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to the following portion of Mr Angas’s journal of his travels in

New Zealand, which we have great pleasure in being allowed to
submit to the readers of the Odd Fellow’s Magazine.

Extract from MS. Journal of Travels through New Zealand, by
- George French Angas.*

TAUPO.

¢ October 25.,—At length we emerged from the almost inter
minable forest, and entered upon a grassy tract of open volcanic land,
strewn everywhere with lumps of pumice. It was late in the after-
noon, and the bright sunshine made us glad, after the duall twilight
of the forest for three days past. Magnificently did Tongariro and
the Ruapatra, with their snow-streaked sides burst upon our sight as
we looked over the open country beyond us. The summits of these
vast mountains were enveloped in clouds, the steam rolling in
volumes from the crater of Tongariro condensed by the cold of that
exalted region, forms a canopy of vapour, that in calm weather
conceals the head of the sacred mountain, which is strictly called
¢ tapu” with the New Zealanders. We crossed a boisterous river
on a native bridge of tea-tree boughs, swung by flax from the oppo-
site trees. This river foamed along a deep chasm or glen of pumice,
and just above the swinging bridge descended in a fine cataract of a
horse-shoe form, thundering over masses of rock and fallen trees.
The dark, wild and deep stream that sweeps below looks awful, as
the frail bridge rocks like a cradle over the abyss. From the hills
we now came in sight of the long-wished-for Taupo Lake, it wus a
lovely sight after the damp and endless forest, they were open fern-
clad hills, heathery, with the evening sun shining over them, and
white cliffs on the opposite skore of the azure lake. At the eastern
extremity of it rose the lofty mountain of Tauhara, and a pumice isle
added to its beauty. At sunnet, we reached a small Pa, or fortified
village, on the summit of a hill overlooking the lake. There were
but few natives residing in it, buct the sight of a  Pakeha” or
stranger, as they term Europeans, was indeed astonishing, and after
the salutation of welcome, they commenced a “ tangi” at my guides
and myself. The man who eatertained us uttered a faint sound in 1
his throat, like that of a person crying at a distance, and continued !
to look mournfully to the ground. The welcome of the women was i
loud, they howled dismally, and tears fell fast for some time,.
Another female arrived, -and squatting on the ground she com-
menced a ¢ tangi” with her friends, so loud and melancholy, now 3
mattering, and now howling like a hyzna, that it made me feel quite
dull. There she sat yelling horribly, and yet, 1 was forced to look
grave and not disturb her. It was a cold night, and she still con-
tinued to sit by the fire, and prolong her music, Sometimes she
pitched a higher key, going upwards, shaking her voice and mut-
tering at every howl—now it was a squall, like ** house-top cats on
moonlight nights.” She then blew her nose with her fingers, spoke

* Kindly supplied by himself, at the Editor’s request.
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to the woman next to her, and recommenced howling. I could
faney it a wolf; again it was furious, and she spoke during an inter-
terval, about the ¢ Pakeha,” joined in a hearty laugh with the rest,
and then after one long-continued howl, was mute.

October 26. Left Tihiwihiwi early and reached the shores of
the lake by a steep descent amongst beautiful evergreen shrubs,
below lay a settlement of the Taupo natives. Some were busy at
work in their little corn and kumera beds, whilst others were
cookingfood. Theirmazeplantations were exceedingly neat, and the
light pumice soil was turned up into little heaps very carefully where
their taro was planted. All here was in the primitive style, and
the scene lovely—the calm blue lake, the mountains rising on all
sides, mirrored on its bosom, and the rocky steeps clad with ever-
greens to the water’s edge, while their blossoms gave forth the
delicious odours of- spring, and the petals of the yellow kowai lay
strewn so thickly on the surface of the lake, as to make it
appear in many places like a golden plain.  The ery of
‘¢ Te Pakeha” resounded along the hills, whilst from eighty to
one hundred natives met us, and conducted us to the front
of the chief’s house, a sort of square, where we sat down in
silence, and the women burst forth into a loud ¢ tangi.” Many
stood, wringing their hands and bending their bodies to the ground
in the Eastern style, whilst all around tears flowed profusely,
and such apparent agony of grief was manifested that it seemed
almost impossible Lo believe that it was only the performance of an
every-day custom amongst the New Zealanders. Hiwikau, brother
to Te Heuheu, the celebrated warrior-chief of Taupo, accompanied
us.in a canoe to the Kainga, or settlement of the great chief himself.
The natives began to assemble in numbers, all sitting on the ground
in a semicircle (to sit in the presence of a stranger or a superior is
considered as a mark of respect). At length Te Heuhen, who had
been superintending his people at work in the potatoe grounds,
arrived. He saluted me by pressing noses, and after sitting down
again in silence for some time, I delivered him a letter of introdue-
tion which I bad brought from Te Wherowhero, the principal chief
of Waikato. ‘The following is a copy, and its translation :—

Whatawhata, Akatopa 4, 1844.

E Te Heuheu tena ko koe. E taikia pai tou atawai ki te Pakeha e haire
atu na ki a koe. Na touingoa i kawea atu, he kai tuhituhi ahua ia, naku
he koe ki taku pukapuka, he Pakeha tauhou no Ingarangi.

akua

- Na te hoa
Ki a ti Heuheu. Na Porarav.

) , Whatawhata, October 4, 1844.
Friend Heuheu! Health to you. Honey. Let your_ hospitality be
very good to this foreigner, who is going to see you. Your name has
carried him away. He is a writer of images. He belongs to me—to
Potatau. Honey! be kind to this European. Take heed you do not
despise my book. He is a stranger from England.
o By me,

Co A , Your friend, ‘
To Heuheu. PoraTau (or Te Wherowhero.)
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Heouheu is a fine old chief ; he stands nearly seven feet in height,
is very corpulent, and his hair is silvery white, generally compared
to the snowy head of the sacred Tongario by his people, there being
no other object except this tapued mountain, of equal sanctity to be
mentioned together with the head of their chief. Atpresent he has
eight wives living, though only his favourite one is permitted to
eat with him, and then out of separate vessels. A large pig was
killed for us, and I was fed, much against my will, with potted
pigeons, boiled in their own fat and kept in a gourd till perfectly
rancid, as they use no salt in preparing them. This is a delicacy
reserved for visitors and state occasions.

The fight from Paripari is expected here daily ; three thousand
baskets of potatoes are brought down from the plantations, and pigs
are ready ; the natives are preparing their arms. Nga Whaka and
‘Taonin are expected daily, with several hundred men. The Taupo
people are good looking, and a fine race. The contamination of
Europeans has not yet reached these distant tribes of the interior;
they are wild, and subject to their old heathen customs; they afford
better specimens of the New Zealander than those on the coast,
whose character is sadly changed by contact with traders and land-
jobbers. Te Heuheu’s son, a fine lad of seventeen, has six wives ;
he has taken the name of Tamiti Walker (Ni Ni), after the Hoki-
anga chief of that name, to whom he has beenon a visit. Amongst
other presents, Ni Ni gave him a horse and saddle, and young
Tamiti may be seen coursing along the shores of the Lake with no
garment on but a regatta shirt.

October 27. 1 visited the boiling springs which issue from the
side of a steep mountain above Te Rapa ; there are nearly one
hundred of them: they burst out, bubbling up from little orifices
in the ground ; these orifices are not more than a few inches in
diameter, and the stream rushes out in clouds with considerable :
force ; the hill side is covered with them, and a river of hot water {
runs down into the Lake. The soil around them is red and white
clay, strongly impregnated with sulphur and hydrogen gas; pyrites
also occur. Some women were busy cooking baskets of potatoes
over some of the smaller orifices; leaves and fern were laid over
the holes, upon which the food was placed; I tasted some, and
they were capitally done. .

October 28.—About two miles from this place, situated on the
edge of a great swampy flat, I met with a number of boiling ponds,
some of them of very large dimensions. We forded a river flowing
swiftly towards the Lake, which is fed by the snows melting in the
vallies of the Tongario. In many places in the bed of this river
the water boils up from the subterranean springs beneath, suddenly
changing the temperature of the stream, to the iminent risk of the
individual who may be crossi.g. Oa whole tracts of ground I
heard the water boiling violently beneath the crust over which I
was treading. They are very dangerous, for if the crust should
break, scalding to death must ensue. I am told that the Roturua
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natives, who build their houses over the hot springs in that district,
for the sake of constant warmth at night, frequently meet with ac-
cidents of this kind, and it has happened that when a party have been
dancing on the floor, the crust has given way, and the convivial as-
sembly have been suddenly swallowed up in the boiling cauldron
beneath. Some of the ponds were rinety feet in circumference,
filled with transparent pale blue boiling water, sending up columns
of steam, Channels of boiling water run along the ground in every
direction, and the surface of this calcareous flat is covered around
the margin of the boiling ponds with beautifel encrustations of lime
and alum, in some parts forming flat saucer-like figures.  Husks of
maize, moss, and branches of vegetable substances were encrusted
in the same manner. I also observed small deep holes or wells
here and there amongst the grass and rushes, from two inches to
as many feet in diamster, filled with boiling mud, that rises up in
large bubbles, &c.,as thick as hasty-pudding ; these mud pits send
up a strong sulpherous smell.  Although, these ponds boiled vio-
lently, I noticed small flies walking swiftly, or rather running on
their surface. The steam that rises from these ponds is visible at a
distance of many miles, and they appear not unlike the jets of a
steam-engine.

During my stay at Taupo I have had a great deal of trouble
about sketching—so many things are sacred ; and anything relat-
ing to food, if represented with the pencil that depicted the aead of
the sacred chief, and put into the same portfolio with it, at once
causes a sad and fearful sacriledge—it is a great curse. After
narrowly escaping, having all my sketches committed to the flames
through the indignation of Ko Tariu, and their being rescued by
my friend Heuheu, I was obliged to make drawings of the ¢ tapu”
buildings, pztukas, &e., by stealth. Even the Tongariro itself, I
was forbidden to represent under pain of ‘ utu’” or payment ; tut
I accomplished my object with the assistance of one of my guides,
who was a Christianized native.

The Tongariro and Ruapahu are hid from Te Rapa by the moun-
tain of the boiling spring; ard to obtain a fine view of the volcano,
it was necessary to go through the forests for about ten miles to
another lake at its base, called Roto-aire, where is a strongly forti-
fied Pa, on a peninsula jutting into the lake. At first, Heuhen
would not allow us to go, saying, “ It would not be good for us.”
Go, I would, and compelling one of my natives to accompany me,
(for even the converts to Christianity still have a dread of the tapu),
I got off under pretext that I wished to take a portrait of the
Rangitira, or chief there. The old man was pretty well satisfied,
and told me I must not lcok at the mountain ; and on my return,
showing him the portrait of the Roto-aire chief, he did not guess
that I had two views of the forbidden crater in my portfolio, in close
contact with storehouses, cooking utensils, carved receptacles for
food, togethes with a representation of his own most sacred head.




Voll, no.1 (Jul..1843) - Vol2. no.9 (Nov.1845), incl. Vol2 supplement

115

MORNING.

Now Pheebus rising from the clouds afar,
Urges the coursers of his gilded car,

‘While solemn Night resigns her awful sway,
And leaves dominion to the god of day.

From yonder cot beside the sloping hill,
Hard by the waters of 2 murmuring rill,

The joyous laborer trudges on his way

To fell the wood, or mow the yellow hay ;
While his kind partner hastens to prepare

A grateful portion for his morning fare.

Ah, happy man ! far happier than the great,
Who lay their weary heads on beds of state,
Vainly endeavouring placid rest to find,

Rest for their weary limbs and peace of mind.
Now the gay milkmaid with her morning song
Brushes the dew drops as she trips along,

And fondly thinks upon some favor’'d swain
Who sighs to gain her love, nor sighs in vain.
The ploughboy now resumes his daily work,
The sunburnt haymaker his rake and fork;
Some water horses, some the poultry feed,

Or drive the cattle to the grassy mead.—
Sweet morn ! the fairest of the fairy hours,

On thee has nature spent her brightest powers;
Her sweetest perfumes deck thy early reign,
And few but gladden when thou com’st again.
And such is youth I—the brightest time in life,
Free from all bitter envy, hate, and strife,
Free from the cares that ripen with our years,
Free from a father’s toil, a mother’s fears.

EVENING.

Deeper and deeper in the distant west

As the bright orb of day retires to rest,

The heav’ns once azure, now with crimson dye,
Reflect the traces of his majesty.

Now giant shadows stretch along the ground,
With heavy solemn pace the mill turns round ;
The verdant landscape takes a deeper hue,
And the bright streamlet is no longer blue.

All nature’s charms are wrapt in gloom profound, -
And shade by shade the darkness creeps around.
Now the pale moon. the empress of the night
Sheds o’er the slumbering earth her silver light,
And adds again a lustre to the scene,

Which had so lately dark and gloomy been,
While the clear waters of the chrystal lake

A soft impression of her image take.

By her pale light the ’frighted traveller sces
Beasts in the bushes, robbers in the trees ;

And ev'ry oak that rears its head on high,
Seems a tall giant tow'ring to the sky:

For sable night her curtain has unfurl’d,

And spread it slowly o’er the silent world.

T. P. W,
Aged 13 years.
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INTERIOR OF AUSTRALIA.

TO THE EDITOR OF THE ODD FELLOWS MAGAZINE.

DEear Sin—The interest attaching to anything in the least con~
pected with Captain Sturt’s expedition may render the subjoined
account of value :—

The Government of New South Wales sometime since re-
ceived information that a number of bushrangers were living in a
district far in the interior, the approach to which was unknown to
all, save the initiated. Fora ceriain reward, one of the party un-
dertook to accompany and direct an expedition fitted out by the
Governor ; but, after travelling a considerable distance, it appeared
that he repented of his agreement, as he absconded one night.
Great reliance was placed on this man’s original statement, from
the correctness with which it was found that he had described the
whole of the route up to the time of his leaving ; and still farther,
he had told the officer in command of the expedition that on the
next day they would arrive at an immense marsh or swamp from
which there would be no apparent outlet. They did reach this
marsh, and, no longer having the assistance of the man'’s direction,
they, after a tedious but fruitless search, were compelled to retrace
their way to Sydney. The approach to this country of the bush-
rangers was stated by the man to be bya road cut through the
rock of only sufficient width for one dray, and there, he said, a
sentinel was always on guard. Within this barrier wasa fine ex-
tensive country, well stocked and cultivated, and producing all the
pecessaries with many of the luxuries of life.

I happened, a few days since, to hear that the natives, from whom
the report of Captain Sturt’s alleged murder was received, state that
Captain Sturt would have to pass through a country inhabited by
men with whom to will is todo a thing—who are supposed to pos-
sess supernatural powers, and that if they chose that the rocks
should crush Captain Sturt’s party, the rocks must obey their
behest. They are said to be without hair on the head, and by some
they are terméd yellow men. I was struck with the coincidence of
the narrow roadway cut through the rock at the supposed entrance
to the bushrangers’ country, and if there really be such a place,
the inhabitants would, no doubt, use every possible means to deter
the natives from visiting it. With respect to the yellow complexion,
that may arise from intermarriage with the native women.

Yours, dear Sir, very truly,

‘ T. M.
The Murray, 30th July, 1845.

[We insert the above rather as a romantic speculation than as

supposinz it to throw any light ou the probable fate of Captain Sturt’s
expedition.—Ep. O. F. M.]
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