
‘What's going on up there?’ I asked its helmsman, jerking my head towards the rocks and the ships ahead.

        
‘How should I know? Shots were fired, then rockets went up from the anchored ships. The harbour police roused the whole town. Perhaps the Maoris are up to something.’

        


        
I had not heard any shots. Probably I had been struggling through the surf at the time. Its noise would shut out everything else.

        
Twenty minutes of hard rowing took us to the rocks. The passage between them was crowded with many boats. Nobody could or would explain what had happened. Only when I met the skipper with whom I proposed to sail for the Middle Island did I learn part of the story. He told me what he knew, without paying much attention to the girl behind me who was hanging on his every word.

        
‘Not long after you left we heard shots from the rocks. I'm inquisitive by nature: I gave orders to lower the cockboat and took four of my men to investigate. Boats from the other ships were on their way there too. The man-of-war sent an armed patrol. We heard further shots before our boats reached the rocks. When we finally got there everything was quiet. We searched in vain for some minutes. Eventually the lime-kiln workers who live on one of the rocks showed us where they said a fight had taken place. There we found Mr Wittmore's boat caught on a submerged rock, without its oars or its crew. In it lay two bodies ….’

        
‘Bodies! Whose bodies?’ cried the girl from behind me. I felt the full weight of her body leaning on me.

        
‘Those of Mr Wittmore and one of his sailors. Two women were lying unconscious in the bows—the wife and daughter of the boat's owner.’

        
‘Where was the rest of the crew? There should have been at least six more people on board!’ I said.

        
‘There were, on the rocks. The seamen, attacked by the Maoris and heavily outnumbered, fled to land the moment the boat grounded on the rocks. No one stopped them. The Maoris concentrated on dealing with Mr Wittmore.’

        
‘Was no one else found on the rocks?’

        
‘Why, yes. Two friends of the bride's parents. They had come to see the newlyweds off. They're quite safe.’

        
‘And where was the bridegroom?’

        
‘No one knows. The sailors say that when it became clear that the Maoris were following them he jumped overboard. Mr Wittmore and his friend had pistols and defended themselves for a time, without much success. The excitement was too great for the crew to see in which direction the fugitive swam away.’

        
‘Did he escape?’ cried the girl.

        
‘I can't say whether he did or not.’

        
‘Where did the Maori canoes come from?’ I asked the skipper.

        
‘The lime workers say that they had been keeping a look out all



evening. No one paid any attention to them—they were thought to be fishing boats.’

        
‘Where's Mr Wittmore's family? What's become of the bodies?’

        
‘The ladies were sent home; the police took the bodies.’

        
Since we could gather no further information there or on the beach I decided to take Jenny home. The next day I was wakened before dawn to be told that both canoes had been found close in to the shore, lying upside down. Probably the natives had escaped by swimming to land. The European boat was discovered in a similar position, without its helmsman or its oars. Patrols were sent along the coast to search for the fugitives, if they had escaped alive, or for the bodies if the crews had drowned in the waves as they upturned the boats.

        
When I heard this I went to the Quaker woman's house. I found the doctor applying camphor to the girl, who was now seriously ill. Sick as she was, he still hummed softly:

        

          

            
‘Fiévreux, buvez votre tisane!’
          


          

            
Fiévreux, buvez votre tisane!
            
          
        

        
No wonder his patients ran away from him!

        
Presently a little Maori girl, a genuine little gnome too small for her age and utterly destitute, with shifty eyes and a swollen cheek, knocked at the door. She looked as if she suffered from inflammation of the gums. She would speak to no one but her kinswoman. When she saw her she took a ball of wax from her mouth and the swelling vanished. The ball contained a short missive written in the illegible hand of Jenny's father.

        
The note had obviously been written the previous evening before any of these events had occurred. Mr Williams told his daughter to which solicitor she should apply to claim the formal deed of her adoption and the transfer of all his property to her name. He recommended her to return to his farm as soon as the war allowed, even if he stayed away for a long period. The letter did not tell us what had happened to its author.

        
The fate of Charles Schaeffer also remained a mystery for the whole of that day. Strange rumours about the newlywed pair circulated the town. Mrs Schaeffer was reported to be saying that if her husband appeared she would disown him as a cheat and a coward. In the pauses between her hysterical outbursts she declared to the Crown prosecutor, who was present to take details of the previous night's tragedy, that her wretched husband had turned out to be quite unworthy



of her, for instead of defending his new wife and her father he had slipped into the water and, trusting in his skill as a swimmer, disappeared into the fog.

        
‘He must have drowned,’ concluded the Crown prosecutor. ‘Even the best swimmer couldn't find land in that fog. His body will be washed ashore sooner or later.’

        
‘As long as he doesn't come ashore alive! I could live with a criminal, but to live with a coward would be unbearable!’ cried his wife.

        
The body was found the following day when the wind changed direction and came in from the west, filling the bay with crested waves. One billow, higher than the rest, a formidable knight in a silver helm, came riding among the boiling surf. Seagulls and albatrosses soared above it, complaining and squabbling like evil spirits arguing over a sinner's earthly remains. This mighty wave cast two bodies on to the beach: the old man and the young scape-grace, joined in a mortal embrace. Slime disfigured their faces: but the brutal rage on the one and the terrible fear on the other were imprinted with a deadly stamp so distinctly that I could read them even through the slimy masks.

        
Many different yarns were spun over the bodies of the drowned, and to my ears each version sounded more fantastic than the last. Why should I contradict them? Why should I tell that I had seen the old man hanging behind the Maori canoes and the cockboat like a vulture which sails in the sky above two armies drawn up for their final encounter? Why should anyone know that the swimmer probably lost his sense of direction in the fog and on hearing the sound of a lonely boat called for help? And that when the boat approached him … who can guess the ending of this scene? Not even the all-seeing stars could pierce the mysterious fog to witness the fell encounter between the girl's father and her seducer. Who can tell whether they struggled in the boat or in the water? No wounds were found on the bodies. They must have drowned simultaneously.

        
I recommended the dusky orphan, who had been in a delirium from the moment she heard about this double death, to the care of the honest Quaker woman. The doctor assured me that she was not in any danger.

        
‘A pinch of salt and camphor diluted in ether will relieve her paroxysm, and then ….’

        
Just then a wave more energetic than usual filled his mouth with sea water (we were sitting in the boat in which he was taking me off



to the schooner), a merciful action which prevented him from reeling off the remedies with which he proposed to cure his patient.

        
I discovered that the doctor was not really worried about the state of her health when I took him to my cabin, where he helped me to drain a bowl of grog—mourning with each glass for the wines of his own country—and sang at least a dozen ditties by Béranger. That was his way of saying goodbye. Then he settled to his oars and returned to the town. The retreating splash of his oars beat time to his new song, its words rising above the fog:

        

          

            
‘Sur une onde tranquille
          


          

Voguant soir et matin,


          

            
Ma nacelle es docile
          


          

Au souffle du destin.


          

La voile s'enfle-t-elle,


          

J'abandonne le bord.


          

            
Eh! vogue ma nacelle
          


          

(O, doux zéphyr! sois moi fidèle),


          

Eh! vogue ma nacelle,


          

            
Nous trouverons un port!
          


          

            
Nous trouverons un port!’
            
          
        

        
The harsh rattle of chains pulling against the arms of the seamen who were raising the anchor prevented me from hearing the next stanza of the receding tune. After a brief struggle the chains yielded to the men. The schooner trembled, bent her bow to the waves, and began to flee before the wind. As if she were cold she leant to one side, half buried in the warm blanket of the ocean, snuggling into its white pillows. Several hours later we were passing through Cook Strait. The sulky ocean lay behind us, and the dark blue pyramid of Mount Egmont. The outline of the Middle Island was looming on the distant horizon to our right. The round face of the morning sun emerged slowly from the East Pacific, wondrously illuminating the older northern Queen of Oceania, from which I was parting for ever to become a resident of her younger sister, the Middle Island. I stayed there for a long time, and shall relate at some other time the adventures that befell me during my first visit there. I left it and returned to Australia and then longed to see it again. Now I am visiting it for the second time.

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Tikera; or, Children of the Queen of Oceania

Chapter XXV Goodbye





        

          
Chapter XXV
          
Goodbye
        

        

Not many weeks before my second trip to the Middle Island, I stood on the Circular Quay in Sydney Harbour. It is a long semicircle against whose granite walls packet boats cuddle up like puppies against their mother, spewing out or devouring huge piles of heavy cases and boxes. Most of the ships boasted the English flag; occasionally one flew the stars and stripes of the Yankees, or the colours of the free city of Hamburg. One was quite different: its stern was adorned with the French tricolour. A white pennant with a sky-blue rectangle in its middle fluttered at its mast, the sign of its imminent departure. A large crowd was gathered to watch it. The English love to comment on the clumsiness of the French seamen as they go about their tasks, setting the great sails or navigating in a busy harbour, and to laugh at their faults.

        
A narrow gangplank, scarcely wide enough for two people to pass, joined the ship to the quay. 
La Belle Bordelaise, as the barque was called, was fully stowed and waited only for her passengers. In half an hour or so a rope would be thrown to the tiny tugboat circling her and the little steam-propelled spider would pull this huge sailing fly from the port's granite wall.

        
‘See how clumsy they are!’ remarked my companion, a sailor of the umpteenth generation, watching the slowness with which the Froggies loosed the ropes which tied the barque to the quay. ‘If they're as drowsy as that, they'll never get to Bordeaux!’

        
‘Out of the way!’ someone called behind us. We jumped aside. Several large trucks were rolled by, at some cost to my corns, for the heaviest piece went over them. I was busy grimacing in pain when my comrade remarked, ‘What a peculiar woman! A mulatto or a metis, but really beautiful!’

        
In those days mention of a beautiful woman would make me forget even my painful corns. For someone who answered that description I would leave a gold claim or a really good dinner—neither of which were easily come by. No one will blame me for that. At the time I must have caught a glimpse of a so-called civilized woman once or twice a year at most, and even these did not really deserve



the qualification. I had just returned from Northern Australia and from among the Papuan women.

        
Therefore I gazed greedily at this beautiful woman, not at all dismayed by the colour of her skin.

        
Good lord! Her height, graceful figure, and raven-black hair, now artfully dressed, were very familiar. I did not see her face: but I knew who she was.

        
Her dress was in the fashion of the day, in very good taste, and quite expensive. She walked gracefully, no longer Jenny Williams of the militia camp but truly the Tikera of yore. Behind her, in Australian fashion rather like a footman, came her husband leading a little girl.

        
If I had not recognized him by his appearance, I would have identified him by his continuous singing. Evidently he sang for the child whose hand he held:

        

          

            
‘Chère enfant, dansez, dansez!
          


          

            
Votre âge échappe à l'orage:
          


          

Par l'espoir gaîment bercés,


          

            
Dansez, chantez, dansez!’
            
          
        

        
The unusual beauty of this cherub—unusual even in a country of lovely children—with her oval face, large eyes, and delicate features, and her lively intelligence struck the seamen who stood rooted to the spot by the gangplank.

        
‘Look at that angelic child!’ said one of them.

        
‘What silky black curls!’ remarked a second.

        
‘And those blue eyes!’ interrupted a third who, bolder than the others, lowered his grimy face to the child and gently kissed her temple—proof of the tenderness toward other people's children which all seamen have, for these Bedouins of the sea do not know the joys of family life and the delight of rocking one's own little one.

        
While the Frenchmen were carried away by the beauty of the child, one of the Englishmen observed, ‘It's a pity that pretty child is a quadroon or a metis! What a strange pair her parents are! A white father and a half-caste mother …. They must be wealthy, though. Lady Young’—the Governor's wife in Sydney—‘doesn't wear finer satins and feathers.’

        
‘Good morning, doctor!’ I shouted, seizing the physician's delicate fingers in my rough hand.

        
‘Ah, 
mon brave Polonais!’

        


        
Needless to say we greeted one another with the exuberance of old friends.

        
His wife, who retained her former energy and did not need masculine assistance, nay, acted like a man herself, was busy attending to their trunks and did not notice me until her husband called out, ‘Tikera, 
mon amie, look whom I've found!’

        
Startled, she gave me a quick look. Her brown cheeks at once took on that metallic lustre which in coloured people replaces a flush. Was she ashamed to meet someone who knew of her ups and downs in New Zealand?

        
Not at all. She ran to me as in the old days stretching out both her hands, which were as strong, round, and beautiful as ever, though now many jewels glittered on the smooth fingers. These trinkets stood out strangely on the dark background of her hands.

        
Tikera greeted me in fluent French, asking many questions about me and my life since we had parted. The bystanders on the quay seemed quite concerned at seeing a white man compromise himself in such a way with a coloured woman in a public place.

        
When her curiosity was satisfied I questioned her in my turn. ‘Are you going on a voyage?’

        
‘Yes. First to Bordeaux and then to Martinique,’ replied her husband. ‘We sold all our possessions at a better price than we had hoped for—that's her father's property, you know. For the last couple of years we've tried to settle first in Melbourne and then in Sydney, but Tikera's complexion and my notions have roused only contempt and laughter wherever we went. So we've decided to move to a French colony, where we'll buy a plantation. Not so much for the sake of making money—I'll be able to experiment on our servants with my solutions of salt and camphor and she will be part of a society in which she can be proud of the lightness of her complexion, in a place which swarms with Negroes and hideous mulattos. Moreover,’ he added emphatically, ‘if someone insults my wife there I shall be able to obtain satisfaction. Here I can only use my fists! 
C'est de la canaille!’

        
At that moment the child came to me and clasped my knee with her little hands. ‘What a beautiful child!’ I exclaimed.

        
Her mother's eyes lit up with pleasure. Her stepfather was almost equally delighted, and said, ‘Isn't she a real little angel? She'll grow into a fine lady, won't you, Tikera?’

        
‘Tikera? So you gave your little daugher a Maori name?’ I asked, a little shocked.

        


        
‘Of course,’ answered her mother. ‘My daughter and I shall always be proud of our Maori name.’

        
‘And I am proud of it too,’ said the goodnatured physician. ‘It's a constant reminder of the exotic isle where I found my jewel. Can you imagine, 
mon cher Polonais, that I even learnt a little of her language, so I can speak to Tikera in Maori, and she answers in French—good French, as you may hear for yourself. She's certainly no rattlebrain. I doubt whether the most gifted pupil in Sydney makes better progress in studying what fashionable ladies should know. It's no effort to her.’

        
‘I have a good teacher,’ whispered Tikera.

        
Her husband thought that a brief explanation was needed. ‘In our family I teach the mother and daughter, and my wife looks after our finances and our needs generally. This distribution of duties is not the generally accepted one but it suits us very well and we intend to keep it up. It's true that I caught a well-to-do wife, but I didn't set out to catch her. Her dowry was unexpected and I don't want to let it turn my head, particularly now that I have to write an important work speculating on the question of whether one might profitably use chloroform as well as alcohol and ether for the dilution of homeopathic doses of salt and camphor.’

        
‘Do you still believe in all that, doctor?’ I asked.

        
‘Just as much as I love my big Tikera and my little one, whom we shall turn into a great and learned lady—don't you agree, my dear? God will not grant us another child …. So we must more than love the one he gave us. We must make her worthy of a noble people whose blood may flow in her children's veins on a far-away tropical island when everyone in New Zealand will have forgotten what the Maori people even looked like!’

        
‘You'd better hurry aboard,’ I warned them. ‘The ship will soon be sailing.’

        
We all hastened aboard. I stayed with them and helped them to empty a bottle of champagne, waiting until the visitors bidding farewell to their friends would return to shore on board the tug which was now towing its gigantic charge. Soon the barque would be cast off from the tiny steamer and would sail on alone. Having found a peaceful corner on the deck for the time being, I found myself alone with Tikera while her husband went below to select a cage, politely called a cabin, from a dozen others. He walked slowly along the deck, singing as usual, this time a snatch from Béranger's ‘Qu'il est lent à trouver un port?’

        


        

          

            
‘Qu'il va lentement, le navire
          


          

            
A qui j'ai confié mon sort!
          


          

Au rivage où mon coeur aspire,


          

            
Qu'il est lent à trouver un port!
          


          

            
France adorée!
          


          

            
Douce contrée!
          


          

Mes yeux cette fois pourront te découvrir.’
        

        
He altered the last phrase to adjust it to their changed conditions. Then he disappeared over the precipice which led to the bowels of the floating town known as a ship.

        
We looked at one another under a frail cloud of smoke and steam. Above us, the barque's huge noisy wings were being unfurled. Their white curtain divided us from the other travellers and their flutter muffled our voices from the ears of eavesdroppers.

        
‘He is always happy, always singing,’ I said to his wife. ‘And you?’

        
‘Just as happy as his love can make me. He is so good, so gay, so learned, always writing; and he knows Béranger by heart. When he isn't busy weighing his camphor the whole house shakes to his voice—he has such a clear, manly nature. And yet he's helpless too. I have to give him a daily allowance for his experiments. It's a cheap hobby: chloroform is the most expensive item. I like to look after him. Sometimes I feel as though I had two children.’

        
She bent down and looked shyly at the little girl who was playing with her fan. I knelt to kiss the forehead of this daughter of two wild parents—one half-Maori and the other European. He was no longer alive, and, in a way, she was no longer alive either, for she had been transformed into an entirely different person.

        
‘
Merci,’ murmured this highly civilized mother of a child which had been conceived in uncontrolled passion. ‘You have always been my friend … and cared neither for my colour nor for my past.’

        
‘You are going to a place where many people feel as I do,’ I replied. ‘You will find rest there, my poor Maori girl. Make full use of it for the rest of your life. You truly deserve it.’

        
‘He says the same thing. But’—and here tears filled her eyes, even more beautiful now than in the days when I had been allowed to dry them with my own cheeks—‘it won't be my own country. A daughter of the pearl of the Antilles would be able to find true happiness there, but not I, for I am from the pearl of Oceania.’

        
Hiding her face in her hands she stood in the pose of an exile who has not the courage to watch the Motherland recede behind the blue rolling hills of the ocean. How attractive this sentiment made



her! A new thread of sympathy joined our hearts. I felt friendlier towards her than ever before, an exile recognized an exile. Drawing her hands from her cheeks I consoled her with the hope that sooner or later, if not in body then in spirit, she would return to her own land, to float above its mounded graves for ever and ever.

        

          

‘Mon épouse fait ma gloire:


          

Elle a de si jolis yeux!


          

Je lui dois, l'on peut m'en croire.


          

Un ami bien précieux ….’
        

        
So sang that most discreet of husbands as he struggled with the canvas shroud which isolated us.

        
‘The tug is casting off!’ he shouted. ‘
Allons! It's time to say goodbye.’

        
Obeying his command, I shook her hand. At that moment I envied the admirer of Béranger the treasure he had appreciated more than had a wastrel and his selfish former friend, and which, despite his French flightiness and his head crammed with notions of salt and camphor, he had taken to himself. Truly, ‘Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the Kingdom of Heaven’.

        
To the tune of the doctor's song, which lamented that part we must, I and the other passengers' friends were pushed on board the tug. Steam hissed from her cylinders; she hooted, turned in a tight circle, and rushed us back to port.

        
Far away the masts and yards of 
La Belle Bordelaise stood out clearly, now against the bright sky, now against the smooth ocean. The outline of its white wings hung between the air and the water.

        
From beneath those wings, a brown hand waved a handkerchief, whiter even than the sails … which grew ever smaller and more indistinct until it finally disappeared altogether.

        
I can no longer see the hand … nor the handkerchief. I have no telescope … and I am all alone. Before the ship vanishes altogether I shout for the last time:

        
‘Farewell, exiled children of the Queen of Oceania!’
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