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Author's Preface.

        

It is now a good many years since the events recorded in the following pages occurred. The narrative was given as a true description of the adventures and sufferings of a small party of whalers who were cast ashore on the south-west coast of the South Island of New Zealand. The circumstances of their wreck, and the particulars of nearly three years' residence—part of the time on the shores of one of the deep inlets or sounds which in many instances run for miles into the heart of the mountains; and the remaining period at different places along the same coast—were written almost word for word as described some years ago by one of the few survivors of the shipwrecked party. Up to the time this was written (a month or two previous to his death), it had never occurred to him to commit his adventures to writing; but then, finding himself rapidly failing through old age, he asked the writer of this to do it for him. A slight allowance may be necessary as regards dates contained herein; but as a whole I think—notwithstanding certain unkind suggestions that my old friend was imposing upon the credulity of a “new chum”—that the tale is a true one. With this short preface I will leave old Dick Young to spin his own yarn, and in his name I crave the kind indulgence of the reader.

        

          
J. H. L.
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Chapter I. 

Introductory.

        

I was born at sea, about the beginning of the present century. The vessel which was my birthplace, and for some years afterwards my home, was a collier, trading between Newcastle and London, my father being part owner and captain. When I had reached the age of thirteen, my father determined to give up his sea-faring life, and settle on shore. He purchased a small cottage near a village on the south coast of England, where he could, as he said, “smell the sea, at any rate.” My inclinations, however, would not let me remain inactive on shore; and my father, seeing I was determined to make the sea my home, procured me a berth as cabin-boy on board a vessel trading to Buenos Ayres.

        


        
During the next twenty years of my life, I frequently changed about from one ship to another, and visited almost every land under the sun. About the end of that time I entered as second mate on board of the 
Albatross, whaler, bound for the South Seas. At the time I shipped, she was lying in dock, in Liverpool, to which port she belonged. It was on board this vessel I first met Harry Murton, who was my companion for years afterwards, and was one of the survivors of the wreck on the West Coast of New Zealand. He and I became thick chums, and stuck to one another when we left the 
Albatross. Though only an A.B. before the mast on the whaler, he got on board the 
German Prince, running between London and Melbourne, as third mate; I having joined the same ship as second officer.

        
About this period the Australian diggings had attracted so much notice — people of all nations were flocking by thousands daily into the El Dorado of the South. Harry and I, soon after our arrival in Melbourne, caught the gold fever, and determined to try our luck at the diggings. With two other shipmates, we started inland, and duly arrived at our destination. It is needless to enter into particulars of our life there. One day making a “pile;” then for weeks we would never find even the “color.”

        
After over two years' knocking about on the different diggings, we found ourselves worth about three thousand pounds each, and Harry and I determined to return to Melbourne, and ship by some vessel to England. On arrival at Melbourne, however, no vessel happened to be leaving for a fortnight or three weeks, and so Harry proposed we should take a run over to New Zealand. We found a brig just about sailing for Lyttelton, on board of which we took passage. After a quick voyage we sighted Port Cooper, and in due time landed at Lyttelton—which in



those days consisted of about half-a-dozen houses. The morning after our arrival, Harry and I started by the bridle-track over the Port Hills, to have a look at Christchurch, which was then very little more than one vast flax swamp. Just as we got to the top of the hill, however, it came on to rain, so we turned back, after a distant view of what is now perhaps the prettiest and best laid out town in New Zealand. On returning to the Port, the captain of the 
Corsair—the brig which had brought us over from Melbourne—informed us that he was going to sail for Port Chalmers the same evening, so we decided to continue on there with him. On arriving at Port Chalmers we left the brig, and proceeded up to Dunedin in a whale-boat. After putting up at an apology for an hotel, we strolled out up the hill behind the town, to have a look about us.

        
On our return to the “public,” who should we come across but Captain Marsh, of the 
Albatross. His vessel had been wrecked somewhere on the south coast of the island, but the crew managed to get ashore safely, and were now all in Dunedin. Captain Marsh had chartered a large three-masted schooner, and, with some of his old hands, was just about starting on a whaling and sealing voyage to the south of New Zealand. He immediately proposed our going with him, as he was in want of two officers—those of the 
Albatross having gone over to the Australian diggings. After some further conversation we agreed to join him; and two days afterwards we were once more at sea.
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Chapter II. 

An Unlucky Voyage.

        

The
Mercury, for such was the name of our schooner, was a tight little craft, of about 200 tons. The crew consisted of Captain Marsh, and myself and Harry Murton as first and second mates respectively; Jack Hunter, Peter Smith, Michael Murray, John Parsons, James M'Pherson, Tom Hardcastle, a Spaniard called “Spanish Joe,” Pat Moloney, and a lad named Smart; and lastly, the cook, who went by the nickname of “Swabs”—making thirteen souls, all told.

        
We had got well clear of the south end of New Zealand when a gale sprang up from the south-east. The vessel was made as snug as possible, and lay to for one night. Next morning the gale increased so much that the captain expressed fears of being driven back on the coast of New Zealand; he therefore determined to run well to the westward, so as to be well clear of any danger of that kind. After doing this for twelve hours, we again hove the vessel to. For four days and nights had the gale continued at its height, when on the morning of the fifth day, as we were sitting down to breakfast, Harry Murton, who had charge of



the deck, shouted down the companion ladder that land was in sight right to leeward.

        
“Impossible,” said the captain, as he sprang up from table and hurried on deck, followed by me.

        
“Where is the land, Murton?” he sang out, as soon as he reached the deck.

        
Harry handed him the telescope, at the same time pointing to what at first appeared to be a bank of clouds, but through the glass, a high range of mountains might be seen, trending away east and west, according to the compass.

        
“Run down and bring up my chart,” shouted Captain Marsh, to the lad Smart, who was standing at the top of the companion. In a few seconds, the boy returned, bringing the chart.

        
“Very strange!” said the captain. “There's no land marked anywhere about here; and we cannot have drifted on to the south coast by any chance whatever.”

        
While the captain had been examining the chart, I had pulled out a small pocket-compass from inside my pilot-coat and for some moments after looking at it I was too astounded to speak. Suddenly recollecting myself, I rushed aft to the binnacle, and then the whole truth flashed upon me. While the ship's compass made the land as lying east and west, mine pointed it out as running almost north and south!—Which was wrong? I immediately shouted out to the captain my discovery, and he hurried up to me.

        
“Smart, go down for my compass, above the cabin table,—quick, for God's sake!” he said.

        
Smart was down and back again like a monkey.

        

The captain's and my compasses agreed. The ship's
Had Gone Wrong.

        
For some moments none of us spoke. Then, with a muttered oath, Captain Marsh sang out—

        


        
“All hands for'ard there!”

        
“Aye, aye, sir!” responded” the men.

        
“Stand by to wear ship.”

        
In a minute every man was at his station.

        
“Now, lads, round with the yards. Let go the fore-topsail—be sharp.”

        
The schooner gradually came up to the wind, which was all this time blowing a hurricane.

        
Hardly, however, had she got way on her, when, with a crash, the mizenmast went by the board. The vessel having no aftersail to keep her head up, fell away again, and began to drift rapidly in the direction of the land.

        
The captain did not for a moment lose his presence of mind, but ordered the men at once to get up a jury mast; and in the meantime all sail was taken in, with the exception of the smallest possible amount of canvass to steady her. By the time the jury mast was rigged we were within a few miles of the shore, which rose in precipitous ranges from the water's edge to a great height. Deep, dark ravines could be seen running into the mountains, while the sides were covered with thick forests.

        
“We are on the south-west coast of New Zealand,” said the captain. “But how that compass could have gone wrong, and without our noticing it, is a mystery to me.”

        
“It must have gone wrong immediately after we lost sight of land after leaving Dunedin,” said I; “and the gale, instead of coming from the south-east, came from the south-west. When we were, as we thought, steering west, we were steering nearly north. It is a wonder we did not get ashore on the southern part of the Island.”

        
“There's not the slightest doubt about that, Young,” said the captain. “And God help us if this mast doesn't stand.”

        


        
By this time sail had again been got on the mizen-mast, and the vessel's head brought round to the wind. We now seemed to be making good headway, and slowly, but surely, drawing away from the land. The wind had veered almost due west.

        
About four o'clock in the afternoon, we judged that the vessel was fully eight or nine miles off shore, and as the new mast showed every sign of standing, we began to feel more at ease. The captain had substituted his compass for the one in the binnacle,—but we could find nothing wrong with the latter, and were quite at a loss to know how it had gone so much astray.

        
I think it must have been close on midnight. It was my watch on deck, and I was pacing up and down the small poop, wondering when I should see England again, and the little white cottage above the cliffs, where I pictured to myself my father sitting in the big arm-chair by the fire, telling my mother of some fresh vessel he had been down to the seaport to look at, or of some old shipmate he had met. How I longed to be sitting once more in that snug little parlor; and I began to regret having started on this voyage at all. However, there was no help for it now; and I was just beginning to reckon the probable time that would elapse before I should be on my way home again, when my reveries were cut short by the new mizenmast giving a loud crack. I took the binnacle light and went to examine it. I observed nothing to cause me concern; but nevertheless, I ordered the watch to reef the sail on it, so as to give less strain. Too late. Hardly had the words left my lips when the vessel was caught by a sudden squall, which took the mizenmast by the board and blew the reefed topsails into ribbons. The noise awoke the captain and Harry Murton,



who hurried up on deck. One glance showed them the state of affairs.

        
“I'm afraid it's all up with us, Young,” said the former. “Unless the wind goes down, we shall be ashore before morning.”

        
He then ordered the vessel's head to be kept more away from the wind, and steer nearly south.

        
“We must try and weather the land,” said he, “until we get round the south end; its our only chance.”

        
We had not timber sufficient to make another mast, as we had already lost several spars during the early part of the gale.

        
None of us quitted the deck that night. The 
Mercury rolled heavily now, as she was almost broadside on to the sea, which was running very high. How anxiously we awaited the first streak of daylight! All on board, were fully aware of the danger we were running. If we failed to clear the land, the vessel would drift against the towering and rugged rocks which formed the sea-coast, and descended sheer into the sea, leaving no hope of our being able to effect a landing, or to run the vessel on the beach. This we had observed on the previous day.

        
At last the darkness began to grow less pitchy, and soon we were able to make out the coast line, which appeared to be about eight miles distant. We had evidently made very little progress during the night, for we noticed that a high peak which we had seen exactly opposite the preceding evening was over our lee quarter.

        
“The wind seems to be going down, doesn't it, Mr Young?” remarked the captain to me, as we were examining the coast line through the glasses.

        
“Yes,” replied I; “but if this swell keeps up, we shall be on the rocks before noon.”

        


        
“I wish I could see some inlet or other where we might stand a chance of running the vessel ashore,” said he. “I was told by the Yankee captain in Port Chalmers that there were hundreds of deep bights all along this coast.”

        
I took the glasses from the Captain, and began scanning the shore very carefully. At last I saw what appeared to be a deep gap between two high rocky points which jutted into the sea. I called the Captain's attention to it, and he, after gazing awhile, handed the telescope to Harry, who was standing beside us, saying—

        
“Can you make out anything, Murton?”

        
“There's no doubt of there being an opening of some kind there,” replied Harry; “and the water seems tolerably smooth between the two rocks; but unless the wind keeps up, we shall drift helplessly on to those reefs yonder”—pointing to a group of rocks whose heads just appeared above water right to leeward of us. The opening which we had distinguished was some little distance further on.

        
Suddenly the wind died away entirely, and we were left pitching about in a fearful manner in the heavy rollers.

        
Nearer and nearer we drew to the land. By the time breakfast was ready we were within three miles of the Coast.

        
“We shall never make that gap, in the schooner,” exclaimed Captain Marsh, “and she will not live for an instant on those reefs.” Then after a moment's silence he continued—

        
“Murton, see the boats are all clear for launching.”

        
Harry proceeded to get the boats ready.

        
“Get them well stocked with provisions, some blankets, and anything else that may be needful,” said the Captain; then turning to me—

        


        
“If we cannot save the 
Mercury we may manage to make that opening yonder in the boats.”

        
“Stand by to let go both anchors!” roared out the Captain immediately afterwards.

        
The vessel had now drifted within a mile and a-half of the reefs.

        
“Let go!” and the anchors ran out for some distance, but without seeming to touch the bottom.

        
“Pay out every inch of spare cable!”

        
“Aye, aye, sir!” responded the men.

        
Harry Murton, who had been standing for'ard, then sang out—

        
“No use, sir! The anchors won't touch the bottom!”

        
“Men, to your stations at the boats!” came from the Captain as coolly as if we had just dropped anchor in a snug harbor, instead of being almost within a stone's throw of a rock-bound coast in a boiling sea.

        
“Young, see there's no sudden rushing into the two boats; there's any amount of room if they take care,” said the Captain to me. He then dived below, and after a few minutes' absence returned, bringing up his papers, instruments, &c.

        
“Young and Murton,” he said, “if you have any valuables, you had better fetch them up.”

        
But with the exception of some articles of clothing, there was nothing either of us cared about burdening the boats with, except a double-barrelled gun and a good supply of powder and shot; also a bag of bullets, which I had nearly forgotten. Harry had stocked the boats well with everything that he thought would be useful to us, and had also put in his fowling-piece and some ammunition.

        
All was now ready, and we only waited the Captain's orders to launch the boats. Harry and I were to go in one



with part of the crew, and Captain Marsh in the other with the remainder.

        
“Look out now, lads,” exclaimed the Captain. “Let go the port side.”

        
This was our boat, and after some difficulty, through the heavy sea running, we all got into her, and clear of the schooner. I took the steer-oar, and kept the boat's head to the sea, while we waited for the Captain's party.

        
They, fortunately, were equally successful with ourselves, and together the two boats pulled towards the opening we had seen. When we arrived opposite to it the Captain sang out to us to keep outside the breakers until we saw his boat safely inside. He then steered direct for the narrow passage of smooth water between the rocks. We watched him until he had safely passed through it, when he suddenly turned to the right, and we lost sight of him behind one of the rocks.

        
“Now boys! give way,” I sang out to my crew, and the boat rushed on borne nearly to the opening on the top of a huge wave; then after a few strokes we entered the narrow lane of smooth water. After passing along this for about fifty yards, it suddenly turned at a sharp angle to the right, and we were as nearly as possible running the boat's bows on to the rocks; but with some little difficulty we got round the sharp corner, and after pulling for another few minutes against the tide, which was running out through the confined channel like a mill race, we again turned to the left, and shooting between two high precipitous walls of granite found ourselves in a perfectly landlocked bay, which extended some distance inland, and then seemed to turn to the left. On both sides the mountains towered up thousands of feet, covered from their summits down to the very water's edge with forests and impenetrable underwood.
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Chapter III. 

The Inlet—A Fearful Discovery—The Last of the 
Mercury.

        

After continuing for about a mile up the inlet, we found as we had supposed, that it turned to the left; but what was our surprise at not seeing any sign of the Captain's boat ahead of us! We could see right up to the head of the inlet, apparently a distance of about four miles, but there was not a speck on the surface of the water. Thinking, however, that they might have landed somewhere further [on, we] still pulled ahead. After about half-an-hour or more we reached the head of the inlet, without, however, finding any trace of them.

        
“Wherever can they have got to?” exclaimed Harry. “They must have turned off into some other passage, which we did not observe.”

        
“The best thing we can do is to pull back immediately,” I returned, “and examine the shores carefully all the way.” At the same time I could not help feeling considerable anxiety about them, and by Harry's countenance I saw he



had the same misgivings as myself, though neither of us expressed them.

        
In our boat were myself and Harry, Peter Smith, Hunter, Spanish Joe, Moroney, and the lad Smart. In the Captain's, besides himself—Murray, Macpherson, Parsons, Hardcastle, and the cook.

        
On our way back we scanned both sides of the bay, which was in no part more than half a mile wide, inch by inch, but we reached the place where it turned towards the sea, without finding any signs of the missing boat.

        
We had, however, hardly entered the lower division of the inlet when one of the men sang out that he thought he heard some one shouting to the right.

        
The bay, immediately inside the narrow passage by which it was connected with the sea, expanded on both sides till it was about half a mile wide, forming two small bays at each corner, and it was from the direction of the one on our right that the sailor thought he had heard the voice come. We therefore pulled towards the place, which like all the rest of the hill-sides was covered down to the water's edge with thick bush.

        
“Hallo! this way!” shouted a voice from the shore, as we got close in.

        
After proceeding a few yards further, we saw the cook, “Swabs,” holding on to a rock which could just be seen on a level with the water.

        
“Where's the boat, and the rest of them?” I said to Swabs, as we hauled him into our midst.

        
“Lor' only knows, sir,” he answered. “The Captain was going to land here, when the boat ran against this rock, and capsized. I managed to get on to it, though it was two or three feet below the water, but the boat and everything else had disappeared when I got my head above water.”

        


        
“Look out, sir!” suddenly sang out Moroney, who was pulling bow oar, “there's a current sucking us towards the trees!”

        
“Back-water!” I shouted, for I could see a regular eddy between the boat and the shore, and noticed we had just got into its current.

        
We had a hard struggle to get out of reach of the suction, which had not been noticed before, our attention having been occupied with Swabs.

        
“God help us!” said Harry, as soon as we were out of danger; “that's where the others have gone”—indicating the place we had just left.

        
“Pull to the left, lads,” I exclaimed, at the same time steering the boat towards a small point about fifty yards further up than the eddy. In a few seconds we glided alongside the steep bank which formed the shore, then springing ashore and calling on all the men, with the exception of Swabs and Smart, who were left to look after the boat, to follow me, I forced my way in the direction of the other boat's wreck.

        
It took us nearly a quarter of an hour to reach the place, on account of the dense underwood. When I arrived opposite the rock I stood petrified with horror. Just beneath me, and completely hid from the bay by overhanging bushes, was a fearful chasm, down which the water was rushing from the bay, by the eddy outside, in one boiling mass. It seemed to descend perpendicularly, and to narrow into a funnel some distance from the top.

        
For a long time none of us spoke. The same thoughts occupied the whole of us. Down that fearful whirlpool had our brave Captain and shipmates been sucked—their mangled remains to be cast up, perhaps, on the rocks outside the bay, or else drawn down into the very bowels of the earth.

        


        
“Heaven have mercy on their souls,” at last I exclaimed, while a hushed but fervent “Amen” came from the lips of the rough weather-beaten tars around me.

        
With heavy hearts and sorrowful countenances we retraced our steps to the boat, where the sad news was related to Swabs and the lad Smart. The poor cook burst into tears when he heard the account of his companions' loss, at the same time thanking the Almighty for his miraculous escape from such a fearful death.

        
It was now late in the afternoon, but I determined on pulling down to the mouth of the bay and trying to find out what had become of the schooner. Accordingly once more we turned our boat's head in that direction, and in a short time reached the lofty cliffs between which the opening lay. Here I ran the boat alongside the rocks, where we could land, and Harry joining me, together we commenced climbing up the steep sides of the hill, from the top of which we hoped to get a view of the 
Mercury. After half an hour's struggling—one moment pulling ourselves upwards by the help of boughs, the next crawling on our hands and knees through the dense creepers and undergrowth; anon hanging on by our hands and feet against some steep place, bare of any vegetation—we at last reached the summit of the cliff.

        
The very first thing we beheld was the schooner, bottom upwards on the reefs before mentioned, while we could see a great rent just above the the keel where she had evidently struck the rocks. Although this was only what we had expected, it seemed to have the effect of making our spirits droop still lower.

        
Without uttering a word we simultaneously turned and began making the descent to the place where we had left our companions.

        


        
When we reached the boat darkness had begun to set in, so, after a short consultation, we decided to return to the head of the inner part of the bay, where there was a small grassy flat, the only one we had observed, and camp for the night.

        
On landing at this spot, some of us at once proceeded to erect a tent with some spare canvass which we had brought with us in a boat, while the remainder lit a fire, and got supper ready. The meal was eaten in silence, and it was not till we were all seated round the blazing fire afterwards with our pipes lighted, that any attempt at conversation was made. Then I broke the silence by calling the men's attention to our present situation.

        
“My lads,” I said, “no one feels the loss of our shipmates more than I do; but we must rouse ourselves up, and consider the best means of reaching the inhabited part of this island, for we cannot live here always; and as the gale seems to have exhausted itself, I think we stand a good chance of having a spell of fine weather now. We have provisions to last us for at least two months, and besides, with our guns, we ought to be able to procure some of those ducks we saw on our way up the bay, so there's no chance of our starving at any rate for some time to come. The nearest settlement that I know of to the north of us is Nelson, at the upper end of this island, while at the same time I think there is a whaling station at the very south of the island. It will be for you to decide which of these places we shall attempt to reach.”

        
After the men had talked for some time amongst themselves, Hunter turned to me, saying—

        
“We leave it to you, sir; at the same time I may inform you that while in Dunedin frequently heard of several whaling stations along the south coast.”

        


        
Harry and I having agreed that it would be most advisable to make for one of these latter stations, I told the men our decision.

        
No objection being raised by them, it was determined that after two or three days' rest at our present camp, we should start along the coast southwards in the boat.

        
Everything had been carried out of the boat, and placed under shelter inside the tent; and we now proceeded to unroll the blankets and make up our beds for the night—a good supply of fern and long grass having been previously gathered, and strewn thickly over the floor of the tent. Everything having been at last made tolerably comfortable, we all lay down on our respective couches, and soon nothing was heard but the deep breathing of tired and weary men.
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A Further Misfortune—A Council of War.

        

Early next morning we were all astir. The cook lit a fire and proceeded to get some breakfast cooked; the rest of the men, in the meanwhile, started down to the beach to have a look about them.

        
Suddenly we heard a loud shout, and immediately afterwards one of the party came running up from the beach—Harry and I having stayed behind at the tent—and told us the boat was gone. We rushed down to where the men were standing, and sure enough not a sign of the boat there was.

        
“The tide has taken her off, sir,” said one of the men: and this was the only solution we could arrive at of the mystery of her disappearance.

        
“We hauled her well above high-water-mark last night,” replied Harry; “so how could she have got washed adrift?”

        
On closer examination, however, we found that the tide must have been exceptionally high during the night, and we blamed ourselves accordingly for not making the painter fast as well, though Hunter swore he was positive he had done so.

        
“Well, lads,” I said, “it's no use crying over spilt milk; but perhaps she may have stranded somewhere else in the bay.”

        


        
All caught at the idea, and we determined to try and follow the shores downwards after breakfast, and try to recover the missing boat.

        
About eight o'clock we divided into two parties—one, under the guidance of Harry, taking the left shore of the bay; and the other, under myself, going to the right.

        
There is no occasion to describe minutely our respective searches, suffice it to say that both parties returned to camp shortly before sunset, equally unsuccessful, and we came to the inevitable conclusion that the boat had been carried out to sea.

        
At daybreak the following morning we were all up and astir, and after a good breakfast I called all our party together to consider what was the best course to pursue, now we had lost our boat. Some proposed travelling along the coast southward; others that we should strike due inland and try to cross the island; while the remainder, amongst whom were Harry and myself, thought it would be better to try and construct a boat that would carry us all, and carry out our original intention of coasting along until we arrived at one of the southern whaling stations.

        
After considerable discussion this last proposal was agreed to.

        
As it would take some little time to build our boat, the first thing we proceeded to do was to examine our stock of provisions. After everything had been produced, we found that our worldly goods amounted to the following:—One large barrel of biscuit, one of salt beef, one of salt pork, a good supply of tea, coffee, and sugar, a cask of rum, a small bag of Indian corn, ditto of wheat, which had been intended for the fowls on board ship, and had been thrown into the boat by mistake, one large kettle, several pannikins, a frying pan, one saucepan, a few tin plates, a large axe and three



small hatchets, a saw, and a few other tools from the carpenter's chest, fortunately put into the boat by Harry's forethought. We had a good supply of blankets, and a tent; Harry had also a single-barrelled fowling-piece, and I a double-barrelled one, and we each possessed enough ammunition to last us for a long period. We all were very fairly supplied with warm clothing, &c.

        
“It is better than I expected,” said Harry after all had been enumerated, “and we might have been very much worse off.”

        
“Be jabers and you're right, sir,” responded Moroney. “Shure an' if we boys will only work togither, a foine holiday it will be for us.”

        
“Well said, Moroney,” I answered, “that is the main point. Circumstances might arise to detain us here for some indefinite period, and we must each do our best to make things as comfortable and jolly as possible for the general good.”

        
A murmur of approbation from the party generally was the only response to my words.

        
“Well, lads,” I went on, “though not on board ship now, I think we should still be under discipline to a certain extent, so that in case of any dispute or unpleasantness arising between any of our party, the persons concerned must be subject to be judged by a majority of their companions. Is this agreed to?”

        
“Yes, yes, sir, that's fair,” replied the men.

        
After a short silence, Hunter turned to me and said—

        
“We all think, sir, that you and Mr Murton should be our leaders on shore just as you were our officers on board ship, and that any disputes should be referred to you and one of ourselves, and we pledge ourselves to submit to whatever decision you may come to.”

        


        
“Then there's nothing else to be done on that subject,” I replied, “and Mr Murton and myself in return promise you we will do our share of all work with yourselves, and be entirely guided by the majority in all cases affecting the general welfare.”

        
“Hooroo, boys!” shouted Moroney. “Three cheers for our new captain and Mr Murton!”

        
The men responded heartily, and after “splicing the main brace” all round from our keg of rum, we proceeded to discuss our plans for the day.

        
It was decided that while Harry and the greater number of the men remained in camp and proceeded to erect a more substantial shelter than our tent afforded, the remainder, together with myself, were to explore the dense forest behind us, and mark out the best trees we could find for boat-building purposes, and at the same time make ourselves better acquainted with the neighborhood.
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Chapter V. 

Explorations—A Glimpse of Fairyland.

        

Before detailing our day's adventures, I will describe the general features of our camp and the surrounding landscape.

        
The tent was pitched at the corner edge of a small grassy flat, of about three acres in extent. This flat was bounded by the thick bush behind, on each side by high and very steep ridges, which, rising from the snow-clad mountains a short distance inland, continued downwards, for about four miles below the camp, and formed the inner bay. At the place where the inlet turned towards the sea, these two ridges branched off, forming the lower bay, where the whirlpool was situated.

        
In front of the flat was a small shingly beach forming a semi-circle of about two hundred yards in length. Behind the tent, the ravine continued back between the two ridges before mentioned, rising gradually till it ended in the high mountains already described. A good-sized stream flowed out of it, and passed within a few yards of the tent, falling into the bay near the left corner of the beach.

        
Taking my fowling-piece and a stock of ammunition with me, I started with my party, consisting of Spanish Joe and young Smart, up the gorge at the back. We took enough salt junk and biscuit to furnish us with a meal in case we should not return till late.

        


        
Following the course of the stream we had the greatest difficulty for some time in making our way through the thick undergrowth of creepers, but after proceeding for about a mile it became clearer, and at last we found ourselves walking in comparatively open spaces between the stems of high black and white pines. As we continued the scenery became more varied. Tall and graceful ferns might be seen growing on the sides of the ravine; totara trees with long streamers of moss hanging from their branches; the konini with its ripe and tempting fruit; but at this time we neither knew the names of these trees nor whether their fruit was fit to eat; it was only sometime afterwards when “necessity knew no law,” that we cautiously tested the different kinds of berries we found.—But more of this in its proper place.

        
Still following the stream, we found ourselves gradually ascending until we were brought to a stand-still by a steep cliff about thirty feet high, over which the stream fell in an unbroken sheet into a small basin at the foot. There was nothing for it but to turn off up the side of the ravine, and reach the level of the precipice that way, as it was almost perpendicular at the place where we now stood, without shrubs or climbing plants of any kind to help us up.

        
Keeping close to the cliff we turned off to the right, and after a little rough scaling the steep side of the gorge we found a place where we thought it might be possible to gain the summit of the cliff.

        
Slinging my gun over my back I began climbing, holding on to small shrubs or inequalities of the rock which composed the cliff. I had got about half way up, and was congratulating myself on having got over the worst part, when my footing gave way and down I went amongst a shower of loose rock and dirt, to the bottom, nearly crushing poor Joe, who was standing underneath.

        


        
After examining my fowling-piece, and satisfying myself that it was uninjured, I started to make another attempt, and this time, after no little exertion, succeeded in reaching the top. Joe and Smart found an easier place of ascent a little further up, and very shortly we were all three again following up the banks of our little stream.

        
A few hundred yards further, and what was our disgust to find ourselves confronted by another small precipice, if anything, higher than the last. After examining it for a few moments we came to the conclusion that at the sacrifice of dry feet, we might make our way up by entering the stream, which had worn out a narrow channel in the cliff, and which, by the broken water, was evidently filled with large boulders or masses of rock.

        
Taking off our boots and socks, which we slung over our shoulders, and turning up our trousers above our knees, we entered the stream.

        
“Diable! it cold!” yelled out Joe, and no mistake it was, freezing. However, there was no help for it, so alternately chattering out some uncomplimentary remark at the water, or the sharp rocks, we succeeded at last in attaining the summit, and stepping out of the stream we lost no time in putting on our dry boots and socks; for our feet were almost like lumps of ice.

        
In front of us the trees and underwood were apparently as thick as in the vicinity of the tent. I proposed that if after penetrating for a short distance into the bush, we found it did not get clearer, we should eat our lunch, and then retrace our steps to the camp. Accordingly we once more entered the almost impenetrable mass of lawyers, supplejacks, and other interlaced creeping plants, which stretched from tree to tree, and completely overran all the smaller shrubs.

        


        
I was just going to turn back in disgust, when I thought I saw an opening some little distance in front. This became more certain after we had advanced a few more paces; till at last, forcing ourselves through a matted barrier, which appeared to be composed of all the creepers and thorny plants in existence, a scene of loveliness, which I shall never forget, burst upon our delighted gaze.

        
On either hand the sides of the ravine curved away to the right and left until they must have been nearly two miles apart, when they again turned inwards until they seemed to meet about three miles above where we stood. In the centre of the almost circular valley thus enclosed, reposed a lovely lake. It was about two miles in length by one-and-a-half in width. The forest only reached to just the foot of the ridges, and between that and the lake, and entirely surrounding the latter, was a lovely space covered with a short green grass. Near the middle of the lake was a small islet thickly covered with trees to the water's edge, so that it really looked from where we stood, as if it was a number of trees floating on the water. On the bosom of the lake numbers of wildfowl were swimming, or else flying across it, while above our heads blue pigeons with white breasts, parrots, and numerous other birds were flying about amongst pines, other trees, and shrubs which composed the belt of the forest which encircled the lake, and covered the hill sides in all directions.

        
“Santissimo! dis is Paradise!” shouted Joe, breaking the silence, and capering about in all directions.

        
“Yes,” said Smart, “and narrow is the road, and crooked the path which leadeth to it.”

        
“Well, let's have something to eat, after our toilsome journey,” I said, after Joe had managed to bring himself to a reasonable state—“that is, if Joe has not lost it all.”

        


        
Choosing a shady place under some overhanging boughs—for the sun, which had hitherto been almost obscured by clouds, now burst out in all his glory—Joe produced his provisions, and flask of rum, while Smart went to the edge of the lake and brought some water in the crown of his hat, which luckily was tolerably clean. Afterwards we all set to work, and in a very short space of time made the salt junk and biscuit look very small.

        
Leaving Joe where he was, and telling Smart to come with me, I proceeded round the left side of the lake to try and get a shot at some of the ducks or other waterfowl. I had no difficulty whatever in getting within range, for the birds seemed to feel not the slightest alarm at our presence. Choosing some that were a little apart from the others I fired both barrels, one after the other.

        
A scene of confusion arose amongst all the feathered denizens of the lake and neighborhood at the report of my gun, that could not be described. The waterfowl flew hither and thither, evidently quite bewildered; while pigeons and other bush birds rose into the air high above the tops of the trees, and after flying round and round in circles, descended for a few moments, when up they would rise again. The rude shock I had given to their nerves, however, hardly gave me a second thought, for my attention was too much occupied in devising some plan for obtaining possession of the several ducks which floated apparently quite dead on the surface of the lake, about fifty yards from the shore. The only way to bring them ashore must be by swimming out for them.

        
I turned round to Smart, but by the rueful face he had on him, he evidently had had enough of cold water for one day; so handing him my gun, I quickly stripped and plunged in. Either my experience earlier in the day had



partly made me used to it, or from some other cause, the water of the lake did not seem to chill me so much as the stream lower down had done; and in a few minutes I returned to the shore with four fat ducks and a teal.

        
“Aren't you frozen, sir?” inquired young Smart, as I landed, looking at the same time as if he expected me to go into cramps or some other frightful thing.

        
“Oh, no! you had better take a dip yourself,” I replied.

        
“Deuce a fear,” I heard him mutter to himself; then sudddenly a thought seemed to strike him, for he said—

        
“I wonder is there no other easier way of getting down to camp than following the creek all the way?”

        
This idea had struck me several times on the way up, and I determined on our return to keep along the side of the ravine until we got past the two precipices.

        
Having re-dressed myself, and picked up my gun, we made our way to where we had left Joe, Smart carrying the ducks. We found our worthy companion lying on his back in the sun, fast asleep, while his clay pipe, which had dropped from his month, lay broken beside him.

        
“Oh me pepe! me pepe!” he exclaimed on our rousing him up. “Carai! me buenos pepe! I sall die vidout me pepe!”

        
Anyone would think he had lost the throne of Spain instead of a dirty black pipe without so much as an inch of a stem to it. But there was no time for lamenting his loss now, for it was getting late in the afternoon; and we had a weary march back yet. So suggesting to Joe that he should take the bowl of his pipe home with him, as he might find some means of fixing a stem to it, we started on the down track.

        


        
We found the route I had chosen for our return—namely, along the side of the ravine on the right—anything but easy; and the day had well declined when we found ourselves below the lower precipice. However, we reached the camp just at dark, without any further adventure; and right glad were we to find ourselves once more seated round the blazing camp fire, discussing a savory meal of roast duck, and boiled fish—the latter having been procured by the cook. He had observed some large ones leaping out of the water below the camp, and having found several hooks in his pockets, with these and some unspun rope yarn he had manufactured some good lines, and succeeded in landing a supply of first-class cod.
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Proposed Change of Plan—A Midnight Alarm.

        

After supper I related our day's adventures, and further that I had noticed several trees that I had no doubt would suit very well for building our boat.

        
“But there is one thing, lads,” I continued, “that we ought well to consider, and it is this: The winter season is just coming on, and in this part of the island I know it is very severe. If we are caught in our boat anywhere along this coast, we should stand a very poor chance indeed. The gales come on very suddenly, and frequently last for some weeks at a time. Before we can get our boat built, the stormy weather will be fairly set in. Here we have good quarters, and no chance of running short of provisions. I propose we should make up our minds to remain here till the stormy season is over, which won't be, however, for another four or five months. We can be building our boat in the meantime, and start immediately the fine weather returns.”

        


        
Oh, that these words had never been spoken! that I could recall them now, and alter the course of events which they led to! what misery would have been prevented; and lives saved! But it is no use grieving over them now. They were spoken, thinking they would be the saving instead of the destruction of many a warm and honest-hearted comrade.—Enough of this; a truce to unavailing remorse and regrets.

        
My speech, at least the latter part, took the men quite aback; even Harry I could see was undecided. They had all made up their minds that a month or six weeks was to be the utmost limit of their exile in this spot, and the idea of remaining in it for a so much longer period—comfortable, comparatively speaking, as their sojourn would be—was evidently not at all relished.

        
“Well, mates,” I said, after a dead silence for some minutes, “I only lay the proposition before you; it rests entirely with yourselves whether you agree to it or not. I tell you these facts because, as you have appointed me your leader, I think it my duty to do so. Supposing, if a gale caught us, and we were not wrecked, but managed to get ashore, should we be likely to hit upon such another place as this? More likely we should be thrown against the precipitous cliffs or on to the reefs; and what chance should we stand of saving our lives then? Don't think, either, that our voyage to some whaling station will be short—it may take us weeks; for I for one do not know the length of this coast. I am just as eager as any one of you to reach some settlement again, but I have well considered the whole matter, and have given you my candid opinion. You had better think over it to-night, and give me your answer in the morning. Of course I abide entirely by your decision.”

        


        
During the remainder of the evening the question was discussed amongst the men; while I retired early into the tent with Harry, for I wished to converse with him privately, and interchange our joint ideas on the subject. From the tent I could hear the men talking, and noticed that Spanish Joe and young Smart were trying to persuade the men into my way of thinking.

        
The conversation which I overheard between Joe and Moroney amused me greatly. They were sitting a short distance from the rest, and nearer the tent.

        
“Divil take me if ever I hope to set foot in Ould Oireland agin,” said Moroney. “Shure an' I've bin kickin' about this part of the wurld fur near tin years now, intindin' to go home ivery blissed day; an' here I be now, further off thin iver.”

        
“Buenos! muchez buenos!” replied Joe; “dat is true; but if we do dis von ting ve be drownded us vill. Diable! but better much vait small few months, den not die.”

        
“Whose agoin' to die! Nary this boy. Did ye niver hear in Dunadin that thur wur harburiginals or some other craturs hereabouts who roast and bile white people?” And Pat looked anxiously behind him as if he expected every moment to feel a Maori warrior's hatchet buried in his skull.

        
“Nevare heard of dem,” responded Joe, “but me no mind; de Signor Capitani no afraid; me no afraid either.”

        
“Aren't ye now! faith, that's quare! you've got more pluck than ye git cradit for if what ye're telling me is thruth. I say, Joe, were ye iver in Oireland?”

        
“No,” said Joe.

        
“Thin take my advice and niver sit yer ugly fut inter it; for shure they'll be afther takin' you for a gintleman; and the Holy Mother presarve thim from from that.”

        


        
“I go bunk now, sleep. Buenos nochez,” so saying the Spaniard rose and came towards the tent; but seeing Harry and I sitting up, he was going to turn back again, when I called to him not to mind us.

        
Entering the tent, he began undressing, and was shortly followed by the rest of the men. Harry and I not feeling inclined for bed went outside and strolled down to the edge of the water.

        
It was a beautiful clear moonlight night, with hardly a breath of air stirring. For some time we both stood in silence contemplating the calm surface of the bay below us, in which the stars were reflected as in a mirror.

        
“Well, Young,” said Harry, breaking the spell which seemed to have hitherto kept us from speaking, “you may be right or wrong in your reasoning; but I'm very much afraid the men will be against remaining here for so long a time as you propose.”

        
“Which way will you vote,” I said, answering him with a question.

        
“I will stick by you, Dick, whatever happens,” replied Harry; “we have sailed too long together now for us to go under different flags.”

        
“Thank you, old fellow,” I exclaimed; “in proposing what I did, I only acted according to my way of thinking, and right or wrong I mean to stick to it; but of course we must fall in with the majority of the men.”

        
“I wonder,” continued my companion, “if what Moroney said about there being natives round on this coast is true. I never heard of them while in Dunedin, or from the Captain.”

        
“Nor I,” I replied; “nevertheless I don't see why there should not be. At the same time I don't think any of those in this island are at war with the Europeans now.”

        


        
“I think Smart could tell us something about the natives,” observed Harry; “I know he partly understands their language, and I imagine he must have had a good deal of intercourse with them.”

        
“We'll make a point of questioning him on the subject in the morning,” I answered; “and now think we had better be turning in.”

        
So saying, we retraced our steps to the tent, and sought relief from all worldly cares and thoughts in the arms of Morpheus.

        
It seemed as if I had hardly got fairly asleep when I was woke up by some of the men talking.

        
“Divil a draming I was,” exclaimed Pat. “May the Holy Mother niver forgive me if it was not a thrue hathen I heard yellin'!”

        
“What's the matter, Pat?” asked Harry, who had been aroused as well as myself.

        
“Shure, sir, an' I don't know; but there was some onarthly sounds outside just now.”

        
“Oh! he's been dreaming, sir,” said one of the men; “I've been awake this last half hour, and have heard nothing extraordinary.”

        
“Thin ye wur at the whiskey-keg, be gorrah! afore yez came to bed.”

        
“But what was the noise like that you think you heard, Pat?” I enquired.

        
“Think, sir! Bedad, may I niver set fut on Ould Oireland agin if I had any thought about it. Be Saint Patrick, it give sich an awful screech, and then a bawl, all of a suddent, that I had no time to think.”

        
“Well, we had better lie down again,” I suggested, seeing that Pat was evidently under the impression, whether with or without any good reason, that he had heard 
some-



thing. “And, Pat, if you hear it again, go outside and have a look round.”

        
“Shure, an' is it meself, sir, ye would loike to see murthered by a lot of unarthly varmints?”

        
Pat was still muttering away when I once more rolled myself up in my blanket and fell asleep.

        
However, it seemed as if we were doomed to have no peace that night; for shortly after I had again snoozed off, I was roused out of my sleep by Pat shaking me by the shoulder, and whispering in my ear, “Did you hear 
that, sir?”

        
I felt inclined to be angry with the man, but the poor fellow was evidently seriously alarmed at something, so I determined to lie awake for a short time and listen. After a few moments, I thought I heard some kind of cry, but apparently well up the ravine. Pat, whose nerves and senses were evidently painfully on the alert, gave a regular start at the sound, and I could hear him repeating all manner of prayers, and invoking all the saints in the calendar.

        
“Ha! ha! ha! Screech! screech! screech!” followed by a low, mournful kind of whistling, was the next thing we heard from immediately at the back of the tent.

        
“Oh! Holy Mother! Saint Patrick have mercy on us! Och be gorrah! What will I do?” yelled poor Pat, springing to his feet, and shivering from head to foot.

        
And really for some moments after the noises had died away, I felt almost petrified, and I could feel the damp moisture oozing out of my temples, and a cold shiver ran all through my veins. The noises commenced with a loud guffaw; then, as if taken up by some second agent, followed several most unearthly shrieks, concluding with a sound between a whistle and a moan, which, starting at a very



high key, gradually died away.

        
No wonder poor Pat was badly scared; I only wondered I had not heard it before. All the men had evidently been awakened by the last outcry, and were holding their breath and listening for a repetition of the sounds.

        
“I say, Young,” said Harry at last, “very rum noises those.”

        
“Imps of Purgatory,” muttered Pat.

        
“Well, I answered at last, when I pretty well recovered from my start, “imps or no imps, I'm going to find out who they are,” and seizing my gun I lifted the curtain of the tent and stepped out. The moon was just sinking behind the headland below the bay, but it was still light enough for me to see any objects on the open space about the tent.

        
Harry followed me out, and together we proceeded to reconnoitre the vicinity of the tent. We walked round it without observing anything there, and the bush behind was too thick for us to be able to see anything in that direction; so, as it was freezing hard, we came to the conclusion it was useless our fossicking round any longer.

        
We re-entered the tent and lay down, but there was no more sleep for us that night.

        
“Ye'll not be afther wantin' to remain in this unarthly spot any longer, sir, will yez?” said Pat, addressing me. “Shure I belave we've got into purgatory itself, though the priests (bless their reverences) must have made a mistake when they tould us thim parts were moighty hot.”

        
“Well, Pat,” I answered, “we'll wait till the morning, when, perhaps, we may be able to arrive at some solution of the mystery.”

        
As none of the men seemed inclined to go to sleep, I questioned the lad Smart as to his knowledge of there being any natives on this coast.

        


        
“Natives,” exclaimed Pat, “They're bigger fools than I take 'em for if they come within a hundred moiles of this hathenish place.”

        
“Well, sir,” said Smart, who had been interrupted by Pat, “I've seen and heard a good deal of the natives during the few years I've been in New Zealand, and as regards this part of the coast I remember some Maoris at Port Cooper once telling me there were some ‘wild men,’ as they called them, round on this side of the island; and, furthermore, explained that they were not Maories, but the remnants of some former inhabitants who were driven away from the east side of the country, and forced to live on this part.”

        
“Are they hostile to Europeans, do you know?” I further asked.

        
“That I can't say, sir; for I never heard of any Europeans having come across these ‘wild men’ yet.”

        
This was about all the information Smart could give us that could be of any use or interest to us.

        
In thus talking, however, the night gradually passed away, and with the first streak of dawn everybody was up and outside the tent. Of course the great subject of interest was the mysterious noises of the preceding night. With the dispersion of darkness all Pat's fears and alarm disappeared, and he now challenged all the unknown visitors of last night to show themselves, and not hide away from honest people's sight during the day.

        
Numerous were the conjectures hazarded as to what sort of creatures had caused such excitement in our camp.

        
“I believe it was nothing more or less than savages,” said one.

        
“Nothing human in that infernal cry, said a second. “I always believed in ghosts, and no doubt its in this here out-of-the-way place they send 'em to live.”

        


        
“Ghosts!” said a third; “whoever heard of ghosts with tongues?” to fear. There were a powerful pair of wind-bags employed to drive that barrel-organ.”

        
“Perhaps, after all, it was only some bird or other,” suggested Smith. “I remember once when in Sydney seeing a bird they called a laughing jackass, which used to burst his sides with laughing and screaming.”

        
“Well, whatever our disagreeable neighbor is,” I said, “we must not stand talking here all day; and as I see Swabs has got our breakfast ready we had better be eating it.”

        
During the meal I brought up the question of the previous day, as to whether we were to stay here till after the winter season, or begin building our boat at once, and start immediately that work was completed, trusting to Providence to guide us safely through any storms or other dangers we might encounter on the way.

        
The men were evidently unwilling to give an answer one way or the other, or perhaps had not given the subject as much consideration as they could have wished. Seeing this, I proposed my original motion to remain until after the winter, and called upon the men to hold up their hands if in favor of my proposition.

        
“Give us till to-night, sir,” said Hunter. “A day cannot make any difference one way or the other.”

        
“Time is precious, my lads,” I answered. If we 
are to start as soon as the boat is built, the sooner we set about that work the better, as every day brings the stormy weather nearer; and indeed, I don't think I am far wrong in saying that it is almost upon us now. However, let us wait till tonight if you wish; but let us decide then, and put it off no longer.”
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Chapter VII. 

The Lonely Isle—Traces of Inharitants—Our Plans are Changed.

        

After breakfast it was proposed that we should separate into several parties and explore the neighborhood carefully in case of any natives being in the vicinity. We divided ourselves into three parties; Harry and Moroney were to climb the ridge to the left, and search as far as possible in that direction; Hunter, Spanish Joe, and Smith were to do the same in the direction of the right; while I, taking Smart with me, proposed mounting the same ridge as Harry's party, and then following it right up as far as possible, Harry in the meantime descending on the other side. Swabs was to stay in camp and look after our things.

        
Bidding one another good-bye, we started on our respective ways. After parting with Harry and his men on the top of the ridge, Smart and I began following up the summit, gradually ascending higher and higher. My intentention was to try and reach a very high spur which branched off from the main one some distance above us, and from



whence I hoped to obtain a good view of the surrounding country as well as the sea. Our struggles through brushwood and great masses of rock were just a repetition of those of the preceding day.

        
The sun had passed the meridian when we at last found ourselves standing on a bare plain of about an acre in extent, which formed the summit of the spur we had been making for. I was not disappointed in my expectations of having a good view from this point. Far below us, and stretching away north and south and to the horizon, was the ocean. In vain I scanned it with my small pocket-glass for a sail. It was unbroken, save by the white crests of the waves, which seemed to be running high. Turning to the right, the opposite ridge completely shut out any further view of the country in that direction. Towards the left, however, we could see over the next spurs; and beyond them the same wild densely-wooded ranges and dark ravines appeared as those in our immediate vicinity. Behind us the ridge rose higher and higher until it joined the towering snow-peaked mountains, which ran parallel with the coast, and seemed to form the backbone of the island.

        
“Surely no human beings have ever lived in these parts,” remarked Smart; “there does not appear to be the slightest indication of any inhabitants.”

        
“No,” said I; “however, perhaps our companions may have discovered some traces of natives nearer the seashore.”

        
It was now time to think of returning to camp, and I determined to strike straight down the right side of the ridge, instead of retracing our steps by the way we came up. By doing this I judged we should hit the small lake we had discovered the day before; and perhaps be able to shoot a few ducks for supper, I having brought my gun with me.

        


        
Having arrived at this decision, we regained the main ridge, and began descending the opposite side. It was rough and rather dangerous work, for now and then we loosened large stones, which would carry us off our feet, landing us on our backs. On reaching the bottom I found we had struck rather below the lake; so we turned upwards, and soon emerged on the clear space which surrounded it. As Smart was evidently getting knocked up, I told him to remain where he was and rest, while I went in search of some game.

        
These were apparently all near the upper end of the lake, so I started in that direction, following the left shore. After walking nearly two miles, I came within gun-shot of a flock of teal. I was standing at the outer end of a small spit of land which projected into the lake, and the birds were swimming about between me and the upper shore, a distance of only about a hundred yards. Seeing my gun was properly loaded, I raised it to my shoulder and fired, and had the satisfaction of seeing two birds floating dead on the face of the water; but to get them it was necessary for me to get round to the upper shore of the lake. In a few moments I arrived opposite them, and in another brief space of time I had the birds safely landed. There was now no time to be lost in returning to camp; so slinging the teal over my gun, I started to rejoin Smart, following the opposite bank of the lake to that I had come by. This brought me very near the small island which was before mentioned as being apparently situated near the middle of the lake, but was evidently much closer to this side than the other.

        
Arrived opposite the island, curiosity prompted me to swim across to it, the distance being only about a hundred yards. Late as it was, I could not resist the temptation to become better acquainted with this silent little spot.



Hastily stripping, I stepped into the water, and in a few moments I had swam into its shade.

        
The thick bushes completely overhung the water on this side, but on swimming some distance round it I discovered a clear space of ground, on which I landed. The island could not have been more than twenty or thirty square yards in extent.

        
Pushing aside the thick bushes, I found myself in a small clear space, so completely surrounded and enclosed by the dense undergrowth that I could not see the slightest opening in any direction; nor was the water which surrounded this little isle visible in any way. But what astonished me most was a small dilapidated hut which stood at the foot of a good-sized tree that grew at one end of the open space.

        
Advancing towards it with the utmost caution, I reached what had once been a rude doorway. The hut had been built of a few upright logs placed in the ground, and the interstices filled up with clay and long grass. The roof was composed of rafters, tied with flax to a ridge-pole and to the upright logs, and the whole was thatched with the same long grass that had been used for the sides. The hut could not have been more than five feet high, and ten feet long by four or five in width. The whole structure was very rudely put together, and for some time I was at a loss to conjecture whether it had been built by natives or Europeans. On entering the open doorway, however, I found clear evidence of it having been inhabited by the former, though seemingly not for a long time. In one corner was a heap of fern and grass, which had not been disturbed or lain on for a considerable period, as shoots of long rank grass had grown up through it, and the fern was was quite rotten and decayed. In another corner I found a rough fish-hook made of bone,



together with a broken spear, the handle of which had some rude carvings on it, evidently the work of natives; while at the end of the hut some pieces of shell, not unlike mother-of-pearl, had been let into one of the logs forming the supports to the roof.

        
How long I might have gone on raking up the dead fern, etc., and searching every corner for something else, it is hard to tell; but I was brought to my senses by feeling myself getting chilled, for it must be remembered that all this time I had not an inch of a garment of any description on me. This reminded me that it would be dark before I got home, and, besides, Smart would be getting anxious about me.

        
Emerging from the hut I found the air very cold, which indicated that the sun was getting low; so bidding good-bye for the present to the hut and its sombre little resting spot, I plunged into the water, and was soon ashore. Quickly putting on my clothes, I started at a brisk pace, and shortly afterwards rejoined Smart, who was beginning to wonder at my prolonged absence. He being quite rested and refreshed, we set off down our old tracks towards the camp. The sun set before we were half way home, but luckily the moon was near the full, otherwise we should have stood a good chance of spending the night in the bush.

        
Just as we were within a few yards of the edge of the bush at the back of the tent, we were brought to a sudden standstill by a repetition of the mysterious voices of the previous night. They came from a thick mass of underwood which separated us from the tent. Goodness!—how my blood did creep and turn cold, while poor young Smart kept close up to my side, shivering and shaking with fright.

        
“Confound it all,” I at last exclaimed, recovering myself with an effort, “I'm not going to stand this kind of



thing night after night; so here goes to fathom the mystery.”

        
Pushing forward, I forced myself right into the midst of the thick barrier of bushes, etc., from which the sounds had proceeded. I looked and peered in every direction without seeing any sign of a living creature, and was just going to sing out to my companions at the camp, when from a bush close to my ear burst forth again the hideous unearthly laugh!

        
This was too much. With a yell that would have done credit to a North American Indian, I gave two or three tremendous leaps, and alighted right in the midst of our companions, who were standing round the fire, evidently expecting the appearance of some fearful monster from the gloomy woods. My sudden entrance into their midst, however, was nearly proving fatal to me; for Harry, on first hearing the strange cries, had seized his gun, ready to use it on the first sign of any man or beast which showed themselves, and the awful yell I gave, combined with the mysterious noise just preceding it, made the men really believe that some devilish creature was bursting out of the forest to attack them. Harry raised his gun, and had I been in the slightest degree less active than I was, I should have terminated my career then once and for ever. As it was, he fired, but luckily just too late, for I heard the shot whistle over my head as I alighted on my feet amongst them.

        
The first few moments of surprise over, the men simultaneously put the question, “Where is Smart?”

        
But my tongue refused to speak; and the men, putting their own construction on my silence, began to manifest fresh symptoms of alarm.

        
Suddenly we were startled by a shout from the edge of the bush, and at the same time Smart emerged, swinging



something round his head, and dancing about in all directions.

        
“I've got him!” he exclaimed. “See the ‘imp of darkness,’ the ‘wild Maori,’ the ‘inhabitant of Purgatory,’ which has frightened the very senses out of eight English sailors!” Then rushing into our midst he held up a large black-plumaged bird.

        
“How did you catch him?” cried everyone at once.

        
“Why, you see,” said Smart, who was evidently not a little elated at his triumph, “You see, I was following close at the captain's heels when he was searching the thick bushes from which the cries had come. When they were repeated close to our ears the second time, I was quite paralyzed; the captain's yell roused me and this noble bird at the same time, for he flew out of the tree right against me, nearly knocking me down. In my fright I grappled him in my arms, and then the whole truth of the mysterious sounds burst plainly on my mind. ‘So 
you are our worthy friend of last night, are you?’ I cried, at the same time knocking his head against a tree, whereupon he gave vent to the very hideous laugh that has startled us so. I quickly despatched him, rushed out of the bush, and here I am.”

        
“And are you shure it was this same bird as made all thim hullaballoos?” inquired Pat, evidently not half satisfied yet.

        
“Yes, I'm certain,” replied the lad.

        
“Thin, good riddance to bad rubbish!” said Pat. “Take that!” giving the bird a kick, “for a dirty ugly spalpeen that ye are!”

        
Cook now announced that supper was ready, and we lost no time in setting-to, our day's hard walking having given us all keen appetites. While regaling ourselves on a first course of fish, cook proceeded to clean and roast the teal



I had shot, and which I had luckily stuck to. These furnished a second most delicious dish; the whole washed down by draughts of good strong hot tea. After the meal was over, each party proceeded to give their day's adventures to the others. Mine and Smart's having been already recorded, it is useless to repeat them; suffice it to say, that my discovery of the deserted hut caused considerable interest.

        
Hunter's narrative of their day's events was of no particular interest; they had discovered no signs of natives, and reported that the appearance of the country beyond the high ridge on the right-hand side of our little camp tallied almost exactly with that I had seen in the opposite direction; the same range after range of steep, densely-wooded heights; the same dark ravines running back to the mountains.

        
Neither had Harry's party made any discoveries of inhabitants; but he reported that, having descended to the beach opposite where the schooner was wrecked, they found the shore strewn with numerous remains of herself and her stores; the wreck itself had entirely disappeared. Amongst other things, they picked up a small barrel of gunpowder, and in a seaman's chest washed ashore they found, besides a lot of clothes, a rifle taken to pieces, together with a supply of cartridges. These things, together with the gunpowder, though slightly damaged by the water, were yet of considerable value to us, and had been divided between Harry and Maroney and brought home; the powder having been previously removed from the keg, and tied up in two pieces of sail-cloth found on the beach. The chest was identified as having belonged to poor Macpherson. It was not without considerable difficulty and toil that the two managed to transport their additional burdens over the steep ridge to the camp; but they succeeded at last, and earned the 
well-



deserved thanks and commendations bestowed upon them by their companions.

        
“And now once again, boys,” I said, when all the day's events had been told, “once again and finally let us decide the important question of our future movements.”

        
While we had been talking, heavy clouds had begun to gather above and around us; the wind moaned through the trees, and came in gusts down the ravine. Hardly had I finished my sentence when heavy drops of rain began to fall. Everyone immediately sprang to his feet, and the few articles that were scattered round the fire were hastily conveyed under cover, and we all hurried under the shelter of the tent. In a few minutes afterwards the wind had risen to a perfect hurricane, the rain falling in torrents.

        
Luckily we were well protected from the violence of the former by the high hills surrounding us and the bush behind the tent; but the rain very soon flooded the small level space in front and at the sides of us, and by the morning the water was some inches deep.

        
This gale decided the men to give up any idea of starting southwards until after the winter; and as the spot we were then camped on was evidently unsuited, on account of its low-lying position, for a permanent abode during the rainy season, it was agreed that we should migrate to the borders of the lake further up the ravine, and there erect a more substantial dwelling than the tent would be.
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Chapter VIII. 

We Erect a Habitation—Winter Quarters on the Lake Shore.

        

Next day the rain ceased, and we determined to lose no time in removing all our goods, tent, etc., up to the lake, and select a place to build a hut.

        
It took us some days to transport everything; but eventually we had all our worldly possessions stowed away under cover of the tent, which had been pitched under some high trees, about twenty yards from the right shore of the lake. Here we decided to erect the hut also, and lost no time in setting to work upon it. While some of us selected and cut suitable timber, others removed it to the appointed site, where a third party, under the direction of Harry, shaped the logs and planted them in the ground to form the sides and ends of the building.

        
A short description of the hut we were putting up will not here be amiss. First, we traced the outlines of its walls on the ground by digging a narrow trench. It was to be about thirty feet long by fifteen in width, and to consist of two apartments—the inner to be used as a sleeping-room; the outer as a dining room, kitchen, and for all general purposes. Next we planted upright logs, of about ten feet in



length, side by side in the track above alluded to, leaving a, narrow entrance for a door. Along the tops of the logs we nailed slabs, which, being also joined to one another at the four corners, kept the uprights in a firm position. To strengthen the walls we nailed additional beams along the logs, at about four feet from the ground inside the hut. The roof was composed of strong rafters, fastened by nails and wooden pegs to a ridge-pole; the whole securely thatched with the same long grass that I had noticed in the deserted native hut, and which we found growing in some marshy ground near the lake.

        
We had fortunately brought a stock of nails from the schooner, otherwise we should have had a great deal of extra trouble, boring holes for wooden pegs, which, as it was, we had to do in some cases.

        
To make the hut warm and tight we filled up the interstices between the logs with stiff clay mixed with grass. We also managed to erect a rough chimney with slabs and clay. In the outer, or general room, we put up a rude table, with seats round it, and embellished the apartment in every way possible to ensure comfort.

        
In the inner or sleeping apartment we put up bunks all round the walls, one for each of the party, and the floors of both rooms we first covered with logs, and over the whole strewed a plentiful supply of fern, dry grass, and moss, to keep us off the damp ground.

        
All round the outside of the hut, and close to its walls, we dug a ditch to carry off the water to the lake, and keep it from lying in the vicinity.

        
The only thing that inconvenienced us was the want of glass windows. True, we had left two small square holes in the walls of each room, into each of which we had fitted a rough shutter, but we could only open them in fine weather,



and in wet we were left quite in darkness inside. The outer door, which was in the large general apartment, we could also only open in fine weather for a similar reason. However, we were very comfortable in our way, and everyone seemed satisfied and in good spirits.

        
It must not be supposed that the hut was erected, and other necessary preparations made for the winter, in a day. It cost us fully a month's hard labor before everything was ready.

        
As we did not know but what the numerous kinds of waterfowl on the lake might migrate to milder parts during the winter, we thought it best to lay in a stock of them at once; and either Harry, myself, or one of the men, sometimes all of us, would start early in the morning, not only to shoot waterfowl, but also pigeons and several kinds of parrots which abounded in the bush about us, and it was rarely we returned without full game-bags. Amongst other birds, we killed numerous woodhens, which yielded us a large supply of oil and fat. This, during the winter, we found of great service, as we managed to make rough lamps with it and some cotton-yarn.—It was not till some years after, when living in Canterbury, that I found out the names of 
all the birds and trees which we found in the vicinity and neighborhood of our hut; but to save confusion I will give them their proper names, though I have only learnt them since. The ducks and pigeons we preserved by first roasting them, and then putting them in rough barrels, or rather boxes, and pouring boiling fat over them. When thus packed they would keep for months.

        
We hollowed out a good-sized tree, and made an attempt at a canoe with it. It served well enough, and would carry two of us on the lake when we went duck-shooting. While these various operations were in progress, we did not omit



to explore the locality as much as possible. The small islet with the deserted hut on it had been duly examined by all the party, and the contents of that mysterious abode had been ransacked times without number, but without any further discoveries.

        
And now the stormy weather became more continuous, and less interrupted by fine days, till at last we were almost entirely confined to the hut. We took it in turns to sally outside and collect fresh supplies of wood every day. We lived almost entirely on wild fowl and fish, the former falsifying our expectations of their deserting us, and with the latter the lake was swarming. Two kinds especially were numerous—namely, a kind of eel, very short and thick, and a species of trout, which was very good eating indeed. Besides these, we occasionally had a little variation in the way of salt beef and pork. As for vegetables, with the exception of a kind of cabbage, which was rather bitter to the taste, and the large leaves of a species of shrub, which, when boiled, tasted not unlike celery, we had none. The bags of Indian corn and wheat we had saved from the wreck were never touched.

        
We amused ourselves as best we could—by telling yarns, exchanging our respective histories, and in general conversation. The only books which we possessed were two found in the seaman's chest picked up on the beach; one a copy of “Gulliver's Travels,” and the other a “Guide to Knowledge”—a very useful book in its way, no doubt, but not likely to benefit us in our present situation. “Gulliver's Travels” were read and re-read aloud several times, and many were the remarks and conjectures passed on that wonderful book.

        
Young Smart had managed to capture two large parrots alive, and Pat had got hold of a young “laughing-jackass,”



as we called them now, birds similar to the one which startled us so, soon after landing, by its extraordinary cries at night. Pat's great delight was to make this bird of his laugh and scream, and repeat its unearthly cries all day long. When he first caught it and brought it home, it used to commence after we had all turned in to sleep, till at last it was voted by common consent, Pat excepted, that unless he found some means of making “Rory,” as he called him, confine his noise to the day, the bird must either be banished from our community or put into the pot to atone for his sins. Pat promised the offence should not occur again, and that night tied up Rory's mouth, or rather beak, which effectively prevented him from crying out.

        
Smart, assisted by the men, managed to get his two parrots to chatter a few words and short sentences, and, amongst others, taught them to malign poor Rory. “Jackass! Rory, Rory, Rory,” one would scream; “Black sweep, sweep, sweep!” yelled the other. Then both at once would abuse poor Rory at the highest pitch of their voices. Nor was it only the bird that got thus abused; its master's name was very frequently also mixed up with Rory's in no very complimentary terms.

        
One morning, on coming in after taking a look outside, I was greatly amused.

        
“Rory—black jackass!” screamed Parrot No. 1.

        
“I'll break your blessed nut for ye,” said Pat, shaking his fist at the offending parrot.

        
“Pat! Pat! Pat!—black sweep Pat;” from Parrot No. 2.

        
“Hould yer tongue, I tell ye, ye foul-mouthed blaguard ye!” sang out Pat.

        
“Pat, Rory, jackass, black sweep! Pretty Poll!” answered both parrots at once. Nor were there wanting



other epithets stronger still, and hardly fitted for ears polite.

        
“Rory, don't you take any notice of sich unmannerly spalpeens as thim two,” said Pat to the object of all this vituperation. “Right glad I am to see ye houlding no conversation with them at all; it does grate credit to yer bringing up, darlint.”

        
Rory all this time was quietly perched on a forked stick which his master had stuck into the floor for him, and seemed equally indifferent to the calumniations of his enemies and the praise of his friends. The parrots were just beginning at him again, when he burst out into a regular guffaw, followed by the usual ear-rending shrieks, etc., which so astonished his tormentors, that for the space of nearly half an hour they could do nothing but stare first at him and then at us, as if asking us for an explanation of such an uproar. At last one of them gave vent to the singularly concise expression—

        
“Golly!”

        
“Oh, golly!” repeated No. 2.

        
“Ye see, ye ugly varmints, the gintleman sated yonder only laughs at yer low-bred insinuations.”

        
“Very good reason why, Pat,” said Smart, “he knows they tell the truth, and tries to laugh it off.”

        
“An' do ye mane to say that Rory could not talk as well as your addle-headed cockatoo?” said Moroney indigdignantly, “Don't yer see as how he's dressed in respectable black clothes? an' shure he would'nt disgrace his calling by stooping to spake to sich low-bred birds as thim. Nary a bit of it; if he cannot git gintlemen to talk to, divil a spake ye'll hear from him;” after saying which he deliberately turned his back and began whistling—

        

          

            
“St. Pathrick was a gintleman,


            
And came from dacent people.”
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Chapter IX. 

Winter Weather and Irksome Waiting—Boat-Building—Seal-Hunting.

        

We had now been over six weeks ashore on this coast.

        
The winter had fairly set in. Occasionally we had a fine day, but very rarely indeed. As a rule, if it wasn't raining it was drizzling; if it was neither raining nor drizzling, it was hailing; if it was none of the three, it was snowing, and very often all four at one and the same time.

        
The lake rose higher and higher, until at last it was within a few yards of the hut door. As, however, we were situated on a rising ground, we felt very little anxiety on that account.

        
During all this time we had not forgotten the projected building of a boat to carry us to the settlements when the fine weather returned. Accordingly, when everything was made snug and comfortable in the hut, we employed part of



our time in cutting planks and other timber necessary for that purpose, and which we were able to work at inside the hut to a great extent. Thus, on fine days it was only necessary for us to bring in straight pieces of wood of different sizes and lengths, so that all we should have to do when the time came would be to transport the pieces to the beach of the bay below us, and there put them together.

        
One day, it having been tolerably fine, two of the men, Spanish Joe and Smith, started down for a ramble to the site of our old camp at the head of the bay, and returned in the evening with the report that they had observed numerous seals and sea-lions on the rocks and swimming about, the stormy weather having no doubt driven them in for shelter. As their skins would be of no little value to us, and would fetch a high price at the settlements, we determined to undertake an expedition against them at as early an opportunity as possible, and procure as many skins as we could. A fortnight, however, elapsed before we were able to carry out this object. The heavy rains which prevailed during this time, though they prevented us descending to the beach, did not deter us from fashioning rude harpoons and other instruments necessary to wage war against the seals. What caused us most trouble was the want of rope for lines, but we managed to manufacture a tolerable substitute with native flax, of which we found great quantities growing in our neighborhood. Everything was at length ready for our expedition—knives had been sharpened and heavy clubs made, with which, together with our harpoons, two fowling-pieces, and the rifle found in the seaman's chest, we hoped to spread dire destruction amongst the unoffending seals.

        
The morning arrived at last, when the cook, who had risen as usual at daybreak, woke us with the announcement that there was every prospect of a fine day. This joyful



news was hailed with every demonstration of delight by all the party, and had the effect of turning everyone out of bed in a twinkling. The excitement grew still higher when the sun rose in all his glory above the mountains behind us, promising us a lovely day.

        
After a hurried breakfast, everyone, except the cook, armed himself with his especial weapon; and when all was ready, off we started downwards. On our way we noticed huge trees which had been uprooted and washed away by the torrent. In some places they formed natural bridges across it; in others they formed dams, blocking up the stream until it had flooded its banks for yards on each side, and then rushed over its impediments in waterfalls. When we reached the site of our first camp, we found the small flat covered with 
debris brought down by the floods.

        
On arriving within view of the bay, our hearts were gladdened with the sight of great numbers of seals and sealions basking on the rocks which formed the shores on each side, or swimming about in the water.

        
“Oh! for a boat!” was the general exclamation, but that not being procurable just at present, we were obliged to do without it, and conduct our warfare on shore only.

        
Dividing into two parties, one under Harry's leadership, the other under mine, we began very cautiously to approach the animals, Harry taking the left side of the bay, and I the right. It was no easy matter to make our way along the slippery rocks or through the thick underwood without alarming the seals; but at last we found ourselves within a few yards of a group which, evidently asleep, lay basking in the sun on a smooth flat rock. Rushing amongst them, the men began striking right and left, each selecting a separate victim. Peter Smith with the rifle, and I with my fowling-piece, easily knocked a couple over without a



struggle; not so with Joe and Moroney. The former, after some manœuvring, managed to put his victim 
hors de combat, and turned his attention to another; but Moroney, after dealing a tremendous brute some fearful blows on the head with his club, and making no impression on it, seized a harpoon and buried it almost up to the socket in its body. The seal then commenced making for the water, and Pat, not being able to hold it by means of the harpoon, placed himself between it and the sea, and began belaboring it across the snout and head with his club. The seal made at him with open mouth, causing Pat to slip, and the next thing we saw was him and the seal disappearing together over the edge of the rock.

        
I had just despatched a second animal as it was nearing the water, and on seeing what had occurred to Pat, I seized the flax rope attached to the harpoon, which was still sticking in the seal, and made fast the end round a tree close by. I then returned to the edge of the rock in time to see Pat's red poll appear above water. Knowing him to be a good swimmer, I paid no attention to him, but began hauling at the seal, which, having risen to the surface, was plunging and struggling about a few yards from the shore. Finding it could not free itself, it turned its attention to Pat, who had just reached the rock underneath me, and was proceeding to climb out. Rushing at him with open jaws, it was evidently determined to wreak summary vengeance on him for the pain he had caused it. Fortunately, however, he managed to clamber up the rock out of its way before it could reach him. The seal, finding Pat had escaped it, turned upon one of its fellows which had risen close by, and they began a most terrible fight. Soon the wounded one became exhausted from loss of blood, and we had then no difficulty in pulling it close up to the rocks and despatching it.

        


        
We harpooned two others in the water, and finished them off in a like manner; after which, the remainder having all disappeared, we proceeded to reckon up our slain, and found we had killed nine large seals.

        
After a short rest we began the work of skinning them, a not very pleasant job. Having finished this, we stretched the skins out to dry on the rocks, placing heavy stones along their edges to keep them from shrinking. It being still early, we lighted a fire and roasted a duck which we had shot just before leaving the hut. This, with a biscuit each, formed a very acceptable repast, to which we did full justice. While thus engaged, we heard a “cooey” from the opposite shore, and on turning our attention in that direction we saw our comrades busy at work with their prey.

        
“How many have you got?” sang out Harry.

        
“Nine!” I answered. “How many have you?”

        
“Six!” he replied.

        
Fifteen seals—not a bad day's work—and if the weather continued fine, we intended having some more battles with the grim monsters.

        
About an hour before sundown we rolled up the seal-skins, and hung them up to the branches of a tree, intending, when we had procured a good number, to build a raft and convey them to the head of the bay.

        
We rejoined our comrades where we had parted, and lost no time in making our way up to the hut. We found Swabs waiting for us, with a savory supper spread on the table. After a good wash we all sat down, and proceeded to make sad havoc with the roast ducks and boiled fish, which our good cook had served up to perfection. After a short discussion of the day's adventures and future occupations, we retired to our respective couches, and were soon in the land of Nod.

        


        
For several days after this we continued to make raids upon the seals, until at last we had collected over a hundred skins. These we had brought, by the means of a small raft, up to the head of the bay, where we cured them as far as lay in our power.

        
It is most likely we should have kept up seal-hunting until there was not an animal of the species left in the bay, had not our expeditions been put a summary stop to by the recommencing of stormy weather, which drove us to seek amusement and adventure as best we could inside our hut, having first erected a rough cover near the beach, under which we placed the skins.

        
Once again the rain came down in a steady pour, without intermission, day after day and week after week, until we wondered we were not washed into the sea. But however hard it rained the lake never came within some yards of our hut.

        
All this dreary time it was tedious enough to us having to remain so much indoors. I believe we should have died from sheer 
ennui if it had not been for Pat's “jackass” and Smart's parrots, which were an unfailing source of amusement to us.

        
Pat had never been able to teach his bird to say a word, but the parrots did nothing but chatter, partly intelligible and a great deal of unintelligible nonsense all day long.

        
“Swabs! Swabs! Breakfast, breakfast!” was heard the first thing in the morning from one or other of them, usually eliciting a not very polite but expressive response from the cook.

        
“Oh! Swabs! Swabs! Naughty Swabs! Swabs! Black sweep, sweep, sweep!” and other choice sentences issued from the birds' beaks. Almost everything, however, they said, or rather chattered, was an objurgation against

        


        
“Rory” or his master. Sometimes the two parrots would quarrel with each other, and then the language was something extraordinary.

        
One morning the cook having given one of them a larger piece of biscuit than he gave the other, Parrot No. 1, who had the small share, after examining each piece with a critical eye, turned away from its own with a most disgusted and injured air. Flying on to Smart's shoulder, it yelled out—

        
“Swabs! Swabs! Black jackass! Swabs!”

        
Parrot No. 2 having finished his own piece of biscuit, now began on Parrot No. 1's piece, which, the latter seeing, flew at the former in a fearful rage, took the biscuit away, and called No. 2 all the names in his extensive vocabulary, rattling out one after the other with a glibness and emphasis that would have done credit to the neighborhood of Billingsgate; after which, perching itself again on its master's shoulder, he kept muttering—

        
“No you don't! You don't! No! no! no! Not if I know it! Black sweep! sweep! sweep!” And then, as if lauding up its own high knowledge of respectability, it sang out, “Pretty Poll! Pretty Poll! Gentleman Poll!”—all the while ruffling its feathers up and looking the picture of integrity.

        
To tell the truth I never saw two birds who could say as much as these two; and as for laughing, why they put poor “Rory's” nose quite out of joint at last.
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Chapter X. 

A Reconnoitre and a Discovery—A Cavern of Wonders—an Assembly of the Dead.

        

One afternoon, Harry and I being no longer able to stick inside, determined to take a good long walk up the hill at the back of the hut.

        
When we started it was raining as hard as ever, but we did not care for a wet skin if we could stretch our legs. It was slippery work scaling the steep sides of the ridge up which we had made up our minds to go. The ground was thoroughly saturated with water, and small rivulets, in some cases grown into torrents, tumbled down the hill-sides; but with the help of the trees and bushes which grew everywhere, we managed to make some progress.

        
After some time spent in this way, we reached the foot of a small steep cliff, whose face was thickly overgrown with creeping plants.

        
“Here goes for a swarm up,” exclaimed Harry; and suiting the action to the word, he began climbing by the help of the network of hanging plants, while I quietly stood



at the bottom “to pick up his pieces,” as I expected every moment to see him come down by the run. He had reached a small projecting ledge about half way up, when he sang out—

        
“I say, Dick, there's a tarnation big hole of some sort here—looks like a cave. I'm going to explore it.”

        
“Hold on!” I shouted. “Wait till I come up, and we'll do it together.”

        
“Right you are, my boy!” replied he; “I'll wait and see how you get on.”

        
Seizing hold of the strongest creepers I could reach, I started to work myself up; but I soon found out I had reckoned without my host, for I began to feel my strength giving way before I had got half way up to where Harry was quietly sitting watching me.

        
“Hard work, old fellow, isn't it?” he remarked. “Better wait till I descend again, ready to pick up 
your pieces. You're not as 
young as you used to be, my boy,” and such like expressions, which, however, I scarcely heeded, as all my time was taken up with my position. I was about to give it up as a bad job, and, despite Harry's sarcasms, descend to the ground, when I found a rest for my foot on a small projection of the rock. This enabled me to recover my breath, and in a few seconds I was beside Harry on the ledge.

        
In front of us was an irregular hole in the face of the cliff, about two feet wide and three in height, and which seemed to extend some distance inwards.

        
“What's the good of entering it?” I asked. “It's too dark to see anything without a light of some sort.”

        
“Well, I've got one match left, if we can manufacture a torch of some description,” replied Harry.

        
“A very easy thing to do,” I remarked; “the wood



and brush hereabouts is so 
very dry, isn't it?”

        
“Many a true word spoken in jest,” exclaimed Harry, as he discovered some dead creepers just inside the mouth of the cave. They were tolerably dry, and we agreed to try and make a torch out of them. Collecting the driest we could find, and making them into two branches, we managed, by taking every precaution, to light one of them with our last match, which was probably also the last one in our possession.

        
The torch burnt freely; so seizing it and holding it in front of me, I proceeded, followed closely by Harry, to crawl into the cave.

        
After making our way on our hands and knees for about ten feet, the cave widened and rose in height, so that we could stand up and look about us. We found we were in a small and almost circular chamber, about four yards in diameter. The floor was covered with fine white dry sand. On further examination, we found a branch of the cave running off this one to the left.

        
“Shall we go on any further?” we asked one another, and answered in the affirmative.

        
We had another crawl of a few yards into the branch cave, when we found ourselves in a much larger and higher space than that we had left. But what was our delight and admiration in discovering that the roof of the cave was one mass of glittering crystals, which reflected the light of our torch from every direction until we were thoroughly dazzled! For some minutes neither of us spoke, but as our eyes grew accustomed to the glare, which seemed like thousands of torches reflected from as many diamonds, our tongues found utterance, but we had not words to express our feelings of admiration.

        
“In the name of all that's good, where have we come



to?” I exclaimed. “We must have lit upon the much-abused Fairy Land at last!”

        
“Isn't it wonderful?” cried Harry. “Just look at all the splendid colors from those hanging masses!”

        
But we were suddenly brought to a sense of worldly affairs by the flickering of our torch, which was on the point of expiring. We lit the second, and at the same time, as we doubted very much whether, despite their beauties, the crystals would shine by their own light, and our torch would hardly last long enough to show us our way out of the cave, we were reluctantly forced to abandon any idea of a further examination and exploration of this wonderful production of Nature at present, but to make our way out as quickly as we could. Casting one parting glance around us, we began retracing our steps, and in almost less time than it takes to write this, we were once more standing on the ledge outside the mouth of the cave.

        
It was not so difficult to descend the cliff as it was to ascend; and having reached the foot in safety, we began descending the hillside at an alarming pace, utterly regardless of the torrents or anything else that came in our way. We were more like two schoolboys in our excitement and eagerness to convey the news of our discoveries to our companions.

        
It is needless to repeat all their questions and exclamations of astonishment as we proceeded to describe all the beauties of the cavern. Everyone was eager to visit it and see for himself, and it was determined to organize a grand party for the first fine day, and, taking with us a good supply of torches, to thoroughly explore the cave.

        
The two following days it was so stormy that no one thought of venturing out; but the third turned out tolerably fine, and immediately after breakfast we provided ourselves



with a large number of torches, and the whole party, Swabs included, started under our guidance for the cave. We took with us a flax rope, which we intended the best and most active amongst us should first fasten upon the ledge, so as to facilitate the climbing operations of the rest. On arriving at the foot of the cliff, Harry having volunteered to carry the rope up and secure it as firmly as possible, he lost no time in repeating his feat of a few days before, and managed to fix one end of the line to a jutting corner of the rock. This done, we began one by one to ascend, and by the help of the rope we were soon all standing or crouching at the mouth of the cave.

        
A couple of torches were now lighted by the tedious operation of flint and steel, for we had exhausted our stock of matches. Harry and I took one each, and began crawling into the cave. On emerging into the first apartment, we halted until all the party had joined us before advancing any further. After a cursory examination of this chamber, we led the way into the second and magnificent one. All the men were as much if not more astonished than we ourselves had been on our first view of its beauties.

        
“Shure! thim's raal dimonds and jewels we see glistening so foinely, aint they captain?” exclaimed Moroney.

        
“No, Pat; they are called stalactites, and I imagine must be formed of some kind of saline matter.” So saying I picked up one of the pieces of crystal which had fallen to the floor, and found, on tasting it, that it had a saltish flavor. I had no doubt then that it was a sort of rock salt.

        
The cavern seemed to extend in front of us to a great distance, and we determined to explore it further. As we advanced, the floor became damp, and drops of water kept falling from the icicles hanging from the roof. The beauties of the cave seemed to increase as we proceeded.

        


        
When we had penetrated about twenty or thirty yards further, we were suddenly brought up by a yawning chasm which extended right across the cave. On peering over its edge we could see no bottom, but at a great depth below we could hear the rushing of water. The chasm was about ten yards wide in front of us, but narrowed as it descended, and the cavern seemed to continue for some distance on the opposite side.

        
We were about turning to retrace our steps when one of the men sang out that he had discovered another cave branching off on our right. We hastened to where he was standing, and sure enough behind a corner of the rocky wall, there seemed to be an opening of some extent. We had to repeat our crawling manœeuvres for a few yards, when we emerged into a third and much larger division of the cavern than either of the two preceding ones.

        
On holding our torches aloft, our eyes rested on a spectacle that made us recoil with horror, and sent the blood curdling back in our veins. All along one side of the apartment and directly facing us were rows upon rows of grinning skeletons. They were all placed in the same position, viz., on their haunches; their knees were drawn up to their chins, and their arms were hanging loosely at their sides. Ugh! the remembrance of that ghastly crew makes me shiver still. It was some time before any of us recovered sufficiently to remove our eyes from them.

        
Rows of grinning skeletons, did I say? This will hardly express my full meaning. Say rather a vast charnel-house, extending into the dark depths of the cavern—as far as the light of our torches glanced we could see the same grim lines of the dead.

        
On recovering ourselves somewhat our tongues became loosened, and numerous were the exclamations of horror and



surprise, coupled with which might be noticed an under-current akin to dread. The atmosphere of itself was quite sufficient to give a man the shivers; we felt as if we were under the influence of a dreadful nightmare. By degrees our feelings of curiosity asserted themselves, and we began to examine the skeletons, and other extraordinary signs of the place.

        
Some of the remains must have been there for ages, for on being touched they crumbled away to dust; others were more recent, and the bones hung together by dried skin and sinews. One, near the front, seemed as if it had only been placed there comparatively lately, for it still retained a strong offensive odour. No doubt the exceeding dryness of the air in this branch of the cave assisted in preserving these remains. By the side of some of them were curiously carved implements; in one place we found greenstone and slate hatchets, sharpened to a very fine edge; here we observed long spears of a very hard wood, also clubs of the same substance; and there we discovered a long pole, attached to one end of which was some sort of cloth, dyed several colors, and probably used as a kind of flag or banner.

        
On the walls of the cave numerous designs, not without some artistic skill, were portrayed. One represented two men fighting, one with a club, the other with a hatchet; another represented a huge bird with a spear through it; besides which there were various groups of characters of which we could make nothing. It was, however, now time to think of returning, as our torches were about exhausted; so putting off further examination to a future day, we retraced our steps, and by dark were once again in the hut.
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Chapter XI. 

Preparations for Departure—A Farewell Visit to the Cave.

        

After another month or so had passed the stormy weather showed signs of coming to an end: fine days became mo e frequent, the gales lessened in fury, till at last the winter fairly glided away; the sun rose morning after morning unobscured, save occasionally by light fleecy clouds, and the lake fell to its summer level. Once again we all emerged from our winter quarters—and only those who have been similarly situated and shut up for long months, can appreciate our light hearts and buoyant spirits on being once again able to bask in the sun's rays. Ye inhabitants of sunny climes, who complain of the heat and everlasting brightness of day; pay a visit to this part of the world, and be a hermit for one winter, then perhaps ye will realise the blessings of sunshine. Is thee not some powerful magnetism from the sun which acts upon our spirits? Do we ever feel half so joyous and happy on dark gloomy days as we do on those when all is bright and clear? Are not our spirits rather like a thermometer, on which the sun acts, and whose rise and fall is mainly due to the all-powerful king of day, though at times acted upon by other ulterior causes?—But to return to my narrative.

        


        
Had anyone from outside our little community been suddenly transported to the borders of the lake on this particular morning, he would most assuredly have come to the conclusion that he had alighted upon a batch of escaped lunatics. We jumped, we yelled, we shouted and laughed, we raced, wrestled, and altogether cut the the most outrageous and ludicrous capers that ever human beings did! We felt that our hearts would burst with joy, or that we should go off into the feminine refuge for the oppressed—“high-strikes”—unless we gave vent to our bottled-up spirits. Nothing so serious however occurred, which was fortunate, considering we had no ladies' arms to fall into, or smelling salts to apply; the most probable cure that would have been applied was a ducking in the lake: and allow me here to offer this remedy for fainting, “high-strikes,” and all such maladies, “prevention is better than cure,” and I have no doubt the very thought of a sudden sousing would effectually keep these dreadful disorders at a respectful distance. By degrees we quietened down to our usual manly gravity of mind and body, and began to turn our attention to future proceedings.

        
First it was decided we should convey the different portions of our boat, which had been shaped during the winter, down to the beach, where we would put them together. Prior to doing this, however, it was thought best to make a trip down unencumbered with any loads, and clear a track to the site of our projected dockyard, and so make the transport less difficult.

        
“Let's be off at once, then,” sang out one of the men; “the sooner we get out of this place the better.” “Agreed,” cried we all, and after supplying ourselves with what hatchets we possessed, we started. Finding no serious difficulties in making a tolerable track, we soon arrived at the beach.

        


        
The small level space on which our tent had formerly stood was covered with driftwood, mud, and stones, by the overflowing of the creek in the wet weather. The water had now returned to its legitimate bounds, and we began clearing away some of the 
debris to form sites for our tent and boat-building establishment, as we intended living in the former until our work was completed. By night the spot was looking pretty respectable and clean; and we returned to the hut.

        
Next morning we commenced transporting the tent, and all our worldly possessions, including the materials for our boat, down to the bay; and succeeded in getting everything on the spot by dark.

        
Our tent was re-erected on its old site, and things made comfortable for the remaining short period which we fondly hoped would see us ready to bid good-bye to this inhospitable shore.

        
Man proposes but God disposes. Our boat rapidly assumed form; every day some of us were working at it.

        
One day I was strolling along the beach to the left of the camp, with my gun on my shoulder, intending to try and shoot some ducks for supper, when, wedged into a erevice of the rocks, I discovered a broken iron harpoon. Knowing that it had not belonged to our party, I came to the conclusion that we were not the first Europeans who had visited this spot. On returning I informed my companions of my surmises, and they came to the same decision.

        
Another three weeks passed, and our boat was ready. Some of the party proposed our making a farewell visit to the hut, the lake, and the caves, before starting on our voyage to the settlements; so one morning—we were to bid good-bye for ever to the bay on the following day—we started upwards to the lake; leaving “Swabs” and Smith to take



care of the camp. We found the hut just as we had left it; and after carving our names on a rough board which we nailed up inside, we fastened the door and proceeded on to the cave. Arrived there, we lighted our torches, which we had brought for the purpose, and entered. After a cursory examination of the first portions, we emerged into the burial vault, which we determined to search and investigate thoroughly. We found it extended a distance about two hundred yards in depth, by from twenty to thirty in width, and twenty feet in height.

        
At the far end, however, we found a small passage leading onwards, and on exploring it we discovered it was a second outlet or entrance to the caves; but instead of debouching on the ledge of the rock before referred to, it came out some distance to the right; the mouth being so covered with fern and scrub that it would have never been noticed from the outside. From this opening we emerged, bringing away with us several hatchets and spears, also the flag, as curiosities. We then began retracing our steps down the mountain side.

        
On the way we discussed the probable race of beings who had made the cave their burial ground. Smart, to whom we always referred on these matters, informed us that he was not aware of there ever having been any large population on this coast; it was always supposed to be inhabited solely by a few wandering parties of natives driven from the east side of the island by the present Maori race. He said the implements we had found corresponded to a certain extent with those used by the Maoris; but that the latter had never lived on this coast at all; being confined to the north island, and the north and east and southern parts of the south island. None of us being well up in traditionary lore, we gave up further attempts to solve the problem as a bad job.
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Chapter XII. 

An Unexpected Encounter—A Prisoner of War—We Lose a Comrade.

        

We stayed no time at the hut, but after giving it a parting cheer, continued our journey to the beach. We had reached within a short distance of the camp, when Smart, who was some distance ahead, suddenly came rushing back, exclaiming that there were a lot of savages about the tent and boat; but that he had not seen anything of Swabs and Smith. I ordered the rest of my party to wait where they were while I went forward to reconnoitre. Arrived at the edge of the bush which came close up to the tent, I parted the leaves and looked through. There a sight met my eyes which I will never forget to my dying day.

        
Scattered about the open space were about forty natives, of whom about half were women an children. Drawn up on the beach were two large canoes, while our boat, containing all the seal-skins, was floating some distance out in the bay, having evidently been launched by the natives and set adrift.

        
But my attention was next drawn to a group of men who were standing in a circle by themseles. An object in



their midst, of which I could gain but an imperfect view, was, I doubted not, one of our two comrades. Was he alive or dead? and where was his companion?

        
There was clearly no time to be lost, so hurrying back to my party, I told them what I had seen, adding that if we were to save our comrades we must set about it at once, Luckily Harry and I had each our fowling-pieces, and Hunter was armed with the rifle.

        
Advancing cautiously to the edge of the bush, we prepared for an onslaught. Smart, Spanish Joe and Moloney were each armed with one of the hatchets or clubs we had brought from the cave.

        
“Harry and Hunter,” I whispered, “you reserve your fire till close upon them. I will fire now, and it may paralyse them for a time; immediately I have done so, all follow me.”

        
At this moment the small party of natives in the centre separated, and we saw but too clearly that our worst fears were realized. There lay Smith with his head completely smashed to a pulp; while some of the natives as they passed would deal him a blow with their hatchets; which were the only weapons we could observe in their possession.

        
Hardly had our eyes rested on our murdered shipmate, than I fired, and with a wild rush we were upon the wretches. They seemed quite stupid for a few moments, and then turned tail and rushed to their canoes. Women and children were forced on board, and in less time than it takes to relate, they were out of our reach—not, however, without leaving three of their companions either dead or nearly so behind them. We fired several parting shots, which took effect more than once; and then turned to the scene immediately around us. Our first consideration was to try and find what had become of Swabs. After a great deal of searching in the bush we



discovered him concealed not far from the camp with a severe cut across the back of his head, and in a condition of insensibility. We carried him to the tent, which had not been disturbed, and proceeded to see if there was any life left in him. After bathing his head with water, and pouring a little down his throat, he began to show faint signs of vitality; after further attention, he at last heaved a deep sign, his eyes partly opened, and he faintly muttered some incoherent sentences.

        
In the meantime two of our party had carried poor Smith's body into the tent, and wrapped it up in an old sailcloth. On second thoughts we considered it better to remove it outside again, so that it might not catch Swabs' eye and tend to retard his return to full consciousness. When at last he was able to speak, it was only in broken sentences, and we made him lie quiet for the present. We gathered enough from him however to understand how the attack had been made.

        
From his broken remarks we learned that we had not been very long absent, when, feeling sleepy, he went under the shadow of the bushes to have a nap, leaving Smith sitting by the beach, and soon fell fast asleep. He was awakened by a loud cry, and the first thing he saw was Smith surrounded by natives, who were brandishing their tomahawks over his head. He rose and was hastening to his comrade's assistance, when he was observed by the savages, a number of whom at once rushed at him, where-upon he turned and fled into the bush, intending to try and find us. He had run but a few yards when his foot caught in a “lawyer” and he fell. Before he could rise again a native was upon him, and he remembered nothing further until he found himself lying in the tent. The natives no doubt had left him for dead.

        


        
These were the particulars of the sad affair, which had robbed us of one of our little party, and very nearly of two. Besides which, our boat that had cost us so much trouble and toil, was gone, the natives having picked it up as they paddled out of the bay.

        
Our attention was next drawn to the three savages whom we had left for dead, one of whom at any rate began to show unmistakeable signs of vitality. He first rolled over and then sat up, looking about him with a vacant stare, as if unable to realize his position. When he had got this far we thought it time to take measures to secure him. On approaching him he plainly expected to be killed outright, for he began to yell and tried to rise and escape; but his leg being evidently broken or seriously hurt, he saw it was no use. We bound his arms behind his back so that he could not use them in any way; and then examined his leg. It had been disabled by a blow above the knee, but no bones were broken. I directed one of the men to bathe it with cold water, a task which went against his grain, for he was not particularly tender in his treatment; and kept shaking his fist at the native whenever he attempted to move.

        
The other two were quite dead, so we at once dug a hole some little distance in the bush and buried them. Poor Smith's body we reserved for a more christianlike burial.

        
It being by this time quite dark, we lit a fire and cooked some supper; after which we made Swabs as comfortable as possible for the night; and at the same time brought the wounded native into the tent, where we secured him in a sitting position. We then put out the fire and turned in, leaving one of our party to watch in case the natives should return and try to discover what had become of their companions. Being thoroughly tired out, we soon fell asleep. During the night the guard was relieved several times.

        


        
Next morning the first thing considered was the burial of our murdered comrade. Two of the party proceeded to dig a deep grave behind the tent; while the rest of us wrapped him up as carefully as was possible with the limited means at our command. We then made a rough coffin for him, on the lid of which we cut his name and date of death. In the afternoon we placed him in the coffin and carried him to the grave. I repeated a short prayer over him as he was lowered, which if not eloquent was thoroughly and earnestly sincere; as were the fervent amens which the men uttered when I finished.

        
There was not a dry eye amongst us, rough sailors though we were, as we turned from the mound of fresh earth and the rude headboard on which was cut


[image: Peter Smith,ofScarboro', England, Who was murdered by the natives about October, 1852. Erected by his shipmates.]
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Our hearts felt easier and lighter when this sacred duty had been performed. On returning to the tent we found Swabs sitting up, very nearly himself again; with a little assistance he was able to walk about.
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Chapter XIII. 

We Decide to Cross the Island.—Guided by Potona.—Unexpected Difficulties.

        

We brought the native out of the hut, and Smart tried to question him on different subjects; but his language seemed totally different from the Maori which Smart spoke. He made us understand, however, that his people lived to the northwards; but in what numbers, or why they had attacked our companions, we could not learn.

        
Our prisoner was a fine, well built young fellow, nearly six feet in height, and with a not unpleasant cast of countenance. His features were regular and well cut, lips rather thick; his hair was jet black, and ornamented with several long feathers; while stuck in each of his ears he had a shark's tooth; his dress consisted solely of a kind of cloth wrapper, which he wore round his loins. He seemed very grateful for any kindness that was shown him. His leg soon became so much better that he could walk about, though still very stiff.

        


        
His name we found was “Potona;” at least that was how he pronounced it. He pointed to some of the articles we had brought from the cave, as much as to ask where they came from, and on our pointing up the ravine in its direction he put on such a look of horror and affright that we supposed we must have invaded some sacred spot, or desecrated tabooed ground.

        
Our boat being gone, we held a consultation as to our future course of proceedings, our sanguine hopes of speedy departure having been rudely dissipated.

        
“It seems to me,” said one, “as if we were doomed to remain here all the rest of our lives. This is the second boat we have lost one way or another.”

        
“It's no use building another one,” said a second; “luck's against us. We had better try and strike right across the island to the east side.”

        
“And get lost in the bush, or die of starvation,” I said. “Why, men, do you think you could ever cross those mountains yonder?” pointing to the stupendous snow-capped ranges which rose to a height of thousands of feet behind us.

        
“Shure, and there may be a short cut through thim same, Captin,” said Pat.

        
“A short cut! what do you mean by that, Moroney?” I asked.

        
“Why, between two o' thim big pakes,” answered Pat.

        
“Oh! you mean a pass,” I exclaimed. “Well, as you like, men. Wherever you decide to go, there will I do my best to lead you.”

        
“Thin, be jabers, it will be roight inter the counthry we'll be afther goin',” answered Moroney.

        
“Yes! yes!” cried one and all. “We've had enough of boat-building.”

        


        
Harry said nothing, but from his expression I could see he had as little hope of this plan succeeding as I had.

        
The next few days were spent in catching and smoking a good supply of fish for our journey. Pigeons we had no doubt we could shoot at any time in the bush. We made up all our provisions, including the remainder of the biscuits, tea, and coffee, into parcels for each; these we placed inside our blankets, making for each man a tolerably sized swag. The tent of course we were obliged to leave behind, as also the heavier articles. These we conveyed up into the hut, which we fastened securely. We took with us our three guns, and a large supply of powder, etc. Those who had not got guns carried a hatchet a-piece, while we who had firearms also carried a native tomahawk. Moroney would not leave the native flag behind, saying he would march into the settlements with it flying at our head.

        
When we were ready to start, a discussion arose as to what we should do with Potona: some were for letting him go where we were; others for taking him with us. Pat suggested tying him to a tree and letting him die by inches. This latter proposal was scouted immediately by the rest, for strange to say Potona had made himself so agreeable to us since his captivity, that we had got over our feelings of hatred towards him; and even began to take a liking to the man.

        
“Suppose we put the question to him,” said Harry “and see what he will do?”

        
By dint of signs and a few words of English he had picked up, we made him understand it rested with him to choose whether he would stay where he was or go with us.

        
He seemed to consider for a few moments, and then pointing to the mountains said “Potona go!” then pointing



towards the sea he made signs that he would return after going with us as far as the high ranges.

        
“Well done yez, Pot, me boy!” exclaimed Pat, “shure you're a gintleman afther all, though yer color goes agin yer.” After which he seized Potona's hand, and wrung it until the tears came into the native's eyes. Seeing we all looked so pleased at his answer, Potona proceeded to shake hands all round.

        
“He may know of some pass, perhaps,” remarked Harry; “and if so will be invaluable to us.”

        
We tried to question him on this point; but he only shook his head; whether meaning he did not understand us, or knew of no pass, we did not then comprehend.

        
Regarding our projected route, we determined to continue up the spur on the right of us as far as possible, and trust to chance afterwards to find us some way of crossing the mountains.

        
It was hardly daylight one fine morning when we started on our perilous journey. We first struck up the ravine on the right until we reached the top of the ridge.

        
On the way up we passed near the caves, which we pointed out to Potona, at the same time drawing his attention to the flag and tomahawks we had brought away.

        
He seemed very frightened and hurried onwards, exclaiming “Toroa! Toroa! Tupo.” We found out afterwards that he meant spirits dwelt there. But further of this hereafter.

        
Just as we reached the summit of the ridge, the sun rose in all his glory over the snow-clad peaks in the east; promising us a fine day for our start.

        
It must here be mentioned that neither Smart nor Moroney would part with their respective pets, the two parrots and laughing jackass. They tied them to their



swags by the legs; so that they could not escape; and I must say the poor birds exhibited a great degree of patience during their enforced painful position.

        
Our project of crossing the mountains immediately after winter, when the snow must be deeper than usual and the rivers flooded, may appear an almost an incredible act of folly—but it must be remembered that we did not know how far we should have to travel, nor how long we should take about it; and we wanted to have as much time as possible at our disposal to search the ranges thoroughly for an easy and practicable route over or between them. We had duly weighed and calculated every chance for and against us, and it was after the fullest consideration that we decided to start when we did.

        
Upwards we toiled, higher and higher, keeping along the top of the ridge; sometimes it was tolerably clear, at others we had to scramble over rough masses of rock, and again had great difficulty in forcing our way through dense scrub or underwood. We travelled about eight miles that day and camped at night in a small hollow by the side of a spring. We lighted a fire, roasted some pigeons we had shot, which, washed down with a pannikin of hot tea, formed our repast.

        
Pat and Smart released their respective pets, and right glad the poor birds seemed to be able to stretch their legs.

        
We then rolled ourselves up in our blankets, one having been given to Potona, and after replenishing the fire to keep our feet warm, we sought much-needed and welcome repose.

        
For several days we continued up the same route, till one evening we came to where the ridge turned abruptly to the right and seemed to run parallel with the mountains for a long distance. In front of us was a wide and deep valley



or gorge, some ten miles wide; the bottom apparently quite level, and covered with dense forest. In the centre of the valley we could see a considerable river winding along.

        
This state of the country was more than we had bargained for; having made sure that the ridges ran straight back till they joined the mountains. We camped where we were for the night, and in the morning held a consultation as to our future best line of travel—whether we should continue along the top of the spur, or striking down into the valley, try to cross the river and ascend the opposite mountain side. Another discovery we made here was that behind the snowclad peaks, which had been visible from the hut, there was another far higher chain of mountains.

        
Truly the prospect looked hopeless; but now we had come so far, we would not turn back. Better for some of us if we had!

        
We determined to descend into and cross the wide valley in front of us, in preference to following up the ridge, which seemed to have no ending.

        
We turned and bid good-bye to the sea, which lay far below us, and which we should now lose sight of, probably until we either reached the East Coast, or had to return from where we started from.

        
The descent to the valley would have been performed that day, but half way down we found our way stopped by a precipice of a hundred feet at least in height, and we had to make a long 
detour before we found a place where it was possible to descend.

        
Next day in the afternoon we stood on the bank of the river we had seen from above, after travelling all day through a forest of magnificent trees, consisting of black birches, totara, and black and white pines.

        


        
The river was wide and divided into several streams, none of them very deep, so that we were able to ford them in safety; and at night camped on the opposite side. It was fortunate we had done so, for next morning we found the river rolling along in one tremendous muddy stream—no doubt the last few hot days had melted the snow and caused its sudden rise. Huge trees were borne past us, and the current could not have run at less than fifteen miles an hour. Potona made us understand that the name of the river was Pareoranuia, and that his people lived at its mouth. He had picked up a small quantity of English words and we had learnt a little of his native tongue from him, so that with a little patience we managed to understand one another.

        
We learnt the native names of the trees and birds we saw, but none of them were the same as the Maori. For instance: Totara, he called 
roi; black pine, 
hemulu; white pine, 
pubai; and birch, 
koite. In my narative I will, however, use the Maori names, as learnt partly from Smart at the time, and partly since.

        
This day we began ascendimg the side of the mountain, and at night camped about half way up its side, though not yet as high as the lower edge of snow. The air began to grow very cold as we ascended; and the single blanket each carried, though a thick one, was not sufficient protection at night.

        
About noon next day we first trod snow; and here our real difficulties began.

        
We directed our course towards a gap in the mountains some little distance to the left, but a long way above us. At night we halted in the most sheltered spot we could find, and melted snow for water. Two more days, and we reached the month of the pass we had been making for.

        


        
From this point we could see between the mountains we had ascended, and get a good view of the next range. The latter seemed much higher than the former; but we thought we could observe a pass through it. To reach it we should have to descend the other side of our present elevated position; but what lay between the two lines of mountains we could not as yet discover.

        
We were just about to enter the gap, when it struck me that Potona might wish to return now. On questioning him he gave us to understand that we could never cross the wide extent of broken country that separated the two ridges; and that as we should be obliged to return he would not abandon us.

        
It took us a whole day to pass through to the east side of these peaks, the snow being very deep in the hollow through which directed our course.

        
The following morning we obtained a view of the gorge in front of us. Like the valley we had crossed a few days previously, the bottom seemed level and covered with bush. On the opposite side, however, as far as the eye could reach in either direction, there extended a line of dark and towering precipices, which seemed to effeetually bar any further advance, and the pass we had observed on the day prior to this, ended at the ridge of one of them.

        
“Let's descend to the bottom, at any rate,” suggested Harry, after we had held a consultation; “we may there be able to discover a means of scaling those cliffs. If not, why we had better turn back and build boat No. 3.” Hopeless as this seemed, we mechanically started downwards. The snow did not reach nearly so low on this side as the other, and about a third of the way down, we entered the bush, which continued from here to the foot of the precipices on the



opposite side. It was so thick and dense that it took us several days to cross the gorge.

        
We found a small river flowing between us and the cliffs, and in many places washing their base. Its course, however, was in the opposite direction to the large one we crossed previously; and this led to the surmise that it might come out on the east side of the island. Potona, on being questioned, said it was the Pareoranuia—or in other words the same river we had already forded. He furthermore traced its route with a stick on the sand, showing where it passed through the range we had just crossed and doubled back on its course.

        
We decided to camp here for a day or two to rest and recruit our strength, and at the same time search for some place to ascend the cliffs.

        
It was while sitting around the fire here one evening that our native companion—who by this time could make himself pretty well understood—related to us all he knew about the caves or burying-places we had discovered; and as near as I can remember his account ran as follows.
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Chapter XIV. 

Potona's Story—Further Misfortunes and Delays—Forced to Return.

        

At a remote period—for Potona could give no idea as to date—his ancestors were driven away from some other island by powerful enemies; they fled in several canoes to sea, and after a long voyage landed at the mouth of the river Pareoranuia, which in their language meant “Water of Life.” There these exiles, to the number of several hundreds, formed a settlement, and lived in peace and plenty.

        
One day a party who had gone southwards to eatch seals returned with the information that they had met a party of strange men on the shore of the bay where we first landed. These strangers were described as being all old men of venerable appearance, who gave their visitors to understand that they were the last of their race and people, the rest having been carried off by some sweeping disease; that they lived up in the hills by the side of a small lake; and ended by giving a cordial invitation to their new acquaintances to come and visit them again.

        


        
On the return of the latter to their homes with this intelligence, they, with a large party of their friends, determined to accept the invitation of the strangers, and lost no time in carrying out this project.

        
They were met and welcomed on the beach by the same old men, by whom they were conducted up to a small village which then stood on the borders of the lake, near which we had erected our hut.

        
Although there were evidences that a considerable population had once existed at this spot, the only inhabitants at that time besides their guides were a very old chief and his wife.

        
Once upon a time, they were informed, the tribe was numerous as the leaves in the forest, but of late years had gradually dwindled down in numbers, until at one fell swoop, the whole population, with the exception of the handful then surviving, were swept away by some deadly and mysterious malady.

        
These old men, we were informed, possessed many weapons and domestic arts that were unknown to the new arrivals; but the only description of the men themselves that I could obtain from Potona, was that they were much “Inaro” or fairer, than his own people, and much taller.

        
They often spoke of the time, now evidently near at hand, when the last of their tribe should be gathered to his rest, and expressed a desire that some of Potona's people might come and live near them, to attend to the final disposal of their remains, a matter to which they attached great importance, and which had long been with them a subject of deep anxiety. This request was complied with to their great satisfaction.

        
One by one these aged inhabitants breathed their last,



and were carried up with certain solemn observances into the cave before mentioned, until at length one survivor alone remained. When he became conscious of his own fast-approaching end, he obtained from Potona's people a solemn pledge that after he had been placed in the cave beside his people, they would securely close and conceal its portal, and never enter it again, and that they would utterly destroy every trace of the village, leaving only the one hut on the island in the lake, which had been the residence of their head chief, and was to be reserved for the spirits to occupy when they revisited the earth.

        
Potona's ancestors carried out their instructions to the letter, and neither they nor their descendants had ever visited the bay or neighborhood since, until the day they found our camp situated on the spot.

        
On seeing our two companions they at first thought they were the spirits of some of the dead chiefs; but on drawing closer, a priest, whom they had in the canoes, said they were bad spirits from “Motai,” otherwise the devil, and that they must be killed. Landing very quietly, they seized Smith, who was asleep on the beach, and killed him, they also thought they had killed Swabs.

        
On examining Smith, however, they began to have misgivings about what they had done, some believing these were spirits of the dead “Tawaian” (the old men), who assumed this form to visit the earth. Our sudden appearance, coupled with the awful thunder and lightning which we had directed upon them, left no doubt in their minds but what this surmise was true; and they fled in horror, quite impressed with the belief that we were other spirits come down to take summary vengeance on them. When we afterwards showed Potona the hatchets, etc., which we had brought from the



cave, it confirmed him in this idea, and he fully expected some awful fate to await him.

        
Such was the tradition, which with every appearance of truth, Potona repeated to us. On asking him if all the people of the old men's tribe had been buried in the cave, he replied in the negative, informing us it was used as a place of sepulture for the chiefs and distinguished men only; the rest had been always burnt when they died. This accounted for our not seeing any graves or other burial ground about.

        
And now to return to our adventures. We remained encamped some days on the bank of this river, and after a diligent survey, both up and down the valley, were almost in despair of finding any practicable ascent to the summit of the tremendous line of cliffs on the opposite side. At last Hunter and Smart returned late one evening, jaded and weary, but bearing the welcome intelligence that they had discovered, some miles below the site of our camp, a break in the wall of precipices, which, though steep and rugged, appeared to afford access to the unknown country beyond.

        
Next day we packed our swags, and started down the river bank. Arrived opposite the spot our companions had named, we made preparations for ascending on the following morning. The only difficulty that we could see before us was the river, which ran very swift right against the spot where it would be necessary for us to land. If we succeeded in effecting the crossing in safety there seemed very little to prevent us making our way up the rift in the cliff.

        
We set to work to construct a raft of driftwood lashed firmly together with flax, which grew plentifully on the river bed. We also furnished ourselves with long poles to propel the raft across. Next day we wrapped our perishable



goods, such as gunpowder, tea, coffee, etc., very carefully inside the blankets in case of a capsize.

        
Nothing of the kind however occurred, and we reached the other side in safety. By dint of considerable manual exertion and a good deal of scrambling we attained the summit of the precipice.

        
Our course after this lay for some distance along its edge until we arrived at the lower end of the large pass previously seen. Entering this, the ascent became gradually steeper, and when we halted at the close of the day, very little progress had been made.

        
It took us several days before we reached the top or watershed of the pass—and dreary and disheartening was the prospect we obtained from it.

        
In front, nothing was to be seen but snowy mountains, one beyond the other, while immediately below us lay a vast glacier, from which the wind reached us cold as ice, and cut through us like a knife. A few minutes before we had passed through a small patch of bush, nestled in the pass, and we determined to return and camp there for the night, and discuss our future course of proceedings.

        
Misfortunes never come singly. While retracing our steps, Harry slipped off a rock, and dislocated his ankle. We carried him the rest of the way, and made as warm a shelter as possible in the thickest part of the little bush. I managed to re-set his limb, and bathed it carefully in warm water.

        
The rest of the men erected a rude hut for themselves, near Harry's, with branches of trees; at the same time lighting a huge fire close in front.

        
During the night we were visited by a short but heavy snow storm, which filled the hollow below us with drifts.



It was with anything but cheerful hearts we surveyed our position the next morning. Harry would not be able to move for a week or more at least, and when we did strike camp again, it would be to return the way we came; further advance to the east being quite impossible. Besides the enormous difficulties in the way of travelling we should have to surmount, starvation stared us in the face; for there seemed to be no sign of any living thing—beast, bird, or fish—on which we might subsist. So it was at last unwillingly decided that we must give up all hope of reaching any settlement overland.

        
A fortnight passed, and no move had yet been made.

        
Harry was quite recovered, but poor Swabs had fallen very ill of some disease not unlike scurvy. We did our utmost for him, but he became weaker and weaker day after day; until at last we gave up all hope for the poor fellow. He had very little pain, but complained of a weary gnawing feeling in his stomach and chest.

        
Another week, and our little party was diminished to six besides Potona. Swabs had passed away,

        
We buried him under a ledge of rock, heaping up heavy stones round him to protect his remains from any attacks of birds, etc. We cut his name and a few particulars of his death on a large tree close by; then returned to our sad and lonely bivouac.

        
Dreary and mournful were our thoughts and anticipations of the future.

        
Were we to die like this, one by one, until the last would be left to linger on by himself and at last lie down with nobody to soothe his parting pillow?

        
The remaining men bitterly reproached themselves for ever undertaking this mad expedition; while Harry and I



could not but wish we had listened to the wishes of some of the party and started away before the last winter had arrived. But what use was there in lamenting now? What each had done had been done believing it was for the best.

        
“Come lads!” I said at last, trying to put on a light heart and cheerful countenance, “Come lads! We must bestir ourselves, and get-back to the coast as soon as possible. We will there build another boat, and I for one will take good care we don't lose it this time.” Harry followed my example, and our words and looks cheered our companions up considerably.

        
We struck camp at once; and our little party, consisting now of Harry, Hunter, Smart, Moroney, Spanish Joe, myself, and Potona, began retracing our steps down the mountain pass.

        
I reckoned it must be at least two months since we had left the coast; this, with the month we had spent in boat-building, and six weeks it would take us to return to the coast, would make in all about four or five months of fine weather wasted, but we ought still to have two clear months before the arrival of another winter, to build a boat and reach the settlement. I pointed out this to my companions. I also reckoned we had been about ten months altogether on the coast.

        
It took us only two days to descend to the edge of the precipices, and another one saw us in our former camp on the opposite side of the river.

        
I will not repeat each day's incidents of back travel.

        
Nothing of any note occurred; except the finding of the remains of some huge birds (since learnt to be moas) which considerably astonished us at the time. Potona told us he thought they were quite extinct.

        


        
On arriving on the banks of the large or second part of the river Pareoranuia, Potona proposed that we should follow its course down to the sea, where his people lived, and he would do his best to procure us a favorable reception, and get a canoe to take us away; at the same time saying that his tribe had been so much impressed with fear and respect by our guns that we should have nothing to fear from them.

        
After all we had gone through it may be thought we had had enough of such uncertainties in the way of escape; but Potona's advice and words seemed so plausible; and no doubt the poor fellow was thoroughly in earnest and believed he could perform all his promises; that we at last consented to accompany him.

        
It was much farther to the sea by this route than we expected. The river must have run almost parallel to the ocean for fifty or sixty miles. On the evening of the third day, however, it suddenly turned to the left, and Potona gave us to understand that we should reach his village that night.

        
On arriving within a very short distance of it, Potona bade us wait behind a small eminence while he went forward to prepare his tribe for our coming. Nearly an hour elapsed, and darkness had set in, when our companion returned. He bade us follow him, informing us on the way, that there had been, great changes since he had last been, there—that there was a white man in the village who had acquired great influence, and was passing himself off as a superior being.

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Potona or Unknown New Zealand

Chapter XV. The Native Village—A Powerful Enemy—Division in the Native Camp





        

Chapter XV. 

The Native Village—A Powerful Enemy—Division in the Native Camp.

        

It was too dark when we reached the outskirts of the village to judge of its size. We were conducted to a tolerably sized hut, which evidently stood near the centre.

        
Potona then left us to obtain something to eat, as our provisions were just about exhausted. He was only absent a few minutes, and returned bringing some dried fish and roasted pigeons, also a supply of fresh water in a kind of wooden basket.

        
After we had finished our meal he told us to go to sleep, as we should have to pay a visit to the head chief in the morning. In the meantime he would go out and learn more particulars as to the state of affairs in the village.

        
Early next day Potona entered the hut, and we could see by his face that matters were not as favorable as he had expected. He informed us that the white man, on hearing; of our arrival, had told the chiefs that we were bad spirits who had only come into their midst to create trouble and



mischief; and was turning the tribe against us as much as possible. This surprised us not a little; and we were at a loss to understand what his motives could be in doing so.

        
Shortly afterwards we could hear the hum of many voices at a short distance, and Potona told us all the people were assembling to meet us.

        
Bye-and-bye a lad came up and spoke some words to our native companion, whereupon the latter told us to follow him, and bring our guns and weapons with us; at the same time cautioning us to keep up a brave appearance, and on no account show signs of fear.

        
He led the way to an open space by the side of the river; where we found at least a thousand natives congregated.

        
In their centre was a little hillock, with a mound of stones for seats on top. Here sat the chiefs, and beside them a white man of most forbidding aspect.

        
Potona introduced us to the chiefs, who motioned us to stand in front of them. We took good care to keep close together, with our guns ready, in case of emergency.

        
Potona then, in a long speech, related all the particulars he knew about us, dwelling especially on our kindness to himself. When he had finished, an old white-haired man called the white man to his side, and asked him some questions in a low tone; then turning to us he spoke as follows, interpreted by Potona:—

        
“
Punilaki! (white men) I have heard your story from a man of our tribe. What he tells us would be good if it was true, but a man of your own nation (pointing to the person by his side) says your tale is false. You came to these shores to spy out the land, to see if it was good, and what the people were like; you intended to return to your people and bring great numbers back with you, and take



our land from us. Have you not enough space to live upon in your own country? This man tells me that you want to bring disease amongst us; and that you have with you a deadly drink, which you would give us to kill us. Let your chief speak and answer these words.”

        
“Tell him first,” I said to Potona, “that we wish to hear the white man speak to us in our own language, and we will prove his double tongue.”

        
After this had been interpreted the chief turned to the fellow, and Pottona said he was telling him to answer us. The chief spoke again to our interpreter. “He says,” said Potona, “that the white man is not able to speak English.”

        
“Captain!” exclaimed Moroney to me, “as shure as I live I've seen that blackguard afore. He was thried for murther in Melbourne when I was there last; his name's Jim Days, and, he's a Yankee.”

        
“Try the effect of that intelligence on him, Pat,” I replied.

        
“Jim Days! ye murthering spalpeen yez!” cried Moroney, advancing a little in front of us. “Jim Days, I know your ugly mug, I do. It's nary a bit o' use ye thrying to tell lies about it. I saw yez tried in Mlebourne for murthering a poor harmless lad as had some silver about him. What have ye to say to that?”

        
The man was visibly disconcerted for a while; especially as Potona interpreted the meaning of Pat's speech to the chiefs. Soon recovering himself, however, he said with a tone of bravado—

        
“I rather guess what you've said is the truth, the whole truth, and not a —— thing but the truth, mate, and as your tarnation countrymen sent me to jail to die once, I rather calculate I'll do a little retaliation now. Yes, chummie,



they put me into quod, and were agwine to give me an elevation, but this child declined the promotion, and made tracks. How I came to these parts is my own business, but I rather guess and calculate I'll be quits with you beef-eating, Britishers, just a few.” And he finished up with a loud guffaw.

        
Chief!” I said, addressing myself to the old man. “Chief! and all you men of Potona's tribe, listen to my words, for they are true.” Here I related the circumstances of our wreck, and our after adventures. “That man is bad; his talk is false; he is not of our people. If we had intended doing you harm, would we have spared your kinsman, Potona? Would we have tried to get back to our people without learning more than we did about you? If you had not taken away our boat, we should have been out of your country long ago. We are not spirits at all; we are men like yourselves. Our thunder and lightning weapons are only used in defence, or shooting birds to eat. If any harm is tried to be done us, then will we use them against you, and kill your chiefs and and great men.”

        
“Here Days whispered something to the chief, who spoke a few words to Potona.

        
“He says you must give him your guns, for he is afraid of them. When you have done so he will believe you, and let you go.”

        
“Tell him,” I said “that we will not give up our guns, and that they will not hurt a man of his tribe unless we are intefered with.”

        
“The chief says in reply to that,” said Potona, “that the guns are your bad spirits, and that they must be burnt,”

        
“Look here boys,” said Jim Days, addressing us, “you had better give up your guns quietly; and I will do my



best for you. You aren't bad chaps for Britishers, after all. If you don't, you must take the consequences.”

        
He evidently wanted to get our fire-arms into his own possession; for once without them we should be almost helpless. After a consultation among themselves, another native rose and spoke in a haughty and commanding way to Potona.

        
“What's up now?” I asked the latter.

        
“He says if you don't give way, they will kill me.”

        
“Don't be alarmed,” I replied, “we will stick to you whatever happens. Have you no friends here to take your part?” I enquired. “I thought you told us you were a chief yourself.”

        
“So I am,” he replied, “but my family and friends are absent at present. My father is second head chief, and if he was here you would be safe.”

        
“Every day,” he replied, “and they dare not harm me without his consent; but they will try to kill you.”

        
“Who is the chief who has just threantened you?” we enquired.

        
“His name is Hetarpopo, and he is the son of Noettani, who spoke first, and who is the head of our nation. We must gain time until my father returns.”

        
“Well, Potona,” I exclaimed, “you may trust to our keeping you out of harm's way as much as possible. And now ask the chief if they have anything more to say to us.”

        
On this question being put, Hetarpopo rose and said:

        
“If you do not give up your fire pieces we will kill you, for we will not trust them; you killed two of our young men with them; and unless you burn them or hand them over to



us, we must protect ourselves by putting you all to death, Go, now, and give us your reply in the morning.”

        
“Thin, bedad, how will ye get thim same guns if ye are afraid to go near thim?” muttered Pat, under his breath.

        
Potona advised us to return for the present to the hut in which we had spent the night. On the way we had a good view of the village, which consisted of at least five or six hundred huts, built without regard to any order, on an open space between the river and a high hill behind it, and very close to the sea beach.

        
Returned to our dwelling, we discussed our position and the events of the morning.

        
“Seems to me,” said Harry, “that we've got into a precious fix; and the sooner we get out of this place the better.”

        
“All very good,” said I, “but the question is, how?”

        
“Wait,” said Potona, “few days; we watched close, now; no escape; wait till my father come, then be right.”

        
“But you told us they intended killing us,” exclaimed Harry.

        
“Keep eyes open, no sleep; not kill if not sleep; much fraid thunder, and lightning.”

        
“Arrah, thin! does ye mane we're niver to slape agin, until yer father returns?” asked Moroney.

        
“One watch, others sleep,” returned Potona.

        
“Ah, now I understands ye,” answered Pat. “I'm moighty toired now, an' if I'll be kilt when I falls asleep I'm done fur intirely.”

        
Potona now informed us he must go and see about our dinner; advising us not to leave the hut, and if we did, on no account to get separated. At present we felt no inclination to ramble, so stayed where we were.

        


        
Hardly had our companion left us, than who should enter but the Yankee. “Waal, friends,” he began in his drawling voice, “how do you feel by this period?” As no one answered him, he continued: “Down on your luck, by snakes; waal, yer might have the perliteness to tell a feller to take a seat,” and suiting the action to the word he stretched himself at full length on the ground.

        
“Now listen to me, chummies,” he resumed,” you're in a tarnation fix, I guess; and you'll never get out of it without the help of Jim Days. You're surrounded by the niggers, who will watch yer every movement, and see you don't make tracks. Guess yer doesn't close a peeper without their knowledge. Now, chummies, I guess if it suits this child to help you, he'll do it; and I calculate if it don't, he won't; and here yer British carcases will jist remain, that's a fact. Now Colonel,” addressing himself to me, “what says you? Will yer make terms or not?”

        
Up to this time we had preserved a dignified silence, and let him talk away; however, I thought we might as well hear what he had to say, so I said—

        
“Let's hear your proposition first?”

        
“Waal, Captin, it's this, yer see I intend to locate hereabouts, for a while. Now I want some persuasive way of making myself boss among these here niggers; and the persuation I reckon on is your guns. You hand them over to me, and Jim Days will see you out of this business. Guess it's fair trading, that, Captin?”

        
“But what guarantee have we that you will keep your word, even supposing you have influence enough to carry out your promises?”

        
“You just trust to Jim Days, he'll find away to circumwent the natives, and nary a party be the wuss for it.”

        


        
“Come again to-morrow morning before we meet the chiefs,” I replied, “and we will give you an answer then.”

        
“Guess you're darned civil and sensible for Britishers arter all. Waal, bye-bye, gentlemen; and Jim Days', best respects to you all.”

        
Exit Jim Days.

        
“Do yez see any grane in the white o' me eye?” muttered Pat, as the Yankee disappeared. “Divil a gun will we be after lettin' ye have, ye blackguard.”

        
“I suppose there is but one opinion amongst us,” I said, “and that is not to trust him.”

        
“I for one,” remarked Hunter, “will not part with my gun on any account. So long as we retain our fire-arms we have got a hold on the natives; they are too frightened of them to attack us.”

        
Our dinner, in the shape of fish and a sort of coarse bread, was brought to us by a native woman, who retired without speaking a word. Late at night Potona returned to us. The first words he said were, “What white man want here?” We related the particulars of our interview with that individual.

        
“Bad! much bad,” exclaimed Potona. He then informed us he had just overheard a conversation between Jim Days and the two principal chiefs then at the village. Days had offered to deliver us safely into their hands, and obtain our guns, provided he received the old chief Noettani's daughter to wife, and was promoted to a position second to Noettani himself, and his son Hetarpopo. After some discussion his terms were agreed to, and Days informed them of the plan by which he was to get possession of our guns, and leave us defenceless in the hands of the natives.

        


        
We thanked our friend most heartily for his kindness, and the zeal he showed in our welfare.

        
Potona further informed us that the two chiefs had made a great mistake in consenting to Days' request that he should be made second to them, for in doing so they would virtually overthrow Matapere, who had a very powerful interest in the tribe; and his friends at present in the village, whatever feeling they had against us, would never allow his father to be supplanted by a white man.

        
On the death of Noettani, his son. Hetarpopo, would succeed as head chief, and on the death of Matapere, Potona would become second in rank to Hetarpopo.

        
He went on to say that Days had acquired very great influence during his father's absence, and his friends being greatly in the minority had had to give away; but he felt assured that once his father returned everything would be right. Before Hetarpopo could put Days into the position of second chief, Potona and his father would have to be disposed of.

        
That night we took it in turns to keep watch, in case of any attempt at foul play.

        
Next morning, early, Days paid us a visit, and by his looks he had evidently made up his mind that we would knuckle under to him without further trouble.

        
“Mornin', Captin, mornin', gentlemen. Hope I see you all frisky as kittens. Waall, I rather guess as how I've made it square with the chiefs,” (yes, you have, thought we,) “and when you've given up your fire-irons, you're free as if you were in the States.

        
“Jim Days!” I exclaimed, springing to my feet, and seizing him by the collar, “Jim Days! you're a liar and a



scoundrel; you would betray men of your own race into the hands of a set of savages, just to suit your own villainous ends, and secure your promotion. If you want our guns you'll have to take them by force, not by palavering.”

        
“Now jist don't,” Captin, he exclaimed, trying to free himself from my grip, “don't you go and fluster yourself like that. There's no occasion for yer to git yer dander up. Look'ee here, strangers, I'm acting fairly and honestly by yer, as I'm a living man.”

        
“Go! I yelled, giving him a push that sent him sprawling on the ground outside the hut. “Go, you lying villain you! and at the first attempt of treachery towards us, you'll get an ounce of lead in your head.”

        
Picking himself up, he turned to us, and shaking his fist said, “I'll make yer suffer for this. I'll bile yer, roast yer, and skin yer alive, every man of yer. I'll teach yer what it is to make an enemy of Jim Days.” So saying he turned on his heel, and strode off to the chiefs' huts.

        
An hour later we were again summoned before the council. Jim Days was standing beside the chiefs, and glared at us as we advanced, with a fiendish look of hate and exultation.

        
“Keep close together,” I whispered to my companions, “and be ready to defend yourselves at a moment's warning.”

        
This time we were not questioned at all; but Hetarpopo sprang to his feet immediately on our appearance, gesticulating in a most excited and furious manner, calling us all the epithets his language could command, and wound up by informing us we were to die, as soon as preparations were completed for our torture.

        


        
As long as he confined himself to us not a word was heard; but when after a while he began abusing Potona, Matapere, and all their relations, a murmur of disapprobation was heard. This only made Hetarpopo worse; he stormed, he danced, he foamed, until we thought he would have gone into convulsions.

        
When he had quite finished, Potona stepped forward and made a telling address. He twitted Hetarpopo with being jealous of his (Potona's) influence in the tribe, and because he possessed such powerful allies as ourselves. He told Hetarpopo that if his father Matapere and people were there he dared not have said a word against him or his friends. He dared him to lay a finger on any of us; he told him of the treachery he was practising in trying to put Days in Matapere's place. Loud murmurs of approbation arose as he ended by challenging his adversary to single combat there and then. Hetarpopo however was not inclined to submit his pretensions to any such test. He warned us once again that we were to die, and after a scowling glance at Potona, arose and stalked to his hut.

        
All this while we had preserved a perfectly calm and collected appearance, not showing the slightest signs of alarm at any of Hetarpopo's threats. Seeing there was no use in staying any longer, we returned quite unmolested to the hut.

        
We consulted Potona as to there being any chance of escape. He said we were completely surrounded, and our every movement watched. All the canoes had been removed to prevent our making off in them, and even if we did get out of the village by land, the country was so rough and barren in all directions, and every inch known so well to the natives, that we should soon be overtaken and overpowered by



numbers. So long as we remained where we were, with clear ground to fight on and use our guns with effect, the natives were too much afraid of our fire-arms to attack us, but should they once surround us in rough country, they would have us at a disadvantage.

        
He counselled us to wait until his father returned, when all difficulty would be swept away.
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Chapter XVI. 

Arrival of Matapere—His Treacherous Receptions—A Pitched Battle.

        

Fully a month passed, and we were beginning to chafe dreadfully, and plan means of escape. During this time no attempt had been made to interfere with us. Our captors were evidently undecided as to what course to pursue. They could not kill us without great loss to themselves, and I fully believe that it was only our unceasing vigilance that saved us. But what had become of Matapere all this time?

        
Our faithful ally became very uneasy at last; as he said, Days was urging the natives on to kill us, and every day their dread of our fire-arms diminished.

        
One night Potona, who had been absent all day, rushed into the hut in great excitement, telling us he had been a long way up the coast that day, and from a high hill had seen his father's canoes returning. They would arrive on the following afternoon.

        
He further informed us that Hetarpopo was meditating treachery against them, and that he must start off at once to warn them. We did not see him again till nearly noon the following day, when he entered, with a triumphant look on his face, and conveyed to us the welcome news that he



had travelled all night, had seen his father, and prepared him for everything. He also said his father would use every means in his power to protect us.

        
Tidings of old Matapere's approach had by this time reached Hetarpopo and his party; and we could see an unusual amount of excitement and bustle.

        
Potona, after being absent a few minutes, returned, saying his people were in sight, and would shortly arrive. He informed us that Hetarpopo and his party were preparing for some mischief or other, but that he had warned his own friends in the village to be in readiness to assist his father in case of a fight. “What you do?” he abruptly asked, when he had finished.

        
We one and all of assured him we would fight on his father's side and behalf as long as we could stand.

        
“Why not take canoe and go away while fighting!” he asked. “No mind us.”

        
As we had been really the innocent cause of all Potona's troubles, we decided it would be a most ungrateful course to desert him and his people until they were out of danger.

        
He seemed very much pleased at our answer, and advised us to load our guns and be in readiness. He then left us again for a few minutes reconnoitre.

        
“Come with me!” he exclaimed as he rushed back.

        
We dashed out of the hut and made our way towards the river bank, where the canoes would land. There we found all the inhabitants of the village assembled, and fully armed with spears, clubs and hatchets.

        
Potona uttered a peculiar cry, and immediately he was joined by about three hundred of his friends. We placed ourselves at their head, by the side of Potona and quietly awaited the issue of events.

        


        
On seeing us with our guns ready and prepared for fighting, Hetarpopo's people uttered a loud yell and shook their weapons at us.

        
Our party were posted just above our adversaries; and to get to us, Potona's father would have to run the gauntlet of Hetarpopo's men or else attack them where they stood, and leave us to assail their rear. Hetarpopo would thus be placed at a disadvantage, but his forces far outnumbered ours, and besides Potona's father was laboring under the disadvantage of having many women and children in the canoes with him.

        
On they came, straight up the river, making for the spot where we stood. If there had been any doubts as regards the hostile intentions of Hetarpopo they vanished now. As the canoes passed his party, they were saluted with a shower of spears and stones.

        
Not the slightest heed was paid, however, and now we had a full view of our allies as they swept towards us. In the bow of the foremost canoe stood an old man of most commanding appearance, with hair white as snow, tall and erect, it needed no one to tell us who he was.

        
“Matapere! Matapere!” was shouted on all sides.

        
Meantime Hetarpopo's men drew nearer and nearer to us, ready to make a rush in the confusion of our friends disembarkation. A few brief moments passed, during which I felt my blood rising, and entered into the general excitement.

        
As Matapere sprang ashore, we gave him a regular British cheer. At the same instant Hetarpopo's party attacked us, and now began a downright battle.

        
Our first volleys staggered our enemies, and before they could recover we had loaded again. Our own friends at



first seemed rather afraid of our weapons; but seeing the damage they did to the foe, soon got over their dread, and went at them might and main.

        
We managed to cover old Matapere's and his followers' landing; and reinforced by them the fight became fiercer than ever. There could not have been fewer than twelve hundred men engaged, of whom about five hundred belonged to our side, and the remainder to Hetarpopo.

        
After at least an hour's hard struggling our enemies began to give way, and at last cried out for quarter. Strange to say the fighting ceased as if by magic. The two parties fell apart, and drew up at a short distance, where they formed into solid ranks, and faced each other; between them lay the dead, dying, and wounded.

        
Two of our little party, Hunter and Smart, were missing, and on searching among the heaps of slain, we found them apparently dead.

        
Here Potona stepped forward and ordered some of his men to carry them into the hut. Harry and the rest of us, that is Spanish Joe and Maloney, all that were now left, were about following them, when Potona laid his hands on my arm and requested me to remain. My companions, however went on to attend on their two comrades, and see if any life was remaining in them.

        
When they were gone, old Matapere advanced in front of his men, and calling Potona and myself to his side, addressed the opposite party. The old man's white hair was stained with blood, and he had a fearful cut across his temple, besides several minor wounds. Nor had Potona and myself escaped unhurt. We had fought side by side in the thickest of the battle, backed up by my companions. He had a severe spear wound in his thigh, while I had



received a blow from a tomahawk which had laid bare the bone from my neck to the top of my skull.

        
“Hetarpopo, and Noettani and all your people,” began the old warrior, “listen to my words! When I left here, two seasons ago, my people and your people parted in friend ship. I had lost my son Potona, and was very sad and you sympathized with me. Our return has been long delayed. When I did come back, what did I find? Those who parted from us in friendship, were prepared to slay us, and but for my son and his white friends they would have succeeded. And who was the cause of this? That double tongued deceiver yonder,” pointing to Days, who having prudently kept out of harm's way until now, sauntered up to the side of Hetarpopo. “These men,” indicating myself and party, “were the true friends of our tribe, they spared my son, when he killed their comrades, because they did not wish there to be blood between them and us; and lo! what return did you make to them for sparing one of your head men? you listened to the words of a wily tongue, and would have slain them if you dared. And now let the reptile be sent on his way; defile not your hands by slaying him; and let there be no more division between your party and my party. I have finished.”

        
After this Hetarpopo, in a very subdued tone, made an explanatory and apologetical address, in which, with no very good grace, he confessed his mistake and expressed contrition.

        
Then Potona raised his spear and said: “Listen yet to me, men of Hetarpopo's people, and of my people. As Noettani has shown himself unworthy to be the head of our nation, I proclaim my father, Matapere Tolongoheke, head chief from this day.”

        


        
“That's coming it strong,” I thought to myself; but Potona was evidently in earnest, and on the opposite party raising objections, threatened to appeal to arms, and drive Noettani and Hetarpopo into the sea. And I've not the slightest doubt, but he would have done it too, if they had not given way, though with a very bad grace. Noettani and Hetarpopo looked thoroughly crestfallen. But the day was against them, and they would only be second-class chiefs in future.

        
Each party now began to carry away their dead and wounded. Of the former there were about thirty all told, and nearly a hundred of the latter. Greetings and lamentations were heard on all sides.

        
I stayed not a moment longer than I could help, then hurried off to our hut, very anxious to learn the truth about my fallen companions. I was met at the entrance by Harry who shook his head despondingly.

        
Hunter was lying quite senseless from a tomahawk wound on the head, but on close examination, I did not consider it mortal. One look at poor Smart was enough. The poor lad had breathed his last. Oh, what fell destroying angel was following us wherever we went? Three of our original number had been taken away, and two of them by violent deaths. Would 
any of us live to carry the tale of our sufferings back to our countrymen? Such were the reflections that passed through the minds of the surviving members of our party, and which, though unspoken, were plainly enough revealed in our faces.

        
Late in the evening we were visited by Potona and his father. The former on seeing the state of affairs, swore he would kill the Yankee, for at his door he laid all the evil that had been done since we arrived at the village.

        


        
We buried the lad next day; and were accompanied to the grave by nearly all the native people, who seemed much affected at our sorrow and grief; and expressed their sympathy as well as they were able.

        
On our return I asked Potona if there would be anything further to hinder us leaving them now, and making for the settlements. He said no, that we were at liberty to go whenever we chose, and that he would arrange for a canoe being placed at our disposal. But we were doomed to remain still longer with our savage friends.

        
Hunter was now in a raging fever, and it took us all our time to nurse him. Any attempt at removing him until he was out of danger, was not for one moment to be thought of.

        
Unless we got away soon the winter with its accompanying storms would return; and then we might make up our minds to a five months' detention at least.
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Chapter XVII. 

The Old Haven—Winter on the Coast—Circumvented by the Yankee—Diamond Cut Diamond.

        

And now I must pass over a period of six months.

        
Where were we now?

        
Believe it or not; I assure you it is true. We were on exactly the same spot as at this time last year, namely on the shore of the bay near the scene of our wreck. How we came there will be told in a few words. Hunter's illness delayed our starting southwards for at least six weeks. We parted from our native friends with the warmest and best wishes from both sides; poor Potona, especially, we thought would never have ceased embracing us. At last, after nearly two months' sojourn with them, we paddled out of the river.

        
But during our long and unavoidable detention the winter had crept up. The day after bidding farewell to the native village, a fierce storm overtook us from the northward. The canoe, not the best of sea boats in fine weather, shipped wave after wave, until at last we were fain to look out for some place to land until the gale abated. For some hours we drove along, the coast presenting nothing but a wall of rock to the waves.

        


        
“Hurrah!” suddenly sang out Harry, “Why there's our old haven. Look! yonder,” pointing to a high bluff some little distance in front.

        
“I believe you are right,” I exclaimed; “we'll risk it at any rate;” and I directed the canoe's head towards the point indicated. All doubts were set at rest, and in a few minutes we were safely floating inside the bay, on whose shores we had already lived so long.

        
Contrary to expectation, the storm did not abate; but proved the precursor to more dreadful ones. Unwillingly we came to the conclusion that we should have to spend another winter here; so, after waiting some days in hope of the weather changing, we hauled the canoe well up out of harm's way, and began making preparations for the fast approaching winter.

        
We found poor Smith's grave undisturbed. On entering the hut by the lake, I cannot describe what mournful feelings took possession of us. Three of the companions whose society had helped to cheer the last long gloomy winter days, were gone; and we realized their loss now more than ever. Poor Smith, poor Swabs, poor Smart! beneath your rough exteriors you concealed warm and faithful hearts.

        
The winter passed much as the preceding one. Spanish Joe had taken possession of Smart's favorites, the parrots, and tended them like children. Moloney had not parted with his ungainly though amusing laughing-bird; and our three feathered friends helped greatly to relieve the dull monotony of our every-day existence.

        
And now the second winter had passed, and we reckoned we had been nearly two years on the coast.

        
Our little party, reduced to five since Smart's death, consisting now of Harry, Moloney, Hunter, Spanish Joe and



myself—made our way to the beach, to see if the canoe was uninjured.

        
We found her quite whole, but her sides were so rotten and worm-eaten that we thought it best to set to work at once and build a new boat.

        
Two months passed in this work, for with our diminished numbers and bad tools it proved a much more serious job than the former one had been, and our little craft would have been ready for her voyage in another day or two—when we were disagreeably surprised one morning to hear behind us the nasal twang of our quondam acquaintance the Yankee.

        
“Guess yer didn't expect the pleasure of my company agin, strangers,” he said, advancing towards us; “but yer see, arter you left the natives, yer friend Potona made it so tarnation hot for this child that he thought it best to make tracks. I calculated I could find this hyar location of yours, but I didn't ‘spect ter find yer hyarabouts—thort yer would ha’ bin to hum long afore this period.”

        
“And what may you want now you have come?” I asked.

        
“Waal, strangers, as yer put the question so clear, I don't mind tellin' yer. I'll jine yer party and return to the settlements; pervided none of yer blow the whistle about my individooality.”

        
“Many thanks for your offer, Jim Days; it is on a par with your usual character. Now supposing we don't see it in the same light as yourself—in other words that we won't have you with us—what then?”

        
“Draw it mild, Captain—you wouldn't leave a free and enlightened citizen of the 
U-nited States of America to die like a dog, would yet?”

        


        
“We'll consider the matter among ourselves,” I replied, “and let you know our answer.”

        
“Anything to give a feller to eat?” he asked “for I'm just in a condition to appreciate a square meal.”

        
I directed Joe to give him something to eat; whispering at the same time to see he did not lay hands on our guns or anything else. We agreed, after some debate, to let him come along with us on our voyage to the settlements, determined at the same time to keep a sharp eye on him to prevent treachery. How he succeeded in circumventing us, despite our precautions, you shall hear directly.

        
Once more we were afloat; this time there seemed nothing to hinder us making some civilized place.

        
We gave three hearty cheers as we pulled down the bay, and bade good-bye for ever to all the well-known scenes.

        
“Hooroosh!” shouted Pat, as we found ourselves gliding out to sea—“Hooroosh! boys; but we're clear off this time an' no mistake. Arrah thin! won't we just have a fling when we set foot among dacent people agin!”

        
“I'm afraid, Pat,” said Harry, “we'll have no money for a ‘fling’ if we ever see the settlements again.”

        
“Sorra a fear o' that, sor,” answered our light-spirited comrade. “Bedad, they'll faiste us like princes!”

        
“How long do you reckon it is since we were wrecked, Captain?” enquired Hunter of me.

        
“Well,” I answered “as near as possible I think about twenty months.”

        
“Shure, an' it seems to me it's been years that we've been dodging round this hathenish place,” remarked Pat.

        
“And how long do you think it will take us to make the nearest European station?” asked Harry.

        


        
“That I really cannot say,” I replied; “for I have not the remotest idea how far we have to go; but at the very outside I should think a fortnight ought to do it.”

        
One evening, several days after we had started, as the weather looked stormy, I thought it would be best to seek some sheltered cove to land on, in preference to keeping on during the night, as we had hitherto been in the habit of doing.

        
We soon discovered a small bay, where we ran the boat ashore. Our tent, which had been brought with us from our old camp, was erected under a clump of trees; and we proceeded to make all snug for the night.

        
After supper, as it was very cold, the men began lamenting that our stock of brandy was quite exhausted; whereupon Jim Days hauled out a good sized flask from some hidden recess in his coat, and offered it to us, saying:

        
“Take a drop of this, mates. It's raal good whisky. I've kept it by me for some time past, not havin' any cause to use it; guess it'll warm up yer vitals smart.”

        
We each took a moderate allowance, and then prepared to turn in.

        
Suddenly the idea struck me—what if that liquor was drugged, and the Yankee intended playing some trick on us? I looked at Days hard, but his face never moved a muscle; the self-satisfied, cool and impassive expression that he always wore, remained the same. “Perhaps I'm wrong,” I thought; “anyhow I'll be on the safe side;” so making some trifling excuse, I rose and left the tent. My first care was to place the three guns, which had been left in the boat, in a thick bramble which grew a little distance behind the camp. I then unshipped the rudder, which with the oars and sail, I concealed in another place, taking care that the Yankee did not observe my actions.

        


        
Most of the other valuables, such as the hatchets and one or two tools, were in the tent; so I could not remove them without exciting the suspicions of Days.

        
This done, I became more at ease, especially as I felt no evil effects as yet from the spirits I had drunk, and I could hear the rest of the men laughing and talking inside the tent. If Days did try on any of his tricks and give us the slip, he would hardly be so rash as to try and make off in a ruddlerless boat, without sail, oars, or any other appliance either for steering or propelling the craft.

        
Scarcely had I lain myself on the ground, when I felt my head begin to swim, my limbs to lose their power, and I knew I had been drugged. The last thing I remembered, as I fell into a state of insensibility, was Jim Days' exulting and sardonic laugh, as he rose and left the tent.

        
How long I lay unconscious—whether for one or more days—I have not the most remote idea.

        
When I awoke it was broad daylight. I tried to rise, but my limbs refused their office. All I could do was to move my head about; and even this gave me excessive pain. My comrades lay all around me, with faces pale and distorted, and but for their heavy breathing. I should have thought they were dead. I tried to speak, but my tongue clave fast to the roof of my mouth.

        
For some hours I lay like this, and evening was creeping on, when I observed a pannikin near the door of the tent. Oh! if I conld only reach it—there might be a drop of water or tea in it. After much manoeuvring, not without a considerable amount of physical and mental agony, I managed to roll myself over until I could lay my hand on it—but alas! was to weak to grasp it.

        
I did, however, what answered equally well—for there was not a drop of liquid of any sort in it—I capsized it.

        


        
“Oh!” thought I, “must we die, after all our toiling and suffering, and die like poisoned dogs—unable to procure the remedy that might renew our lives?”

        
Ah! what sound was that? a long pause, in which I scarcely dared to breathe.—'Twas only imagination.—No! there it is again—and no mistake this time: Patter, patter, patter; drip, drip, drip,—and down came the rain in torrents! Only let me get my head outside; and let a few blessed drops fall upon my face, and I shall be saved!

        
Exhausted as I was since my previous exertion, I set to work again. Inch by inch I moved, until at last my head was nearly in the entrance of the tent. Another struggle, and a sudden gust of wind blew the blessed rain against my face. Even this renewed my strength a little, and enabled me to get my head quite outside. Then I turned over on my back and let the water pour into my mouth, and over my face.

        
I felt my strength returning by degrees. I sat up. I got on my knees; and at last, supporting myself against the tent, stood on my feet.

        
As soon as I could walk a little, my first care was to attend on my companions. I easily caught some rain in the pannikin, and proceeded to pour it into their mouths. One by one they showed signs of returning consciousness; and by midnight, dark as it was, I managed to have them all sitting up, and rapidly gaining the use of their muscles. In the morning all the party could rise and walk about.

        
The rain still came down in bucketfuls, and the wind had risen to a hurricane. It needed but one glance at the beach to see that our boat was gone—and we inwardly bemoaned our folly in being so easily taken in by a villain like Days.

        


        
His reason for deserting us was plain. All along he had shown evident fear of our handing him over to justice on our arrival at a ssttlement; and despite our promises that we would not do so, he had plainly come to the determination of being on the safe side, and getting there before us.

        
On further search, we found the guns, oars, etc., safe; the powder, which I had carefully wrapped up, was rather damp, but not seriously damaged. Nothing in the tent had been touched; and he had evidently not been aware of the real strength of his drug, but had hurried away in the boat at once, without observing its dismantled condition. The whole of this day we did nothing but growl and grumble and lament our continued bad fortune—and numerous were the threats of vengeance against the Yankee, should he ever cross any of our paths.

        
The coast in our immediate neighborhood was not nearly so rough as that part upon which we had been wrecked. At the back of the tent a level grassy plain stretched between two steep spurs for some miles inland. It was covered here and there with coppices and groves of trees; forming a not unpleasant landscape. A good-sized stream wound down the centre, and entered the sea at no great distance from the tent.

        
We reckoned we were not half way to the nearest settlement yet; but whether it would be possible to complete the remaining distance by land, remained to be decided.
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Chapter XVIII. 

Making the Best of It—Golden Sands—Hot Water—Our Nerves are Shaken.

        

The following morning, we all set out to explore the country beyond the spur in front of us. To do this, we had to cross the little river already mentioned.

        
On arriving on its bank we were struck with the sight of numerous small yellow particles amongst the sand. On a close examination there remained no doubt in our minds but what we had found gold, and in great abundance. Of what value if any the discovery might be, under our present circumstances, we could not say, nor did we stop to determine. Just then we had another object in view, and we forded the stream, and descended the hill side.

        
On reaching the top of the spur, we had even a more extensive prospect than we had anticipated. We found the coast line trended away to the south as far as the eye could reach. The country appeared very broken, taking it all together. Not a very cheerful prospect, but the discovery we had just made, which we all regarded as a good omen, combined with the glorious day, made our hearts much



lighter than they would otherwise have been—and to tell the truth, we had met with so many reverses and misfortunes, that others were now looked upon as a matter of course.

        
We determined, as we should be obliged to spend some time in the neighborhood, to collect as much of the precious metal as possible. To facilitate this, we, on returning to camp, immediately removed our tent to the river bank. Setting to work with renewed energy, we made rough cradles and sluices, and in a few days our mining operations were in full swing.

        
The results, however, did not come up to our expectations; as they rarely do in any venture of the kind; and we spent some months at washing, without collecting more than what would have returned us about £50 a-piece.

        
And now the wet season gave signs of approaching again, and we had made no preparations to meet it; in fact we never thought we should have remained here so long; and in the absorbing interest of our new pursuit, the time had glided away without our noticing it.

        
There was no escape now, and we hurriedly made the best of a bad job, by erecting a rude and very small hut, which neither in size or comfort could compare with the former one we had erected.

        
This winter passed much as the previous ones had done.

        
At first the hut proved anything but waterproof, the chimney smoked, and numerous other defects became painfully evident, all of which were remedied in time.

        
Pat's pet, the laughing-bird, had died some time before; so he had taken charge of one of the parrots, and he and Spanish Joe set up a violent opposition, creating a serious estrangement between the hitherto amicably-disposed birds. In fact there was a regular split in the camp of our two pets; and as each of them knew the private affairs of the other, fearful disclosures were of daily occurrence.

        


        
How Pat's bird would have gloried had he been alive to hear!

        
Nothing of note occurred during the long stormy season.

        
When the rainy weather ended, and the river sunk to its summer level, we found that a fresh supply of gold had been brought down.

        
This set us to conversing whether we should not find it more plentiful higher up, and an expedition was arranged for the first favorable day.

        
With such equipment as our stores afforded, we started; but were ill-fortified against the rugged obstructions which soon beset our course. We travelled some miles without observing any great difference in the rocky and boulder-strewn river bed; but at last came to a spot where another branch joined the main stream, and here the indications were much more promising.

        
Pat, who as usual was the first to set to work, proceeded a little distance up the tributary stream, and began operations. Hardly had his hand touched the water when he gave vent to a yell of mingled pain and terror.

        
“Och! Musha murther! I'm kilt intoirely! Oh, the ould boy fly away wid ye!”

        
“What's the matter, Pat?” we exclaimed, as we hurried up, to find him jumping about, cutting all manner of wonderful capers.

        
“Howly mother, the water's biling!” he shouted.

        
“Boiling! nonsense!” we answered.

        
“Thry it!” was Pat's laconic reply, and on dipping our fingers in the stream, we found it was far too hot to be pleasant.

        
On looking up the little hollow down which it ran, I saw light clouds of stream or smoke ascending, behind a jutting



point of rock. Calling my companions to follow me, I hastened in that direction, and in a few minutes we came to where a boiling spring bubbled up apparently out of the solid rock. Interesting as was the spectacle of the boiling fountain, we were far more gratified at the evident indicacations of auriferous wealth. There was the vein whence the glittering particles had been carried down the stream. All about the spring the quantity of gold was wonderful. We could gather it almost in handfuls!

        
Our time was now divided between the camp and golden river. The difficulties of the way were forgotten.

        
Every day we returned to the spot, and in a month or at the most six weeks reckoned we possessed at least four hundred pounds' worth each. Another month, and the supply showed evident signs of diminution; so we decided to rest content with what we had already got, amounting to the value of about six hundred pounds for every individual, and set to work to build boat number three, and get away before another winter overtook us.

        
We had a good four months of fine weather before us.

        
Our greatest difficulty would be now to procure suitable timber, that in our neighborhood chiefly consisting of low knotty-stemmed trees. But on the evening we had finished our mining operations everything was discussed, and we determined to make the attempt.

        
The fact was, we were all thoroughly well satisfied with ourselves and our late run of good luck.

        
As we disposed of our frugal breakfast, the following day, which was gloriously fine, we indulged in mutual congratulations, and not a little pleasant castle-building, varied by the occasional sparring in which the Hibernian and the Spaniard loved to indulge.

        


        
“Bedad, who sez now Pat Moroney won't cut it for a raal gintleman that he ought to be if he isn't, when he sees Ould Oireland agin?”

        
“As if an Irishman ever 
could be a person of any respectability,” remarked Hunter.

        
“Faith, and what may ye call yerself, ye spalpeen?” exclaimed Pat.

        
“Me—why a Cornishman!” exclaimed Hunter.

        
“Yes; but what degree of a man?”

        
“Well, I never heard of there being but one 
degree of a man before,” laughed Hunter, “unless you include the monkeys alone with us.”

        
“Faix, honey! an' that's not what I mane. Do ye call yerself a gintleman or a swell, a working man or a run-a-muck, or nothing at all?”

        
“What's a run-a-muck?” inquired Harry.

        
“Why, it's not exactly anything in particular,” answered Pat, “a kind o' half an' half; nather a gintleman nor a working man, but a go-between the two, an' who will be acknowledged by nather—a miserable sort of creetur who is always running a-muck to thry to be a gintleman and can't.”

        
“I suppose we shall soon be separated from one another after we land in the settlements,” I remarked; “I wonder if we shall ever meet again?”

        
“Why, as for that,” said Harry, “now that our pockets are pretty full of cash, I expect we shall make for the old country before long.”

        
“I know I shall for one, sir,” answered Hunter, “I've had enough of this part of the world to last me the rest of my lifetime.”

        
“Good—Buenos muchez,” joined in our little Spaniard, “me go to mine own country; nevare leave dere once more.

        


        
“Thrue for ye, Joe, an' I've niver been able to guess what yer kith an' kin were about, iver to allow such a mite as you to go wandering unprotected over the face o' the earth.”

        
Spanish Joe's eyes flashed, and he was preparing an angry retort, when I joined in.

        
“And how came you to go to sea, Pat,?” I asked.

        
“Waal, Captin, an' it's not the loikes o' me that wad tell a lie. Shure an' I broke a head at an Orange procession one twelth o' July. A spalpeen of a constable had the impudence to saze me for a brache o' the pace. In a wink, all the blood of the Moroneys was up in me. Bedad, as it got up, the blackguard wint down; his comrades made a rush for me, but I niver waited to be taken a second time, I jist bolted on board a smack and turned sailor.”

        
“About the best thing that could have happened, as it has turned out, Pat; don't you think?” I asked.

        
“Only supposing we don't get oblitherated intoirely before we set foot in a civilized place again,” he answered.

        
“Well, ‘there's many a slip,’ you know, Pat,” I continued, “but I think we may reasonably calculate on making a port this time. Our Yankee friend, I imagine, has cheated the hangman at last. That last move of his was a fatal mistake.”

        
“Niver mintion him,” said Pat, with an air of disgust. “He's in Davy Jones's looker by this time—and a good riddance too. But let his sowl rest, if it can. Sorry I should be to see his ugly mug or hear his voice again. But d'ye know now,” sinking his voice mysteriously, “it's unlucky to talk of a dead murtherer—and there' no praste nearer than four or five hundred miles away, bad cess to it. And I've not had the ring of his voice out o' my ears since I drank that pison whisky o' his. I'll be glad indade to be on the say agin—I'm mighty unnisy here.”

        


        
“Nervous fancies, Pat,” I said. “A life like this is likely to make one morbid.” Our little party, lounging on the grass in front of the hut, and enjoying the sunshine, had at that moment anything but a gloomy appearance, I must confess.

        
“Remember, too,” said Harry, “that we have something to thank the Yankee for, after all. If he had not stolen our boat, we should never have discovered our goldmine, and made our fortunes.”

        
“I no tank Jim Days for my luck—not so,” growled the Spaniard. “He dead now, sure enough, and Pat big fool to trouble over him.”

        

“Wa'al strangers!”

        
A galvanic shock could not have brought us to our feet in less time. Looking in each other's faces, we saw but one expression—of utter mystification. The sound had come from the back of the hut, apparently, but though we were on the spot in less than a second from the time it was uttered, nothing was to be seen. Every coppice and nook within the radius of half-a-mile was scoured, and with the same result. One by one we returned, baffled and perplexed.

        
“I tould ye so,” said Pat, with an air of something like triumph, that ill-accorded with his blanched cheek and trembling lips.

        
Was there anything in Pat's superstition after all? And was it a voice from the dead? But for the fact that there were four witnesses we should have begun to doubt the evidence of our senses.

        
“Surely!” exclaimed Harry, “we cannot all have been the victims of a delusion. I won't accept Pat's theory—the fellow has stolen upon us quietly, and must even now be in hiding not far away. Let us look inside the hut.”

        


        
“
Wa'al strangers!” This time unmistakeably from the interior of our abode. In we tumbled, determined this time to secure our prisoner hard and fast. No one there!

        
“Sold again,” said Harry, whose invariable presence of mind did not prevent him from presenting a very puzzled appearance.

        
“A rum go,” was Hunter's vnlgar comment. “You must be right, Pat—it's his ghost. And I must say, it's the most gentlemanly thing he has done yet, to call at this time of day, when he might have frightened us out of our wits at midnight.”

        
Pat's face had been gradually brightening, as he vigorously scratched his head, as if under the influence of a new idea. Theu he gave way to peals of laughter.

        
“Dat de way you treat your ghost, eh?” said Joe, “you no laugh when he keep you awake all night.”

        
“Faix, it's meself that don't belave it's Jun Days, at all, alive or dead,” said Pat, when his fit of laughter was over.

        
“What is your new theory?” I said, a little annoyed at him. “Perhaps you will show some light on the matter, and tell us who it was?”

        
“Well, captin, I jist belave it was nary one but thim parrots yonder.”

        
“What put that into your head, Pat?” I asked.

        
“Bekase nayther of thim have spoken a blessed word for a week, and I tould Joe they were hatching some new mischief in their ugly heads.”

        
The reasonableness of the idea commended itself to us all, and any lingering doubts which might have remained were soon put to flight by both our feathered pets simultaneously yelling out “Wa'al strangers” again, and in a voice so much like the original that we were quite taken aback for



a moment. How the birds had kept the expression in their heads all this time without repeating it, we were at a loss to understand.

        
“The ould gintleman fly away wid yez!” exclaimed Pat, addressing his parrot, “an' who tould ye to repate that blackguard's words? I've a great moind to wring yer neck fur yez.”

        
And Pat was no more troubled by the unquiet ghost of the Yankee.
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Chapter XIX. 

Afloat Once More—Among Friends—All's Well that Ends Well.

        

Next day we began for the third time to build a boat. Our former experience assisted us greatly in our present work. Several valuable tools had, however, been taken away along with the boat No. 2 by Jim Days, and of which we only now fully realized the loss. But we were in no wise disheartened, and though the job would take us much longer than the previous ones, our late good fortunate gave zest to our labor, and we went to work with a right good will.

        
It was well into the autumn again before everything was completed; but we would not put off our voyage again. A fair wind carried us clear of the shore, and we then altered our course and steered to the south. Instead of the cargo of seal-skins with which our first boat was loaded, and which had been stolen by the natives, our



present little craft bore a freight worth twenty times as much. Gold to the amount of at least three thousand pounds was carefully wrapped up in canvas, and placed in a small locker at the stern. We still possessed our guns and a small supply of powder and shot. Of the curiosities brought from the cavern we had only the flag and two tomahawks left, the rest having been left in the boat with which Jim Days had bolted. As regards provisions, we had only dried fish and pigeons, or other birds, all our original stock of eatables brought from the wreck having vanished long ago.

        
Four days after starting on this our last voyage, we turned a long low point, beyond which the coast trended to the east. The same night the wind rose off the land, and despite our best exertions we were blown a long distance out to sea. In the morning no land was visible, but the wind having gone down we pulled towards the north-east. Next day about noon we again sighted land, this time almost due east.

        
By evening we were within a few miles of it, so we thought it best to lie-to until daylight, as the night came on very dark. Soon after daybreak, seeing no signs of any habitations, we altered our course almost due north, as I had no doubt but this must be Stewart's Island, which lay almost due south of the Bluff, a port in the sonthern extremity of the South Island of New Zealand; and reckoned that by crossing the straits, which I knew lay to the north of Stewart's Island and the Bluff, I should hit the latter place without difficulty.

        
Two days afterwards we sighted the South Island, and towards the afternoon we made out several houses on the beach. They proved to belong to several whalers, and most hospitably were we received by their inhabitants when we



landed. Clean and substantial clothing was supplied us in the place of our present wofully dilapidated garments, and then, for the first time for many a long day, we feasted on wholesome bread and fresh mutton. Our story, especially that portion relative to the discovery of gold, created no little excitement amongst our worthy hosts, and when we showed them what we had gathered of the precious metal, they determined to pay a visit to the place next summer.

        
Another week, and we embarked in a sailing vessel for Dunedin, not before handsomely remunerating our kind friends at the whaling station for their attention to us. In three days, having been baffled by contrary winds, we landed at Dunedin—which, during the three years of our exile had grown wonderfully,—and proceeded to the same hotel at which we had stayed on our previous visit to the town.

        
Thus ended our adventures.

        
The after career of myself and companions may be told in a few words. We remained about a month at Dunedin, and then all embarked in the same ship and were landed safely in London. A few days afterwards we parted, never to meet again. Harry proceeded to Liverpool to join his friends; Moloney returned to Ireland, taking his parrot with him; and Hunter went to Yorkshire, where he found his mother still living. Spanish Joe intended going back to his own country, but whether he ever carried out his intention, I cannot say. As for myself, finding my father and mother both dead, I returned to my favorite element, the sea, and after a few years, finding I had amassed more than sufficient money to keep me in comfort for the remainder of my lifetime, I settled down in Canterbury, New Zealand. For the last two or three years I have been roaming about the different parts of the colony.

        


        
But alas! I am getting old and feeble. I must stay at home from henceforth. Something has prompted me to have my three years' adventures on the south-west coast of New Zealand put on paper. A young acquaintance has kindly offered to get them published for me. Probably long before they are printed I shall be in my grave. Farewell, England! Farewell, New Zealand! May you always be prosperous, and your people happy, contented, and free!

        

          
The End
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