




Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Web of the Spider


The NZETC epub Edition
This is an epub version of 
     
The Web of the Spider
    by
     Author: 
          
        
    from the NZETC, licenced under the
     
Creative Commons Attribution-Share Alike 3.0 New Zealand Licence 
     (http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/3.0/nz/).
This license allows anyone to re-use material in this work under the following conditions:
	 attribution of the source of this digital text is provided. Please include our name (New Zealand Electronic Text Collection, Victoria University of Wellington Library) and a link to our website (http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/). Where practical, please link directly to the specific work appearing on our website (http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/tm/scholarly/tei-WatTheW.html);
	 the re-use of the material is licensed under the same license, allowing others to further re-use the material. This means that the re-use of the material must be marked with the same Creative Commons license, which can be accomplished by using the link to the license (http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/3.0/nz/).

In order to meet the above criteria, you can simply include the text appearing here with any re-use that you make of this work.
Use of the Creative Commons Attribution-Share Alike license allows us to make material freely available to the community for re-use, and also ensures that:
	 any errors in the material can be traced back to the New Zealand Electronic Text Collection as the originator of the digital reproduction;
	 such material continues to be freely available to the community after subsequent re-use.

The NZETC is a digital library based at Victoria University of Wellington, New Zealand. We publish texts of interest to a New Zealand and Pacific audience, and current strengths include historical New Zealand and Pacific Islands texts, texts in Maori and New Zealand literature. A full list of texts is available on our website (http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/).
Please report errors, including where you obtained this file, how you tried to access the file and details of the error. Errors, feedback and comments can be sent to Library-TechnologyServices@vuw.ac.nz.
About the electronic version



          
The Web of the Spider
        

Author: 
          
H. B. Marriott Watson
        

Creation of machine-readable version: 
Planman Technologies

Creation of digital images: 
Planman Technologies

Conversion to TEI.2-conformant markup: 
Planman Technologies

New Zealand Electronic Text Collection, 2008

Wellington, New Zealand

          
Publicly accessible

          
URL: http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/collections.html

          
Copyright 2008, by 
Victoria University of Wellington

        
Extent: ca. 611 kilobytes

        
      

About the print version

          


              
The Web of the Spider
            

Author: 
              
H. B. Marriott Watson
            

          
Hutchinson & Co., 1891


              London
            

Source copy consulted: Victoria University of Wellington Library, J. C. Beaglehole Room, Fildes 902.

        


Encoding

        
All unambiguous end-of-line hyphens have been removed and the trailing part of a word has been joined to the preceding line, except in the case of those words that break over a page. Every effort has been made to preserve the Māori macron using unicode.

        
Some keywords in the header are a local Electronic Text Collection scheme to aid in establishing analytical groupings.

      







Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Web of the Spider

Contents


	

	
[covers]

	
[tipped-in newspaper cutting]

	
[title page]

	
[dedication]

	
Contents

	
[Note]



	The Web of the Spider

	
Chapter I. The Last Coo-ee 

p. 1

	
Chapter II. The Rat in the Pah 

p. 15

	
Chapter III. The Tale of Eat-the-Sea 

p. 29

	
Chapter IV. The Beginning of the Trail 

p. 44

	
Chapter V. At the Back of the Fall 

p. 57

	
Chapter VI. The Cry of the Weka 

p. 70

	
Chapter VII. The Man in the Black Shirt 

p. 85

	
Chapter VIII. The Home of the Taniwha 

p. 100

	
Chapter IX. The Filching of Ida Caryll 

p. 118

	
Chapter X. The Foul Swamp 

p. 132

	
Chapter XI. In the White Fog 

p. 147

	
Chapter XII. The Flight in the Ravine 

p. 164

	
Chapter XIII. The Black Bush 

p. 184

	
Chapter XIV. The "Hatter" of the Gorge 

p. 205

	
Chapter XV. Upon the Heels of Kaimoana 

p. 225

	
Chapter XVI. Te Katipo the Hauhau 

p. 246

	
Chapter XVII. The Letters on the Wall 

p. 264

	
Chapter XVIII. Breaking the Web 

p. 281

	
Chapter XIX. The Storming of the White Pah 

p. 299

	
Chapter XX. Dawn in Puketea 

p. 317

	
Chapter XXI. The Finger of Ihirua 

p. 333

	
Chapter XXII. At Sunset 

p. 350



	

	
[Notes] 

p. 374

	
Note A 

p. 374

	
Note B

	
Note C, p. 88 

p. 375

	
Note D, p. 255 

p. 376

	
Note E, p. 308



	
Glossary of Maori Terms 

p. 377










Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Web of the Spider



Contents


	
[covers]

	
[tipped-in newspaper cutting]

	
[title page]

	
[dedication]

	
Contents

	
[Note]








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Web of the Spider

[covers]



        

          

[image: Front Cover]
        

        

          

[image: Back Cover]
        

        

          

[image: Title Page]
        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Web of the Spider

[tipped-in newspaper cutting]



        


        


        

1901 
London, March 22

        
"Mr H. B. Marriott Wilson," says a London paper, "is a candidate for municipal honours away at Chiswick where he lives. A novelist at the poll in the civic life of London is still rare, and there may be readers of 'Diogenes in London' and 'Lady Faint-Heart' and 'Galloping Dick' who will vote Monday for a favourite author, even more than for an administrator at the Council Board. Mr Marriott Wilson was born near Melbourne thirty-eight years ago, and was educated in New Zealand. He was at one time assistant editor of the 'Pall Mall Gazette,' and he set Mr 
J. M. Barrie's playwriting when he co-laboured (surely a better term than 'collaborated,' all French precedent notwithstanding) in the writing of 'Richard Savage.'" 
22.3.1901
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Note.—The vowels in the Maori tongue are pronounced as in Italian, and to each is given its fall value in the diphthongs. The consonants are pronounced as in English, and the sound expressed by 
ng is that so expressed in 
singing. Some Notes and a Glossary are appended.
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Chapter I. 
The Last Coo-ee.

        

It was toward evening, and the shadows were spreading and fusing in the sparse scrub about the 
kumara-grounds. Over the black spur, the scarred base of which rimmed the river at this point, the sun was declining swiftly, and within an hour it would be dark. In the 
kumara-fields themselves the Maori women were stooping to their work at the close of an arduous and sultry day. Over all a great silence brooded, though the river roared faintly in the cañon, and the bell-bird called softly at intervals.

        
Presently a woman, straightening herself, glanced at the sun, now a crescent on the mountain; and as she did so there was a movement in one of the patches of 
manuka in the scrub. She watched the sun dip a little further into the hills, and then, leaving her companions, walked away to the west. One called to her from the workers, and she paused for an instant to answer, and then, shaking the dirt from 

her naked feet, crossed the plantation toward the river.

        
As she moved on, a white man crawled stealthily from the 
manuka-bushes, and dodged from cover to cover through the scrub at a rude parallel to her. At his distance of fifty yards on the outskirting bushes the Maori was well visible in the open. She was possessed of a shapely form and a not inelegant bearing; her face was comely, her chin free from tattoo, and her rough waving hair was fastened in a clasp upon the nape of her neck. She was girt about with a red flax-petticoat, and a white flax-mat covered her shoulders; her feet and legs were bare. The white man in the 
manuka could see all this, and could also see that there hung round her neck a heavy gold chain, the end of which was tucked into her native bodice.

        
From the 
kumara-fields to the steep cliffs of the river it was but a quarter of a mile, yet because he chose concealment the man fell behind the level of the girl owing to the roughness of his way. As he went, however, he kept glancing after her as though he would keep her in sight, until thus she drew to within a stone-cast of the cliff, where she paused for a moment and looked across the slope toward the 
pah, the palisading of which frowned from the cliff-side upon the environing bush. As she turned her back upon him, the white man darted swiftly through the scrub and hid himself in the heart of a bush upon the verge of the cliff.

        
"I can watch from here," he muttered to himself.

        


        
His heavy breath rustled the dark green leaves; he pushed them aside and looked out upon the river. From cliff to cliff were a hundred paces of void; below, two hundred feet or more, the Teramea lay dark and still in its bed, the sheer walls on either side bare, save for a straying bush or stunted 
ti-tree. The last gleam of the sun shone upon the dark-red grain of the stockade. The Maori girl moved up the cliff toward the 
pah.

        
"Curse it! Am I to lose her after all this watching?" growled the man in the bush.

        
Suddenly he started and thrust the branches farther from his eyes; the girl had disappeared, apparently gone over the precipice. He strained at the distance for a while, and then, rushing from his hiding-place, approached the edge of the cliff, and looked down.

        
"I must find a way," he said; "if not for to-day, for to-morrow. She will be back again then, no doubt."

        
He walked along the cliff through the scrub, peering over, and at last stopped and, throwing himself upon the ground, dragged his nose over the abyss. A dozen feet below him was a ledge of rock to which the cliff sloped; below again a small 
ti-tree stuck out over vacancy; beyond he caught sight of several small projections in the rock. These means promised but a meagre footing, yet the man hesitated not. He took the earth in his grasp and flung himself over; hung thus in suspense a moment till his feet dropped motionless above the ledge; and then let go his hold. The rock received him faithfully, and neither swayed or cracked. From it he leapt down upon the stem of the 
ti-tree, and, now 

vertically above the river, surveyed Ms position. A rough way seemed open downwards, and having satisfied himself of its practicability he carefully remounted to the cliff-top. When he regained the scrub he turned from cliff and 
pah, and slipped silently into the dense bush about the lower reaches of the river.

        
The dusk had fallen, and the forest was in song; and by this he had dropped his precautions against discovery, brushing through the tangled brake at ease. He was following a slight narrow track, which was yet well-defined from the opaque bush, though trailed with creepers. Here and there the undergrowth was rarer, where the axe had ravished the virgin forest. As he swung through the pepper-trees with the tread of the accustomed bushman he suddenly stopped short upon the margin of a circular clearing, and fell quickly to the earth. At the same moment a shot rang through the bush, and a bullet scattered the bark upon a tree behind him. Rising instantaneously with the sound he darted across the clearing throwing a revolver forward. In the centre stood a Maori with a smoking gun. "Come," said the white man, in Maori, "I might shoot you like a pig, as you would have shot me. But I desire a truce. Be seated."

        
The man nodded, but did not move.

        
"I will stand," he said. "The Maori does not sit while the Pakeha is with him. Let it be a truce. I will stand."

        
"Let the Maniapoto

* stand. then. I have questions 

to ask you. Answer, and we will fight equally. He that is strongest shall win."

        
"I am no coward to answer questions."

        
"I speak to a warrior," said the Pakeha. "I have bought your answer at the price of your life. You will not die the death of a pig. You are of Kaimoana's fighting men?"

        
"I am from Matapihi," answered the Maori.

        
"Good. What of Kaimoana's Pakeha?"

        
"He is gone."

        
"Where has he gone?"

        
"He went a moon ago. I know nothing more."

        
"You lie. The truce is over," said the white man, raising his revolver; the Maori moved not a muscle.

        
"You speak to a warrior. I lie not," he returned.

        
"How is it, then, his property is scattered among the women of the tribe. He has been robbed and slain."

        
"He has not been slain in the tribe. One moon ago he left Matapihi. As for the women, they are wonderful. How can a man know their ways?" said the Maori philosophically.

        
"Kariri was sick. Is he not dead?" asked the Pakeha again.

        
"He went away a moon ago," repeated the Maniapoto, doggedly.

        
The white man's brows contracted in doubt; then he said, "I ask of Ihirua. Is she, too, gone?"

        
"She and the Pakeha went together. They disappeared in a night. The wife's place is with the husband."

        


        
Again the white man's forehead wrinkled in perplexity, and he fingered his revolver.

        
"You lie again," he said. "If Ihirua is not in Matapihi, who is she that wears the Pakeha gold round her neck?"

        
"I know no one who wears Pakeha gold," said the Maori sullenly.

        
"Fool!" said the other. "Why do you imperil your life? Has a Pakeha girl come from the west to seek her father?"

        
The Maori shook his head.

        
"Your questions are riddles. Why do you make game of me?"

        
"You have made game of me," returned the Pakeha sternly. "You have lied to me."

        
The Maori grinned.

        
"Will you take Matapihi single-handed to prove me a liar? For fresh water they will give you salt, and in Reinga" (the under-world) "you will look for your friend."

        
The Pakeha took from his belt a second revolver. "If you have lied to me you are no coward," he said. "See; you must not go back to Matapihi alive. They may carry your body. Tell a bird a tale, and he will sing it through the tribe." He put the butt of the revolver into the Maori's hand, and looked him in the eyes. "The truce is not over. Walk to the 
rimu yonder—call, and fire."

        
The Maori looked surprised, but his fingers closed over the weapon. He stared for a few seconds into the 

face of his adversary, and then, turning on his heel, said: "Though a bird tell this tale, he will not be believed. I am a small man, but I will fight. Let Maniapoto carry me if I fall."

        
The Pakeha watched him receding in the obscure light to the pine, where he turned again as he had been bidden, and faced his foe revolver in hand. There was silence for the space of thirty seconds, as the two weapons were steadied in the air.

        
Then the Maori cried, "The bird calls—
Maniapoto!"

        
Two cracks resounded on the instant, and the dark figure by the 
rimu fell. The other stood for a time, poised, his revolver still levelled at the spot; and then he walked deliberately to the prostrate man and bent over him. "Through the heart," he murmured. "I was not on Bendigo for nothing," with which he slowly replaced his revolvers and stalked into the bush without more ado.

        
In half an hour's time he had reached a wide depression in the bush below the face of a small cliff, studded with broad-leaved 
karaka-bushes, and overgrown with a quilt of dark creepers. Into this he descended, and, wending his way to the cliff-end of this natural quarry, set about an evening meal. The rock abutted into the shallow pit in two projections, so that anyone nestling in the crescent between them was excluded from notice on three sides, while the abundant 
karaka-bushes veiled him on the fourth. In this coign a fire smouldered securely, and needed but a dry log or two to burst into a blaze.

        


        
Having supped on toasted pork and "damper," and drained his "billy" of tea, the Pakeha flung himself upon the fern and bracken against the rock and contemplated the leaping flames at peace. From a bushman's "swag" he presently withdrew two letters, at which he gazed reflectively, suffering his mind to run upon their familiar contents. The first was dirty with three months' wandering, and over its unclean and ragged envelope were scrawled a number of addresses, all scored through save one, which read, "Matangirahi, Hawkes Bay." The letter ran as follows:—

        

          

            

              

                

                  
                    "Matapihi Pah, Upper Waikato
, N.Z.,
                  
                  "
October 5th, 1864.
                

                
"
Dear Jack,

                
"Mine is a voice out of the dead, you'll think. Twelve years ago you and I were partners on Bendigo, and a damned bad time we had of it. It's all that, too, since I saw you, for you went God knows where from Marion's Gully, and it's more than ten years since I met poor Billy Graves, who told me you were having a gay time at the Royal, in Sydney. I suppose you struck something, therefore, and what you struck you mostly left your mark on. Lord, what a heap of fellows struck, and went in a week or two! Poor Billy was the last I heard of. You heard of his being found in a hollow tree on Beech Mountain. In the name of 
atua what does it all matter? I should quote a neat little moral from Horace here, but the tongue has gone from me. But, Jack, I have business for you, and that is the reason of this 

letter. I always was a beggar, and I'm at it now. The fact is, I've gone to pieces, and the candle's going out fast. I hear the waters of Reinga, as the Maoris say. You know I was a married man when we were on Bendigo. I told you I had a wife in dear old Hampshire, though why she married me is a riddle for the Sphynx. Bendigo was to make me. As you know, old chum, it came nearer to breaking me. Well, to cut short reminiscences (I haven't seen a white for years, you see), I gave up digging, and played the settler in New Zealand. Hereupon my father-in-law swore he would support my family no longer. Family, Jack, observe, for there was a daughter in the case, seven years old when we were on Bendigo. Therefore, I went to prepare a place for them—the which I did in Auckland on the ill-gotten gains of gin-selling. Then poor Milly died—rest her soul! She was a sweet girl when her brother and I were at Oxford, twenty-five years ago, Jack. The life was damned hard for a woman after the comfort of Maycroft; at any rate, twelve months was all she stood of it. I buried her somewhere in Auckland. Do you know, it's very odd, but I can't remember where. There are mountains between and darkness, and I have no memory now. Milly went, and the daughter remained, and the question was, what to do with Ida. I settled it by sending her to school, where she was far better off than with me. I should like to have had her with me, for she was a fine little girl; but it wouldn't have done with my life. As a matter of fact, I've only seen 

her once since, and that was nigh ten years back. I thought I'd do a big stroke, old chap, after encumbrances were all gone. I never had a real chance before, as you know. So I came into the Waikato on a cruise for gold. The Maoris were pretty friendly, and I got on very well, and, to be brief, I've remained here ever since, close on eleven years. What's more, I did find gold; nothing for a rush, nothing like the claims we used to see on Bendigo; but still, gold of a sort, asking a pretty industry to get hold of it. It's no use bothering you with more particulars, so I'll come to the point. In all, I've got £10,000 worth stowed away. 
Kapai! The Maniapoto, to which tribe this 
pah belongs, know nothing of this. I found a few 'pockets' in the mountains, and you may bet I kept the secret. It's accumulated now to something like £10,000. I daresay you'll want to know why the deuce I haven't come down to civilisation and spent it, as I was wont. Well, to be frank, I have had ideas of that game, but it kept postponing itself. Then, it's no doubt ridiculous, but I've got accustomed to the Maniapoto and they to me, and that's about it. It's a bit heartless not to have seen poor Ida all these years. I was down in Auckland some years back, but I didn't go near her, though I always paid up prompt enough. And, then, town's a mighty long way, and somehow the desire has left me. I'm a Pakeha-Maori, and there's an end. I know she's in good hands, and she wouldn't care for me, so what's the use of bothering her. I've always thought of her affectionately, and drunk her health on 

her birthday, and that kind of thing, though there's nothing here but the ungodliest of gin, probably some of my own selling in the years gone by. Now, Jack, God knows where you are. I send this to the address poor Billy gave me ten years ago, on but a thin chance. I want a reply; therefore, write. I am a dying man. Reinga is sure of me. I can't take a journey to Auckland; I have a longer journey in view. I have ten thousand, Jack, and the girl is in Auckland. I want to get it to her. I know no one to trust. Man and woman, the Pakeha has gone out of my life, and the Maori only remains. Mine is a voice crying in the bush, a last cry, old man. Will you help me? I don't know what your case is now; I trust you are in luck, as we dreamed of being on Bendigo. But, in any case, will you come to me if you get this? If you are hard up I'll make it worth your while, or, rather, you can make it worth your own while, for I am in your hands. I know you're honest, or you were twelve years ago. Men change as well as die. But if you're hard up, fix your price. I don't ask a favour for nothing. Blood must always be bought. Let me know. Will you undertake to carry this down to my girl, and see her house is builded on a rock, as the Scriptures used to say. And, by God, Jack, if you are going to hesitate, name your own price, for I'm too near death to haggle.

                

                  
"Yours, in the memory of Bendigo days,

                  
"
Lancelot Caryll."

                

              

            

          

        

        


        
The second letter ran thus:—

        

          

            

              

                

                  
                    "Matapihi Pah, Upper Waikato
, N.Z.,
                  
                  "
Xmas Day, 1864.
                

                

"Dear Jack,

                
—I have heard nothing from you in answer to a letter I wrote nearly three months ago. You may be dead, but I will 'coo-ee' once more. I am nearer the end than when I wrote before. For six weeks I have not been outside the 
whare, and my wits wander, Ihirua tells me. She is a good girl and looks after me better than a doctor. My wits are keen enough to-day, which Ihirua says the missionaries call Christmas Day. It's odd that these Maoris should remember and I forget it. While my mind lasts I write you this letter, for I don't know how soon the end may be, nor much care now. Come to me and help me. I want £10,000 conveyed down to my girl in Akirana (Auckland), and you only are left, within my knowledge. As I am a dying man, Palliser, I ask you to come. It is a chance shot, this 'coo-ee' of mine. Come. I would send down, to the nearest mission place for a missionary, but the war has scattered them, and there's no one near. You're my last hope. I have written to Ida in Auckland telling her where I'm bound for, but how can she and the womenkind about her help in this business? Moreover, there are sharks, and the Waikato is a plain of loot. So I have said nothing about the gold. What's the use of raising expectations? She knows that if a man named Palliser seeks her out, she is to go with him. I befriended you when you were a boy on Bendigo. The Bloody Gulch party would have shot you 

hadn't I stood by you. Seek her out, Jack, if you are on this side of the grave. And here is my last will and testament, with Ihirua looking on and nodding her head in consent. To Ihirua, the faithful one, the 
whare and all that it holds, with a hundred pounds in gold; to yourself, as much as will repay the trouble of your coming, on the estimate of that good and honest lad you were in '52 on Bendigo; to Ida Mervyn Caryll, all that remains of the gold in the secret place. And here is how you shall find it, written in haste, for the light is sinking and Ihirua is chiding. If you answer to me here, and, hastening, reach me in time, you shall learn by word of mouth. If you cannot reach me in time (and I fancy I've but a week or so left), and your answer comes before I go, I will send you instructions how to find the secret place by letter. But if your answer comes too late, Ihirua will hold the secret, and you will get it from her. These are my last words. I send this by the hand of one, Parekura, who has been pretty friendly. But the Maniapoto are turned against me now because of the war. The chief Kaimoana I have distrusted lately, more especially since I wrote my last letter. He it was sent it for me to the coast. But I'm not sure of him. He has some that read English in his train; and money would be welcome to the King party just now. So I send this by Parekura, who will deliver it safely in Te Awamutu. If you hear my voice calling out of the void, Jack, answer. If there is silence, look for Ihirua. Behold, I have said.

                

                  
"Yours, by the waters of Reinga,

                  
"
Lancelot Caryll."

                

              

            

          

        

        


        
Palliser sat regarding these letters in the firelight, his square chin, with its short beard, resting upon one hand. The flames flickered out; and rising, he pushed another log into the ashes with his foot. He was a man of thirty-five, somewhat over middle height, and his spare frame made a display of its muscles. Throwing himself again upon the bracken, he pushed his bush-hat from his head, and stretching before the fire, toasted his heavy boots, his hands clasped upon his head.

        
"Is the girl Ihirua?" he said at length; "or did the Maori tell the truth after all?"

      



* 
Note A.
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Chapter II. 
The Rat in the Pah.

        

The
kumara-grounds had been all day baking in the February sun, and in the bushes on the cliff for a full hour had Palliser lain hid. But now, at last, the girl he was watching had left her work and was passing quickly toward the river. As she slipped out of sight over the cliff he shot from his retreat and himself dropped down upon the ledge of rocks he had tested the previous day. Hence he leapt to the 
ti-tree, swathed in its long, dead, tape-like leaves. Below, a projection from the wall cleft space as a sharp dagger, but finding the drop too great, Palliser took a knife from his pocket, and cutting the long streamers of the tree, wove them rapidly into a rough rope. This secured about the stem was a means to the lower rock, and, hand over hand, he carefully descended. From here was a less abrupt declivity, studded with small emergent facets, to a steep slope, spread thickly with creepers and dwarf bushes. Having reached this latter post, he paused to regain breath, and then passing quickly from bush to bush, he took a slanting path downwards. Midway between the cliff-top and the 

river-bed the bushes ceased, and a sheer wall of rocks abutted upon the water. But upon the margin of this perilous precipice, at the bottom of which the river roared sullenly, a level ledge crept away, like a thin thread, into the distance, at an even height of some eighty feet above the depths.

        
Along this Palliser moved with all speed, fearful of missing his quarry. As he turned a bend in the wall he espied a figure (which could only be his Maori) upon a lower level two hundred paces beyond; but the next second he had lost her round a further elbow of the cliff. Within less than fifty yards, as he hastened upon her, the ledge he was treading ran into furze and died away, leaving the black gulf yawning at him. There was now no option but to ascend through the furze, which slanted here to the upper edges of the cliff, and through which it seemed, from the girl's passage, a beaten way sloped to the river. His conjecture proved to be accurate, for he presently happened upon a rugged pathway zigzagging down the precipitous face. Palliser stalked along it as fast as was possible, and turned the elbow at which he had seen her. He now looked down upon the river, which had run latterly in concealment under the abutments; and as he did so he espied, to his surprise, a small canoe being driven up-stream by a Maori rower. He was by this not more than fifty feet above the river, and but the cast of a stone from the further bank, between which and the wall, upon which he was as a fly, hung the dusk of a cañon. In that obscurity he could not be detected; 

yet, for greater surety, he crouched on the ledge and peered down at the skiff, just dimly visible. The girl had disappeared, but now for the first time the meaning of her adventure flashed upon Palliser; it was upon an assignation she was bent. Resuming his way when the canoe had got beyond him, he came in a little to a small plateau, overhanging the water and covered with stunted bushes. Here he halted, for the track seemed to drop straight upon the river, and he thought he could discern the canoe below. After waiting for a few minutes, he was about to push on impatiently, when voices reached him above the still murmur of the stream. Creeping to the edge of the plateau, he looked over. All was dark to his sight, but the speakers were evidently ensconced in some interior recess. Palliser withdrew and waited until the interview should be over; judging that the lover was to return in his canoe.

        
In a quarter of an hour he saw from his hiding-place the head of the girl rising over the face of the plateau, and presently she swept by him, the gold chain jangling about her neck. Thinking on the man, of whose movements he was in ignorance, Palliser dared not rush suddenly into notice, but crouched close, watching her. To his astonishment, instead of crossing the plateau to the track, she turned away upon the other side, and began swiftly to ascend, what was to all seeming the bare cliff. Ere she was a dozen feet up he left his bush and stealthily approached her point of departure. A thin but stiff flax-ladder hung along the 

rocks, twisting and twirling beneath her movements. In his excitement upon this discovery he had forgotten the man, and was now startled by a cry from below. Was it of warning? He dropped to the earth, and lay motionless as a stone. The girl, turning in her ascent, cried words which reached him inarticulately. Moving his head slightly, he could see the river. The canoe was out in mid-stream, and the Maori, upright in it, was waving a hand towards the cliff. The Maori words floated, a resonant cadence of vowels, upon the evening air. This was plainly no warning, but a reluctant farewell, and Palliser cursed the fondness that kept a lover beneath the ladder of his mistress, more especially as by this accident he might be foiled in his resolve to have speech of the girl. But the canoe drifted slowly down, till at last it got into an eddy and ran swiftly into the darkness beyond.

        
Springing to his feet, the watcher glanced hastily upwards. The girl was out of sight, gone over a jagged projection, but the swaying ladder proved she was not yet at the top. In an instant he had flung himself upon the rungs and was mounting rapidly. Between him and his end was now but the fear that the girl, reaching the top, would desire to pull up the ladder, and so take the alarm. Even at the rate he climbed he despaired of coming up with her; and ere long his fears were accomplished. The flax ropes were suddenly tugged hard.

        
He was now under the jagged rock aforesaid, and, pausing, wondered what would happen. Would she 

realise that she was being followed? Would she, perchance, deem it to be her lover? He put one hand upon the rock and threw a glance down the void. There was one thought which curdled even his strong blood. In her alarm, she might cast the ladder adrift from its holdings; and as the horror of this possibility passed through him, he gripped the rock with both hands, till its raw edges bit into him, and his weight rested mainly upon it. Suddenly, as he clung thus, the jerking ceased, and a series of undulations ran down the ropes now slackened by the shifting of his body. When he comprehended the reason of this his breath came easier: the girl imagined that the ladder was hitched upon a projection.

        
After a while the motions were discontinued, and it was clear she had given up the task. Palliser took his numbed fingers from the rock, and the blood came slowly back to them. Then he mounted quickly, fearful of another misadventure, and in a few minutes was upon the cliff top, looking about him.

        
The stockade of the 
pah confronted him within three feet of the verge, as he might perceive in the deepening dusk. Upon the riverside the cliff was indeed an ample defence to Matapihi, this window of the Maniapotos twinkling in the high storeys of the rough Waikato Mountains; yet, that it should run uniformly upon all sides, the square palisading had been continued on the river line, though with less care and excellence of workmanship. It opened in great holes here and there, and these were gaps broken by an evident traffic 

to and from the flax-ladder, which hung from the stump of a huge pine-tree without the walls of the fortress, in the immediate backward of a 
whare, or native house. By this house was a large breach in the stockade, through which Palliser could see a few Maoris sauntering about among the huts. But the girl had vanished; he had lost her. There was a curse upon his lips, and he stood irresolutely for a moment, and the next, fell back into the shadow of the palisading as a figure, flitting out of the 
whare, melted into the darkness. Palliser suddenly slipped through the hole and crept behind the 
whare.

        
"
Kapai," he muttered; "this must be where she lives, and she had a calabash. Going for water. Now for an examination."

        
The 
whare was built of broad, heavy black pine timber, which would defy cutting with a knife, but the roof, which, roughly thatched of 
raupo and other reeds, descended to within three feet of the earth, might soon be penetrated. It was now quite dark, and Palliser crawled gently upon the thick 
raupo, and throwing back the hasp of his knife, began to rip softly at the thatch. 'Twas but a little ere he had wrought a hole through which he might espy the interior performances of the hut, and even at the moment of his achievement he caught the sound of feet pattering below, and guessed therefrom that the girl had re-entered. His first glance took in the poor contents of the dwelling, lit dimly by uncertain flashes from a fire without the doorway. Presently he could 

descry the dyed flax-mats on the walls, and then a melancholy voice reached his ears. Twisting his eye toward the sound, he made out the figure of the girl squatted listlessly upon the ground in one corner, as she chanted a dolorous love-song in a pitiful strain. With his ear to the peephole, Palliser could just catch the plaintive Maori words, the interpretation of which ran somehow thus:—

        

          
"O darkness, whence come you?


          
Why hide you my beloved from me?


          
He was with me in the dawn when the clouds are red.


          
O my loved one, where have they hidden you?


          
Alas, my heart, there is woe in the evening;


          
When the sun goes down, there is woe;


          
My eyes stream and my cheeks are wet."
        

        
Maori women weep even in their joy, and the love she was celebrating thus mournfully was Palliser's surest hope, for from this dreamy state they awaken but torpidly. His knife ripped through the 
raupo softly and with speed, and the hole, swollen into proportions, soon needed but the division of a supplejack to allow his body passage. Once or twice he heard the step of some approaching Maori, and paused lest the slightest noise should speak of him in the still night. At such times he heard still the soft wail within—

        

          
"Sorrow abides with me ever;


          
He is as the mist of the morning,


          
It flies and, alas, is seen no more."
        

        
When the steps passed away he fell to his work again with the droning in his ears, and at last, stooping low, held his breath, and waited.

        


        

          
"Give me also the darkness that covers him;


          
I have no longer hope; it is night.


          
My tears are the blood of my darling.


          
I hear the waves breaking in Moana:


          
They are his voice calling to me."
        

        
A reed cracked in the roof; the girl looked up drowsily.

        

          
"My eyes are dim with weeping.


          
I come, my beloved, I come——"
        

        
Suddenly there was a louder crack, and the roof swayed and yielded. The girl started and rose to her feet, at which fell heavily at that instant a confused mass of thatch. Dashing the 
raupo from his face, where the unexpected fall had flung it, Palliser seized her in his arms, but too late to stop her utterance of a prolonged shriek of terror and despair.

        
"
Taniwha! taniwha!" she cried; "it is the lizard that devours the world."

        
Her voice died off inarticulately, and she appeared to choke in a dumb panic, struck motionless by her deadly fear.

        
"Hush!" said Palliser, "hush! Ihirua."

        
From without there came to him the noise of rushing feet and the sound of many voices.

        
"Ihirua! Ihirua!" he called desperately, as the girl again raised a piercing shriek. "It is a messenger of the Pakeha, Kariri. I am no 
taniwha. There is peace between us. Quick—hide me! Damnation!" he ended in English, as the noises reached the door.

        
Through the hole in the roof was his only way of escape, and at this, leaving the girl now silent and 

rigid as a statue, lie leapt swiftly. Clutching the long rushes, he dragged himself upwards through the aperture just as the 
whare filled with Maoris. The crack of a gun resounded in the quiet night, echoing from the distant cliffs, and a bullet snipped the leather from the heel of one of his boots; but in a second he was upon the ground, and dashing for the gap in the stockade. At the corner of the 
whare a rush of Maoris met him, and hurled him to the ground.

        
The concussion was so great that he lay gasping beneath two heavy bodies with a bewildered expectation of death. When his wits had settled he saw he was lying in the centre of a ring of natives, one of whom, holding a flaring torch, bent over him and stared into his face.

        
"Behold, the Maori girl is sweeter than those of the Pakeha. So I have always said, but they called me fool. Now we know it is true, and no lie."

        
He chuckled in his throat, and another from the ring spoke in blazing words of irony.

        
"It is the Pakeha who is wise. What do we know in the mountains of the whims of women? It is as a rat through the roof we must approach them."

        
Subdued laughter ran round the circle. Palliser saw he had fallen upon them in a merry mood, and that, secure in their multitude, they inclined to a pleasant mockery. He raised himself into a sitting posture, and as he did so his hands went down to his sides; where-upon he was smitten back by the heavy hand of the Maori who stood over him.

        


        
"The rat must crawl," he said, adopting the gibe of the former speaker.

        
Once more the crowd laughed.

        
"Will you not let the rat sit upon his haunches and speak?" said Palliser smoothly. "What can he do among so many dogs?"

        
"It is good. Why not?" The Maoris nodded. "Let him stand and speak. The dogs are too many. It is not a brave position to lie upon the ground. His beloved will laugh. Let her do so. She will weep for him to-morrow."

        
The Maori with the torch put his disengaged hand into Palliser's belt and extracted his revolvers, there-upon intimating that he might rise. He did so, and deliberately dusting himself, picked up his soft felt hat and replaced it on his head, while the natives looked on in silence. Then he turned to the one who seemed to be chief amongst them, and said:

        
"Have I come upon Matapihi in war? Give me my weapons and let me go in peace."

        
"He that approaches in the dark is at war," returned the Maori sternly. "Then what should we say to our fathers, who tell us, 'Matapihi swallows all its foes'? None shall come back from it."

        
"The lover is not the warrior," answered Palliser. "Who am I to come single-handed against Matapihi?"

        
"A woman may bear a fool to her husband," said the Maori again, "but the fool must die."

        
Palliser stroked his beard thoughtfully. He looked 

round upon the faces that thronged him, illumined red in the light of the pine-knot. There was no chance of escape. Armed natives were in all his quarters, and even should he succeed in brushing through them, there was the cliff to descend or the stockade to swarm. Not even despair could wrest a chance from this environment. And there was no pity in these faces for an accursed Pakeha, of the race that had brought war upon them. His quest would be told to idle ears, seeing that Caryll had been hated of their chief. Palliser returned from the contemplation of contingencies, whereof but one was certain, and that one—death; but there was no change in the cool regard which he directed upon the Maori.

        
"Very well," said he, still at his beard, "let the fool die. But," he added, with a sardonic smile, "shall I not see the desire of my heart?"

        
"He is a brave man. Let him see her," murmured someone.

        
"Let him see her," said another voice. "He is a brave man, and she will weep for him. Let him not die unwept."

        
A name was passed from mouth to mouth in slowly rising tones.

        
"Aotea! Aotea! Aotea!"

        
Palliser shrugged his shoulders to himself; it seemed after all that he was mistaken, and the girl was not Ihirua.

        
There was silence in the group while one ran in search of Aotea; and presently he emerged from the 

darkness beyond the torch, leading the girl by the hand. As she came into the ring Palliser saw that she regarded him with a startled look; she fixed upon him large brown eyes of bewilderment, in which was also a gleam of fire. Her guide, thrusting her forward towards the Pakeha, himself retired among his companions, leaving the two face to face. Aotea still stared unwinkingly at Palliser, who met her gaze serenely and with the suspicion of a smile. His last meagre hope had faded since he found she was not Ihirua. There was dead silence; then he spoke.

        
"The rat from the 
raupo is in the presence of her who has slain him with her beauty," said he. "Why is the beauty of the Maori maiden so great to lure men to their death? Behold, the Maniapoto have no need of weapons. Their daughters are nets for the eels."

        
He looked round upon the faces and paused.

        
"It is true," muttered a Maori. "They are snares. I have said so."

        
A puzzled expression held Aotea's face, and averting her head, she listened.

        
Palliser's lips were curling sardonically as he turned to her again. Death lay before, but wore a familiar aspect.

        
"Yet shall the eel die quietly. Does he not lie in the meshes? And I too have looked in the face of my beloved. Why should I fear death? Let me lie in her arms that I may be slain."

        
The irony of these words, which rang out in the silent night, was not caught by his hearers, and he was 

ignorant how near he came to softening their hearts. To him it was a grim jest, the last and the grimmest of the many he had cracked with fate.

        
"Good," said the Maori in command. "Let him lie in her arms that he may be slain."

        
There was a murmur in the group which Palliser neither caught nor tried to catch; but above it and through it he heard the cry—

        
"Matapihi swallows all its foes."

        
It was their justification for the death of this man, whose heart and wit had been ravished by a daughter of their tribe.

        
One of the Maoris pushed Aotea to him, and Palliser, taking her by the hand, with a short laugh, drew her nearer and peered into her eyes, in which the torchlight was flashing. There was wonder, but neither fear nor anger in them now. He stooped to her till his face touched the coif upon her comely head; then dipping slowly, he kissed her.

        
"After all," he murmured in English, "this perhaps is better than Ihirua."

        
At the last word Aotea, who had stood passive to his kiss, started back, and once more her eyes glowed with some excitement which he did not understand. Stepping from her, he faced the Maoris and cried:

        
"Now, let the fool die, since it must be so. The Desire of his heart is cold, and disdains him. He has no longer wish to live. See, O Maniapoto, the folly of loving too much."

        
The chief of the Maoris raised his hand.

        


        
"If he does not desire to die on her breast, let him die where he stands. He has grown fat with life, and would sleep."

        
He passed an order to the others. Through the torchlight Palliser saw the gleam of guns, but his eyes were not upon them: strangely enough at this last moment they had lighted upon Aotea and the golden chain about her neck. Yet he saw, or thought he saw, the Maori lift his arm as for a signal, and then suddenly a deep voice, as it were a tumbling wave, rolled in upon the silence.

        
"Is the sleep of Kaimoana death, that he is become as nothing in the tribe?"
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Chapter III. 
The Tale of Eat-the-Sea.

        

Palliser turned sharply in the direction of the voice, and beheld the crowd melt to give passage to a tall commanding figure, upon which, as it approached, the rich torchlight gleamed. What he saw was a white-haired Maori, wrapped in a long winter-mat, which, gathered as a loose poncho about his shoulders, was an impressive addition to his massiveness. His face, bare of hair, was scored deeply with tattoo marks from brow to chin, and his dark sunken eyes lurked beneath large matted eyebrows, as beasts in a lair. His white hair was crowned with heavy plumes of white 
huia feathers, which waved antic in the light. Advancing a few paces to the prisoner this formidable creature surveyed him quietly, and then turned and addressed his Maoris.

        
"Since when have you slain without Kaimoana's bidding? Hearken, O my people, for I am your father. Who has dared to set up his spear against mine? If a spy come to Matapihi, what does it matter? He will be slain, and the grubs shall have his body. But who is this that cries, 'I am Kaimoana; Kaimoana is dead'?

        


        
Are those that are asleep dead? But behold, darkness is a cover to your deceit, and you mock me."

        
The silence upon this speech was at last broken by the Maori who had seemed the ruler of the others.

        
"We know that Kaimoana is alive, and the father of his tribe," he said. "But why should we tell him there is a dog in his gates? Let him sleep, and we will beat it away."

        
Kaimoana made a movement with his hand as though brushing away such an argument.

        
"Kaimoana has a care even for small things," he replied. "Let Takuna remember to fight. There is but one to govern."

        
With this he turned again to Palliser, and said with dignity, "Are not the daughters of the Pakeha sufficient that you crawl into Matapihi like a rat?"

        
But Palliser had grown weary of the pretence a whim had thrust on him, and seeing his fate none the better for a small delay, made answer impatiently:

        
"I am tired of skulking in ambush. What is the girl to me? I have no love for her."

        
"She has repulsed him," cried a voice from the crowd.

        
"Nay," said Palliser, with a smile, "for she has taken my kiss. But my words were a screen. I have nothing to do with the woman."

        
"He is lying," said Takuna. "W£ found him in the 
whare of the girl."

        
"May not a man covet gold?" responded Palliser sharply.

        


        
"Not in the house of a woman," murmured Takuna, and there arose a confusion of talk.

        
The old chief stretched out his hand, and the babble of strong warriors died away.

        
"Why do you come as a spy in the night?" he asked.

        
Then Palliser took a sudden resolution to declare his purpose, not hoping it would avail him, but to be rid of this parley.

        
"I am the friend of the Pakeha Kariri," 

* he said. "What have you done with him? You, O Kaimoana, who were once his friend—where have you hidden him?"

        
The chief regarded him fixedly.

        
"Kariri is gone," he said briefly.

        
"So I imagined," muttered Palliser in English. Then in Maori: "This is a fine deed for the great Kaimoana, to slay a man nigh death. He was at peace with you, and under your protection, yet you suffered him to be slain."

        
Kaimoana's face darkened.

        
"The Pakeha has given me hard words," he answered. "Yet must I tell him he lies? Do I tell a dog there is no food for him or kick him from the 
whare? The Pakeha has no claim upon me, though he is Kariri's friend. There is no faith in him. I will not say to him, 'Sit down and be friends,' lest he rise and stab me in the back. It is the way of the Pakeha. He has come upon us and stolen our lands from us, and he laughs at us, and pokes out his tongue at us, saying, 'The Maori is a 



* Kariri would be the Maori version of Caryll.



fool.' There is nothing but deceit in the Pakeha. It is not well for us." Here, his voice swollen into a deeper note, he pointed his cloaked arm across the singing river. "It is not well for us, I say, and the Pakeha must go. War in the west wind, and war in the north, and lo, there will be war in the east and in the south! The Maori will rise up and drive him from our doors; not one shall be left. They are faithless; they are full of deceit. We will slay them like dogs, and drive them into the sea, and I, Kaimoana,

* will swallow the sea that contains them. They shall be swallowed up; there is no room for them under our sun. Enough. We have seen the day of evil."

        
The old chief's eyes flashed in their deep recesses as he waved his hand westwards, to the sea beyond the mountains; then, drawing his mat closer to him, he was silent. Palliser had but stirred the war fury of the veteran by his words, and was now looking for his end each moment. He had no mind to endure these indignant speeches at his death, and standing moodily with his arms folded, he said, with scorn:

        
"Be silent. The Pakeha will break you in pieces. But why do I speak with a child? Let me die."

        
Suddenly the Kaimoana addressed his people.

        
"Go," said he; "leave me the Pakeha."

        
With an uneasy reluctance the crowd scattered slowly, and the night embraced all but Palliser, Kaimoana, and Takuna with the flaring torch. From him the chief took Palliser's revolvers, and holding them in his hands, 



* Kaimoana in the Maori tongue signifies "Eat-the-Sea."



he marched up to the prisoner, who gazed at him unflinchingly.

        
"There is nothing but deceit in the Pakeha," he said sternly. "Therefore they must all die. In the Maori there is passion, but no deceit. We are brave men. Should one die, lo, there is another. Take what is yours and follow me."

        
He handed Palliser his weapons, and, turning without another word, strode among the 
whares. Palliser, in the greatest bewilderment, obeyed mechanically, and Takuna, betraying no surprise, followed with the torch. They filed silently through the houses till they were come to the 
marae, or open courtyard, which was occupied by several groups of natives, talking together. But leaving them Kaimoana passed on without a word, nor did he halt until he had reached the gate in the stockade, which opened upon the 
kumara-grounds. Here, pausing, he took the light from Takuna.

        
"Wait," he said; "I will return."

        
As he was issuing out by the gate a number of the younger men by the stockade came running up, and cried, 'Why does our father go out into the night alone? One should not trust the Pakeha. We will go with him." But the chief motioned them back.

        
"Is there fear in my 
hapu?" he said. "There should be no fear. A man must die. Let him die, then. I will return again. I have said."

        
The young men, drawing back, suffered him to depart, and he passed through the gate into the night, his torch blazing above his head, and Palliser at his heels 

in wonder and doubt. Fifty paces from the gate a deep trench lay about the 
pah in a crescent, and upon the earthworks of this Kaimoana halted, and stuck his pine-knot in the ground.

        
"It is enough—I am not afraid. Sit," he said.

        
Palliser sat, and for some minutes only the river murmured in the gorge and the winds sang in the forest. At last the chief spoke.

        
"If a man give his word he must not go back from it. If a man be lost a friend will seek for him; if he be dead he shall bury him. It is a joy to perform the offices of death for a friend. Kaimoana does not fight with mourners; therefore he will answer your questions if you be the friend of Kariri."

        
"Why do you talk of mourners?" asked Palliser. "Is Kariri dead?"

        
"Kariri was my Pakeha," replied the chief, "the Pakeha of my tribe. He came amongst us and took a wife. The young men of Matapihi were angry, but the elders said, 'Let us have our Pakeha. We shall be honoured. Has Torouka or Arutara a Pakeha? Let us have honour in the eyes of Torouka and Arutara.' I could have driven him forth, I could have slain him; but I did not, though my young men said, 'Who is this Pakeha that steals the love of a Maori 
wahine?' But I held my peace, for the Pakeha is crafty, and it is something to be honoured by the 
hapus of the Waikato. Therefore I held my peace. And Kariri grew fat, and the Pakeha 
Kawana" (Governor) "was unjust to the Maori, and strove to cheat him of his land, and war came.

        


        
Still I held my peace, for had I not given my word? And the war ceased, but Kariri would not go away. He loved the Maori. I was sorry for this; I did not wish to have any Pakeha in the land. They are a deceitful and crafty race, and I wanted 
Te Ika a Maui

* for the Maori. But I had sworn; therefore I said nothing. But the ways of God are strange. Kariri fell sick."

        
"Why do you tell me a tale of no account?" broke in Palliser impatiently. "Is Kariri dead?"

        
"I have told my tale," responded the chief, with dignity. "I am not a dog, to be hurried. Kariri fell sick. I had sworn to him, therefore I came to him with food. My young men said, 'Why do you trouble about a Pakeha? He is pleasant, but he is also a Pakeha. But I paid no heed to them. I took him food, and would have given him medicine, but he refused. He lay sick a long time, and Ihirua, the daughter of Takamaiterangi, tended him. He was sick and near death, yet in the night he went away, and Ihirua with him."

        
Ere the chief was through his statement Palliser had become fairly puzzled. This tale of Caryll's journey, upon the point of death, now repeated, sounded to him so fabulous that he had no choice but to believe it false. To heighten his incredulity came also that distrust of Kaimoana of which Caryll himself had written; it was plain their relations had been never cordial, and yet he was perplexed to account for this handsome behaviour. Why had the chief interposed between him and death, 



* The Maori name for New Zealand; literally "the fish of Maui."



and why had he come out for this private conference with one whom he might have delivered into the hands of his young men? Palliser had been sufficiently among the natives to know of their capacity for sudden generosity, but if he were right in supposing Kaimoana to have taken possession of Caryll's goods and Caryll's secret, it was impossible to refer to him an extravagant chivalry. Some motive must be at the bottom of this conduct, but he was at a loss to conceive what that might be.

        
"If this story be true, am I to say Kariri is dead?" he asked, presently.

        
Kaimoana shook his head. "Am I a spirit that I should follow his wanderings? He went in the night; Ihirua fled also. Together they fled southward. I know nothing more."

        
Palliser was convinced from his doggedness that he was lying, but he said, "You have a man in your tribe named Parekura. Where is he?"

        
Looking attentively at Kaimoana, Palliser saw him start at the name, and immediately springing to his feet he said angrily, "You have lied to me! Why do you give me a dish of lies for food? Kariri is dead. You have robbed him, if you have not slain him. Do dying men go upon journeys?"

        
Kaimoana moved not from his seat, but when he spoke his voice, too, was loud and passionate, like the deep baying of a hoarse-throated hound.

        
"Have I lied to the Pakeha, who brought him from the midst of my warriors? Lo, here is one who shall 

say, 'You have kept me from death; therefore you are a liar.' But I talk to a screamer, to a shrieker of falsehoods. Why does the friend of Kariri call me a liar? But I do not answer: I am dumb; it is foolishness to talk with a babbler. They are all alike, these Pakehas. They are worthless—what are they but thistles covering the land? They shall be cut down."

        
Palliser restrained himself for, though he had no faith in the story, he had other questions to ask.

        
"Why, then, do you start at the name of Parekura? Why should the word send terror through you? It is the guilt of a conscience. You have slain Parekura, perhaps?"

        
"The Pakeha is babbling again," returned the chief more quietly. "It is foolish always to babble. Parekura also has gone. He was not of Maniapoto, but of the Ngatiawas.

* He has gone back to his home."

        
"Southward too," said Palliser sarcastically.

        
"He also has gone southward," said the other calmly.

        
"And behold, O Kaimoana, it is strange, but on the same day he departed, Kariri and Ihirua fled in the night, and, lo, also Parekura was gone."

        
"I cannot remember the movements of Parekura," returned the chief, darting a quick glance at him.

        
Palliser laughed, and continued, "Kariri and Ihirua and Parekura are gone, and the wise Maniapoto knows not whither. But what of the Pakeha girl, who sought her father?"

        



* 
Note A.




        
The Maori was silent.

        
"Come," said Palliser derisively. "She, too, has gone, and in the same night, O you who have eyes in the darkness?"

        
"Why should I answer? The Maori has no honour in the mind of the Pakeha. If I say, 'Who is this girl? We have seen none,' he will laugh again."

        
Palliser hesitated, for it seemed to him that here, at least, was the ring of truth.

        
"Listen," he said. "Kariri had a daughter among the Pakehas, a child whom he had not seen for years. I looked for her in Akirana and found she had gone. They told me Kariri had written to her that he was dying, and she had set out to go to him. I could learn nothing more. In the Waikato plains, at Ngaruawahia, and at Te Awamutu, they had seen nothing of her. I said, 'Perhaps she has gone by the sea, to escape the war, and come inland. I shall find her at Matapihi, where she is gone to see her father die.' But you say, 'The girl is not here.' Where, then, is she?"

        
"There are many hills between Matapihi and the sea," said the Maori. "There are many fighting men. Who can say what has become of a weak girl? She set out to close her father's eyes. It is well. This is the duty of a daughter. But Kariri has gone; and the girl has not come. Why does the crawling rat trouble me further?"

        
"Kaimoana," said Palliser quietly, "your tale is a tale of lies. You are a rotten flax-stick. Men trust 

in you and lean upon you, and you crack. Yours is a tale to smile at. You know what has become of Parekura. Perhaps you slew him—I cannot say. Perhaps you robbed him of his message. You know what has become of Kariri and Ihirua also. Enough, I will learn the truth some day, and be avenged."

        
"You have killed the honour of a 
rangatira" (chief), said Kaimoana haughtily; "yet I have spared you. Go, lest I leave you for the 
wekas to peck. I have one mind to-day, but when I have slept it may change. Go, therefore. Let the river be a boundary to us. To-morrow my young men will search the bush. What they find they will kill. I will be silent and nod my head. Why should I not? On this side of the river will be my 
mana" (authority). Here he raised his voice, and his eyes gleamed in the red light. "Yet how can I say you will be safe yonder." He stretched to the river. "I care nothing for your safety. The fighting men are about, and who can stand against the Maori spear? Yes, the Pakeha is as the thistle. In a little he will be cut down. Lo, there is war in the north and in the west, and there will be war in the south and in the east. I tell you, O Pakeha rat, there is war in the land, and how shall you escape? The down of the thistle shall blow through the land."

        
"And I warn you, shutter of both eyes," cried Palliser, leaping to his feet, "that the dog who has picked the bones of Kariri shall die as a dog should. He shall disgorge as he lies fat in the sun. He shall crawl to my feet, and whine like a whining girl. I will 

put a bit in his mouth and drive him over the cliff. He shall be shot, and his body cast in the river. The Maori is a fool; the Pakeha only is wise. He shall teach the Maori that to lie to him is to tremble, and to rob the dying is even as to die. I have done. I will go."

        
"
Haere ra" (go truly), said Kaimoana quietly, using the Maori form of salutation to a departing friend. He rose without another word, and taking his torch, gathered his mantle closer; then, turning with deliberation, he stalked off toward the 
pah, leaving Palliser staring after him.

        
The Pakeha watched till the dwindling figure vanished through the gateway, and the stump of the flaming torch was tossed into the air; then, facing the darkness, he plunged into the lower bush. Surprising as his course of adventure had been, he could congratulate himself on nothing but that he had so unexpectedly come off with his life. As he strode through the forest he reviewed his failures, and thought upon future plans, though with fallen hope. Baffled as he had been in his search of a clue to the mysterious silence of Caryll, he was yet resolved to continue the forlorn task. Caryll's first letter had reached him on December 28th, in Hawkes Bay, after a career of three months in Australia and the south. His own letter, informing Caryll that he would come to him, must have arrived in Matapihi early in January, after Caryll's second letter had been despatched. By that time the Pakeha-Maori might have been dead; for Kaimoana's tale seemed too gross and extravagant to entertain. If Caryll were dead upon 

the arrival of the letter, Ihirua had the secret of the gold, according to the instructions of the second letter; therefore, it was incumbent upon him to find Ihirua. If, on the other hand, Caryll had received and read his answer, there were two alternatives. Were he near death, he would have despatched his last directions to his friend; or, at least, he would have written to acknowledge the arrival of the letter. In either case he would have made some sign, and yet no sign had come. No word beyond the two despairing cries had reached Palliser—and Caryll was gone from his mountain eyrie, rapt away strangely, none knew whither. Upon these facts there was no other hypothesis than in some treachery to his lost friend. Either Ihirua had turned traitor and hid herself within the knowledge of her tribe, or someone had intercepted a letter between Caryll and himself. Upon this latter view he thought darkly of Kaimoana, to whom Caryll's letters had significantly pointed. Palliser's objects, then, must be to find Ihirua, who might deliver to him Caryll's secret; to find also Parekura, if so be a letter had been entrusted to his hands; and to find Caryll, were he on this side of the grave, which was something more than doubtful. And, indeed, he could have no certainty that any of the three was living. If Ihirua had, in Kaimoana's words, fled with Caryll, what could it mean, save that she, too, were dead? And if Parekura had been robbed of his trust, it was of reason to conjecture this had been a deed of blood. While of Caryll's life there had been but a brief part left on Christmas Day.

        


        
In the mists of these doubts Palliser wandered despairingly, as he went silently along the narrow bush - track toward his hiding-place. The stars enkindled heaven, as though 'twere moonlit, suffusing a still and mystic glow throughout the night. The winds had gathered, and the 
karaka-leaves were flapping heavily. A few noises had got up in the bush; 
wekas wailed disstantly; the river, now closer, ran in shallows with a vacant roar. Suddenly Palliser took the notion that he had someone behind him. It came upon him, in one moment, upon the snapping of a twig to his right. He stopped, his face to the sound, but heard nothing save the accustomed noises of the wind and the river, and, half convinced, resumed his way. Still an uneasy suspicion of danger clung to him, though the high wind might have served to account for all the alarms of his passage. Presently he stopped again quickly, and listened. Then he thought he heard a footfall patter and die away behind, and darting back he rushed round the bend he had just turned, revolver in hand. In the dim light nothing was visible, nor when he halted sharply could he catch so much as the scuffling of a wood-hen through the undergrowth. With a laugh he put away his revolver, saying to himself, "I have too full a fancy to-night."

        
The track, hitherto but a thin lane hewed through the dense bush by the felling of large trees, the trunks of which lay here and there across the path, now turned aside and swept out upon the cliff above the river, where the wind blew shrilly. The banks had fallen to a height of fifty 

feet or so, and the gusts flying out of the upper gorges struck the bush fiercely, and died away in the recesses. Once or twice, even with all the uproar, Palliser paused, still possessed of his fancy, but almost immediately resumed his journey. When he was come to the spot at which he must leave the track to go inwards to his hollow, a sound as of a falling body came to him. Swiftly dropping behind a bush, he waited. The 
wekas were calling briskly between the claps of wind, the river was moaning in the shallows, and the pines bent to the storm. Not another sound was audible. Palliser crouched without a movement, his hand upon the trigger of his weapon, his face set to the bush.

        
He had been thus for fully a quarter of an hour, when suddenly in a lull a parakeet shrieked as though in alarm, and emergent from the broad leaves of the 
karaka-tree before him, he saw a dark face peep slowly. His finger quivered on the trigger, but as the eyes peered through, the starlight glimmered on them, and Palliser lowered his weapon. They were the eyes of Aotea.
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Chapter IV. 
The Beginning of the Trail.

        

Aotea came out of the 
karaka-tree cautiously, with a furtive scrutiny of the ill-lighted cliffside, and stepped into the open till she was but a pace or two from Palliser's bush. At once he flashed out upon her, and twisting his arms round, held her tightly, disregarding her low cry of terror. The next moment she had recognised him and, nodding her head, said,

        
"Why do you frighten a guest who comes to see you?"

        
"How do I know my guests?" returned Palliser, at the game time releasing her. "Do you come to me with news?"

        
"I have no news. Has not the Pakeha news? Why does he cheat me? Must I ask him, 'Where is Ihirua?' Let him say."

        
"You think I have news of Ihirua," said Palliser. "Therefore you have come to me. I have no news. I know nothing. But I am looking for her. You, it is, who have news. Good. Let us go where we may talk, for it is night, and I am hungry."

        
At his words Aotea's face grew dull, and she hung her head.

        


        
"Come," he said, "follow me;" and he passed into the bush, followed by the silent girl.

        
When they had reached the hollow, Palliser, brushing apart the thick leafage, pointed to his camp.

        
"I show the White Cloud

* where I hide; see that she brings no storm upon me," he said.

        
She looked at him without speech, and then went through before him; and he saw that her face was occupied by a most distant expression, as though she had not heard him. He stirred the smouldering fire so that the ashes were seamed with flame, and Aotea, sitting down against the rock, gazed quietly over the smoke into the darkness, wearing an air of intense preoccupation. After one glance at her, Palliser set about his supper, to which, when ready, he invited her; but, shaking her head, she sighed, and then fixed her eyes upon his face. Palliser fell to with a rare appetite, and when he had done turned to his silent companion, and after some moments of scrutiny, said,

        
"Has my beloved nothing to tell me? What is Ihirua to her?"

        
Aotea looked him steadily in the eyes.

        
"Is it the friend of Kariri, or another?" she asked. "Who is it that calls 'Ihirua' in the night, scraping at the roof of my 
whare?"

        
"I am Kariri's friend, and the friend of his friends," said Palliser. "What do you know of him?"

        
"Are you the friend of Ihirua, who was Kariri's wife?" asked the girl.

        



* Aotea signifies White Cloud.




        
"Have I not said? Did I not creep into your 
whare to ask of her? What is the news of Ihirua? Is she, then, dead?"

        
Aotea lifted her voice into a wail.

        
"Is Ihirua dead? Alas! is the wife of the Pakeha dead? Have they cut her down as the thistle? My eyes are dry with weeping. What! shall I say to Takamaiterangi and our ancestors, 'Behold, your daughter is dead'?"

        
"Come," said Palliser, "tell me what you know. What is Ihirua to you, and why do you mourn her?"

        
"Listen," returned the girl, whose face was drooped and sullen. "I will tell the friend of Kariri what I know. When he came to me in the night, breaking through the roof as a thief, I was afraid, and I cried. I thought it was the 
taniwha; but I found it was a Pakeha who called 'Ihirua! Ihirua!' and I came down from the 
pah, thinking to learn of Ihirua, who was in the mouth of the strange Pakeha. How could the strange Pakeha learn of Ihirua save from Kariri? Therefore he is a friend of Kariri. And I said, 'Kariri has met him and spoken of Ihirua; therefore, if I go to him he will have a message for me from Ihirua. And I came; and lo, there is no message. Therefore am I dumb, remembering Ihirua."

        
"Why are you dumb?" asked Palliser soothingly; "seeing that we may find her. Look, Aotea; we have darkness, but it will be morning soon. Let us work till the morning comes, when we may rest. Listen you also; I am the friend of Kariri, a Pakeha, named 

Pariha.

* I am seeking Kariri and also Ihirua. Tell me what you know that I may be able to find them."

        
Aotea rocked herself.

        
"You will find nothing," she wailed. "There is no one left; they are dead; they have died and their bones are scattered. I looked for a message and none came. Behold, they are slain."

        
"Then," said Palliser softly, out of his large experience of the Maori, "if Ihirua is slain you must, have vengeance. He that hath slain her must be himself slain. Tell me, that we may discover the guilty one."

        
Aotea's eyes flashed.

        
"He must himself die, the guilty one. I have said it. Let us find him. Yes, I will tell you that we may exact due penalty from the murderer when we find him. Hear me. I was the sister of Ihirua, the daughter of Takamaiterangi; we were of the 
hapu of Kaimoana, of the Maniapoto. Our father died, being slain in war. I was younger than Ihirua, who was beautiful and attracted the attention of Kariri. She became his wife and lived with him, and I was left alone, bewailing her loss. Yet I saw her often, and she was happy. The Pakeha had a large 
whare in the 
pah, but he was absent many times and for long. Sometimes Ihirua went with him. He was good to her and she loved him. But Kariri fell sick, and Ihirua put him to bed, and when he wanted to rise she forbade him. He was dying, she said. Why should a man trouble to walk down to Te Reinga? Let them come for him if they would have him. So Ihirua tended him. He lingered 



* The Maori version of Palliser.



long, but grew worse. I know nothing of why he was sick. He was a brave man. One day Ihirua came to me in the 
kumara grounds. She wanted me to go back to the 
whare with her. She said she had a long journey to go, and would be gone till the next day. She asked me to watch by Kariri till she returned. She was my sister; we were both daughters of Takamaiterangi, and one mother, the child of Mahanga. I went to the 
whare and watched. I sat by Kariri and gave him water when he asked. He asked often. I gave him food also; but he would not take it. He said nothing all day. Ihirua went in the morning, and I sat watching till the sun went down and the women returned from the 
kumara fields. He lay on his back in the 
whare, staring at the 
raupo and saying nothing. In the evening I slept and watched, for it is hard to stay awake when it is dark and there is no light. I could not see Kariri—there was no light. I heard him saying something, but it was not Maori. How, then, could I understand? I put out my hand and felt him, and he was cold. Once he spoke. He asked me if Ihirua had returned, and I said, 'No, for it is not yet dawn.' Then he said no more. In the morning I waited for Ihirua, but she did not come. Kariri asked again after her, but I said she had not come. He asked for water also, for water continually, so that I had to go out and fill the pot. I watched all day, but Ihirua did not come. Kariri grew restless. He rose from his bed, but I put him back as I had seen Ihirua do. A man must not walk to Te Reinga; let them come and carry 

him. At last Kariri fell asleep; I was glad of that. I was tired of watching him stare at the 
raupo. He slept on till evening, and I sat by. Then I fell asleep. When I awoke there was a noise, and there was a light in the 
whare. I saw Ihirua with a torch; she had returned. I ran up to her and looked into her face, and it was white like the face of a Pakeha. The torch was trembling in her hand. I took it from her and examined her. There was blood on her mat, and one bare arm was covered with blood. I said, 'What is this? Who has done this to you?' At that moment Kariri awoke. He rose in his bed, and Ihirua ran towards him, staggering. She said, 'It is gone, my loved one; he has stolen it from me.' Kariri got up, and she fell down at his feet, and the bloody mat came unfastened from her shoulders. I rushed to her and Kariri bent over her. Her bosom was open; there was a deep wound in it. Kariri took her in his arms, which were not strong. 'Go quickly,' he said to me; 'bring water; she is wounded. Ihirua was looking up in his face with a smile. I ran swiftly out of doors for water as he said, for there was none in the 
whare. It is some way from the 
whare to the spring. I ran all the way. When I got back Ihirua was seated on the bed, and Kariri was up and dressed. I gave him the water, and washed the wound with it. It was a long and terrible wound above the right breast. I cried over it as I washed it, saying, 'Who has done this to you, my sister?' But she did not hear me; she was looking at Kariri, who was leaning upon the bed, his hands trem-

bling
. Then he took his hat and went to the door. Kariri turned and said, 'You are wounded; stay, and I will return.' And Ihirua said, 'Shall I see my beloved go out to die alone? I will die with him. Let me also go.' Kariri put his hand on her shoulder and led her to the bed. 'Sit,' he said, 'I pray you; let me go alone; you are in pain. I will return when I have finished my work.' And Ihirua cried with a loud cry, 'Behold, you will never return. I will go with you through Te Tauru. You shall not die alone.' And Kariri, looking pale, went forth, and Ihirua, holding her hand to her breast, followed him, walking unsteadily. And I cried to them, 'Where is it you are journeying? It is not right to walk to Te Reinga. Let them come and carry you if they would have you.' But they paid no heed; they went both together. I saw them go into the night, walking unsteadily; and I came back and lay upon the floor, weeping; after which I slept."

        
Aotea ceased, and as one overtaken by apathy, fixed her gloomy eyes upon the fire, while Palliser sat revolving her story in his mind. Her words bore the impress of truth, yet he saw his way even less clearly than before. From this narrative he was able to supplement his conjectures but not his plans. It appeared now that Caryll had not died before the arrival of the letter from Hawkes' Bay. The interpretation he put upon the incidents related by Aotea was as follows. Caryll, having received his letter, had, in accordance with his promise, sent off an answer; not, however, by 

Parekura, but by Ihirua. Ihirua had been stopped and robbed with violence by someone who must have been aware she carried valuable information. If this were so, Palliser had still to discover the robber, and had added little to his knowledge beyond the assurance of Caryll's nocturnal journey. About this Kaimoana had told the truth, but this revelation was not enough to convince Palliser he had no hand in a great plot against his friend. Then, too, there was Parekura to consider. What had become of him?

        
"Who," he asked, lifting his face to the girl, "who was Parekura, and what was he to Kariri?"

        
Aotea glanced up.

        
"Parekura was the friend of Kariri," she answered dully. "Kariri ordered and Parekura obeyed. He was not of Maniapoto but of Ngatiawa, and he went home to his people."

        
"When did he go?"

        
"It is a moon since Kariri and Ihirua went; it is more than a moon since Parekura went. There was trouble in his tribe and he left."

        
"What happened after Kariri and Ihirua went?" asked Palliser again.

        
"What would happen? There was nothing. The Maniapoto ate and slept, and the women worked in the 
kumara-fields before. What should they do afterwards? I rose up and told my tale, and Kaimoana said, 'Let it be. They have gone together. We are well rid of them.'"

        


        
"Ah," said Palliser, "then Kaimoana was an enemy to Kariri?"

        
"Once they were friends, and talked and smoked together; but afterwards they kept apart, and Kaimoana would say, 'Why is this Pakeha here?' He wished to drive Kariri out. Therefore he was glad when I told him, 'They are gone.'"

        
"Which way went they?"

        
"They went out by the gate on the river upwards to the south. I know nothing more, for the darkness was great and I could not see."

        
"But what said Ihirua?" asked Palliser. "What was this word of hers—'through Te Tauru'?"

        
"Behold," murmured the girl, "Te Tauru is a dark place; it is the forest of the west wind. 
Taniwha has his home in the caves. It is an evil place. Therefore are they dead in this evil place."

        
The man thought on in silence till his eyes fell upon the gold chain about her neck.

        
"Whence came this?" he asked.

        
Aotea, whom each question stirred from a sullen meditation, stared at him absently.

        
"It was in the 
whare of Ihirua," she said mechanically. "What use has a dead man for ornaments?"

        
Palliser rose to his feet.

        
"Tell me," he said, "O daughter, are you willing to have vengeance on the slayer of Ihirua? Will you show me the track which Kariri and Ihirua have left by the gate of the south, through Te Tauru, that I may search for them? and if I do not find them, perhaps I 

shall chance upon some mark of the murderer who has caused weeping in your house."

        
Aotea also rose to her feet, her eyes glistening.

        
"Hearken to my words, O Pariha, hearken," she cried, "and you, O you ancestors of Takamaiterangi! If a man be slain shall not his kinsmen go forth and avenge him? His murderers shall be utterly destroyed. But it is different with the woman. If her sister be slain what shall a trembling girl do? Shall she slay also? It is too hard a task. But what shall she do who has no brothers and no sons to avenge her? There is a path through the bush to the river of weeping; let her follow this and find her dead, that they may be laid upon the stage and made 
tapu" (sacred). "Thus shall they be honoured though they are lost to her, and though the grub drill through their bodies. Alas, what else can she do? There is nothing. What else can she do? No, there is nothing; nothing for her who is brotherless in the 
hapu. Yes, there is one thing. Behold, O Pariha, I will follow the track that runs through the forest southwards, whether it lead by Taupo Moana or to steep Taranaki; I will follow to the evil place, the forest of Te Tauru, where the 
taniwha has his dwelling. I will put my face to the ground and follow; I will wriggle through the holes like the lizard; I will dodge through the under-wood like the 
weka; I will be cunning as the rat; I will be as the moon by night and the sun by day, watching the long track of Ihirua and the Pakeha, Kariri. And when I have found my dead, and seen 

the murderer, I will return and say to my tribe, 'This is he who has killed Ihirua, who was with the Pakeha.' And I will cry for vengeance; and he shall die even as he caused Ihirua to die on her track in the dark places of Te Tauru. Is it not enough? I will go and seek him."

        
Palliser approached the fire.

        
"I am glad," he said softly, "that you have resolved not to dishonour Ihirua. We will go together. Come; eat that we may be gone, for in the morning Kaimoana's young men will range the bush, killing what they find."

        
Aotea nodded, and crouching with her knees in a bunch at her chin, ate the food he gave her, still staring at the darkness across the fire.

        
Palliser's scanty preparations were soon made, and packing his "swag" upon his back, he set off through the bush upon a detour to encompass 
the pah, Aotea attending him in silence.

        
It was not yet midnight, and as the air was cool and fresh, there was every chance of accomplishing a safe distance ere dawn. By then the river must be between them and Matapihi, for Kaimoana would keep his word and unleash his hounds upon the hither side. As they stole quietly through the bush, the vastness of its midnight solitude struck even the experienced bushman with amazement. Thick shadows lay in ambush about them, held by a profound silence. Through the heavy foliage not a breath now moved, for the wind had sunk and left the world to peace; not a note quivered in the 

recesses of the darkness through which they marched. The voice of the 
weka had died with the wind, and the only sound in this graveyard stillness was the rustle of Aotea's garment against the bushes, as she slipped after him, deeper and deeper into the night. Yet for all this solitariness, Palliser was not rid of his old suspicion that someone was upon his track. He knew it for a fancy, the ghost of the impression he had had of Aotea's presence; but it troubled him at intervals. Had some sound crossed the universal silence it might have reassured him; he might have guessed that he was, as it were, in Nature's bedchamber. But her dead sleep ruffled him, so unnatural did her dreamlessness appear. He searched the smooth quietude for an alarm in vain; there was not visible the shadow of a danger; and yet his mind was clouded with the thought of someone following ever at his heels. He shook his head, and grew frightened at his own fears, as a strong man trembles to think his nerves failing him. Aotea, wrapped in gloom, pursued her way unheeding; and so, fain to do likewise, he cast off his doubts and strode faster along the narrow bushway.

        
Southward of the 
pah they halted and looked across the open. Aotea stretched out a hand.

        
"There," she said, "there is the gate by which Ihirua and Kariri came forth. There is but one track from the south gate of Matapihi, southward."

        
"Is my sister sure that Ihirua's word was 'through Te Tauru'?" asked Palliser.

        
"Have I not said? Southward and westward through 

Te Tauru, which is full of evil places. Enough, Pakeha; this is the beginning of the road to death."

        
It was an hour's journey to the spot at which they were to cross the river, and it was close on two in the morning ere they reached it. Here the cliffs fell off on either side of the stream, and the track descended an easy slope to a wooded plateau, ten feet from the water-level, whence it was carried by a huge pine-trunk to the other side.

        
Palliser, crossing in the rear of his Maori, stopped for a moment midway upon the rude bridge. The deep roaring of the river, where it ran into the cañon below, filled the air with sound, refreshing after the stillness of the bush. As he stood facing the plateau, he thought he saw shadows moving in the darkness. It was but a suspicion, and so annoyed had he grown with his own wayward imagination that he dismissed it with cold disdain, though here at least he would seem to have sensual evidence of his alarming fancy.

        
Aotea had crossed and was ascending a wooded spur beyond; he turned and followed her.
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Chapter V. 
At the Back of the Fall.

        

Palliser had no plans beyond a resolve to follow upon Caryll's trail to the forest of Te Tauru. At the end he looked for nothing but Caryll's body, seeing that he must have been in the article of death when he left Matapihi; and 'twas more than likely, too, that Ihirua had succumbed to her desperate wound. Te Tauru, as he gathered, was a vast expanse, wherein the chance of happening upon anyone was of the smallest; yet there was a faint hope, and this, slight as it was, moved him to continue till at last he should be beyond all traces of the lost. Lancelot Caryll should not be forsaken were it within his means to discover him, or at least identify his fate. There was also a minute prospect that some accident might point to the treasure-
câche, though this actuated him less; and lastly, the thought of Caryll's wandering daughter troubled him vaguely. These fears and projects were to be his company upon that expedition.

        
Upon the morrow he rose somewhat late from his fern bed, and passed them in review. Aotea was still sleeping calmly in her mats, her loosened hair straying over her pretty face, now relieved from the gloom of 

sorrow and vengeance; and Palliser, reflecting that she had left her lover to follow him, wondered to find all other human properties outcast of this surly passion. It was not in his nature to forecast the result of a venture; he made his plan and moved by it; so that he fell into no speculation upon the end of his search and the intermediary dangers. Instead, observing that the morning was far gone, he set about breakfast with a cheerful whistle.

        
By noon they were diverging from the river line by a dashing torrent which ran out of the heart of the steep mountains, and was closely hedged by the thick bush. Through this, upon the left bank, the thin track crawled tortuously upwards to the distant gorge where blue, hanging mists drooped as a veil upon the summits. As they proceeded a faint roaring arose from cascades and rivulets in the upper reaches. The sunlight fell fiercely upon the bush, but was withheld from them by the tall pines, and the frothing creek dispersed a pleasant coolness through the air. They came at last to a point in the ascent where, to avoid a monstrous projection of the spur upon the left, the track ran down to the creek edge, and crept under the face of a cliff for a few hundred paces. Here it followed the undulations of the stream, through a narrow belt of flat land covered with low bushes. The noise of waters which filled the air now covered all other sounds; and when they had turned a corner half-way along this passage, a sudden sight struck Palliser still. Round the foremost angle of the cliff was pouring a band of armed Maoris.

        


        
In a second—for there were but twenty paces between them—they had discovered him, and, with shouts, those in advance ran forward. Palliser cried a warning to Aotea, who was a little in the rear, and darted from the track, through the bushes, towards the creek. The leading Maori brought his gun roughly to the level and fired, but his shot passed wide, and the fugitive plunged into the creek and ran up the farther bank. Then followed a smart volley, but Palliser rushed on unhurt, and half a dozen natives dashed through the stream after him. The farther cliff, which toward its base was sprinkled with loose bushes, did not rise so steeply as that by the track side, yet went up too perilously for scaling. Palliser had flung his swag into the bushes, and was flying along the slant, ducking his head here and there behind a 
manuka-tree for protection from the intermittent shots from the other side. At a glance he had seen how impervious was the upper cliff in the face of these sharpshooters, and he trusted only to his speed to carry him out of danger. Gradually the roaring in the air grew louder, and presently he had burst out upon a waterfall. The cascade curled smoothly over the face of the cliff, twenty feet higher, and thence, sweeping outwards, fell in a white curve into the torrent below. Glancing hastily over his shoulder, where no Maori was yet in sight, he almost instinctively made up the remnant of the slope to the foot of the higher cliff. Between the fall and the naked rocks behind was a certain space, filled doubtless with spray and mist, yet possibly such as might be adventured by a man running 

for his life. Blindly pushing through the curtains of water on the outermost edge of the fall, he groped within for a holding, and finding his hands rest upon a ledge of some sort, at once dragged himself through the drenching spray and passed behind the fall.

        
When his eyes were clear of water he examined his retreat. He was clinging to an outstanding bit of rock in a dark recess, with a thunder in his ears and a black shuddering blind of water before his eyes. On either side the cascade thinned into dense spray, through which the only light was admitted into this strange hiding-place. And the air in the recess, too, was permeated with a mist which gathered into drops upon his beard and moustache. Yet he was not so far incommoded, and at all events was safe from the enemy. He secured a more convenient position on the rock and waited. He could, of course, hear nothing through the roaring of the fall, but he strained his eyes through the veil of mist by which he had entered, and beyond which he had glimpses of sunlit rock. He had not been many moments in his hiding-place before a figure sprang into the light, and stood for some time looking at the fall. Presently another joined it, and the two appeared to be in conversation. Then one bent his head to the ground and began examining it. Palliser realised at once what a difference it had made to him that the cliff here had been of pure rock with no superficies of earth; for his feet had left no marks from the moment of his leaving the bushes below. After a time the Maoris went out of range, but Palliser had no means of 

telling whether they had given up the pursuit. The time of waiting was a weary one, yet he would not risk discovery, hut crouched in his corner for nigh upon an hour, by which time he was wet from head to foot and at the height of discomfort. At last he decided to leave his ambush, judging it unlikely that the Maoris suspected him of harbouring in the fall; if they were still searching for him, it was more probable they were examining the bushes below. Leaping out through the spray he crawled from rock to rock into the sunlight. There were no Maoris visible; and so, step by step with a perfect caution, he went down to the bushes, but found no sign of the enemy's presence. It esteemed as if they had given up the search. A passing stranger was hardly game for a laborious hunt, though well enough to run down between meals. Moreover, it would seem to a logical mind that the Pakeha was more likely to have run over into the fall than to have been spirited up an unscaleable cliff.

        
Aotea was now in Palliser's thoughts. Had she, too, managed to escape? There was no friendly waterfall for her, but he trusted much to her native wit; and to lessen his anxiety he remembered that she was, like his pursuers, a Maori, though a Maori in the wake of a Pakeha. He had seen her, as he fled, whip into the bushes by the track, and it was, at least, dubious whether the Maoris had seen her at all, in that she had not rounded the corner into their view at the moment of his own discovery. He had every hope, therefore, for Aotea also. He began at once to retrace the way by 

which he had fled, and descending carefully to the spot where he had thrown off his swag, found it as he had left it, among the bushes. Crossing the creek without finding any cause for alarm, he came at last to the track, but could see nothing of Aotea. He searched the scrub alongside without any result, and finally, resolved that the Maoris had indeed abandoned the chase, reascended the slope from which the track slipped down to the bed of the creek. Still there were no signs of Aotea, only the voices of the noonday bush and the noisy murmur of the torrents. There was a singing, too, in Palliser's ears, which was the echo of the cascade's thunder. If Aotea was not in the passage by the creek, he deemed it certain she had not gone farther; if she had not been carried off by the Maoris she was still in the rear, and so he took up a position upon the cliff which commanded a view of the lower track, and waited for her.

        
He watched long and patiently, but at length, growing drowsy in the hot air after his night of labour, planned a rest for himself. A short way back the path narrowed to a thread between two large trees. Taking a string of flax he weighted it at either end with short sticks, and threw it across this point, in such a fashion that no mere accident should displace it, though it would yield to the passage of a body. By this means he looked to tell, not only if any one had passed, but also in which direction. Having contrived this artifice, he returned to his nook in the bush and slept.

        
Palliser opened his eyes upon the dusk with soft footfalls sounding in his ears. He was so accustomed a 

bushman that upon waking he made no movement, but merely opened his eyes and listened. Without a turn of his head he could only look up through the grey pines, where the clouds were gathering towards night; but he could hear sounds as of feet pattering in the open, and of movements in the undergrowth. He had even a suspicion of voices, low and near; then again there was growing silence, as of echoes dying in a haunted room. This continued to his imagination as long as he lay listening, but when he rose abruptly, impatient of the suspense, a perfect stillness brooded over the bush, broken only by the 
korimako's bell-like notes. He ran to the verge of the forest, and peered down the track: nothing was visible, nothing audible. For a moment he stood overcome with astonishment. He rubbed his ears, out of which the rumble of the cascade had not quite departed, and passed his arm pensively across his sight; then, shaking off covert fears, he went down to examine his register. The flax had been kicked aside and, from its position, obviously by one ascending from the river. If this were Aotea she had passed during his sleep, and must be some distance ahead. He strapped his swag upon his back and hurried down the slope to the passage by the creek; and then, still keeping a furtive eye about him, ascended into the bush beyond.

        
By the twilight it should have been a couple of miles farther that he heard a sound which he at first mistook for the cry of the 
weka. It came from higher on the hillside and deeper in the bush, and was a long-drawn wailing, rising and falling about one note in plaintive 

cadences. Putting his burden to the ground, Palliser crept up the hill, and, guided by the noise, came shortly to the spot from which it issued. The young moon shone softly upon a grassy knoll clear of undergrowth and in a girdle of vast trees, the great stems of which rose bare, erect into the night. In the very centre of the knoll, half buried in long rank grasses, crouched Aotea, swaying to and fro, and wailing in a monotone the song she had sung in the 
whare.

        

          
"O darkness, whence come you?


          
Why hide you my beloved from me?


          
He was with me in the dawn when the clouds are red.


          
O my loved one, where have they hidden you?


          
Alas, my heart, there is woe in the evening;


          
When the sun goes down, there is woe;


          
My eyes stream and my cheeks are wet,


          
Because of the coming evil."
        

        
And then again, rocking herself, she cried,

        
"Who has slain Ihirua? Who is it has made the White Cloud to grow dark? Lo, there is darkness in the east, and no brightness in the west. I am as a burning ember in which is no light. Ah! who has slain Ihirua? who has slain Ihirua?"

        
The 
wekas were shrieking in the distance a mournful harmony to this melancholy lament. Palliser shuddered, as a sensible chill struck to his heart.

        
"Hush, Aotea," he broke in; "it is I, the Pakeha. Hush! daughter of the dawn. There are no clouds here. See, the moon is shining."

        
The girl sprang to her feet with a startled look, which passed when she saw Palliser emerging from the 

trees. In a moment she had run from her knoll upon him, and was exhibiting the liveliest excitement.

        
"You have escaped, Pariha, and we must follow the track. Come, let us follow; come."

        
She was hanging upon his arm, from which he put her gently, as he answered,

        
"Follow! Where should we follow?"

        
"Shall we not follow upon the trail of Ihirua and Kariri, your friend?" she said. "Have you not said? Come, let us be gone, for it is time to be working."

        
"Let us go slowly," returned Palliser, using a familiar Maori phrase. "We cannot march in the dark. Let us wait till it is light. We must approach Te Tauru in the dawn. Wait."

        
Aotea stopped suddenly and made a movement with her hands.

        
"We will go in the dawn," she muttered, and she shuddered.

        
"How did you escape?" asked Palliser.

        
"I did not escape," she said quickly.

        
"What is this!" cried he. "Did they find you in the bushes?"

        
She shook her head.

        
"No; they did not find me, but I followed and was caught by them."

        
"Why should you do this foolish thing?" he asked reprovingly. "Are women always to be ridiculous?"

        
"Listen," said the girl. "They were Maniapotos; but not of Matapihi—of Waikino. And I followed them—but why should I lay my heart before you?

        


        
It has nothing to do with vengeance. I will say nothing."

        
"It is true," returned Palliser, watching her with amusement. "If you say to me, 'My escape has nothing to do with our vengeance,' I will believe it, and he silent. I am not curious. Cover up your heart. I have no desire to learn the secrets of a woman's heart; they are too great for a man."

        
"It is nothing to do with our vengeance," responded Aotea gravely.

        
"Then," rejoined Palliser, "let us prepare for the night. To-morrow we must enter Te Tauru."

        
Palliser pitched upon the ringed knoll for that night, and a little later sat ruefully surveying the meagre provisions in his swag. Very soon he would have to trust to his gun for a supply of pigeons and ducks, for already the stock was getting pitifully low. Leaning against a tree he was smoking his pipe, while these thoughts ran in his head, when Aotea's voice interrupted them.

        
"O, Pariha, though a woman's heart is secret, there is no need to hide it in the dark. You have said well. Yet I will tell you my tale; but you shall also tell me yours, if at any time something should be secret. It is not right to have one-sided bargains."

        
Palliser smiled, reflecting that all women were alike, civilised or barbarian.

        
"Speak on," he said; "I also will put my heart before you when the time comes."

        
Whereat she told her tale.

        


        
It seemed that when she had caught Palliser's warning cry, she had dropped off the track and crawled into a hollow bush, whence, herself invisible, she could perceive the chase. She saw both pursuers and pursued break through the creek; but after that the intervening scrub hid all from her sight, and she, therefore, turned her gaze back upon the path, from which a score of Maoris were watching their companions scamper up the cliff. Now and then one would raise his gun and fire, but she knew not with what result. Thus they remained for a quarter of an hour, by which time it was become clear that they were unaware of her presence. Concealed in her hiding-place she watched them turn at last and come slowly up the track, leaving their comrades to scour the banks.

        
"Know you," said Aotea at this point, "that these men were of the 
hapu of Waikino of the Maniapotos, and as they passed me I recognised them. Why should I hide it? He is a brave man, and my betrothed, though of another 
hapu. Matuku was with them, and I lamented that Matuku was with them. But I was also glad. I had seen him, and was not that something? Why should I be laughed at because I have a lover? Am I not well-favoured and of good birth? And was not my sister the wife of Kariri, Kaimoana's Pakeha? I see no laughing matter. I am not ashamed, though it is a secret to those in Matapihi. If it be foolishness and a matter for laughter, the fault is not mine, but our fathers' who begot us. I saw Matuku and I followed after. So, when the darkness is at hand, do men not 

love the twilight? When it goes out then they mourn, thinking of the evil night. Therefore I wished to follow after Matuku before it was too late and night came upon me, as it came upon Ihirua. Therefore I followed."

        
Aotea held her peace for some minutes and gazed at the fire. Resuming at last, she told how she had followed the Maniapotos back to the fork where the torrent ran into the river. Here they rested, apparently to await the arrival of those who were behind; while the girl hung on the outskirts watching her lover. So absorbed was she in this affectionate office that she did not notice the approach of the contingent in the rear, and being caught between the two parties fell into their hands. Matuku was astounded at her appearance, and reproved her, to the amusement of his companions, who were thus informed of her identity. He was incensed to find her so far from Matapihi, and was suspicious of her motives.

        
"'What is this you tell me?' he cried," said Aotea. "'What does a girl do away from the 
kumara-grounds in the afternoon? Why have you left your tribe and come into the mountains?'

        
"And I cried, 'O loved one, hear me. For an hour and more have I followed after you to be near you. But you suspect me. Behold, there is no end to my troubles.'

        
"But he would not be soothed. He said, 'Does a girl go out to follow a war party? It is nonsense. What evil have you in your heart?'

        


        
"And I answered, 'My Desire, in my heart there is no evil, but only you.'

        
"But he put me from him, saying, 'Let there be an end of this folly. You have pursued evil, and I have found you out.'

        
"But I wept and called, 'My beloved, my beloved!'

        
"And Matuku said, 'If you are willing to prove there is no evil in you, come back with me to Matapihi. And I will place you in the hands of Kaimoana; and you shall not go out beyond the 
kumara-grounds day nor night. And one day I will come and say, "Here is my bride," and if necessary will fight for you against the young men of Matapihi. Thus I shall know there is no evil in you if you will do this.'

        
"And I wept, for I was not able to do this, seeing I was searching for the murderer of Ihirua. And I stole away from the camp, ran along the track all through the afternoon, and I came to this place, and I wept again."

        
Palliser, meditating on this story, saw with satisfaction that Aotea had resolved to sacrifice all to the duty of vengeance, seeing that she might not be deterred from it, even by her lover. Later in the evening, when he crept into his blanket-bag and was curled up in the long dry grasses, the girl was still astir. He heard her moving about the fire, and presently the soft droning of her lament fell gently on his ears once more. Her sorrow for her dead sister and her lost lover was devouring her. The 
wekas were still crying in the solitudes; on the breeze the noise of the fretting creek was afloat; and so he passed into sleep.
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Chapter VI. 
The Cry of the Weka.

        

From appearances 'twas near four in the morning (for the sun was just risen beyond the hills, though this side of the valley was in shadow) when Palliser drew himself from his blanket and went forward to throw some sticks upon the fire. But a few were left of the stock, and, after enticing the flames with these, he pushed into the forest for more fuel. As he did so, Aotea awoke and sat up. He was gone but a few minutes, and when he regained the verge of the knoll he saw an astonishing sight. Out of the lower bush a Maori was stalking, spear in band, to the spot on which Aotea stood, facing him. For a moment Palliser stared in his wonder; then, to his utter amazement, Aotea sank slowly to the earth; the Maori drew near, menacing with his weapon, but silent, and the girl, silent also, bowed her head upon her breast and folded her arms.

        
As the stranger poised his spear, Palliser snatched his revolver from his belt, and then, struck with a sudden thought, dashed out upon the knoll with a cry.

        
"Hold!" he called.

        


        
The Maori turning quickly levelled the spear against him, his eyes gleaming with rage.

        
"Hold!" cried Palliser again. "Is Matuku a fool that he does not know a friend? Lower your spear, and hear my word."

        
"Is the Pakeha a coward that he invents a lie?" asked the Maori, breaking silence at last, but holding his weapon still poised. "I had corao to slay the false one. I shall slay also the paramour."

        
"Peace, fool," said Palliser contemptuously. "Why do you chatter so? What is this talk of paramours? If you are Matuku, this is your betrothed."

        
"A brave man speaks truly," said the Maori, scowling. "It is only the coward that lies. She had a brave man, and now she has chosen a whining puppy. Why should you not both die?"

        
"No doubt," returned Palliser, smiling sarcastically. "Matuku is a brave man, and could slay the Pakeha, who covers him with a gun. But it is true I have not lied when I said, 'This is your betrothed.' Ask her. Say, 'Why is this you are with the Pakeha?'"

        
"I want no dark words. I love the light. Is it not plain to me how this matter stands? The Pakeha bewitches the Maori women. Ihirua was taken by one, and now Aotea by another. But he shall die. Kaimoana says well. They shall be cut down like thistles."

        
"Your words are fine," retorted Palliser. "If they are true also, you will have much honour. But why lay a trap for yourself? The 
weka sees the leaves rustling in the wind, and rushes at them. It is blind, 

as you also are blind." Then turning to Aotea, who was still silent, he continued, "Speak, Aotea, to this blind man, and tell him why you left Matapihi, that he may go home in peace."

        
Thus addressed, the girl lifted her eyes apathetically, and let her gaze fall upon Matuku. A little light glimmered in them, and the corners of her mouth softened; a wave of expression ran over her face, yet her voice was marked by the resignation which is peculiar to the Maori in certain crises.

        
"How shall I convince him? It is an impossible task you have given me. I cannot say, 'We have come to take vengeance.' He would laugh. 'What plot has a Maori with a Pakeha?' he would ask; and how am I to answer him? Let me die."

        
"Yet speak," said Palliser impatiently.

        
"Behold, then," said the girl, flashing out. "I am the sister of Ihirua, who was with Kariri, and the Pakeha is the friend of Kariri, and I am the sister of Ihirua. What more shall I say? They are both gone. Who can guess where their bones are laid? Yet we must find them."

        
Palliser observed the spear-point drop, and seized his advantage.

        
"Come," he said, "you have heard. We have come out for vengeance. Sit, and we will talk. If you think it good, you also shall assist. But if not, you shall go home in peace."

        
Matuku, with one steadfast glance at his betrothed, threw his spear upon the ground, saying, "I have been 

blind. Enough. There has been fool's talk between us. I feel I am as a child. Why have they not beaten me?"

        
He strode forward to the fire, hanging his head, and Aotea regarded him.

        
"The Pakeha is a deceitful race," he said, sitting down deliberately, and with the air of a philosopher. "When I say that, friend, I do not include you. It is very kind of you to have taken charge of Aotea, who is a forward girl and mischievous. But when she is in your charge I am satisfied, and no longer feel afraid. The Pakeha is objectionable," he resumed dispassionately, "but there are exceptions. You are an exception, friend. The Maori is not a cunning race. He can run, but he cannot jump far; it is necessary that he walk all the way. So I was simple in believing there was evil in a woman, where there is only the mischief common to them all." He looked across at Aotea, whose fingers were playing with the fringe of her mat. "Let her come to me, and I will say I am a fool," he added.

        
But Aotea's fatalism had passed with the crisis, and she was now the woman, half-ashamed, half-indignant, no longer oppressed and moody. A sly bashfulness sat upon her face as she sent Matuku a covert glance from under her long dark lashes.

        
"Perhaps my love is dead," she said, "and you have killed it with your cruel words. No; I will not come to you. It is absurd."

        
It seemed as if there really was some mischief in 

Aotea. Matuku shifted uneasily in his seat, and Palliser, turning on his heel, left them to make it up.

        
When he returned Matuku was squatting by the fire, smoking a black pipe, and the girl was roasting 
taro for the morning meal.

        
"Friend," said the former, addressing him, "you will be glad this foolishness is at an end. But what madness are you rushing on? How can I decide what I am to do?"

        
"The word is with you, friend," returned Palliser indifferently. "We are going upon a difficult journey. It is for you to say whether you will come with us. Our skulls may adorn the stockades of our enemies. Who can foretell? Yet we are going, for we have a sacred duty to perform. Surely, the word is with you."

        
Matuku smoked for awhile in silence, and then he said, "Our ancestors have made difficult rules, so that it is hard for a man to obey them. My tribe will wonder when they do not see Matuku, and will ask, 'What is become of this laggard? He has fallen over a cliff, this poor dead man'; and my enemies will answer, 'No, your dead man is a coward; he was afraid to face the Arawas, whom we are going to attack; therefore he has crept home. Go and look for him, and behold, you will find him nursing the pigs with the women.' It is not a nice thing for a warrior to have this said. Yet I am a trembling 
toitoi. The wind drives me from side to side, and I cannot rest. When the wind ceases I will answer. To-night I will have a word for you. It is ended."

        
Palliser smiled, and said,

        


        
"Good; we will wait for your answer till the sun sets. But it is time for us to go; we have lingered too long. March with us till then."

        
"I, too, will come," said Matuku.

        
Palliser had resolved to forage for provisions that morning, for, with Matuku added to his party, the stock would not hold out that day. It is not always easy in the New Zealand bush to obtain food, as the absence of all animals, save the pig (which Captain Cook turned loose in the islands), severely limits the use of the gun; while though pigeons and parrots are plentiful at certain seasons, they are not always to be met with, and in the heart of the bush frequently not at all. The large rail, known to the natives as the 
weka, is a bird impossible for the larder, owing to its rank and oily flesh. Along the route, therefore, the party kept a sharp look out upon the bush, but nothing worth shooting was seen, only innumerable minute blight-birds, and an occasional 
tui flitting by, the white tuft of feathers gleaming on its black breast.

        
About midday the track, forsaking the creek, began to creep up a heavily-wooded slope. Glancing at Aotea Palliser saw that a change had come over her. Since Matuku's advent she had lost much of her preoccupation, and early in the morning had displayed the indolent good-humour of the ordinary Maori girl. But gradually this had left her, and as the day wore on, a look of fear and expectation crept over her face. And now when they turned upward from the creek that look had settled deeper.

        


        
"Why are you afraid?" asked Palliser curiously. Matuku glanced uneasily at his beloved.

        
"It is the beginning of Te Tauru," murmured the girl vacantly. "It is the road to the abode of the 
Taniwha,

* and to death."

        
"Why should you fear 
Taniwha?" returned Palliser. "Let him stay in his caves; we shall not trouble him. We will charm, him with an incantation, and he will leave us alone."

        
Aotea said nothing. Matuku shook his head.

        
"It is all right in the daytime," he said; "but at night who can avoid the 
Taniwha?"

        
"That is all humbug," said the Englishman scornfully. "A warrior is not afraid of a lizard."

        
He was aware that to shame Matuku into fortitude was the only means of retaining his prompt services, so deep is the terror of this superstition in the Maori. Matuku made no answer, and they toiled on in silence.

        
Certainly a gloom hung about this threshold of Te Tauru. At first the road opened a little here and there, and where the slope ran back to the left they caught a passing glimpse of the great head of Hinete-ao, the sacred mountain, and the ancient tomb of chiefs. But as they went on, the track narrowed and shut out all view. Denser and denser grew the forest, loftier and loftier the trees, till the path was thickly shaded from the meridian sun, and a jagged line of blue was all of the sky visible overhead. At last Palliser determined to call a halt, and while Aotea 

rested, Matuku and he, free of their burdens, separated in search of food. One struck off to the left of the track, the other to the right.

        
Palliser's heart misgave him when once he was fairly in the bush. It seemed to him that he had entered a world of silence. Not a sound was audible from bird or leaf. If there were any breeze astir it was playing far above on the surface of the tall pines; in these depths was no movement, but an unspeakable stillness. A profound gloom lurked in the recesses of that bush, and every now and then he struck into a patch where the undergrowth was so dense that he was encompassed by the darkness of night. In this he moved with a slowly-rising horror, his footsteps for the most part falling dead upon the heavy mosses, but now and again crashing through a treacherous and rotten bough enwrapped in lichens and overgrown with long grasses. In the centre of the stillness this noise echoed fearfully of disaster, so sudden was it in the quiet bush. About him was a world of dead things, and the sombre living. Dead trunks of trees sprawled everywhere, lying thickest in the slimy bottoms, covered with green and sickly fungi. Yet was never a sign of life through all that afternoon. The tangles in the deep thickets resisted his path so stoutly that it was by slow marches he proceeded, and as time went by, he confessed to weariness as well as to the futility of his expedition. 'Twas little use to take this weary path into the wilderness; and turning at the thought he headed for the track.

        
It is upon a certain instinct of direction that the 

bushman leans for guidance, and Palliser was wont to carry in his head without an effort the twists and turns of an unfamiliar passage. Yet now ere he had retraced some thirty yards he hesitated, then faltered and stopped. Something fluttering in his brain made him question his direction, and on a sudden all certainty vanished. He began suspiciously to examine his path, and at each step found his confusion growing. The forest tumbled up and down a hundred gullies; he could not say if he was going east or west, or north or south. He wandered first in one direction, then in another, and again back and upon a third. The bush was a trackless chaos, through which were a thousand possible paths, but one of which would lead him home.

        
Nigh three hours had been spent in futile wandering when Palliser sat to rest in the fork of a wild fuchsia, understanding that but an accident could recover him from the most horrible of deaths. The struggle through the undergrowth had worn him out, so that mind and body were exhausted, and dark thoughts haunted him. The close air seemed to collect upon him and choke him; the damp rottenness of the earth beneath him rose up and ate into his bones; there was a savour of death and decay abroad. He breathed (so he fancied) the atmosphere of a charnel-house, full of the whitening dead. Under his feet was the black-rot of centuries, and from the miasma the very vegetable life about him would appear to sicken and die. Far better (so ran his thoughts) that he should shoot himself now, and join the common decay at once. For a second the vision of his body 

dangling from a supplejack flashed into his eyes, and then with a shudder he put such thoughts from him. But the horror of the place had gnawed into his soul, and lurked there, mordant. He saw now how it had come to be regarded as the home of the 
Taniwha, the place of death. But, despite the oppression upon him, he was resolved to live. Jumping to his feet, with the remnant of his vigour he shouted—

        
"Coo-e-e-e!"

        
The cry of the Australian black awoke the quiet bush, and echoes started from the many gullies. Again and again he shouted, till his voice grew harsh and raucous, and the cry turned into a shrilling wail, that pierced the stillness desolately.

        
"Coo-ee! Coo-ee! Coo-ee!"

        
"
Kati" (enough), he murmured; "if they hear nothing, neither shall I again, till, like poor Caryll, I hear the flood upon Reinga."

        
There was a deep and passive silence; the 
coo-ees had echoed into the past, and Palliser waited upon his fate. Suddenly, far off, high and solitary, rose the wail of a 
weka. Was it the wail of a 
weka? Or was it an answering coo-ee?

        
"Ko-ee! Ko-ee! Ko-ee!"

        
'Twas the first alien sound that had come to Palliser's ears since he entered the bush. Whence came it? He strained his ears to the four quarters. Again upon the stillness it rose, distant, but clear. Could it be Aotea calling to him? Or was it in truth only a 
weka, deeper in the abysmal recesses of Te Tauru? Again 

he heard it, this time nearer, by the sound. Here at last was a faint glimmer of hope, before which, the deadly vapours sank back into the sullen earth. He was not left to perish, then; here was something calling; here was at least some live thing calling—calling in this house of death. His heart leapt at the thought; he would not die in his seat after all, but fighting, as became one to whom no emprise was desperate, until the end. He listened again, and as the wail sobbed upon the air, nearer now, still nearer, he jumped across a fallen tree, and plunged quickly through the bush towards it.

        
Trailing his gun behind him, he brushed through the mutinous thicket of small wood, stopping here and there to listen to the cry. From time to time he heard it, sounding nearer and nearer, until at last he judged he could be no further away than two or three hundred yards. He was now in the hollow of a small ravine, down which trickled a rivulet beneath festooning creepers. Crossing this at a bound, he rushed up the thither bank, and at a hundred paces stopped beside a ribbonwood tree. The cry had ceased; there was no sound now, save his own sharp breath as he panted. He waited for a few moments, and then pushed on; paused once more and listened; and then again moved forward. When he had come to a stop for the third time, there was silence for fully two minutes, and then, fearful of a mistake, he raised a long coo-ee on the air. Silence ensued, unbroken. Again he coo-eed; again there were but the echoes to reply. Yet were that 
weka-cry the call of Aotea, she had answered him. As he stood motionless, one hand upon the stock 

of his gun, his head to one side, agape for the slightest sound, suddenly murmurs seemed to grow in his ears, and he had that old familiar fancy of persons environing him. What was this singing in his brain? Was it only the self-consciousness of a strained sense, or was it due to strange voices? Where previously had been perfect silence there appeared now to be sounds upon all sides. A confusion fell upon his senses; the hot sweat quivered on his lashes, and his eyes grew purblind; and despite his conviction that all these halting symptoms were legitimate perversions of nature, there returned upon him a sickening sense of being haunted. Good God! was he going mad? Or was this, indeed, the house of some mysterious 
Taniwha? But by degrees the noises passed away, and again he heard the welcome call of the 
weka. In an instant the shapeless forebodings were dispersed, and he was pressing hot upon the chase once more.

        
On and on he drove, ever toward that cry, yet never reaching it, nor even now making way upon it. Was it but a phantom? Did he mistake for a cry in the distance what was but the illusive product of his own dazed senses? If it came of Aotea and Matuku, why did it continuously retreat from him, irresponsive to his calling?—and if it were in truth the wood-hen, into what lower depths was it leading him? Yet Palliser would suffer no fears to come between him and his pursuit of the one living thing of which he had evidence, and through the interminable and arduous forest he strove bravely, in the weariness of many hours' 

toil, stumbling and tripping in the dark shadow of the bush, made darker by the falling dusk. At last he was come to a spot where there seemed a break in the trees, and, staggering out upon an open patch of earth, he flung himself down and drew a deep and freer breath. As he sank to the ground, exhausted in every limb, the wail of the 
weka died away, and silence reigned once more. To Palliser's jaded heart further effort seemed now futile, yet he waited for the cry to begin again. Time passed and he heard nothing, so, rising, he walked up the open strip, listening for the sound. He soon perceived that the tongue of clear land extended farther than he had thought, and he proceeded some distance along it in the dusk. Then, of a sudden, he was illumined by a great hope, and, stooping, examined the trunk of a tree which lay in his way. It had been felled by the hand of man. He was upon the track.

        
Palliser sat down upon the log, and taking off his hat, wiped his moist forehead quietly.

        
"After all," he meditated, "persistence is the divine law of safety."

        
He had no means of telling whether he had come out upon the track above or below the spot at which he had left the Maoris, and as he thought upon his companions he was recalled to the means of his deliverance. The 
weka was silent; the phantom cry (if such it was) had ceased at the moment he had regained the pathway. Bewildered at this reflection Palliser walked slowly downwards, making choice at a venture. There was 

nothing to account for the cessation; it could only be a coincidence.

        
"Unless," he thought equably, "I really am haunted," and he laughed, but shivered nevertheless.

        

As it turned out, he had taken the right direction, for, rounding a twist in the track, he presently espied two figures in the dusk. He had barely reached them ere he threw himself upon the ferns and lay breathing heavily.

        
"It has been a difficult march," said Mataku, looking at him.

        
Palliser made no answer to this, but asked, "Have you shot any birds?"

        
Aotea held up a meagre wood-pigeon and a couple of parakeets, slung on a flax string.

        
"There is nothing in the bush," said Matuku. "If one had a club he could kill as much. The gun is good in war, but you cannot shoot fern-root with it. That must be our food if indeed 
Taniwha does not drown us."

        
"But why does Pariha linger so long in the forest, and bring home nothing?" Aotea asked.

        
Palliser struggled up against a black birch and folded his arms.

        
"When one looks for light he finds darkness," he said. "Surely it must have been the lack of a 
karakia" (charm) "that has given us a fruitless journey."

        
"That is true," nodded Matuku sagaciously. "We omitted the 
karakia, and God was angry; we will be wise next time. A child, when he finds no 
kumara in 

the pit, cries, and his father bears him, and gives him from the store. We will propitiate 
Taniwha also."

        
"Yes," returned Palliser wearily; "we will be wise, friend, next time; we have been children. But," and he turned suddenly to the Maniapoto, "what will you tell me? Did you follow me into the bush? Did you hear me crying out of the heart of the 
koromiko? and what was your answer? Was it the cry of the hen 
weka to her mate?"

        
Matuku stared at him, and replied,

        
"I went into the bush, and God allowed me my three poor birds; then I returned. What is this talk about a 
weka calling to her mate? I have no knowledge of this 
weka."

        
"Was it you, daughter of the morning?" asked Palliser of Aotea.

        
"No; I do not understand," said she. "I was not in the forest; I heard no cry. Why should I call like a 
weka?"

        
"Of course; there is no reason. It is absurd," said he suavely, being unwilling to increase their dread of 
Taniwha by his story. Then he rose. "I am tired," he said; "prepare the food, and I will rest. My bones are those of a child to-night." And so saying, he drew his blankets round him and fell asleep.
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Chapter VII. 
The Man in the Black Shirt.

        

That evening Palliser questioned the Maori of his decision. "Will you," said he, "come with us on this journey of vengeance? Or does a Maniapoto warrior fear the talk of the women? Where is a man's place but by his betrothed?"

        
Matuku stared gloomily before him. He was what is termed of the Maori's 
pouri; that is, he was a dark and melancholy man. Yet he answered certainly enough—

        
"This is my word. A man has better things to do than looking after the follies of women. They are many, and occur often. This is well known except to children. But it is a strange thing we cannot say, 'Be foolish as much as you will—it is nothing to me.' We laugh at the folly which is plain to all hut children, but if we lose a woman because of her folly we do not laugh any more. No; we weep, or we get angry. Why is this? It is a stupid fashion, hut it remains. Those are wise thoughts, but they are too much for me 

Also, it is not good to be called coward. Yet what is a man to do? He can only say to her, 'What is it you wish? Do you desire to dishonour me?' and then follow her. There is no other course but this. It is enough, friend. I will go with you."

        
Aotea took but small notice of these words, so that Palliser guessed her to have been assured of her lover's conclusion. She waggled her head only, saying,

        
"The folly in a woman is too much spoken of. There are follies in men also. Why do you not name them?"

        
"You have spoken well," said Palliser to the man. "It shall be as you say. We three will go."

        
But Matuku, having set forth his resolution to attend them, proceeded now upon a remonstrance against this quixotic expedition.

        
"In the south," said he, "dwell the foes of the Pakeha. How will you avoid them? The Maniapoto is in the north, but since Maungatautari there is peace; but beyond the hills are the Ngatiawas. They are fierce sharks; can two men and one woman go up against Te Katipo?"

        
"Who is Te Katipo?" asked Palliser.

        
Matuku looked a little surprised.

        
"Have you not heard of Te Katipo?" he asked.

        
"What does one from the sea know of the mountains?" said Palliser.

        
"That is true," replied the Maori; "but Te Katipo is a great chief. His fame is gone down to the sea.

        


        
He is the great Hauhau chief in the mountains. He is going to drive the Pakeha into the sea."

        
Palliser smiled. "We shall see. It is God that settles these things, and not Te Katipo."

        
"You speak truly," returned Matuku gravely. "It is God. Why, then, should not Te Katipo do this? But it will be hard for you to escape him and his Hauhaus."

        
"Come," said Palliser, "you know the country southward. Tell me, is the path clear, and whither does it lead?"

        
"There is one path southward through Te Tauru, but it leads to death," said the Maniapoto solemnly. "How shall you escape the hands of Te Katipo, who lies beyond Hine-te-ao? The Hauhaus have rolled over the land like the sea. You will perish and float out into Moana" (the ocean).

        
"Am I a fool?" said Palliser. "Have not the Hauhaus been crushed in Taranaki?"

        
"The Pakeha has broken them up on the coast; but they have fastnesses in the mountains. Besides, they cannot be killed."

        
"That is humbug," responded Palliser scornfully. "If you are afraid, go back to your tribe. I am not frightened of this Te Katipo of yours."

        
"It is well," commented Matuku calmly. "They blind a dog, and he jumps into the water and is drowned."

        
Palliser, indeed, had no thought of penetrating the Hauhau country; already he had begun to question 

whether Caryll and his companion in their extremity had reached even this point ere the arrest of death. If, as Aotea avowed, their talk had been of Te Tauru in the hut, the searchers were thus far upon the right road, and yet how possible it was that these two poor stricken creatures had themselves wandered off the track and died in some hole or cranny of the bush. At present they were to proceed, but Palliser saw that in a little they might decide to return, and at all events their duty would stop short this side the Hauhaus,

* whither it was preposterous to imagine the lost had wandered. These fanatics were now of a year's date, and were notorious to the colonists by their outrageous savagery, yet it was idle to tremble at the terrible Te Katipo, between whom and himself were leagues of mountains.

        
By ten o'clock on the next day they had all but topped the saddle over which the bush stretched toward Hinete-ao. Palliser's thoughts were running upon the uncertain nature of their march when suddenly they came to a spot where the track divided, one branch twisting upwards over the saddle to the left, the other running along the slant towards the lower ground upon the right. At this Palliser's doubts returned. If Caryll and the girl had come so far, which direction had they taken? He stood for a while in debate with himself, until at last Matuku broke the silence.

        
"Why do you hesitate, Pariha?" he said, "This is the road that leads out of Te Tauru to Hine-te-ao." He pointed across the saddle. "The other is a blind 

road leading nowhere; but there is ruin and death at the end of it. But, indeed, the end is all one, for both ways lead to Te Katipo."

        
Here Aotea, who had been wandering a little in advance, raised a shrill cry.

        
"Look! look!" she called. "What is it? It is the paper of Kariri. Behold, the way is here. Look!"

        
Palliser sprang forward to where she stood, a few yards along the lower track, indicating, with a tremulous hand, a white patch upon a pine trunk. It was a paper, nailed to the tree, stained and sodden with rain.

        
"There is blood upon it," cried Aotea wildly. "Is it the blood of Ihirua, or the blood of Kariri?"

        
Her eyes were flashing, and the red mat across her breast fluctuated rapidly as her breath came and went in spasms. Palliser examined the paper carefully. It was some two inches square, and was pegged into the 
rimu with a splinter of wood. He took it for a fragment of some letter, for there was writing upon it, and the complete words ran thus:—

        
"
Wrote last I … yet forgotten … silence … father."

        
And at the end was legible in full—"
Laneelot Caryll," as though it had been the care of him that placed it here to exhibit his name. Without a doubt, this was a message from the lost Englishman, and Palliser saw at once what it must mean. Caryll, on hearing that Ihirua had been robbed of her secret, had hastily fled with her to secure his gold, and, in his agitation, had forgotten to 

leave any word for his friend. On his way he had remembered, and, to guide Palliser, in the event of his fallowing, he had left this scrap of paper to indicate his route. There was no message upon it, for he had been without the means of writing one; the paper was itself the message. The fragment had been torn from a letter, perchance a letter to his daughter, for the few words decipherable seemed to suggest a certain pitiful repentance, which struck Palliser as wholly pathetic.

        
"Who has slain Ihirua, O friend?" cried Aotea; "who is the murderer? Tell me, that I may follow upon his trail, like the hawk. What does the paper say, Pariha?"

        
"Hush! be silent!" said Palliser sternly. "Vengeance is not yet in our power. We must go on; the paper says, Forward. Keep silence, and follow. And you, O Matuku," he continued, "what is this shameful advice you give us? What if the path run to death if it will bring us also to vengeance? Let us be wary. It lies clear over the mountains. Let us follow. We are wise men, and not children. No dogs shall bark at our heels. There is silence behind us, and the shame of the tribe. Before, there are voices calling us on. I hear them, daughter of the Maniapotos, and you, O dark and gloomy one, I hear them. Shall I neglect them and sleep while there is death in the forest? Your words are 
pouri, friend. Leave us, if you are afraid. We will go upon the path alone. Enough. I have spoken."

        
"Two brave men may meet death," returned Mataku. "Let the woman go back and sleep; I will follow."

        
"No," cried Aotea, with flaming eyes. "Peace; yours 

is a foolish word. I, too, am on the path of death. Peace, I say; why do you annoy me? I will not turn back," and as was her wont when deeply moved, she drew her wrappings closer to her, squatting upon the ground.

        
"Come, then," said Palliser; "let us go."

        
In silence they filed down the path which led from the upper way into the heart of Te Tauru. The great bush lay about them on all sides. The track, here narrow as a thread, was obstructed by great boles and swinging climbers, and 'twas as if the passage, but roughly accomplished, had been, thereupon, abandoned, so that the vigorous vegetation had soon fallen to the task of reclaiming it. Supplejacks hung in festoons across it, and the logs that filled the way were overgrown with prickly creepers. It was a tedious journey by this path, and within a couple of hours they were feeling somewhat spent with the heavy walking, when at last the track tapered suddenly off and ceased. Matuku, who was leading, cried,

        
"The track is ended."

        
Palliser hurried forward, and Aotea, whose nerves bad grown a little unsteady, gave a cry.

        
"The end!" she said; "the end!"

        
But presently they discovered that (in the bushman's phrase) a track had been "blazed" from this point through the heart of the bush. Matuku now remembered that, some thirty years back, the Maniapotos had set out to cut a roadway through to the Ngatiawas below the sacred mountain, but that fear of Te Tauru 

falling upon them, they had desisted, only barking the trees here and there, for the use of anyone so bold as to brave the 
taniwhas. Without more ado they moved into the bush, and followed the blazed track, Palliser in advance, Maluku in the rear, and Aotea between them, her eyes starting from her head. By this guidance they proceeded for at least three hours, as they judged, though the sun was now hidden from them by the thick bush. The forest itself was as silent and as desolate as that prison from which Palliser had escaped the previous day; the axe-marks on the trees, too, were faint and in. some cases so obliterated by the growth of years that it was impossible to Bay with certainty whether they were upon the right road. They had frequently to rest now, being much fatigued with the long day, and it was during one of these pauses that Palliser noticed Aotea, who had scarcely spoken a word since their entry into the bush, dart back quickly from a 
koromiko-bush, and cower by Matuku. At the same time Palliser himself was conscious of a rustling in the bushes near. Turning his head sharply, he listened. Faint yet measured footfalls were in his ears. He sprang to his feet with a drawn look in his face.

        
"Good God!" he exclaimed, in English. "Am I indeed going mad?" Then he said quickly to Maluku, "Tell me, friend of the sharp ears, do you hear a sound?"

        
"I hear the sighing of the wind," said Matnku. "It is an evil omen of the Hauhaus, and their work upon the Pakeha."

        


        
"Do you hear nothing else?" whispered Palliser hoarsely, while Aotea put her hands over her face.

        
Suddenly Matuku bent forward, his head poised toward the south, and a change came over his face.

        
"Is there a sound?" whispered Palliser. "Do you hear the noise of feet?"

        
Matuku strained his ears, and Aotea broke the silence with a low wail.

        
"I have heard it. It is the 
Taniwha,", she said; "we are in his evil house."

        
Her eyes were glassy with terror. Matuku'a brown skin turned sallow, and his fingers twitched.

        
"Do you hear it?" asked Palliser hoarsely. "It is a sound of footsteps. There! there!"

        
Matuku gave a cry, and crouched back in the fern.

        
"I hear it," he muttered. "It is 
Taniwha."

        
Palliser darted forward, raising a revolver.

        
"Who is there?" he called. "Who is there, O crawlers in darkness?"

        
There was silence.

        
"They are many," muttered Matuku. "Is not one enough to destroy us?"

        
"Who is there?" cried Palliser again.

        
There was a humming in the air as of distant blowflies.

        
"They are talking, perhaps," muttered Matuku.

        
Aotea wailed inarticulately.

        
"You shall die," cried Palliser, levelling his revolver at the bushes.

        
"They are laughing," said Matuku to himself.

        
"You shall die," repeated Palliser.

        


        
"O Head in the darkness, I will slay you," chanted Matuku, trembling.

        
Palliser fired. The report rang through the bush, reverberating in a hundred gullies, and ere it had died away, out of the 
koromiko before him a small and sickly green lizard wriggled into the one blurred patch of sunlight. Matuku started up with a cry and, rushing forward, brought down the butt of his gun repeatedly upon the reptile, crushing it into a shapeless jelly. When he had done, he looked up complacently, and nodded to Palliser.

        
"It is quite right now," he said; "I have slain him. This one will not trouble us any more. He was a fool to show himself. Did you not hear how I bewitched him? I said, 'O Head in the darkness, I will slay you.' That brought him out, so that I could kill him,"

        
Palliser, under a sudden reaction, burst out laughing. "You are the man to charm 
Taniwha," he said. "Behold, how easily you have slain him."

        
Matuku looked gratified, but Aotea now raised her voice in a melancholy fashion.

        
"That is very well. But 
Taniwha will not let us escape. Someone must die, since we have seen him."

        
Matuku became grave again.

        
"That is true," he said; "someone must die."

        
Palliser was now convinced that the noises he had heard on the previous occasions had not been due to his imagination; for on this occasion they had been audible to his two companions. It was true that the Maoris, owing to their superstitious dread of 
Taniwha, were in a 

highly nervous state, and that their senses might, therefore, not be wholly trustworthy; yet their impressions had so synchronised with his that he could not dispute their reality. It was no small relief to him to find his sensations natural, for he knew that prolonged solitude, especially in a vast wilderness like the bush, was apt to develop morbid fancies, and he had been strangely unstrung by the mysterious footfalls. Kow he was resolved that they were natural, and, if not due to some accident, betokened the presence of pursuers. The mystery was not explained by this conclusion, but it was at least released from the supernatural. With Matuku he scoured the bush about their resting-place, but found no trace of human beings, and so, once more for the lack of knowledge, he fell back upon the hypothesis that the sounds were, like the cry of the 
weka, the result of coincidence. On the other hand his two Maoris had not the least doubt that all was the work of the 
taniwhas. Te Tauru was the home of these monsters, and it was foolish to suppose they would suffer a free passage to intruders. Furthermore, they declared, this was but the gate of Te Tauru. In the caves, in the heart of the forest, dwelt the great and terrible 
Taniwha, who could not be destroyed like the little green lizard. It was of him they had so deep a dread.

        
By five o'clock they had reached an ascent in the bush toward the south, as they conjectured. About this time they were suddenly alarmed by sounds of firing at no great distance from them. The track took them in 

the direction of these reports, and seeing they were secure enough in the bush, save from an enemy already aware of their presence, Palliser began to hurry forward in the hope that in this new phenomenon would be found some explanation of the perplexing mystery. They came soon to a steep bank, covered with creepers of all kinds, and surmounted by large pines; and here the firing sounded much louder, as from quite at hand. "With his following he crept cautiously up this wall and reached the pines, between the trunks of which they passed, till all at once they found themselves on the verge of an open space.

        
It was an odd sight upon which Palliser looked down. Before him, in the very heart of the bush, was a clearing in the shape of a large cockpit or saucer, some hundred yards across, bounded on all sides by a slope, upon the crown of which the bush terminated. The saucer was devoid of trees and bushes, and was carpeted with long rank grasses. In the hollow were a number of Maoris, engaged in shooting at a man on horseback, who was riding wildly toward them. It was this figure that most attracted Palliser's attention. He sat upon a black horse, which was foaming at the mouth, and was himself clad in black from head to foot. His beard, too, was long and black, so that at first, from the prevailing hue, Palliser took him for a Maori; but on a close inspection perceived he was white.

        
Palliser watched him as he rode through his assailants, discharging a revolver right and left, and singing a snatch of a Maori war-song in a loud dismal voice, 

which rang above the noise of the guns. It seemed a marvel that he was not blown into a thousand pieces, so close were the quarters. But he rode out of the 
mélée still singing, and his horse trampling down a Maori, plunged madly up the slope upon the farther side of the saucer. Then, to Palliser's wonder and dismay, he deliberately turned his charger's head, and spurred him down again upon the natives, who were collected in the hollow, some reloading their weapons, others taking aim and firing. The man in black, having emptied his revolver, had drawn a heavy navy cutlass from his saddle, and was waving it in the air. As he thundered down the slope, shouting and chanting his Maori song, he kept flinging the cutlass into the air in circles, and catching it as it fell; and this, together with the strange noises he was making, his oddly uniform colour, and his coal-black steed flecking itself with spume, composed so extravagant a picture that Palliser for the moment stood aghast. Then recovering, he called to Matuku.

        
"Come," he said, "follow me; we must assist him." But Matuku had seated himself upon a log, Aotea by his side, and was contemplating the scene with equanimity. He shook his head emphatically.

        
"I am sorry, Pariha," he said; "those are Maniapotos."

        
"Oh, damn your tribal etiquette," said Palliser, in English, and rushed down into the cockpit with a whoop. The black man, indeed, was at the moment in sore need of help; for, even as Palliser began to run, 

the horse staggered forward, shot through the heart, and came down upon its head. The rider rolled over upon the grass, but to all seeming the affair scarce interrupted his chant, for he was on his feet next second, shouting and singing. Palliser's whoop reached the Maoris at this point, and they turned in astonishment at the diversion. He came down at a long stride, brandishing his revolver till he got within range, and before the Maoris had recovered from their surprise, he was upon them, discharging his chambers in rapid succession. Two of the natives fell, and then the others turned their guns upon him. He joined the black man, who was advancing, cutlass in hand.

        
"Curse your folly," he said angrily; "are you mad? Don't you see there is only one chance? Up the slope with you!"

        
He wrenched him about with one arm, and the man in black laughed. Both started up the clearing at a run, and the Maniapotos dashed after them, shouting.

        
Now and then a gun was discharged, and though the aim was bad, Palliser looked every moment to hear the heavy thud of a bullet upon himself or his companion. They doubled up the rise, but the Maoris were gaining upon them, for at a short distance the native is usually swifter than a European. Suddenly there was a volley of reports, and Palliser, whose head was bent low upon bis breast for better speed, heard his companion give a kind of grunt. He glanced at him, expecting to see him wounded, but found be was looking back over his shoulder. Palliser also twisted his head round and saw 

to his surprise that the Maoris were halting undecidedly. At that moment another volley rang out, and a native fell. Turning with wonder in the direction of the sound, Palliser saw smoke hanging about the bush verge on the top of the slope some thirty yards to his left. As he gazed another report followed, and the Maoris turned and fled back into the hollow.

        
Palliser came to a stop and stared, panting and stupefied at the drift of smoke.

      



* 
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Chapter VIII. 
The Home of the Taniwha.

        

Palliser was still staring at the bush when his companion's voice roused him from his vacancy. The black-beard, who was binding a strip of cloth about his bleeding wrist, touched his arm and nodded in the direction of the retreating Maoris.

        
"Dam' bad shots," he said; "only hit me once."

        
Palliser made no answer, but darted up towards the wreaths of smoke that floated upon the still afternoon air. The man in black looked after him in astonishment, and then fell to binding his wrist again.

        
Palliser had disappeared into the bush; the Maniapotos had crossed the saucer and were straggling over the further rim; nowhere else was anyone visible. The stranger sauntered down into the cockpit to the scene of the recent fray. Proceeding to his dead horse he recovered his revolver, and was withdrawing certain packets from the saddle when Palliser appeared upon the slope and, holloaing to him, motioned him to the further side of the saucer, where he perceived two figures waiting. "When he reached this spot Palliser had already arrived, and the blackbeard saw with some display of surprise that the other two were Maoris.

        


        
"It's a very good thing you came up with your reinforcements, mate," he said. "But the ambush business was risky. You're a good sort, you are."

        
"You went the best way to get killed," returned Palliser, whose face wore an abstracted look.

        
The man laughed. "They're awful shots," he answered. Then he went on, "What's your party doing here, and a Maniapoto warrior, by gum? I know the breed well. Where's the rest of you?"

        
"This is all of us," said Palliser shortly. "I fancy it's more to the point to ask who you are."

        
"Foster's my name. If that will teach you anything you're welcome to it. There's no party behind 
me neither. But look here, what are you bluffing over this business for?"

        
"I will explain to you later," returned Palliser. "In the meantime let me hear your story."

        
Foster glanced at Matuku, who was surveying him with interest, and Palliser, as though to anticipate an objection, added,

        
"The Maoris are safe enough. Besides, they don't know English."

        
"I wasn't afraid of that," said the man; "I was thinking I knew the chap's face, but I suppose I don't. They're all so much alike. Well, as for your game, I suppose it'll wait. Mine has been a lone hand since I left Tuparu, and I'd played out all my trumps when you struck in."

        
"What are you doing here?"

        
"The precise question I put to you," said Foster, 

smiling. He hitched up his trousers, stuffing his black Crimean shirt deeper through his belt, and, cocking his head aside, looked at Palliser from under lowered eyelids. "I know my job," he continued pleasantly, "but I ain't up in my bearings. I'm on a little business of my own." Palliser regarded him inquiringly. "Yes," he went on with a jaunty smile, "I've got a big job in hand now. I was in the Forest Rangers up north, but the fun wasn't up to much of late, so I come down to explore. They say there's mighty goings-on among the hauhaus—as bloody a crew as you may strike in a day's march. I always fancy I must ha' known that Te Katipo. I've known so many of the reptiles, Maniapotos and all," and he grinned at Matuku. "Whose gel?" he asked abruptly.

        
"Look here," said Palliser gravely; "we shall never come to an understanding at this rate. We've got a job, too, and perhaps we shall have to part company. Let us clearly understand each other."

        
"All serene," responded Foster, flinging himself upon the ground hard by Aotea, who was staring at him steadily. "Let us hold a council of war, and put the dam' nigger in the chair?"

        
He winked at Aotea, who stared harder than ever.

        
"Then, please, attend," said Palliser curtly. "Since you seem want a fortnight for your story, I'll tell you mine."

        
"
Haere ra," said Foster, pulling a black cutty pipe from his pocket.

        
"I've lost a friend," began Palliser.

        


        
"So have I," broke in Foster, striking a match on his breeches.

        
"Well, I have reason to believe my friend is somewhere in these parts."

        
"Then he's having a mighty bad time of it," interjected Foster again.

        
"If he is alive I mean to find him. If he's dead—and he probably is—well, I should like to know it, that's all."

        
"I'm on that sort of lay myself," said Foster complacently; "only my friend's female, and she ain't dead. A very fine gel she was—could ride like the devil and make no bones about it. She was an obstinate vixen, though, was this said Miss Caryll."

        
"Caryll?" cried Palliser, in astonishment.

        
"That's so. She was on the same sort of lay, hunting up a father or something. Appears to me people mostly are."

        
Palliser whistled. "This is what the missionaries would call the hand of Providence, but what we folk are content to term a coincidence. Your friend's father is my friend."

        
"By gum, you don't say so!" said Foster, taking the pipe from his mouth. "
Taipo-Pakeha! This is interesting. Then, mate, we've got to join forces, rescue the one and discover the other."

        
"Rescue?" echoed Palliser.

        
"Yes. My friend's in the hands of those infernal dogs, the Ngatiawas, and I'm after 'em."/

        
"Alone?"

        
"So. It was this way, you see. I found this gel on 

a steamer going from Manukau to Raglan. She'd got a father somewhere up in the back country, doing God knows what, and she wanted to get to him. because he was dying. I ain't saying 'twasn't the right thing to do, but it was a blamed foolish thing, more especially as she hadn't a soul with her. They wouldn't let her through the Waikato, nor give her an escort, nor nothing; so she'd got it into her head to go round to Raglan, throw herself on the charity of the blasted niggers and get over the ranges. I was coming down to see a bit more fun than I could get up north after the Waikato war was turned up, and there was a few more of us of the same mind. Well, naturally, we weren't going to see this gel trust herself to the Maoris, so we formed a kind of escort for her, and come over the hills. "We come up soon with a 
pah called Tupara, and there we come to grief; for the Ngatiawas attacked us and smashed us up. There was half a dozen of us, including the gel, Well, at the end of that rampage the gel was gone, and so were the souls of four as decent chaps as God ever made. I was left pretty well wrecked myself—got a nasty mark in here—but I crawled out from among the corpses when it was over, and picked up my old horse, and made off."

        
Foster paused in his tale, and puffed reflectively.

        
"'Struth!" he resumed, "I couldn't fetch a mind in go back. I had this gel on my conscience, so I stuck to the trail when I'd patched up a bit."

        
"You followed the Ngatiawas?" inquired Palliser.

        
He nodded. "I'm on the trail. I daresay you 

think it a fool's move? Well, so it is; but I couldn't let the reptiles have the gel without a fight. 
Taipo! 
Taniwha! and general snakes—no! But, now I've struck you, it ain't so bad as it was looking. The game seems to me to be—get the little gel, then hunt up your friend, eh? With your men—"

        
"I have no men," broke in Palliser.

        
Foster looked incredulous. "You're a rum lot," he said. "I don't tumble to your game. What arc these Maniapotos doing with you? and where's the ambush that saved us?"

        
"I will tell you later," said Palliser, for the second time. "At present we must settle our course. I think your plan is good. We will join forces."

        
Foster had pierced the great bash by a track from the north-west, leading, as was reputed, toward the Ngatiawa country. It ran through the cockpit over the south rim, and was connected by the blazed track with the lower reaches of Te Tauru. He supposed that the Ngatiawa party, with their captive, had taken this route to the central fastnesses below Hine-te-ao, and Palliser decided at once to take up the stranger's quest, as now the premier part of his own. If they should succeed in regaining Caryll's daughter they might then retrace their steps and pursue their search for Caryll, and, indeed, so far the two quests fell in harmoniously. Matuku, upon hearing the determination, shook his head, and muttered some phrase about the Hauhaus, while Aotea exhibited a dismal resignation.

        
"Why," she asked, "is this altered? It is a good 

thing to rescue a girl, but we have a duty of vengeance. But I am waiting a long time, and we are not yet out of Te Tauru."

        
Foster, who had been informed of these auxiliaries, caught the melancholy drift of this remark, though he was indifferently skilled in Maori, and stuttered out an answer.

        
"O beautiful girl, why do you fear? I, the black man, will protect you and give you vengeance."

        
"Leave her alone," suggested Palliser. "Matuku has a fiery eye."

        
Foster laughed. "It seems to me," said he, "that we're all bent on killing someone, sooner or later. We've got to filch the little gel first, though. If she don't get as far as Te Katipo, it mayn't be so hard."

        
"Who the devil is Te Katipo?" asked Palliser, a little annoyed at this name, now a second time become a menace.

        
"The wiliest Hauhau that ever sang the 
pai marire. He's a big man among the Ngatiawas now; and, by gosh, he scorches the country when he's in flame. All sorts of tales come down to the coast about him; but no one seems to have seen him in the flesh, nor don't want to, I believe."

        
Palliser was in favour of pushing on that night, by which he looked for two advantages—for, firstly, they might thus be quite clear of the avenging Maniapotos, should any such take to following them, and they would, also reduce their distance from the captors. As the latter had no reason for supposing anyone upon their 

trail, they wore not likely to have hurried, and a forced march would bring the party close upon them. If they had delayed at any point for a feast, as was quite possible after a notable victory, they might, Foster calculated, be overtaken within four-and-twenty hours.

        
About the fall of dusk they dropped down from the ridge into the undulating forest beyond, girt for a night march through its wilderness. After an arduous day their course was wearisome, though a fresh wind blew cool upon them; and for the most part they followed the curving track with no great elation, though Foster whistled cheerfully as he walked, a great black figure mounting the rises in their van. The country was much broken, full of abrupt descents and tortuous declivities, flanked by dark supernal pines and vast scarlet 
ratas. Here and there the way rose into an opener space, and the pines thinned, so that they caught glimpses of the great purple head of Hine-te-ao eastward of them. But darkness was their commoner lot, and as the evening wore on, though the moon was nigh fulness, the gloom fell thicker, and in the lower parts heavy vapours rose. So soon as the excitement of the afternoon's discovery had gone, the expedition was become dispiriting, and this temper was enhanced by their growing footweariness. Foster was the only member of the party who was not a little abject, though on more than one occasion he called for a rest. When Palliser had demurred to one of these requests, the ranger pleaded the infirmity of a wound.

        
"The fact is," he explained, "I've got a bullet 
some-

where inside me, and it rolls about, by gum. But I don't grudge the hounds the bullet—that was a fair shot at long range, and the devil deserved his 'inner.' But it's mean to be dumped on the head from behind. The butt of a gun is cursedly brutal, and it's a poor business, too, for the odds are you can't bring your knock off. It ain't the proper game according to me."

        
Palliser apologised for his ignorant refusal, and henceforward they halted more frequently, till at last it was Foster who protested they went slowly. His spirits were wholly irrepressible; he talked and whistled, told long and rambling tales of the war, and joked in bad Maori at the Maniapotos. He was much tickled that the name 
Matuku (which signifies the bittern) bore some inverted resemblance to 
Makutu, which he had heard meant bewitchment, and he rallied Aotea upon the fact, though the girl understood but half he said. Indeed, both she and her lover interpreted him as referring to the charm the latter had east upon the 
Taniwha, of which he was egregiously proud; and by degrees the vague horror of Te Tauru gathering round the topic, was added to the oppression of the night. Aotea puttered along fearfully by her lover's side, and he, though assuming a bold gait, covered an obvious uneasiness with the dark. This mental condition was aggravated by certain dismal noises in the bush, which sounded like the cries of the 
weka, but were sufficiently obscure to pass for the menace of something supernatural. So that presently the terror of the Maoris was become palpable, and had even its effect upon

        


        
Palliser, who grew irritable and restless. For he alone of the party was aware that a mystery enshrouded that fight in the cockpit. Foster, being of volatile spirits, had not referred to the matter again, and had probably let it slip from his memory, while Aotea and her companion, having been distant from the point at which the strange shots were fired, had put them down to the visible combatants. Only Palliser knew that the fire which had swept out of the bush, upon the pursuing Maoris was not of his contrivance—was indeed an inexplicable mystery. Stricken cold, of a sudden, when he perceived it, he had, upon recovery, dashed through the smoke-drift into the forest and found no one, not even a sign of any human presence. He was no longer beneath the dread of the supernatural, but was, for that, none the less troubled and distressed. Therefore in a manner he shared the uneasiness of the Maoris, now that the still and heavy night turned him to dark meditations.

        
They had been some hours upon the passage when the moon came over the pine tops, and, standing in the clear zenith, suddenly illumined the track; and at this moment, as though nature below were in a conspiracy with nature above to dissolve the 
milieu, the track itself ran out upon a place of broken rocks. The forest here was full of monstrous stone fragments, wreathed with dense vegetation, and interspersed with trees. At a brief sight it seemed as if these were the remnants of an exploded mountain, scattered in the forest heart. The trees were smaller here, being mainly of the broad 

and spreading kind, the red-barked fuchsia, the pittospore, the 
koromiko and the 
karaka, and, shivering before a little breeze, in the moonlight presented a white and ghostly appearance. Upon the more massive rocks rising over their heads the beams lay stilly, gleaming grey upon the sickly limestone, where the clematis and other creepers fell away. Instead of the thick club-mosses oozing water underfoot, which had served them as a carpet in the gully below, there was now a hard stiff ground, distempered with flaky white patches of a mangy aspect, and covered with large boulders, over which they tripped as they went.

        
The air was clearer and freer here, and as they issued upon the spot, Palliser, pondering the indiscretion of wasting their strength upon a further march that night, decided to pitch camp till the morning. The terror of his Maoris upon this order was manifest rather in their aspect than in their words. Matuku, it is true, protested against so plain an improvidence as sleeping in the haunt of the 
Taniwha; but upon Palliser briefly replying that they could not march for ever, he complained no more, merely addressing to Foster dreadful tales of the forest and its abiding evils. Aotea muttered to herself charms and imprecations for her own protection, while Foster ceased whistling and grew silent.

        
About two in the morning, as they judged, there came a loud noise from the bush, waking the Englishmen and startling Aotea into a scream.

        
"Silence!" commanded Palliser, springing up, "unless you desire 
Taniwha to find you."

        


        
The noise was not repeated, but now there issued strange low sounds from the same direction.

        
Foster was on his feet, handling his gun.

        
"That fool of a gel has done for us, if them's the Maniapotos back," he whispered.

        
"It's not the Maniapotos," said Palliser.

        
Foster, noting something in his voice, looked at him.

        
"You don't believe——" he began.

        
"Hush," said Palliser; "come this way."

        
Together they stole off among the rocks, leaving the Maoris crouched in abject terror under the face of the bush by which they had lain. They went some distance toward the sound, and then paused.

        
"Can you make out what it is?" asked Palliser.

        
"Footsteps," said the ranger, in a whisper, "and something else," he added.

        
"What?" said Palliser, in a constrained voice.

        
Foster listened again. "Perhaps it's a branch creaking in the wind," he said.

        
Palliser shook his head.

        
"There's no wind," he said.

        
Foster was silent.

        
"See," said Palliser, presently; "you wanted to know the explanation of that ambush this afternoon. There's the explanation. I know nothing more than that myself: we are haunted by someone."

        
"By God, I'll soon find out!" returned Foster; and, gripping his gun, he rushed through the trees toward the sounds.

        
Palliser heard a shot, and then another, and presently 

he saw Foster coming through the bushes, beating the air blindly with the stock of his gun. He rushed up panting, his dark face pallid in the moonlight.

        
"To hell with the 
Taniwha!" he said, gaping at Palliser.

        
"What have you seen?" he asked anxiously.

        
"Nothing—nothing but grass and trees and rocks, till they blinded me."

        
"What do you mean?" cried the other in alarm.

        
"Something struck me in the eyes, cold and damp, and blinded me, and I fired. To hell with 
Taniwha!"

        
"You fool!" said Palliser, between laughter and anger. "It's only a spider's web. See!"

        
He pulled some of the delicate netting from Foster's face, and dangled it in the moonlight.

        
The ranger muttered a curse.

        
"This tomfoolery has made a cur of me," he said nervously; "but there was nothing there."

        
"Listen!" said Palliser.

        
There was no sound.

        
"We can't let it rest here," he continued; "let us go on."

        
They pushed through in the direction from which the sounds had come, until they thought they had gone far enough; then they halted again and listened. Once more there was nothing audible.

        
"Shoot, curs!" yelled Foster to the darkness.

        
Palliser burst into a laugh.

        
"Look!" he said, "what infernal fools we've been;" and he pointed to the base of a rock at hand.

        


        
"Pigs—Heaven help us!" ejaculated Foster, falling upon his knees.

        
"Heaven help the pigs," amended Palliser, "for there will he orphans and widows among them to-night. Come on; I've been waiting for this chance."

        
"Now, this is in my line," commented the ranger; "I've no fancy for your blowed 
taniwhas. March, matey, and confusion to all devils."

        
He struck through the bush with his hat set jauntily upon his head, and Palliser followed. They wound in and out among the rocks, spying for traces of the pigs, until they were come to a very broken part, where the rocks were larger and the bush more profuse. From beneath a sharp declivity, laid bare in ungainly cliff faces, stretched a wide and melancholy chaos. Strewn rocks, sheer walls, jagged and barren peaks, mingled in the dim light with a deep confusion of ragged bush and fallen pines; and the earth itself tumbled into heaps and hollows, overlaid with heavy creepers here, eerie and ghastly there, full of black recesses and abysmal depths, as well as of fantastic protrusions and antic motions—completed a scene at once of the most eccentric luxuriance and desolation. And had they not been already warned of the inhabitants, they might well have turned at the noises in that strange place; but, as it was, the sounds that emanated from the creatures filled them with satisfaction, for here was their quarry at last. They drew slowly down upon them feeding in a dark, cavernous spot, over which brooded a sinister rock. It lay to the cliff part of the hill, and was approached upon a 

rough floor of pure rock, over which they crept with considerable inconvenience. Presently Palliser saw something moving a few paces away, hard by the great rock, and, motioning to Foster, he raised his gun and fired. A shrill and hideous squeaking filled the air, and off into the brushwood below scampered a herd of pigs, grunting and puffing as they ran. At the same second, to make sure of their prey, Palliser and Foster sprang from the rocky floor, and rushed together over a dark mass of creepers towards it. The next moment they had shot pell-mell down a gaping crevice hidden by the tangle, and were rattling against the bare walls into a Stygian blackness below.

        
When Palliser picked himself up he was conscious of many bruises, hut as no limbs were broken, he fell to groping for his companion. Foster, who had fallen more heavily, lay stunned on the rough stones, but came to himself presently, and sat up.

        
"That's another bang on the head," were his first words under Palliser's ministrations. "We must be pretty far down—somewhere near hell, I should say, from how I feel."

        
It. was a rough, natural well into which they had fallen, but at what depth they lay they could not tell. By the way their bodies had broken through the creepers overhead one solitary ray of moonlight penetrated their prison. quivering upon the wall a dozen feet up; but the sheer height of rock dwindled in perspective, and faded into darkness. Palliser examined 

the walls, but after many fruitless essays, had to acknowledge they were unscalable. The ranger seemed to have been severely shaken, for he soon collapsed in a corner of the cell, saying,

        
"All right, old chap. Go on if you can. I'm played out a bit."

        
Palliser continued his search, but to no purpose; and, groping his way back to Foster, said quietly,

        
"I fancy this about finishes us. We can't climb the walls."

        
"Bust the 
Taniwha!" growled the other, and, raising himself, he shouted his loudest.

        
"It's no use halloaing," added Palliser. "God Himself wouldn't hear us down here."

        
Foster said nothing; but presently Palliser heard him whistling softly an air which he recognised as "Down among the dead men." He smiled sardonically to himself as he said,

        
"This will be proof positive to the Maoris that the 
Taniwha fable is true."

        
"Set it up for centuries, I should say," said Foster, ceasing to whistle. "I say, old man," he continued, "what's going to be the end of this?"

        
"Well," answered Palliser slowly, "I fancy i's pretty clear."

        
Foster rolled on his side and cursed beneath his breath. For fully half an hour there was silence, Palliser staring at the black wall, while Foster lay on his back looking up at the moonbeam. At last the 

former drew his gun to him and tested the trigger. The click was caught by Foster, who put out his hand and felt the barrel.

        
"It works?" he asked, in a voice strangely altered.

        
"Yes," said Palliser laconically.

        
Foster whistled half a bar of his air.

        
"I suppose," he said slowly, "there is absolutely no chance of that Matuku fellow turning up?"

        
"Not the least. He won't move till daylight; and then, as we don't appear, he'll take to his heels with the idea that 
Taniwha has us. There is the remotest chance that he may endeavour to trace us to-morrow; but if you knew the Maoris as well as I do, and the powers of this superstition over them, you wouldn't build on that."

        
"We'll wait till to-morrow, at all events," replied Foster.

        
"Of course."

        
Neither spoke more plainly what was in his thoughts. Palliser, putting the gun from him, leant back. A low cry broke from his companion.

        
"By thunder! what's that?"

        
Palliser instinctively looked up, and saw descending down the faint moonbeam out of the darkness something quivering, spinning, twisting. The two men leapt to their feet.

        
"A rope! what does this mean?" cried Palliser hoarsely.

        
"Mean!" said Foster jubilantly, "Matuku is well-plucked, after all. He's followed us. Good nigger!"

        
"No, no—" said the other, and broke off hurriedly.

        


        
The flax-rope descended upon their heads, and Foster, seizing it, shouted,

        
"Right, old boy. 
Kapai!"

        
Palliser made no movement, while the ranger hastily formed a loop.

        
"Pull, pull!" he shouted, but there was no answer, and the rope hung idly. "Of course," he said; "we'll have to climb, mate. I'll go first."

        
Palliser watched him painfully crawling up, hand over hand, till at last he disappeared into the darkness; then when the undulations of the rope bad ceased, he followed, and in a few minutes reached the top. As he scrambled over the ledge of rock, Foster emerged from some bushes hard by, with astonishment upon his face.

        
"I can't make out where that nigger's got to," he said. "There ain't any signs of him. He must have bolted along of the 
Taniwha business again."

        
Palliser's vague, wondering foreboding was realised. Turning, he examined the frowning rock that overhung the crevice, upon a projection in which the flax-rope was securely wound.

        
"Perhaps it wasn't Matuku," he said, presently.

        
"Then who the mischief was it?" asked Foster.

        
Palliser shrugged bis shoulders.

        
"You remember the ambush? I told you I could give you no explanation," he said.

        
"Then this accursed place is haunted," said Foster turning grey.

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Web of the Spider

Chapter IX. The Filching of Ida Caryll





        

Chapter IX. 
The Filching of Ida Caryll.

        

The two men turned from the place in silence and made their way back to the spot where they had left the Maoris, Foster limping painfully and objurgating under his breath as he stumbled over the unevennesses in the ground. They found Aotea cowering in the hollow of a rock, with her face to the darkness, but of Matuku there was no sign; and Aotea, on being questioned, was full of evil forebodings. "He has gone into the night, and my eyes are the stars that watch him die. Alas, 
Toniwha never relents."

        
"You are talking foolishly," said Palliser. "Why do you watch the darkness? The wise man mourns when they bring home his dead. You spoke truly, daughter. Your eyes are stars, but they will lead your lover home. Sec, even the parakeets are laughing at you."

        
A cackle arose in the bush at that instant, and immediately they discerned a form running from out the tangle upon them. It was Matuku.

        
"Look, friend!" he said excitedly. "It is as far as a man may walk in the quarter of a day to it."

        


        
Following the direction of his arm Palliser could see a red twinkling light hanging between heaven and earth. The silver moonlight illumined the vague limits of a hill before them, and high up in the heart of the bush-covered elopes gleamed a faint red flame.

        
"A camp!" cried Foster.

        
"The Ngatiawas!" added Palliser.

        
Foster's fingers were playing with the butt of his revolver; there was a moment's silence upon the thought of this proximity and all it entailed.

        
"I make it about six hours, too," said Palliser presently. "There will be ample time to-morrow to catch them up. Let us get some rest now."

        
Foster whistled one of his tunes through his teeth, and limped off to his blankets; Palliser, on the point of following, turned suddenly to Matuku.

        
"Where did you go?" he asked. "I thought you were afraid of 
Taniwha."

        
"It is plain I was not afraid," returned the Maori with dignity. "I am not frightened of the dark; that is only for women. 
Taniwha is a different thing, but 
Taniwha does not leave footprints, and doesn't squeak like a pig. A herd of pigs came by, and I followed them."

        
"Which way did they come?"

        
Matuku indicated the direction, which Palliser recognised as that from which they had just returned.

        
"They came by squealing and grunting," said Matuku, "and I said, 'This is not 
Taniwha's doing; it is the Pakeha.' So I followed, and caught one in the 

thicket. It is rash for pigs to venture into thickets, when a man with a knife is behind them."

        
"Good," said Palliser; "but you saw no one, and heard no one?"

        
"I heard nothing except the pigs, which the Pakeha frightened by a vain shot. Aotea was afraid, but I said to her, 'These are pigs and not 
taniwhas.' Women are foolish; they cannot tell a pig from a 
taniwha."

        
Palliser lay down with his back against a rock and his face to the south. The difference between him and Foster was marked in this, that the latter had already forgotten their mysterious deliverance in the new-born excitement upon the discovery of the watchfire. Palliser sat thinking long, but found no solution for his perplexity. The only comfort in the mystery was, that it had hitherto been beneficent. Yet he took no pleasure in this thought, but sat blinking his eyes in doubt and wonder till the watchfire upon the way to heaven darkened, and he fell asleep.

        
The terrors of the night had ruffled the serenity of Aotea's face; though in the morning the air was abundantly cheerful she had not lost her feverish alarm. This showed itself neither in her words nor in her actions, but only in her appearance. She spoke little, and was very still, walking with her head bent slightly forward and her dark eyes rolling restlessly in their deep sockets. She appeared to Palliser as some hunted creature who, seeing no way to avoid its impending fate, awaits it mute and unresisting, though horrorstruck. In the neighbourhood of a material enemy

        


        
Foster forgot his fears, and Matuku, though not individually concerned in the Ngatiawa affair, exhibited an intelligible sympathy with his inspirited humour. They resumed march soon after dawn, with a promise of reaching the hostile encampment by noon at the latest. Foster still limped, for he had twisted his ankle in the crevice, and walked with great discomfort to himself. His injuries, indeed, were accumulating upon him for, apart from the bullet he averred was inside him, he was suffering from a nasty bruise upon the knee-cap, and one of his wrists, which he had bandaged in a handkerchief, was for the most part slung inside his shirt for support.

        
"I am," he said to Palliser, "the most cursedly unlucky man, and always was. If there's any chance of getting riddled I'm on that chance, and it's a certainty. Such a time of it as I had in the north was a caution. One day a parrot sticks its claw in my eye, and another I put my foot in a rat-trap. I'm bound to get into trouble somehow. There's no equal distribution of justice."

        
Palliser suggested that he should rather be regarded as exceptionally fortunate, seeing he had come through so much with his life; to which Foster replied thoughtfully,

        
"Well, y'see, it would be hard lines to have all the odds against me. Something's got to make up for my being so unlucky, and I suppose it's getting off with my life."

        
He would not hear of a slower pace, protesting the 

limp rather aided him than otherwise, while the bullet inside "had settled down a bit." It certainly did not affect his rule of walking, though he made a strange and awkward figure hobbling up-hill with the aid of a lance-wood stick, like a huge black devil upon some hot, stirring quest.

        
About ten o'clock they passed the still-smouldering ashes of the watchfires. The bush had been gradually growing sparser and more shrubby, and the deserted camp, lying a little off the track, was yet visible from it. Matuku and Falliser, after an examination of the ground, were agreed that the Ngatiawas had taken a late departure and could not be more than a couple of hours in front of them. The tracks of a horse could plainly be discerned, which was complete proof to Foster that this was the party that had captured Miss Caryll, and that she was still with them. They now proceeded with greater caution, being undesirous of stumbling unawares upon the enemy, and for another three miles pushed through the forest in silence. This brought them to a fork in the track, one division of which led forward on a high level of the hill, while the other trended down into a valley. The hoof-marks of the horse showed them that the Ngatiawas had descended here; they followed, therefore, the latter track.

        
The road sloped gently, zigzagging round the abrupt angles of the hill. Below them now was a broad, shallow ravine, bordered on the further side by rising ground heavily wooded. Beyond, the country broke up into inferior undulations covered with bush, and 

through this opener land the larger valley travelled in curves, carrying in its bosom some sort of a river. They pursued this way with the greatest circumspection, and in entire silence, for the space of an hour, when suddenly Palliser, who was in front, stopped and held up his hand. The three paused where they stood, and listened. It was very still, and on bending forward, with one ear to the earth, they could catch the regular sound of horse-hoofs in the distance. Beckoning Matuku to follow, and waving back Aotea and Foster, Palliser crept stealthily along the track, and was soon lost to sight round a corner. Matuku and he went forward the quarter of a mile in this covert fashion, till they reached a bend in the road, from which the Ngatiawas were visible. They were, as Palliser judged, a party of twenty, fully equipped for war, and filed along the narrow path in regular order. Bringing up the rear was a girl on horseback, guarded by two Maoris, each with a gun on his shoulder. He watched them till they vanished beyond a farther angle, and then turned to his companion. Matuku was looking at him.

        
"Friend Pariha, you are, no doubt, a wise man," he said. "I have great faith in you and your skill. Perhaps, too, it is an unfortunate thing that the Pakeha girl is in the bauds of the Ngatiawas. It is never very pleasant for a woman to belong to her enemies. But I have said before, and I say it again: one cannot fight a dozen. It is quite possible they are all dogs; but one may kill nine dogs and the tenth will bite.

        


        
There has been a mistake in this business. Many things are disappointing in life."

        
"Palliser's eyes were fixed upon him, but he was not listening; he was casting about for a plan of rescue. Matuku sat down by the way and resumed.

        
"Let us discuss this matter without annoyance," he said, "Even if you should kill all these men, how could you escape Te Katipo, who cannot be killed. But perhaps you also cannot be killed? "

        
"Are these Te Katipo's men?" asked Palliser, coming back to himself suddenly, but ignoring the delicate sarcasm.

        
Matuku shook his head.

        
"They come from the Wanganui; but Te Katipo will snap them up as they pass him. He has sworn all Ngatiawas shall join him. You will fall into his hands also."

        
Palliser strode off without answer, and rejoined the others, who were awaiting his return with impatience.

        
"Well?" said Foster eagerly. "We've got 'em, haven't we?"

        
"It looks more as if they would get us," replied Palliser. "They are more than a score, and are all well armed. There is no chance for us in fair fight."

        
"Fair fight he blowed. Let us sneak the girl when we can."

        
"Precisely. That's what we've got to think about."

        
Palliser was twiddling a sprig between his fingers thoughtfully, and his eyes wandered to Matuku, in conference with Aotea.

        
"God," Matuku was saying, "is sometimes very 

good. He has permitted me to save you from madness. It is true 
Taniwha has no control over these Pakehas, but Te Katipo will sweep them into the sea. Then there is this foolish business of the girl."

        
"This is your business and mine," said Palliser abruptly, to Foster. "I don't well see how the Maoris are going to be specially interested in the rescue of the girl. In their position it certainly wouldn't be an affair of mine. But I'll endeavour to browbeat Matuku."

        
"Leave the little nigger gel to me," said Foster, with a grin.

        
Palliser stared at him. "You don't seem to realise that you'll double my difficulty."

        
"Oh, leave me the gel. There won't be difficulties. I'll jabber away her scruples. Let me be. I know when war's war and the sex is a nuisance; but we can't get on without her. We've got to set a gel to catch a gel—more or less; and I'll stimulate the plot."

        
"I see," rejoined Palliser, after a pause. "That idea may be worth thinking of, but it's very risky."

        
"We've got the biggest bluff on record to play," said the other, grinning; "so, of course, we take a risk. I should be obliged, mister, if you'd point out exactly how this is going to be a genteel round with the gloves."

        
"Certainly not," said Palliser, in some amusement.

        
"No, take' em off, take 'em off; and lunge in." Foster broke off with, an imaginary body-blow, and whistled curtly.

        
"Obviously a game of finesse," remarked Palliser ironically. "At any rate let us follow and think it over.

        


        
We can work on the fair maiden's feelings, for she is a good girl, and slightly irrational—which is so much the better. But you'd better leave it to me, or you'll be setting Matuku by the ears. Aotea comes with me as a bait."

        
"There's a certain amount of distrust in you," said Foster, with resignation; "but you're a dam fine scholar, glib and oily. I'll clean my gun."

        
To Palliser's surprise, he found that Matuku had every intention of adhering to him through any venture. His disparagement of Palliser's good sense was partly from a desire to warn him off a dangerous course; in part, also, the outcome of his philosophic temperament. Yet whatever befell, he had pledged himself to stand by the Pakeha. He forboded evil when he learnt that the pursuit was not to he abandoned; shaking his head, and recalling that the lizard had not yet exerted his noxious power.

        
"When he wags his tail someone must die. We have always known that, and you are not so foolish (foolish as you are) as to deny that fact. But you cannot be blamed. It is all these women."

        
With a common object, then, they followed on, hanging close upon the skirts of the Ngatiawas all the afternoon without: seeing the slightest possibility of a rescue. But Palliser expressed no disappointment; he was deep in thought, concocting a plan. According to Matuku, who had never before travelled this route, but knew of it, a 
pah had once stood at the bottom of the hill, where the road ran out upon the flat, and had only been abandoned 

a few years before. From the manner of their march Palliser concluded that the party intended to camp here for the night, and consequently here, if anywhere, must the rescue be accomplished. The Ngatiawas had evidently no suspicion they were being followed, for though, they were orderly enough, their array was not at all menacing, and they jogged along with, a good deal of talk and little restraint. By dusk Matuku calculated they would reach the old 
pah, and Palliser determined to forestall them in this. The bush was pretty dense still, though not so close as hitherto, and while covering the presence of a party within, it would not offer any serious obstacles to progress. So the two Englishmen and their companions left the track about a couple of hours' march from the 
pah, by Matuku's reckoning, and struck off down the valley, with the greatest speed they might attain in safety. The track to which the Maoris held made a long detour to avoid the heavy slopes, so that the more direct passage through the bush brought the pursuers to the flat on which the 
pah stood, a good hour before the former could reach it.

        
It was still light when the four came upon the 
pah, and they immediately set to a thorough examination of the place. The ruins stood by a wide creek, which came out of a steep ravine to the left, and rushed through a flax swamp, into the river in the bosom of the valley. From the bushy hillside the track ran out upon the grassy flat, and split up into two brunches, the one crossing the creek by the 
pah, the other turning 

aside into the swamp, through which it was carried upon a rough causeway, built of 
manuka-bundles upon a base of logs. There was no time to explore this passage, but it was evident that it crossed the creek at a lower point in the swamp, and issued upon the valley towards the river. It was nothing unusual that a 
pah should be built by the side of a swamp, for in case of a reverse the Maoris were wont to retire into the latter, and shelter themselves from the attack.

        
The native flax, which is falsely named, grows mostly in boggy places, to the height of ten or twelve feet, and is in effect a broad stiff sheaf of hard coriaceous leaves, several inches across. The appearance they present is that of a gigantic 
yucca, or a more flexible aloe, and the texture is so stringy as to be quite bulletproof. The heart of one of these bushes forms a perfect redoubt, and they grow so closely together that, even if driven from one, a man might pass into another, and continue to defy an enemy. The road across the swamp had evidently been prepared against emergencies; the main track, after crossing the creek near the 
pah, climbed into the bush-covered slopes beyond it. The flax swamp must evidently play some part in the rescue. Of the old 
pah nothing now remained save a portion of the palisade and the ruins of a 
whare or two. But towards the track, and a couple of hundred paces from the creek, were several old rifle-pits still roofed with withered branches and rotten fern. It was upon perceiving these that Palliser matured his plans, which had the boldness of extreme simplicity. He had 
care-

fully noted that the captive was being conducted in the rear of the party. Should the Ngatiawas arrive in the dusk, as Matuku held, it would be possible for men hid in these pits to make a sudden sortie, and abstract her from the custody of the rear; after which there was the swamp to help them. This scheme was approved by Foster, and Matuku had no criticism to offer, which was a sign that he recognised the mastery of the Pakeha. Aotea was to be stationed in the swamp to await them.

        
All these dispositions were quickly made. Though the Ngatiawas would assuredly camp by the creek, it was not certain what route they would follow to it across the flat. Accordingly the strategists made use of three of the pits, covering thus a line of a hundred yards, which in all certainty the Maoris would tap at sorne point. Palliser himself was in the middle pit, with Foster to his right. In this close concealment they waited nigh upon half an hour, while the sky darkened and the gloaming gathered in the valley. At last there were sounds down the flat, and voices drew gradually nearer. Palliser, with his head in the bracken roof of his pit, listened and watched. Presently two figures silently stalked past him a few paces to the right, and he heard the rattle of a rifle barrel against something metallic; then out of the darkness came others, some talking in low gutturals, but most in silence. Then there was an interval, and he raised his head higher above the grass, and could just see another band approaching, and behind it a larger, darker figure; 

the regular tramp of a horse reached his ears. Foster, he knew, must be watching too. The figures drew closer; more passed him, but he moved not; he was watching the shadowy masses beyond. One and another filed out of the increasing dusk, and then the horse with its burden was within a dozen yards of him, its guards upon either side. He uttered the short harsh cry of the 
weka, as had been arranged. The Maori upon the hither side turned sharply round, but not in time to see the source of the blow which dropped him upon the ground insensible. It was but a moment later that Foster, with big, limping strides, was upon the farther Maori, who had barely shouted an alarm when he rolled in a jumbled mass under the horse. Meanwhile Palliser had flung his arms about the form on the horse, and dragged it to the ground.

        
"Give me your hand, and run!" he cried. Without a word the girl, whose face he could not see, obeyed him, and together they dashed out of the line of the pits towards the swamp. In an instant the flat was alive with noises, and figures were running up everywhere out of the darkness. The Maoris were crowding back from the front.

        

"He! he!" said a voice, and Matuku stepped from the cover of a bush and joined them.

        
"Quick, quick!" said Palliser. "They'll find us directly." They had now reached the spot where he ancied the entrance to the swamp must lie, but the gloom was too heavy to make certain. Suddenly there 

was a yell, and a volley of shots whistled across the flat. A figure rushed down upon them.

        
"This way, this way!" said Foster's voice. "They're down upon the swamps."

        
"No, no!—no chance anywhere else," cried Palliser breathlessly. "Quick, Matuku! find the 
manuka-track."

        
Sounds of firing came down the flat toward them, and bullets struck the flax bushes close by. Foster started off into the right.

        
"Good God! what's that?"

        
"Fool! stop here; they're out all across the flat," whispered Palliser, as a batch of dark forms stole softly along within twenty paces.

        
"No, they're the wrong side. It can't be."

        
"Never mind. Quick, Miss Caryll, we've got the track; jump! No, here; your arm round my neck—so." With a bound Palliser was upon the 
manuka-causeway, the girl clinging to him, and next moment they were rushing at full speed along the rude bridge between tall hedges of flax.
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The Foul Swamp.

        

The noises, hitherto sounding from all quarters of the flat, came of a sudden nearer, and the gunshots ceased. It was evident that the Maoris had hit upon the passage, and soon they could be heard stamping upon the 
manuka-bundles by the entrance. Palliser's party ran on without pause, lurching upon the rude footway, stumbling and catching in the faggots. Their pace was of necessity but moderate, and the darkness heightened the insecurity of their progress. The girl by Palliser tripped and staggered at every turn, but, recovering gallantly, ran on; to aid her he threw an arm about her and pulled her into a smarter step, but soon felt her panting hard; and at the same time the rush of the Maoris over the sticks drew nearer and nearer. He saw that they would be overtaken at this; they must drop their charge in some place of safety. Coming quickly to a stand, be whispered to her.

        
"We must hide you; they're catching up. You will be safe here. Quick! into this flax-bush! Wait here till we return. Don't move, whatever you see or hear."

        
She leapt daintily from the causeway into the heart 

of the bush, which he parted for her, and then turned with one hand on the stiff rushes.

        
"I have to thank you," she said, "for my life——"

        
"Not yet," he broke in with haste. "For heaven's sake, Miss Caryll, not yet!"

        
He slid off with the rest into the dusk, and their tramp resounded on the crackling 
manuka. Behind them now were the running feet of the pursuers. There was no sign of Aotea.

        
"They're gaining," gasped Foster.

        
"Spurt!" said Palliser under his breath.

        
Matuku was a little in advance, brushing along the flax; the two panted after him. Foster opened his mouth as though for speech, but at that moment the Maniapoto disappeared with a slight cry. Palliser stopped sharp, and put a detaining hand upon Foster, peering over the black verge. The track came here to an abrupt conclusion, and the Maori had gone into the swamp. As quick as thought, Palliser leapt across the gap to a flax-bush, and, seizing the struggling man by the arm, wrenched him from the bog, black and miry.

        
"Come over," he called, in a hoarse whisper.

        
Foster struggled lamely across the marsh and was dragged into the recesses of the flax. In another second the Ngatiawas came down with a rush, and, ere they had realised it, a couple of their number swung out into the swamp. Having hauled them out, the party seemed to consider, talking in low tones.

        
"They are hiding near," said one.

        


        
"They are concealed in the flax."

        
"Has anyone indeed seen them?" asked another.

        
"I saw nothing, but I heard sounds and someone rushing upon the 
manuka."

        
The three men lying close within their hiding-place watched them growing dimmer in the shadows. There were six or eight of them, and they stood so near the fugitives that Palliser feared their hard breathing would betray them. But presently the Ngatiawas moved off and there was silence for the space of ten minutes. The three did not stir from their position, for they suspected this to be merely a ruse to obtain knowledge of their whereabouts. Now the flax-bush in which they crouched, being somewhat small and narrow, cramped them severely, and Foster, doubled up into a knot, was leaning upon a thick flax-stick; so that, whether through the long strain or his inadvertent increase of pressure, suddenly his support, which was but brittle, snapped near the base, breaking the long silence with a sharp crack. In a moment they heard the voices of the Maoris, and the report of a gun, followed by the smack of a bullet on the flax.

        
"We can't stay here," muttered Palliser. "They will surround us. Shift into the next bush, and push across the swamp."

        
One by one, and with as Little noise as possible, they crossed into a further bush, while the Ngatiawas beat along the verge of the track, and, more or less at random, fired their guns into the swamp. But soon ceasing this ineffectual warfare upon an invisible foe, they were 

silent again, and the rustling and creaking of the flax proved that they too had taken to the swamp. Meanwhile Palliser's party crept stealthily from bush to bush in the direction that lay farthest from the sounds; but, unhappily, the prevailing quietude served also to convey news of them to the Maoris, who pushed on with all speed towards them. Presently it became evident that the pursuers were gaining ground, and at last Palliser was startled by seeing a dark face peer out from a neighbouring bush, and a form prepare to spring into one still closer. Lifting his revolver, he fired, and the man fell in the act of jumping, and was swallowed by the black swamp. Immediately a volley rattled about them, and the flax was riddled in the thinner parts. The fugitives replied somewhat aimlessly, and retreated another step.

        
In this way a blind and straggling fight was maintained with little damage to either side. After the first few shots, indeed, the Englishmen retired, as it were, from the combat, for which in the circumstances they had little stomach, and confined themselves to an occasional discharge upon the appearance of a Ngatiawa more rash than his fellows. The Maoris, growing impatient, extended themselves in a crescent form under the cover of their fire, and now occupied the bushes on three sides of the party. It was so clearly their intention to encircle the Pakehas and drive them to bay, that Palliser resolved upon breaking across the chord of the crescent ere it was too late. Accordingly, he and his companions dispersed at a leap into several bushes, and 

plunged pell-mell forward through the swamp, exposing themselves egregiously as they ran to the fire of the enemy, whose aim was luckily very indifferent. They landed finally upon a bush on the margin, of an open space, which they took for a stretch of swamp, and here their condition was serious enough. For the Ngatiawas were jumping after them, crowding from bush to bush with fierce shouts, and already the horns of the crescent had reached the verge of the open stretch. It seemed as if they were trapped, and must needs fight within their entrenchments. But at this moment Foster swore an oath of delight.

        
"It ain't swamp," he said, leaning out of the flax with one foot to the earth. "It's hard ground!"

        
"Good!" cried Palliser. "Then let us rush; the darkness will help us." Glancing back, he paused for a second; then—" We shall need all the gods on our side; drive on," he said, and, stepping to the earth, he rushed upon the open.

        
Foster bounded after him with big lobsided strides. Half a dozen guns snapped behind them, and the ranger, swerving in his course, half stopped and then ran on again. Two or three more shots followed, and the wind of a bullet whistled in Palliser's ears. Then all of a sudden, broke out a noise of many guns.

        
"They mean to have us," panted Foster, glancing over his shoulder. "Good Lord!" he cried, "what's this?"

        
Palliser turned round and beheld dim shadowy figures 

on the flax verge struggling with each other. He stopped, and then—

        
"The Haunters!" he cried excitedly. "The mystery at last."

        
Matuku's eyes were wild with the delirium of battle.

        
"Let us join them, Pariha," he said.

        
"Mystery, is it?" said Foster. "All hell's awake, it seems. Come on, then!" He had drawn his heavy cutlass and was waving it in the air, when it suddenly dropped to his side and he staggered upon it. Palliser caught him.

        
"I can't call to mind the right note of their damned war-song," he said, "and these here bullets are gone to my head."

        
"Why, you're hit," exclaimed Palliser.

        
"Just so. I told you, it's like my luck. I never get off. I'll be as full of bullets as a barrel is of nails before I've done."

        
"Come, we can't afford the luxury of a fight, whoever our friends are," said Palliser. "We must hide in the flax again. They may be beaten."

        
"I can't say you ain't right, mate," returned Foster, with a laugh, "for they've tickled me somewhere in the ribs. But all serene, my cocky," he went on to Matuku; "you go in and let out for three."

        
From the farther side of the open the fighting shadows were indistinguishable, but the sounds of a conflict came to them—shouts and the intermittent report of guns. As the three passed into the flax the deep dusk had turned into night, and the silver rim 

of the moon was peeping over Hine-te-ao eastward. When within the shelter of the flax, Palliser examined Foster's wound, which proved to be of slight account, though loss of blood had weakened him. They rested, therefore, in their dark covert, listening to the outrageous noises from the open and watching the rising moon slowly illumine the valley. But Palliser was loth to sit at ease while the mystery, so long a riddle to him, was now within his ken; so, after binding Foster's wound as well as might be, he bade Matuku keep watch by him, and set off through the swamp bordering the firm ground to the scene of conflict. He was determined to discover who these Haunters were that so persistently befriended him. In some way he could not help connecting their presence with the dead Caryll, though at best his thoughts were of the vaguest, and their beneficence engendered in him an indefinable misgiving which their patent enmity would not have produced. He could not but think that these assailants of the Ngatiawas were those that had perplexed him so often before, though as yet he had but seen them as shadows at war. Stealthily he crept from bush to bush round the circular field, till he drew near the spot where the fight was in progress. The din grew louder. There was now a gunshot but rarely, and the struggle seemed at close quarters. Clouds had veiled the moon, so that a thick darkness covered the flat when he came out by what he fancied must be the battlefield. He heard hoarse Maori shouts, and the scrap of a war-song, horrid gurglings, and loud groans; then the dull clatter of a 

blade or spear upon some metal, and then a thud or a cry. Sometimes there was a hush upon the air, and then again noises broke out; at first strenuously, but in the end dying into hard breathings and strange snortings of the nostril. It was a hideous medley of abominable sounds that reached his ears, now rising high, now sinking into silence, but all in the darkness, meaningless and inhuman.

        
He lay some time in the swamp, not caring to venture out upon a blind errand, and as he listened the sounds grew fainter; there was suddenly the loud report of a gun, and then silence fell upon all. While he still kept his place, uncertain how to proceed, the moon broke from the clouds with a leap and flooded the valley. And now, for the first time, Palliser saw his position. He was upon the edge of the swamp, facing the open, upon which the light lay full and still, gleaming from the girdle, of flax. And lo, there was not a living soul to be seen, but the moonbeams whitened some ten or twelve motionless bodies stretched upon the grass. They must have fought to the bitter end, these men of war, and all perished utterly in the lust of battle. At the thought Palliser stepped out upon the level earth and drew nearer to the field of the dead. Stooping over the first body in his path, he found it stiff and lifeless; hard by another corpse reposed in the grim rigour of death, the brow scarred with the fire of hate and vengeance. Beyond a little was a figure twisted and doubled as in some agony, but still and silent, its face buried in the grass, as though to 

cover its last hideous grimace of pain. To Palliser, who was no soldier, though of a hardy nature and a rough training, these sights were piteous, calling for some elementary change in the principles of life itself. The complete and unexpected disappearance of the enemy startled him. from his practical temper, and set him to wonder upon so horrible an event; and the suddenness of this despatch added to the tenderness of his mood no less than did the ghastliness of those bodies in the moonlight. And who were they that had so befriended him to their own destruction? Were there among these poor husks of mortality the champions of the evil Pakeha? Who were they, and why had they taken upon so readily the protection of an accursed race? The secret could not he revealed by the dead lips; It would seem, to have died with them; and a sense of awe in the presence of the unexplained was imposed upon the mingled feelings in Palliser's heart, leaving him unstrung, unsatisfied, and regretful, a man of fears and speculations, rather than one of an active front.

        
A sound made him glance up quickly; and he beheld, uprisen, tottering from the ground a dozen, paces away, a menacing figure between him and the moon. He stood up from his kneeling posture by the corpses and drew his revolver, retreating backwards to the swamp mechanically. The sudden apparition from among dead men unnerved him for the moment in his weak mood. It straightened itself, standing erect and terrible in the moonlight, the one thing of life in that 

dismal place; and raising an arm in the air, brandished something of steel and stalked towards him. It came at a pace Palliser did not realise, at the latter end running and waving its arms, and, ere he knew, was upon him. The weapon it held aloft he now saw to be a broken bayonet, which it clasped by the haft like a dagger, glinting in the moonbeams. His finger was to the trigger of his weapon, when the figure suddenly swerved and staggered, and turned out of the shadow into the moonlight. The clear beams fell upon its face, and Palliser saw such a sight as made him lower his pistol. A tangle of hair and 
huia feather, daubed with blood and mire, clotted about its forehead; its arms were bare and bleeding, and the band which held the broken bayonet trembled; the trunk was naked, black and gaping, smeared, like the face, with blood and mire; and the whole body rocked upon its tremulous foundations. The eyes were glassy, fixed in a stare of passion, and the mouth worked convulsively, but no sound came. In the horror of this dreadful spectre, Palliser had no heart to defend himself with violence, so dropping his revolver, he dodged into the flax. But the gaping wretch bounded towards him without a word, and landing upon the bush by him, stood for a second upright with his lifted weapon; then swayed to and fro, and fell over the edge into the swamp beyond, striking Palliser in his passage. The latter, astounded by the terrible leap of a creature so near death, met the shock unawares, and could not extricate himself from beneath the burden. The flax itself offered a very insecure 
foot-

ing, and the weight of the falling Maori overbalanced him. He put out his hand and grasped at a support, but caught only the brittle flax-stick, which, cracked on the instant, and ere he had realised his predicament he, too, was in the swamp, the stick in his hand, sinking fast in the oozing slime.

        
The impetus of his fall had carried him out of reach of the bush, and as ill luck had it, the flax grew here at irregular intervals, and the other bushes were remoter. The moment he recovered his wits he tried to flounder through the slime toward that from which he had fallen, but the swamp was very watery, and his efforts but sank him deeper, till he was buried to the armpits. In another moment he would have gone entirely under, but that in his despair he seized again the one thing he could reach—the flax-stick which his weight had broken. Now this was eight or ten feet in length, and at the thicker end the breadth of a man's wrist, and it had fallen in such a way as to span the gap between one bush and another, resting between the two bases nigh three feet above the level of the marsh. The stick of the flax is so brittle that even at its thickest it will snap clean asunder with a slight jerk, yet with care it may bear a continuous strain. This meagre support prevented him from slipping any deeper, but it could not hold him long, and his case seemed hardly better than if he had sunk forthwith and been smothered in the swamp without any cruel delay. He strove at first to worm himself along the stick towards one of the bushes, but he was too far buried in the mire to move 

by the precarious support, and in fear of breaking it he presently desisted without having altered his position one single inch. Resting with both hands above his head, and the watery slime sucking and oozing with every uneasy respiration, he turned over impossible projects with a coward heart. Through the gaps in the flax the moonlight gleamed on the liquid surface, turning its sordid blackness to a shining white, and he could see through the interstices the quiet bodies of the slain upon the battlefield. All was silent save the bubbling of the slime under his arms. To all mortal conjecture he was already as part of the foul swamp which lapped about him. He could feel his limbs growing into their loathsome mould, stiffening and chilling minute by minute. Noisome smells rose into his nostrils till the fumes poisoned him, and he felt his fingers loosen upon the stick; already he was being suffocated by malodorous vapours. His body grew rigid; he could not move or turn, and each effort to do so wriggled him a little further, deeper, down. He knew rather than saw that the stick was already bending under his weight, and would presently crack and leave him to sink to his doom.

        
Palliser was a brave man. His bravery, indeed, was of that type of which the highest distinction is fortitude, and often in the course of an irregular life had he been the neighbour of death. He was a man who calculated chances, and took them, where it was needful, with equanimity; he had long marched upon fate, without distress, limiting his purview to the immediate future, 

not ignorant but regardless of ultimate contingencies. Famine and fire and sword, and the continuous war with nature, had worn him from an impulsive and generous youth into a something hard and impervious man. He had seen the coarsest and vilest aspects of life; he had lived in solitudes, where a man's swag is his only companion, and the predatory visit of an aboriginal is a welcome expression of humanity; and in crowded camps, where the company is so hideous that to be alone is an impossible heaven. From goldfield to bush, from atoll to island, he had beaten about a world full of death and failure for fifteen years, till he had come to regard life as a game which a man is bound to lose, though by skill a little and more by chance, he shall, maybe, carry it on a trifle longer than his fellows. And in this philosophy one incident was to him very much as another, though this should be the first of a chain to success, and that the final one of life. Yet there was something in this deliberate torture as he hung, slowly gravitating to his end, which moved all that was craven in him. His face was drawn and white, and his eyes sparkled with a feverish desire of life. He rolled them recklessly round and round in their sockets, skywards and earthwards and skywards again, twisting and straining in every direction; knowing, nevertheless, that in this dismal place could be nothing but silence, and that no change could come over the primeval stagnation. Still, the last hope that inhabits the stout citadel of the body fought on beleaguered; but weaker 

now through the swimming of a giddy brain. How long he had hung he knew not; his pulse ticked out the hours, not time. The cold crept up his shoulders; he felt the chill steal along his arms and numb them; his neck grew frigid and impotent. And in his half-conscious state he was aware that he had sunk a little lower owing to the slacking of the flax-stick. Suddenly into his ears leapt a crack that echoed with the noise of many waters. It roused him from his lethargic torpor, and through his mind shot for an instant its dread import.

        
Surely, since the end had come, he should die awake and in arms, not submissive and asleep. Stirring, he felt the slime creep higher up his palsied back; his arms lay stretched upon the muddy plane dead and withered; and his eyes fastened upon them inertly as ruts formed under them and the black mud overflowed them. His pulse was beating in his head slowly, regularly; and what was this tune it thumped out?—

        

          
"Down among the dead men—down—down—down!"
        

        
Was it Foster's voice to which he was listening, and Foster's black face at which he was looking? Was it a black face, or black mud? There was a beating of music, a wavering as of dissolved souls in the air; and the cold was become fire shooting through the body—streaks of fire in the eyes and through the body.

        

          
"Down among the dead men—down—down—down!"
        

        
Something struck him, and the shock stayed him even at this gate of death. All this had passed in a flash, and 

the ooze was licking about his neck. Yet there was an electrical sensation quivering in the limbs that had been numb. There was something underfoot!

        
Tills delirious thought set him aglow and galvanised his brain into action. He moved his feet painfully, and behold, they rested not upon the immaterial mire, but on something solid. He felt along it: it was rough, uneven, discontinuous. In a second he had realised what it was—the body of that piteous wretch that had preceded him into the swamp. Fathom deep it lay in the crawling slime, sunken by its own weight and impetus; and in God's providence surely a bridge for the struggling creature that should otherwise have been its fellow. "With newly-awakened powers of mind and limb, Palliser, balancing on this rude human foundation, breasted the mud and shoved gently towards the flax. Bit by bit, in degrees that were imperceptible, he pushed forward to his goal. He dared not make a bold movement for it lest the body beneath him should cease or slip, or wallow deeper still, and leave him. spluttering and breathing the foul swamp. Moreover, the medium was not easily penetrated, and he had to cut through with his arms and elbows. But little by little he won his way, and at last, reaching an arm that dripped mud into the air, he clutched the long, stiff, irrefragable flax-leaf, and, winding it round his wrists, dragged himself nearer—nearer—nearer—till he could grip the green bundles in his arms. And so he pulled himself slowly into the heart of the bush, where he fell in a heavy swoon.
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Chapter XI. 
In the White Fog.

        

Time had rushed past when Palliser came to himself and struggled upon his feet. The infernal swamp obtruded on his soul a thousand nauseous horrors, and he reeled in his feverish, desire to be gone. He was caked from head to foot in flaky, greasy mud, which was now stiffening upon him, encasing his joints so that their movements were without his control. Falling, rather than leaping, upon the open, he lumbered across the flat through the scattered corpses. The bodies swayed and danced in his vision as he stumbled among them, grey and shining in the misty moonlight. He had the sense of ploughing through the slime upon them, and as he ran, staggering like a drunkard, was haunted by a fear of tripping over a disjected limb into the horrible bog.

        
Some minutes later, Foster, pacing restlessly upon the outskirts of the swamp, descried a wild figure beating its way towards him.

        
"Good God, old man!" he cried, as it floundered up and fell clutching at him. "What's happened?"

        


        
"Give me air!" gasped Palliser. "Give me air!"

        
Foster, whistling low for Matuku, put him gently to the ground, from which he was struggling.

        
"Hold on," he said; "you're better there. You want a rest. Gosh! what's this? Bog, infernal bog—pure, unadulterated, damnable bog!"

        
Bending over the prostrate man, he passed his hand tenderly along the rigid limbs.

        
"I'm chilled to the bone," murmured Palliser.

        
"That's about it. Here; a swig of this'll help you a bit. Lucky I didn't finish it off."

        
He drew a small flask from his pocket and put it to Palliser's lips. Matuku came noiselessly up.

        
"Be silent," he whispered; "Ngatiawas are near. There is a party searching in the swamps."

        
"Give me another nip of that rum," said Palliser; "it makes a lot of difference. We must be going. Which way do they come, O son of the rat?" he asked of Matuku.

        
"Hold your peace!" said the Maori. "This way."

        
"They've come after their friends," said Foster.

        
"We must hide."

        
"No; we must go," exclaimed Palliser; "we've lost too much time already. How long have I been away?"

        
"Well, I should put it at an hour."

        
"An hour!—it seems a month. More rum. Now I'm fit for another stage. Give me your arm. That's right. Hush!—gently across the flat. The mist's rising. Lord! I'll show you strange sights;" and, under the influence of the rank and fiery spirit, Palliser 

laughed softly and blundered out upon the way by which he had come.

        
The dead lay in a wavering, cadaverous light upon the field, and Palliser, stopping in their midst, leaned heavily upon Foster.

        
"Look, Matuku," said he; "who are these? They have fought in the darkness till none was left. Tell me your word of them."

        
Matuku, putting his nose to the ground, ran round the bodies stealthily.

        
"Ngatiawa—Ngatiawa!" he called, in a throaty whisper, and stopped, and ran on again, and stopped again.

        
"What is it, friend?" asked Palliser.

        
"There are many things, Pariha," returned the Maori, "that a man may not discover, even if he be cunning. I know a Ngatiawa when I see him; I know also Waikato. But why should the Waikato be at war with the Ngatiawa?"

        
"Waikato!" said Palliser in astonishment.

        
"I have said. There are Waikatos and there are Ngatiawas. Why is this thing?"

        
"The Waikatos were old enemies of the Ngatiawas," said Palliser thoughtfully. "They drove them out of Taranaki."

        
"That is true; but it was long ago. The Waikatos and the Ngatiawas are friends now."

        
Palliser stood for a moment in reflection, and then," shrugging his shoulders, "My wits are too dense," he said; "let us go on. I'll thank you for your flask again," and he turned to Foster.

        


        
It was a tedious journey through the flax, for not only were they obliged to proceed with great caution, but they were also uncertain as to the direction in which the 
manuka-track lay. But in time they came to the spot where Miss Caryll had been dropped. Here, Foster, calling softly, bent across to the flax-bush, and parted the leaves. The girl was gone.

        
A search in the neighbouring bushes proved vain, and though they moved up and down the track, calling gently to her, there was no response. No relic of her presence was apparent.

        
Palliser, at length, lay down upon the causeway and rested, his hands clasped under his head. Matuku, bending over him, began to scrape thick layers of mud from the daubed body, and Foster, seeming depressed and uneasy for the first time, stood stroking his beard, with an elbow in the hollow of his other hand.

        
"All useless," he said presently, without his familiar oath. "This is a pretty business. And the other gel," he went on—"I'd clean forgot her. She's gone, too."

        
"She'll be found somewhere," murmured Palliser, whose eyes were closed beneath the patient offices of the Maniapoto.

        
"Think so? But how about my little gel?"

        
A faint smile flickered round the corners of Palliser's eyes at this proprietary assumption.

        
"That reminds me," he said, "I haven't seen your little girl's face vet. It was dark when I seized her, and I hadn't time to 'size' her. She ran well, though. Gad, how she did run! and clung, too!" He seemed 

to reflect a moment, and then murmured, "The rape of Caryll's daughter," and laughed mildly.

        
"You're getting better," said Foster.

        
"Yes; it's your gorgeous rum in my head. Lord, it's burnt holes in ray tongue. Scrape away, my faithful henchman."

        
"This is all right, but what about my gel?" broke in Foster.

        
"What about your gel?" mimicked Palliser. "I'll arrange that. But first hand me over that flask."

        
"Ain't you had about enough?" replied Foster undecidedly; "your head ain't particularly right."

        
"Confound you!" said Palliser angrily; "can't I manage my own business. How do you expect a man to live on water after an hour in the bog?"

        
The ranger handed him the flask without a word.

        
"That's right. Now I'll trouble you for one of your revolvers, and the necessary adjuncts; mine are useless. Good again." He took a nip of the spirit. "And now for your little gel. Matuku, sweet minister to a man diseased, get up. Ask him, Foster, in your best Maori, how far from here the real 
manuka-track turns off,"

        
Foster obeyed without comment, being perplexed at this change in the self-contained Palliser. Matuku made some answer which he could not quite interpret.

        
"You hear," proceeded Palliser, "though you probably don't understand, that it's about twenty paces down. Moreover, if you'd had eyes you would have seen that as we came up. In your ignorance you probably don't know that sometimes there are two branches to a 

swamp-road, one of which is intended as a blind. We took the blind. Well, the real's just below."

        
"Ha!" said Foster, seeing he paused as though, for a remark. "Well, you see I ain't well acquainted with the Maoris."

        
"Genteelly, 'I am not acquainted'; 'ain't' is an unmerited Colonial contraction. But let that pass. The track's my work; yours is different. You see, this 'gel' of yours, it stands to reason, is either in the swamp, or out of it; and, moreover, she's either in the hands of the Ngatiawas or out of 'em, and if she's in the one she's out of the other. D'you follow? Those we used to call mutually exclusive alternatives. You and Matuku have got to get her if she's in the possession of the enemy, and out of the swamp, while I've got to arrange the job if she's in the swamp and out of the enemy. Twig?"

        
"I see what you mean," responded the ranger thoughtfully. "Then we've got to go back to the flat about the old 
pah."

        
"Precisely, my blackbeard. You take me wonderfully, and the sooner the better for your 'gel.'"

        
"But, look here—will you he safe by yourself after this?" and Foster pointed to Palliser'g clothes, meaning to indicate his recent immersion in the swamp.

        
If Palliser did not really misunderstand him, he feigned to do so.

        
"Damn your insolence!" he returned; "you're not going to get your flask," and laughed in a strange soft way.

        
"
He! he!" came from Matuku—a note of alarm.

        


        
"Here they are. Make tracks," said Palliser, and he himself slid off down the 
manuka into the darkness.

        
Reaching the point at which, as he had said, the wooden causeway branched, he turned leftwards and hopped noiselessly along the bundles. In a little he paused and listened, and then, assured he was not being followed, took a more leisurely pace. There was a certain heat in his blood that set him in an active spirit, now dominating his legs and now his head. But at this moment having the fate of the poor captive in his thoughts, he pushed on, calling softly into the swamp, and humming Foster's air, "Down among the dead men," very sedately. Nothing answered him, and he could hear no sound, so, drinking again from his flask, he broke into a run once more, bounding heavily over the loose faggots between the flax-walls. He whistled and called as he ran, stopping at intervals to listen, if perchance there should be any signal in response. As he went on, drinking further of the rum, his voice grew louder, his intentions more uncertain; he sang old snatches of songs, and uttered inconsequent invocations of the lost girl.

        
"O sister Ida," he called, "hearken ere I die!" and "Star of the dismal swamp, appear!" But all his efforts brought no return from the melancholy night, and he had already been the better part of an hour upon this task. The track had led down into the lower part of the valley, which was now filling steadily with mist, and he soon was scarce able to see beyond a few yards from him. Plodding in this hopeless fashion, he was 

suddenly arrested by noises in the mist upon his right. Recognising Maori voices, he at once jumped into the flax and crept from bush to bush towards them. He had scarcely considered the use of this course, but acted more on impulse, so that when he came presently into the neighbourhood of the voices he stood still and reflected. A voluminous mist rolled through the dark night, out of which the huge sheaves of the flax obtruded dimly, backward, to right and to left, but in front nothing was visible. Putting a foot cautiously down he touched hard earth, and, groping farther, found himself upon a level grassy ridge, running as a rib through the swamp. It was but two feet across, and straddling over it, he waited for some movement on the part of the unseen Maoris. They were a dozen or twenty paces away, and when the fog thinned, as it did at intervals, darker shadows loomed up, which he took for the opaque forms of the enemy. The damp hung round him most chilly, and he sat shivering in fits, till at last the Maoris stirred, and the sounds of them dropped away into the distance. Rising quickly, he drained the flask of rum, and started after them, revolver in hand. The fire ran at once to his brain, and induced in him a pleasant fervour, so that, not finding himself gain upon the departed troop, he started into a jog-trot. It was a rash performance, for the ridge was a poor footway, and at any moment he might fly off into the bog; but he ran on briskly, till of a sudden, tripping, he fell forward and rolled to the verge of the slime with some considerable noise. At once the silent air filled 

with the sound of guns, and, picking himself up with, an oath, he was sensible of footsteps rushing back upon him. Without more ado, he presented his pistol to the darkness and ran down the path against them, firing at each step. Someone closed with him, but he pulled the trigger, and the nest moment, striding over a body, dashed upon a group of Maoris beyond. He threw up the barrel of his weapon sharply into the face of one, drove his fist full into the body of another, and roughly throwing a third aside, fled down the ridge at top speed. By reason of the fog, the narrowness of the path, and his own uncertain direction, he came near tripping and falling a dozen times at least, but at last scrambled to a safe distance from the Maoris, whom he could hear shouting and calling in his rear. Slackening speed a trifle, he sped along the track without definite aim. The way was tortuous, but he could form no idea in which direction it was twisting. For some twenty minutes he had been upon this ignorant excursion, when suddenly he trod upon something soft and yielding, which he immediately conceived to be a dead body. Stumbling off it, he ran upon another, which he had no sooner quitted than he slipped over a third, and then the identity of this place flashed upon him—these were the dead Maoris of the open; he was back upon the scene of the battle, and hard by the site of his own terrible adventure. He spurned the corpse with his foot, and turning away with a shudder, crept round the fringe of flax to grope for the way by which he had come. After a search of 

ten minutes he lighted upon a narrow lane in the flax, and entering it, pushed on for another quarter of an hour, following; the windings in blind trustfulness, enveloped in mist, realising at last that an exit from the swamp, not the discovery of the girl, had become his foremost clearest duty. A little later he was again stumbling among the dead bodies.

        
This second return to a spot of such fearful memories staggered and sobered Palliser. With an imprecation of disgust he flew from it over the open, and came, as by instinct, once more upon the grassy ridge. By this he continued more carefully, groping his way where he was uncertain, feeling for cross tracks, lest one should take him back again to the fatal field; withal, plodding steadily as one newly come to his senses. In this gait and mood he was fetched up sharply by a sudden sound before him, and paused in the nick of time to avoid falling up against a dark figure which strode out of the darkness on one side of the track into the darkness on the other. Other figures followed. Holding his breath, he watched the shadows pass. One—two—three—four, he counted; no more. As quick as thought he whipped into line with them and strutted after the fourth into the mist. But no sooner was this done than he was aware that there were others behind who had dragged in the march and were now closing up; and the knowledge that he was himself one in a file of hostile Maoris went through him in a thrill. The detachment held complete silence, and Palliser strode out with them boldly, keeping his revolver ready against an 
emer-

gency. They turned and twisted through the swamp for what seemed to him a long time. Now and then he heard the footsteps of the Maori behind, drawing nearer, and listened to his heavy breathing with a constant expectation of discovery. But he marched unheeded, and by-and-by perceived that they had left the grass and were upon the 
manuka-bridge once more. About this time he noticed that the mist was beginning to clear. In the lower swamp it had been heavy and homogeneous, but here it seemed thinner; now with darker 
strata and now rather drift than fog, swirling and wreathing about his body. It was plainly low-lying too, for in places where the fleece was rarest the clear sky, with its shining stars, would open for an instant above his head, and then close and cloud over again. These intervals of light became more frequent, and indicated that the mist was dispersing. By twisting his head he could see, too, the figure of the Maori behind, appearing and dissolving in the vapour, while the moist bare flesh of the man after whom he trod closely was often visible. He decided that it was time to leave a company which might prove dangerous; and so, waiting till the next obscuration, he dropped gently under the flax by the causeway and lay level with the surface. His immediate follower passed in the gloom, and other footsteps approached. Two more filed by, and as the last passed, a wind from the gorges caught the mist and blew a deep chasm in it. He saw the thin line of Maoris moving as in a ghostly defile; white 
cumulus masses rolled over on either side, menacing the 

passage, wearing a hundred shapes of distortion; and then the wind fell, and the fog tumbled into the gap noiselessly.

        
Palliser rose and slipped after the retreating figures; hovering just within earshot of the hindermost. Now that he was quit of the cares of his own misadventure, he grew anxious again to discover, if possible, whether the girl was in the hands of the Maoris. Presently the burly form of the nearest in the string loomed up from the mist, and he saw that those in the rear, at least, were stationary. Moreover, he heard voices; and while he was wondering as to the cause of the stoppage, the fog lifted. A little distance away ran the creek which was here spanned between the 
manuka by a heavy log. He hid himself in the flax while the Maoris passed over, and though they were lost to his sight on the further side, he could still hear them talking, and knew they were lingering by the stream. Then there came a splash, and a creaking of the 
manuka, and, after a little, silence. Creeping from his retreat he stole down to the verge of the track, where the water ran deep and strong beneath it. It was now obvious to him what had occupied the Ngatiawas; for the log had been drawn up to the other side to prevent access from this. This showed him also that the Maoris had not abandoned the search for the fugitives, as this removal must have been with the purpose of confining them to the hither portion of the swamp. It now appeared to Palliser that nothing was left but to rejoin his fellows and see what fortune had befallen them. Had they not 

chanced upon the girl her case seemed hopeless. The mist was still hanging over the water when he jumped into the flax upon this expedition, and moved slowly up the creek, calling softly to the night. A few minutes later he thought he heard a rustle in the bushes, but so slight was the sound that he was in doubt as to the precision of his hearing. Then suddenly again the mist cleared, and the moonlight sparkled on the water.

        
What he saw now startled him. The creek was twenty paces across, lying open to the sky and its lights; and in the midstream, full of this glimmering radiance, swaying to and fro upon the surface, was a woman's body, clad in a light clinging vesture. The ripples, stirred by the wind, washed over it in long slow undulations, and it was rising and falling with the flow. With amazement he noted that the long white arms, stretching out of the stream, curved backwards over the head, which was hidden between them, and seemed to be clutching a stunted islet of flax, which thrust its dwarf proportions from the centre of the creek. He saw too (or thought he saw) the bosom, which had fallen open, and gleamed like silver in a vivid moonbeam, heaving softly, as the burden moved upon the water. Instantaneously he recovered his surprise, and with a flash of intelligence darted into a nearer bush.

        
"Miss Caryll," he called softly.

        
The white arms moved, and the body dipped under: and there was the girl sitting upon the islet, staring in the direction of his voice.

        
"Hist!" he cried; and at that moment a sharp 

crack resounded from the flax across the creek. Palliser bent over the water's edge, till he was level with the islet.

        
"Listen," he whispered tensely. "You can't stay there—you'll be seen. Put your feet towards me, and thrust out with all your might."

        
There was the sound of someone approaching through the flax, on the farther side. The girl slipped silently into the water again, and stretched herself crosswise upon, the level. There was a slight gurgle as she launched herself; but no other sound, save the rustling in the flax. Palliser, reaching from the waist out over the stream, saw two bare feet twinkling in the swift current before his eyes. Shooting out an arm, he seized fast hold of an ankle, and, swinging upon this hinge, the girl flowed downstream. Then he drew her noiselessly towards him, and took her into the shelter of the flax.

        
"Hush!" he whispered, seeing her gasp as though for speech, pushing her dripping hair from her face.

        
Then a quiet voice came across the stillness.

        
"Pariha, do not shoot. It is I."

        
"Thank Heaven," muttered Palliser; "no more shooting. It's a friend of mine, Miss Caryll." Then he called to Aotea, "Follow up the creek to the old 
pah."

        
They heard her moving off by the flax; and Palliser turned to his companion, who was leaning half against the bush, and half in his arms.

        
"This is a pretty business," he said, with a laugh; and his gaze dropped upon her dress. He could only see her face indistinctly; but her eyes gleamed visibly, 

and she drew herself away from him and began arranging her loosened bodice.

        
"I haven't heard your voice yet," he said, presently; watching her wringing her wet skirts.

        
"I've so little breath," she panted.

        
"Can I help you in that?" he asked, with a benignant smile.

        
Pausing, she looked up at him, and her eyes seemed to flash again; but it might have been the light in their humid depths.

        
Palliser passed a hand over his eyes, and turned away.

        
"Excuse me," he said; "if you've no objection I'll bathe my head."

        
"Have you a headache?" she asked suddenly.

        
Palliser shrugged his shoulders. "No," he said; then paused, and went on, "I'm a little dirty."

        
He ladled the water over his forehead, while, squeezing the moisture from her dress, she watched him.

        
"It's a wonder," he said, "that you realised I was a Pakeha. I'm as black as my hat."

        
"You've not—"

        
"Yes—been in the bog. You'll catch, cold if you sit there. Hadn't you better move?"

        
"It's very kind of you," she began hesitantly. "I hardly have come to my senses yet. Where are we?—I mean—I haven't any idea who you are."

        
Palliser laughed, "I suppose you know I've got a man named Foster with me?"

        
"Yes; I heard his voice; but I've not been, able to realise yet. Did you come to rescue me?"

        


        
"That was our notion. But once more, hadn't you better move? And by the way, how about those feet of yours?"

        
A little diffidence was plain in her reply.

        
"I lost my boots in the mud."

        
"Stockings, too?" he queried, in amusement.

        
She shook her head, but made no answer.

        
"Well, I daresay it will be difficult for you to get along. But may I ask what you were doing here, and why yon didn't do as I told you, and wait in the flax?"

        
"I left," she said, as Palliser fancied with some defiance, "because you were so long, and I heard so many shots."

        
"And thought we were killed, eh?—well?"

        
"So I wandered down the pathway, and then through The flax, where I lost my boots; and then I got here, and I heard you coming, and thought it was the Maoris. So I thought I'd be safer in the creek. I got across to the flax in the middle, and, as I felt hot, I got into the water, and then the mist lifted suddenly, and you saw me, I suppose."

        
"I suppose I did. Well, shall I jump you across? It was naughty of you. What, you won't take my hand? Oh, well, I was going to save your pretty bare feet."

        
She turned away from him, and leapt over the gap. He followed, and thus they made up the creek to the verge of the swamp. Stepping out upon the tussock-flat, Palliser drew her arm in his.

        
"Keep close to me," he said; "we don't know yet 

what's going to happen. We shall have to crawl. Down, child, down!"

        
On hands and knees they crept along by the water's edge to the outskirts of the old 
pah, where, bidding the girl await him, he went forward among the ruined 
whares. Presently he returned, walking.

        
"Come," he whispered; "but don't make a noise. "We are highly favoured. No one has come to a bad end."
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Chapter XII. 
The Flight in the Ravine.

        

Miss Caryll followed him, through the remnant of the stockade, to a roofless 
whare, by which some figures were crouching. As they came up she heard a voice, which she recognised as Foster's, say,

        
"Glad to see you again, little gel. I'd given up all hope of snatching you from those niggers."

        
One of the figures jumped up, and held out his hand, which she took, whispering, "Hush! I'll tell you how grateful I am afterwards. This gentleman will not let me speak."

        
"We can't discuss courtesies here," broke in Palliser sharply. "Let us make some sort of move. What have you to say?"

        
"One thing's pretty clear to me," returned Foster. "Those beggars are watching the swamp closely. A file of 'em is posted down the flat by the 
manuka, and there they're going to stick till morning, it seems."

        
"Oh," said Palliser. "And there's another lot across the creek, working back this way, I daresay; in which case we've got to be off. There's only one route obvious, and that is up the creek."

        
"To the gorge?"

        


        
"Yes; we shall give them the slip that way, and can climb up the hills and strike the old Te Tauru track again."

        
"Right," responded Foster cheerfully. "Forward, old cuss," he muttered, stirring one of the other figures in the shadow of the hut. Miss Caryll perceived it to be a Maori, and was not a little surprised when the remaining bundle upon the ground struggled into the light, a full-grown Maori woman.

        
"Go gently," said Palliser to Matuku and Aotea. But the caution was scarcely needed, as all five were stealing slowly upward, each in a stoop, most circumspectly.

        
Their arduous flight was not intercepted, and plainly the remaining Ngatiawas were remote from this side of the flat. They must have reckoned upon the security of their fragmentary cordon. A wind had sprung up, and was roaring down the valley. In the sky a few wraiths lingered, fleeting westward across the stars. In a little the party struck into the outer scattered bush in the lower parts of the ravine, and felt now, for the first time, that they were beyond any probable danger. It Was, of course, just possible that they might be traced hither, but in so thick a jungle they were safe from discovery, and to conceive the worst, so brave a display should go far to protect them. They kept to the creek for some time, partly because by it the way was easier, and partly out of a pleasant sentiment of companionship; but soon, resolved that their precautions had been effectual, Palliser, who was feeling 

exhausted, turned into the bush, and ordered a rest for the remainder of the night.

        
It was now, at a guess, about two in the dawn, but there were no signs of daylight, and the party betook itself to a rough fern bed with alacrity, for all, save Aotea, were worn out with the work and the strain, and she too, at least, with waiting. Dispersed about the base of a huge tree, they were soon sunk in slumber, and when the morning broke over a clear sky they were still sleeping, undisturbed by the 
réveille of the 
korimako and the parrakeet.

        
Palliser was the first astir and, leaving the others, he threaded his way back to the creek, where he cleansed his sordid garments and bathed in the roaring water. The sun was full over the ridge, and the valley in light. When he had done with his personal attentions, he made a series of reconnaissances to discover if the enemy had entered the ravine; but he could find no trace of them, though he made a circuit of a mile to the backward of the camp. Satisfied at this, he returned to his party, where he found Aotea crouched over a lighted fire, and Matuku cleaning his gun. Immersed in an animated conversation were Miss Caryll and Foster, who turned at the sound of his approach. The latter greeted him cheerily.

        
"You're a fine energetic chap. Been up, I s'pose, this hour. Well, you're looking all the better for the sleep, I can tell you. How d'ye feel?"

        
Palliser nodded in answer, and, drawing from his pocket the flask, handed it to the other.

        


        
"Take your infernal stuff," said he.

        
Foster put his eye to the nozzle, and laughed.

        
"There ain't much to take," he answered. "You've made pretty good way with it. Lord, you were bad last night!"

        
Palliser made no reply; his eyes had fallen musingly upon the face of the girl, who was staring in some curiosity from one to the other.

        
"That's the little gel," explained Foster, with a certain manner of pride.

        
Palliser, whose thoughts had not run upon her, but the day's duties, came back to himself, and let his glance measure her.

        
"Ah!" he said. "Miss Caryll, good morning. So you've left your friends the Ngatiawas; but I hope you haven't fallen from the frying-pan into the fire. It seems," he said to Foster, who was standing by admiringly, with, a grin on his face, "that both I and this young lady made a close acquaintance with the swamp. What are you going to do for your boots?" he asked, looking down at the girl's feet, which were now encased in black stockings.

        
There was a slight colour in her cheeks as she replied, "I think I'll manage all right."

        
"Will you? You must remember the bush is pretty rough. Well, how did the Maoris treat you?"

        
"Pretty fair—pretty fair considering," put in Foster, "with a nod. "She ain't got over the killing business yet, she was telling me; but, bless you, she'll soon forget it now."

        


        
"I didn't say I—I mean, of course, I didn't like it," said the girl, turning away.

        
"It's true," explained Foster confidentially. "She's no coward. Plenty of spirit there, I promise you. But a gel's a gel, after all, though she is sometimes a vixen."

        
"Of course," said Palliser carelessly. "But this damned feminine element is going to break us up, if we don't look out. Aotea's bad enough, but she's a Maori, and can be talked to. Now, this little girl—" He did not finish his sentence, but shrugged his shoulders, and pointing down the valley, added, "I think we're free of 'em at last. I haven't seen any signs of them."

        
"What I blame in you," said Foster critically, "is your mighty officiousness. You want to do too much. Why couldn't you have waked me to hawk round the valley? Last night, too, you had all the fun. Fact is," he continued, slapping his gun, "I ain't much good in an ambush or anything of that kind. What I like is an open field, and plenty of elbow-room. Then I clear the ground, or go under. That's my business."

        
Palliser smiled. "Who knows that you won't have a chance to walk in before we've done," said he, moving towards the fire, where Aotea was crying out that the food was ready, and the "billy" boiled.

        
Gathered about the fire, the party was incongruous and picturesque. A beam of the sun fell aslant the group, illuminating in its passage the two Maoris 

haunched up together, and conversing in soft gutturals. It rested thereafter full upon the fair brown hair of the rescued girl, as she sat with her back against a tree, her stockinged feet and ankles thrust daintily from her blue serge gown into a further view than she was aware of. On the outskirts, as though holding guard over her, the tall ranger rested one shoulder against the trunk, as he slowly munched his damper-bread and gulped down hot draughts of tea. Between these two fragments of the party, and a little removed from either, sat Palliser, meditating over his food with the thoughtfulness of one upon whom the final responsibility is laid. Foster talked loudly, turning a jest to Palliser now and again, or interrupting himself to shout a broken sentence at the sombre Matuku; but his overtures were listlessly received by both, and for the more part he talked to the girl at his knees, who answered in softer tones, but seemed constrained and uneasy. But presently Palliser looked up from his thoughts, and in the growing contentment of his appetite, took a survey of his surroundings. Almost for the first time he noted the face and appearance of Caryll's daughter. She was above the middle height, of an active and eager aspect; her limbs were lithe and flexible; blue eyes looked out from a fair face of some irregularity but of great vivacity, upon which the charm of a surpassing innocence still lingered. She could not be more than eighteen or nineteen, thought Palliser, wondering upon Caryll's fate, and the strange incidents of his chase.

        
"Friend," said he to Matuku, "where in Te Tauru, 

between the blazed track and the fork that came down into the valley, is there a spot in which a man might miss his friends?"

        
Matuku paused in his talk with Aotea.

        
"O Pariha, there are many places in Te Tauru where a man may perish. It is the house of death. But how shall you ask me then: 'Where can he miss his friend?' It is all darkness, and folly is the guide through it."

        
"You have a sad tale," responded Palliser thoughtfully, and fell to communing with himself.

        
"What do they say?" whispered Miss Caryll to Foster.

        
"I can't quite make it out," he returned. "Hush!"

        
"It is a game of fools we are playing," said Palliser again. "Why do we look for a dead man and a dead woman?"

        
Aotea gave a cry.

        
"It is the end," she muttered. "I have said Ihirua is dead. We shall find her murderer."

        
"Shall we find him in Te Tauru?" asked Palliser scornfully.

        
"If I do not slay him it is because his bones are already there," muttered Aotea.

        
"This is foolishness," broke in Matuku. "I have told the woman what is my opinion of this rashness. If a bird die and there is a hawk near, we know what the hawk has done. He will be shot. That is right. But if it die and there is no sign in the sky, what can the tribe do? Can they find the hawk in the 
moun-

tains? I say 'Peace.' This is a foolish thing. It is wrong to waste so much of our time."

        
"Perhaps there is a lover among the Maniapotos who will follow me," said Aotea, turning angrily upon him. "I have sworn, and I will go forward. What are the mountains to me? There is nothing I fear but Te Tauru."

        
"Peace," grumbled Matuku. "I, too, have sworn. This is the way of women. A man is mad to mix himself up with them. God has made a stupid world," and he fell to his pipe again. Shortly afterwards he rose and went into the bush.

        
"What's the gab about?" asked Foster, seeing there was a pause.

        
"I've been thinking," said Palliser reflectively, "that I've been a damned fool. I beg your pardon, Miss Caryll. I dropped into a bush habit, which I know isn't civilised. But it seems to me I've been nothing but that all my life." He paused, and after a time went on. "What in the name of all that's evil is to be made of those Waikato warriors, and of the whole infernal expedition?"

        
"Well, if you don't know, I don't," said Foster jauntily; "but I should say they wanted a fight and they got it. Lord, it must have been a fight! I s'pose they're enemies, ain't they?"

        
"H'm," returned Palliser, "Your theory is about as—well, it's quite as good as any I can imagine, so I won't say anything. But you shouldn't take it for granted everyone is as anxious to fight as you are."

        


        
"Don't you like fighting, Mr. Palliser?" asked the girl.

        
He looked at her with amusement. "I loathe it, Miss Caryll," said he. "I like nothing that endangers my existence as long as it's tolerable."

        
Foster broke into a loud laugh.

        
"You're a good' un," he said, chuckling. Miss Caryll looked from one to the other.

        
At this moment Matuku dashed through the underwood upon them, and Palliser sprang to his feet.

        
"Ngatiawas?" he asked.

        
The Maori nodded, being out of breath.

        
"How far?"

        
"Half a mile below—coming up. There are half a dozen, Pariha."

        
"Half a dozen. Then we must be off. Come, swing that swag on your shoulder and move, Foster. Steady, Miss Caryll; follow Aotea closely, and be careful of your feet. Hang the fire!" he cried, emptying the water in the billy upon the blaze. The flame dropped into the ashes, which hissed and spluttered.

        
Within thirty seconds they were filing through the bush up the ravine at a great rate, Foster leading and breaking the way with his strong arms and the butt of his gun. The two girls followed, and Palliser brought up the rear. Both he and Matuku kept an active lookout, but no alarm disturbed them, and in a couple of hours they considered themselves secure enough to rest for a short time. In the interval Matuku scouted on 

the track they had made, but he returned without having seen anything of the Ngatiawas.

        
"Still," said Palliser, "we can't trust our position yet. They may be following right away back, and in a forced march could reach us. We've got to hurry on as hard as we can, unless we want a skirmish."

        
"What are you making for?" asked Foster.

        
"Nothing. Safety, that's all. We shall be all right, I suppose, when we get over the ridge, and then we can take counsel."

        
This was but an hour's climbing, yet so steep was the ascent, and so dense the forest, that the weaker members of the party were exhausted at the finish; and, now they had come into an obvious security, Palliser decided to halt and revolve future plans.

        
"My idea is to get upon the Te Tauru track," he explained; "after which we can go back towards Matipihi if we like. But the first thing is to get out of this bush on to that track. Now, if you recollect, there was a branch upwards where we left for the valley, following those beasts down below. That's what we must strike somehow. Matuku," he said, turning to the Maniapoto, "where does the upper track from the fork lead?"

        
Matuku shook his head.

        
"It comes out of Te Tauru, and I have never been through Te Tauru till now. How can I say where it goes? Perhaps into Te Tauru again."

        
"This Te Tauru nonsense is about as much as I can stand," said Palliser to Foster, "but he doesn't know 

where it goes, so we've got to keep on till we find it. Bear to the left—that's the moral of it."

        
"We'll find it at that," said Foster cheerfully.

        
"Shall we?" said the other grimly. "Don't make too sure of it. "When you've lived in the bush as much as I have you'll never be sure of anything in the bush. Can you say now in what direction we've been going this last hour?"

        
Foster looked up through the vast and gloomy forest, but the sun was completely shut from his view.

        
"I don't know that I could offhand," said he, "but it would be easy enough to climb a tree and find where the sun fetched up."

        
"Not particularly easy, either. "When you got to the top ten to one you'd find your tree in a valley between mountains, or overtopped by other trees. It's a black business is the bush, I give you warning. And I've half a mind to venture down into the valley and face the niggers."

        
When they resumed their march Palliser noticed that Miss Caryll walked more easily, and at their first stoppage he saw she had provided herself with a substitute for boots. She had strapped about her feet thick flat pieces of bark with strips of flax and ribbonwood, so that a pair of rough sandals now protected her from the rude pathway.

        
"That's very neat," he said approvingly. "I see you're equal to the bush."

        
"Quite equal," she returned quickly.

        
He smiled at her intonation, and scrutinised her a 

little closely. She glanced at him covertly, but, finding his eyes upon her, turned and regarded the bush.

        
All through the afternoon they beat their way through the heavy forest, in thick, oppressive shadows. The tall trees, interweaving closely overhead, blocked out the sunlight, and the dense undergrowth, reaching half-way up the trunks, heightened the darkness. At times such a blackness encompassed them that they stumbled over unseen boulders and snags, and the rear of the file lost sight of the van. Then they groped among the bushes, and called to each other for guidance; now crawling up a ledge which loomed out of the gloom forbiddingly, now slipping into the infernal blackness of a gut. There were no sounds in that bush save those of their making; neither bird nor animal stirred in the thickets. Only here and there a lizard wriggled over the path, or a huge spider rushed up the stem of a pine. By the judgment of the leaders it was five in the evening when they came to a halt for the night, spent with the serious efforts of the march.

        
Palliser took Foster aside, while Matuku lit a fire, and Miss Caryll helped Aotea to prepare a meal.

        
"Look here," said he; "if we're going right, and I think we are—mind you, I can't say for certain—if we're going right, we ought to strike that track tomorrow morning."

        
"Well, I suppose that'll do," said Foster.

        
"We can afford to rest to-night," went on Palliser; "in fact, we've got to rest. If we were alone I should say we ought to push on, but this infernal woman 

element makes it necessary to stop. I see that little girl panting in the march, and stumbling, too, and it's a sure warning to stop when you can't place your feet properly. The whole thing's abominably awkward," he said, gnawing his moustache.

        
"Well, the rest'll set her up," said Foster cheerfully; "and we've done enough to-day. To-morrow we'll be all right on that track."

        
"But, you fool," returned the other roughly, "you don't seem to use your wits. Where do you suppose shall we be if we don't strike it to-morrow?"

        
"What's up?"

        
"Don't you see it's food, food, food? Hang it, man, don't I know what the bush means? what live thing is there in this desolate hole? Did you see a bird or anything but leaves as we came along? I tell you, the last of our provisions go to-night, and there's howling starvation behind."

        
Foster whistled, and looked thoughtfully at the ground. "Well, we've got to strike the track, that's all," he said, presently, with cheerfulness; "and if we don't, I fancy I'll do some foraging. I've seen a bit of the bush, too, you know."

        
"Very well," said Palliser, turning away abruptly; "we'll test you to-morrow;" and there was something of a sneer in his voice.

        
He returned to the camping-place, where the fire was blazing, and the black shadows were leaping on the trees. Miss Caryll was standing by, her sleeves folded at the elbows above soft rounded arms; her hands flaky 

with paste. Behind her was an empty flour-bag; and, twisted on sticks that sloped towards the fire, were long coils of bread, baking slowly in the heat.

        
"More bush-life," said he.

        
"Do you know, Mr. Palliser," said the girl, "there's no more flour in this bag."

        
"Whose swag does that come from?" he asked.

        
"From Mr. Foster's."

        
"Oh, well, there's some in mine you'd better use. But we've had about enough of bread diet, haven't we? We shall have to feed you on pig and parrot. How will you like that?"

        
"I don't know about parrot. I've never tasted it; but I can stand pig," she said, with a smile, as she stooped and turned one of the bread-sticks.

        
"I see you're not quite proficient," said Palliser; "you should never bake bread-sticks before flame. Wait till the ashes are hot. And I'm sorry to find fault with your housekeeping, but, really, if you use all this tea our nerves will suffer. There is some cocoa left, isn't there? Yes. Well, we'll have that to-morrow. But I adore weak tea. I hope you do, too. Let us have something in common."

        
She laughed sweetly. "Oh, I like it well enough. I suppose you're running short of it?"

        
"H'm-m! not altogether; still, you know, we ought to be alive to emergencies; and I'm quite sure a young lady who makes such excellent boots is a careful housewife."

        
After the sun had risen the forest lightened; but 

long ere this they were once more upon the way, having drunk some cocoa, and eaten the remainder of the bread. No change came to them that day. Hour after hour they toiled across the bush; now mounting a ridge, now descending into a ravine, in a grey twilight; oppressed by heat, and worn beyond endurance by the arduous way. Yet they came upon no track. At midday (or what they took to be midday) they finished the remainder of the cocoa, and proceeded. Palliser's brows grew ominous with care, and resignation gathered upon the face of Matuku. Even Foster was looking anxious, and occasionally threw a glance over his shoulder at the girl, who struggled heroically after him. Late in the afternoon they determined to take a long rest.

        
"They must have it," said Palliser to his comrade; "we've got to march all night, or die."

        
Foster looked apprehensively at Miss Caryll.

        
"The little gel's fagged," he said simply. "Can't we put up to-night, and make bigger tracks to-morrow?"

        
"No," said Palliser shortly; "we've no food."

        
"By gum!" cried the other—"I'll search creation for tucker to-night. Give me your gun—it's better than mine."

        
"Take it and go. Matuku will go with you. I've got other work to do. And remember, if you come home empty, there's fern-root to sup on."

        
"Fern-root be blowed!" said Foster, stalking off among the trees.

        
Palliser, left to himself, fell upon the earth and began scrawling directions and compasses in the dirt. He had 

been at this the better part of an hour when a voice woke him from his thoughts.

        
"Mr. Palliser."

        
"Well?" He looked up sharply, and saw Miss Caryll standing by him, with excited eyes.

        
"What are you doing, Mr. Palliser?" she asked.

        
"Having a little geometry by myself," said he.

        
"But why?" she asked. "Can I help you?"

        
He saw her bosom heaving vaguely, and the suspicion of a smile was in his eyes as he answered—

        
"Can you tell me how many ravines go to one valley? Or how many ridges to one hill? What's the odds against a circle in five hours of see-saw? How many segments in a day's march, and what's the arc? Not enough bush life yet. Go and talk to Aotea."

        
With this, he bent over his figures again; but she did not withdraw.

        
"You know perfectly well Aotea doesn't speak English," she said quickly.

        
"Well, well, perhaps not," he assented, going on with his work.

        
He heard a rustle, as of a skirt abruptly set in motion, and, looking up, saw her walking off.

        
"Miss Caryll," he called, "come here."

        
She took no notice of his summons, but turned upon a second call, and came back slowly. Her cheeks were flushed when she reached him, and in her eyes was a trace of dew.

        
"What's the matter?" said he, smiling. "You don't seem to see that I'm busy now and then."

        


        
"And you don't seem to see," she broke out, "that I'm not a child."

        
"How old?" he asked—"nineteen?"

        
"You're not so very much, older," she retorted, with flaming cheeks.

        
"Bless you, my child, I was on the diggings with your father when you were in the cradle."

        
"You've no right to put me down in that way," said she.

        
"Heaven forbid I should put you down at all," he exclaimed. "Well, tell me your grievance. What do you want to do?"

        
"I want to know what all the mystery is about. Why do you and Mr. Foster talk so much together? and why is Matuku looking so glum? and Aotea? What does it all mean, and why should I be kept in the dark?"

        
The questions ran off her lips in hot haste, as though to relieve the surcharge of her indignation.

        
"If I were to tell you that we thought we had discovered a gold-mine, and were disappointed———"

        
"I shouldn't believe you," she broke in defiantly.

        
Palliser was amused.

        
"I don't see why you all look upon me as a baby," she continued plaintively. "It's an insult to my intelligence. Whatever there is to know I ought to hear it like the rest. Isn't an English girl as good as a Maori? When I ask Mr. Foster he says, 'It'll be all right, little girl,' or something of the sort, but he doesn't tell me."

        


        
"He oughtn't to call you 'little girl.' I must speak to him on the subject."

        
"You've no right to laugh at me," she said fiercely. "I can see you are; as if I minded about a phrase. I don't mind his calling me 'little girl.' I——"

        
"But you do mind me?" he interjected.

        
She made no reply.

        
"Why?" he persisted.

        
"He's older," she said, less assertively.

        
"Not so much, I assure you."

        
"You ought to take me more into your confidence," she returned, reverting to her former point.

        
"Supposing I tell you, then (what you'll learn in another hour for certain), that if Foster and Matuku bring back nothing, we shall have to dine on fern-root."

        
"Is that true?" she asked quickly, opening her eyes wider.

        
"It's gospel."

        
"But they will bring back something?" she said inquiringly.

        
"Nothing less likely," he replied calmly.

        
"Why?"

        
"Because there's neither fish, flesh, nor fowl in the bush, as far as my knowledge goes. Now, what have you to say?"

        
"I think I ought to have been told this before." He looked at her inquiringly. "I wouldn't have eaten so much then."

        
He burst into laughter. The red flooded her cheeks anew, and she went on hotly—

        


        
"It's very rude of you, laughing at me."

        
He could see the tears start in her eyes, and, restraining his amusement, he said,

        
"What do you propose to do as it is, then?"

        
She looked into the bush. "I can go and hunt for food, too."

        
"Tut, tut," said Palliser impatiently.

        
"Why not? I've used a gun before now; I'll go out this evening."

        
"You'll do nothing of the kind," said he, bending his brows at her.

        
She looked her defiance at him.

        
"Understand, my wilful child," he continued, "that you do not move out of the camp without my permission."

        
"Why should I come to you for permission?"

        
"Your father," he said sarcastically, "entrusted you to my care, as you may remember. He said——"

        
"A man named Palliser——" she broke in.

        
"Precisely; if a man named Palliser called, you were to follow him. But, apart from all this nonsense," he said, "you're not to move out of the camp, and there's an end of the matter. Make some more boots for youself."

        
He turned to his occupation, leaving the girl to go off with an insurgent heart.

        
"Foster was right," he thought. "She is a little spitfire."

        
At dusk Matuku came out of the trees and stalked silently towards him.

        
"Salutations, O my friend," he said; "my hands are empty, like my stomach."

        


        
"Ah," returned Palliser reflectively; "we will fill both with fern-root, O dark one. Let Aotea prepare the fern-root."

        
A little later Foster came in, also empty-handed, his chagrin showing in his face. He throw his gun upon the ground with an oath. Palliser watched him without comment, and presently turned to Miss Caryll, who was sitting aloof in the darkness.

        
"Miss Caryll, I'm going to give you another confidence," he said. "Eat all the fern-root you can; we're going to march all night."

        
"All night?" echoed the girl, with some awe in her voice.

        
"Yes. I hope you've been taking advantage of your rest. We're going to march all night. Matuku, throw some wood on the fire."
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Chapter XIII. 
The Black Bush.

        

The night was a dolorous one. The air was grown cooler now, even cold, but the opaque profundity of the bush oppressed and stifled. There seemed no space to breathe in that close prison. Blackness encircled them, and an impenetrable mystery. Their footsteps were set forward, but whether towards the deepest heart of that remote and solitary wilderness they knew not nor could conjecture. They went at a hazard on the indifferent knowledge of their leader, bowed with forebodings of a horrible fate. And in the passage they were tortured with a hundred exquisite inconveniences; their feet slipped under them, prickly climbers tore them, supplejacks stopped their way, their lessening energies fell upon rough and cumbrous barriers; a score of pains fretted the worn bodies as they climbed, and groped, and sidled through the malignant forest. There were no words, but a call from the leader to the backward in the most uncertain stages, and the sharp orders in direction. Fatigue clogged their feet. Palliser himself, inured to the toils of a hard life, slackened, and breathed heavily through gaping nostrils. A great and fearful care gnawed at 

his heart; for 'twas his reckoning that led the party. Behind him Foster bolstered the wavering steps of the poor girl, panting and staggering in his tracks. In silence followed the Maoris, resigned after the quiet fashion of their race. The hours had rolled on, when at last Foster uttered a cry of dismay, and Palliser turned. The ranger was supporting the frail body of the English girl, and Palliser's face straightened rigidly.

        
"She's gone," whispered Foster.

        
"Bah!" said the other scornfully. "It's a faint, fool," and he stooped over her. "Lay her against the tree. We can go no more to-night."

        
"Damn the black bush," cried Foster fiercely.

        
He put his burden to the ground and sprinkled water from his flask upon her face.

        
"It's all right," he said presently; "she's coming round. You're right—I was a fool," and he laughed oddly.

        
"What time do yon make it?" asked Palliser.

        
"Two?"

        
"Yes, I think so. Aotea, rest," said he. "We may be white bones to-morrow."

        
The Maori girl seated herself on the ground without a word, pulling her mat over her shoulder as was her custom.

        
"That was my word always," said Matuku moodily. "I should prefer to die by the sea."

        
"Miss Caryll, you're better now," said Palliser; "can you sleep?"

        


        
"I think so," she whispered.

        
"Then sleep, in God's name."

        
Silence fell upon them, and the night passed on. Then there came a strange sound as of a roaring of the distant sea.

        
"What is that?" cried Foster, springing to his feet.

        
"Hush!" said Palliser warningly. "Have you never heard the sound? It is raining on the surface of the bush. There must be a storm out to-night."

        
"There's no rain here," whispered Foster.

        
"No. This is the underworld. The fortunes of the world have no concern with us," returned Palliser, with bitter irony.

        
"My God!" cried Foster.

        
The girl near him stirred, and he went over to her. She opened her eyes.

        
"Are you feeling hungry, little gel?" he asked.

        
She shook her head. "Not much," she said faintly.

        
"Be brave," said Palliser.

        
Foster was rising from beside her when she clutched his arm and drew it towards her.

        
"What is it?" he whispered.

        
"Do you know," said she, "I want to go foraging myself, but he won't let me."

        
A look of bewilderment was on his face, and he stared pitifully at her.

        
"She's wandering," he whispered across to Palliser.

        
The latter uttered an exclamation, and, coming forward, bent over her. "No," he said; "it's all right. It's only exhaustion. She'll be right in the morning.

        


        
Here, give her some of this. I saved it for emergencies, and this is an emergency." He put a flask into Foster's hands, and went back to his seat.

        
The dull morning broke at last, and slowly they girded themselves for the new day. For breakfast they had once more the roasted fern-root with berries of the wild fuchsia, which served to stay their hunger though not to satisfy. Yet Palliser was relieved to see that Miss Caryll seemed better; the long rest had benefited her, and she ate heartily of the poor meal, bearing herself with cheerfulness.

        
A broad smile spread over Foster's dark face at the first evidence of this.

        
"You wasn't up to much last night," he said reproachfully.

        
"I'm afraid I was a trial," she returned.

        
"Not a trial," said he. "But you gave me a turn when you wandered."

        
"Wandered!" she echoed, opening her eyes. "Did I say anything foolish?"

        
"'Twas rather foolish—leastways somewhat mad—but the words were sensible enough."

        
"What did I say?"

        
"Well, you talked about wanting to forage." Foster laughed, and continued, "You're pretty fit this morning, though."

        
Miss Caryll looked askance at Palliser, who was smoking with an air of supreme abstraction.

        
"I don't see," she replied, "that there's anything so very mad in that."

        


        
"What," said Foster, "you forage! Good Lord, Miss Caryll, you ain't fit. for the bush. No woman is, God help her. Not but what you ain't as good as any of 'em. I'll take my solemn wager I never saw a gal come through them niggers more pluckily. But then, save your soul, it's build, not pluck, that tells in a bush."

        
She turned to him eagerly. "But, Mr. Foster, I have build, haven't I? Look at my limbs; they're strong and hardy, I'm quite sure. And I've plenty of muscle, too." And she fingered her arm critically.

        
"You'll do pretty well," he nodded approvingly; "but, then, you can see from last night——"

        
"Oh," she broke in, "I've been so ashamed of that. But, then, you see that wasn't quite a fair test, for we hadn't had proper food. But I was so angry with myself, and——"

        
"Angry!" he interrupted. "Bless you, no. Now, I don't consider that little affair anything. It really don't count. The fact was, we were all as near knocking under as possible, and I'll go bail we wouldn't ha' got another half-mile on our stumps. No; I was mighty glad when you fell, if you'll excuse my saying it in that way," he said apologetically.

        
"I'm glad you don't think I was very weak," she replied. Then she hesitated and went on with a display of embarrassment, and in a low tone, "You know, Mr. Foster, I don't want——" But here, casting a sideglance at Palliser, she thought she discerned on his face a deliberate smile, and broke off abruptly, turning away with a little sweep of her skirts.

        


        
Their weary march was renewed, and hour by hour they dragged themselves along without change or the hope of change. At midday they had been for thirty hours without sustaining food, and the long exertions were telling upon their appearances. There was a thin and haggard look in the faces, and, though they still moved stoutly, their progress had become slower. About this time Palliser had grown desperate of coming upon the track. Their course must have been diverted by some accident into the recesses of the forest; else they must long since have reached their destination. For some little time past it had seemed to him that their route had lain uphill. There were small gullies and ravines and bottoms in the path, but on the whole he was inclined to think they were mounting a slow ascent. When they halted at noon it seemed unlikely that they would go further that day, so exhausted were they all. A long pause ensued; some slept, while others sat wearily against the trunks of trees in apparent unconcern of life. On all had fallen the shadow of their probable fate, and none but felt indisposed for talk, hugging to himself his own sombre reflections. Foster, it is true, endeavoured to disarrange this ordered quiet, but his remarks met with so ungracious a reception that he, too, was fain to grow silent and thoughtful. The peace, as it were of the grave, held the bush, and all but those warring human souls. But presently Foster, knocking the earth from his boots, began to whistle softly. It was an idle unconscious whistle, and its desultoriness grated on the austerity of Palliser's mood.

        


        
"For God's sake, drop it," he said irritably. "We know our fate without a premature funeral service."

        
Foster stopped; unawares he had been whistling his old tune, "Down among the dead men."

        
"Yes, that was blamed foolish of me," he assented, with his imperishable good-humour. "I ought to whistle something with 'hallelujah' in it, "he suggested cheerfully.

        
"Oh, whistle what you like," said the other, now ashamed of his impatient temper.

        
But Foster made no answer, and once more they were sunk in silence. At last Palliser rose and called Matuku to him. Seeing them in consultation Foster joined them.

        
"I want," said their leader abruptly, "to find out if this is the base of a mountain we're on. My calculation as to direction is this—we've been going, as nearly as I can make out, east-north-east since we left the ravine. Now, where are we? Of course, we should be on that track, but I warned you the bush was hell. Matuku says he'll swarm a tree and see what we've struck here."

        
But Matuku's arduous climb brought no comfort, for it brought no understanding. As far as he had been able to discover they were crossing a slight spur, but the higher ground immediately in front barred his view, nor could he descry any familiar point in the restricted landscape. They were emerging out of a hollow, but whether upon a tableland or upon a mountain was not settled by the observation.

        


        
"I think," said Foster, "I could do better at it than the nigger."

        
"Very well," said Palliser. "Up you go."

        
Foster shook his head. "This here's a big thing, and I'm going to take my time over it. I ain't going to be fetched up by some mountain blocking the way. I'm going to choose my tree."

        
"Then take your gun with you in case you should see something above a spider. I, too, shall go out before it's too late."

        
Foster made his way through the bush down a short deep gully, and mounted a ridge beyond, towards what he thought the likeliest spot for an unimpeded view. He climbed a tall 
rimu, but found the prospect dark with frowning cliffs, towards the face of which his feet were turned. Hastening, he reached this coign, and began a tedious and difficult ascent of the precipice. He was weaker than he had fancied, and the muscles quivered in his fingers as they clutched the rock edges; half a dozen times he rested and looked down at the dwindling foliage, but at last he had scaled the height, and, sitting down upon the ledge, waited to recover breath. The view that met his eyes was curiously unfamiliar; sunk in the dark intimately-involved bush he had not dreamed of such an outward presentment. From his point of vantage, thirty feet above the upper level of the pines, he could see the surface of the forest as the rolling bosom of a bay. Westward and southward, far as the eye could reach, it ran in dark-green undulations, rising and falling and rising again, without break or 

colour, till it faded in mists upon the horizon. Rough and irregular, misshapen and distorted as it was at his feet, distance softened and unified it, so that the general appearance was that of a vivid homogeneous carpet stretching to the sky interminably. It was about the middle of the afternoon, and the sun hung in the west, dazzling the weak eyes of one so long in darkness; far off under his orb stood in a white light faint tumbled hills which Foster took to hold the gorge in which they had escaped the Ngatiawas. Where, then, was the track?

        
He turned from the cliffside towards the north. The bush flooded over the rolling westward and broke irregularly upon the base of a mountain immediately before him. The cliff on which he stood, and from which the black hush sloped slowly over a long chine into the sky, might well be on a southern spur of this mountain; but its peak was invisible, as was its shape and its projection. To the east his view was barred by small outlying ranges. Upon the limit to the north-west were some elevations which he calculated must mark the forest of Te Tauru. Satisfied at least to have the directions by heart, Foster descended into the lower bush, and made for the halting-place. He had found no use for his gun.

        
When Foster had left, Palliser and Matuku set out upon a long and determined expedition for food. Before departing Palliser approached Miss Caryll to acquaint her with his intentions, but finding her lying upon the ground with closed eyes, he thought her asleep and did 

not disturb her. Instead, he left his brandy-flask with Aotea, with orders to administer it to the girl when she awoke. Then Matuku and he struck into the bush. For the space of three hours they were upon this quest, and at the end, wearied and exhausted, were still with empty hands. Starvation now assumed the face of certainty, for they were all too far gone for a further effort; unless food were found before morning they must dispose themselves for this ugly fate. With such considerations in his mind, Palliser, with his companion, drew into the camp, and flung himself upon the ground in very weariness. As he did so Foster came up to him excitedly.

        
"For God's sake," he said, "come and make out what Aotea's saying. I don't know, hut it's something about Miss Caryll. Where is she?"

        
Palliser rose and went forward.

        
"What is this tale, O daughter?" he asked. "What has befallen the Pakeha girl who was left in your charge in the camp?"

        
"How do I know?" returned Aotea. "I am very faint and sick. Have I not been telling the tale to the black Pakeha here? I was asleep and I awoke, and the Pakeha girl was awake also. So I gave her the brandy as you bid me. She refused at first, and said what I could not understand, shaking her head. But she refused: that was certain. And I said Pariha had ordered it, and she laughed a little and at last she took it. She drank it making a grimace. And then feeling hungry I ran into the bushes to search for 

kanini-

berries, and I could not find any 
kanini-berries. But when I came back behold there was no Pakeha girl; and I called to her, hut there was no answer, only the answer of the bush. And I sat down and waited, for I was hungry and I was very faint and sick. And I said, 'Pariha will bring back some food,' and lo! there is nothing."

        
"How long is this ago?" asked Palliser.

        
"How can I say, when there is no sun? It is half way between the time of your going out and the time of your return."

        
Palliser turned to Foster frowning.

        
"She's gone into the bush," he said shortly.

        
"Good Lord!" cried Foster. "It's the starvation. Damn the black bush! Poor little gel, her wits are gone. Damn the black bush!"

        
"She must have been gone a couple of hours now, so that as she's not back she must be lost. I doubt whether she had strength enough for more than half an hour in the tangle. We must separate," he said abruptly. "Strike upwards, Foster. She wouldn't go back, probably. Matuku can go down to the left, and I'll take the middle track."

        
Swiftly the arrangements were made, and the three worn men tramped off through the brake once more. Their courses lay at a parallel for the first hundred yards, and they called to each other for directions at intervals; but presently the paths diverged, and they drifted apart. Matuku slipped stealthily into the flat below a gully, calling in his deep bass voice, while 

Foster suddenly took to his heels, and Palliser heard him crashing through the undergrowth, shouting hoarsely as ha ran. Presently the sounds of the two died off, and he found himself pushing quietly over a small slope, stopping to coo-ee loudly at every ten yards. An unchallenged silence reigned which his voice disturbed rudely. None could have known better than Palliser the risk of this bush and the forlornness of his search. Foster was of the manifest opinion that the girl in a fit of delirium had wandered from the camp, but. he himself held to another view. He recalled her indignation at being thwarted in her idea of exploration, and felt that she had taken advantage of their absence to carry out her plan. Had he been hopeful of her safety, he would have allowed himself to be angry, but as it was he thought on her disappearance with mingled pity and concern. Calling, calling, calling, he trudged on, cutting through the undergrowth with the heavy butt of his gun, till he was come to the verge of exhaustion, and at last threw himself upon a fallen tree and rested. In this condition he lay for some time calling at intervals not so much in hope as of habit when it suddenly occurred to him that the bush gave back a louder echo than hitherto. Raising himself upon his arm, he shouted again, "Coo-ee," and back came the sound in sharp reverberations. There must, then, be some cliff or large hollow close by. This he resolved to make the limit of his inquiry in the direction he had taken, for it was scarcely likely the girl had gone farther. So he got upon his feet, and in a short while came out 

upon what evidently was a long ridge, reaching from a hill upon his right, and bordering a deep gully. The forest was more open here, and though it was growing dusk, the trees let in more light, so that he could see down into the gully for some distance. It seemed a steep fall from the ridge to the bottom, and he judged from, the slope and angle that it was narrow between the walls. Away below a creek ran musically over boulders, but invisible to him. Palliser stood for a moment in silent thought, as these facts came to him; and then, whirled out of his reverie, turned and seized his gun.

        
Was it a flash of wings? Merciful heaven! was it indeed life in this deathly wilderness? Surely a bird had swept by him in the loose bush, and that was the egregious cackle of a parrakeet far off! Nay, if it was the tweet of the diminutive blight-bird, it would be a ray out of heaven, a sign of life, the promise of another end than the slow rotting within these barren walls. He put his gun on the cock and crept toward the sound. It came from beyond a bit of shaly cliff abutting loosely over the gully, but when he had reached this place it had ceased. He stopped and listened, and then it seemed to him that all the valley was in song. Deep down in the bottom he could hear bird calling to bird, and the chatter of many voices above the impetuous sound of the creek. The western sky was aglow with the last fires of the sun, and golden rays streamed over the crested bush and lit up the gorge, now musical as on a sudden enchantment. In Palliser'a eyes, dim with 

the long darkness and the failure of bodily powers?, was a flash of colours—scarlet wings and scarlet flowers, 
ratas and parrakeets, white 
houhere, aud purple 
koromiko, all blending in a golden mist. He leaned against the loose shale and passed his sleeve over his faint vision with a sigh.

        
Suddenly to his straining ears came a sound distinct and different from the joyous songs of nature, a thin, soft, echoing cry ringing from the heart of the chasm. He stooped and peered down, and listened; and then, raising his voice, sent a sonorous coo-ee through the gully. Immediately he heard the soft and silver cry out of the depths to his right, and, starting, ran over the shale slantwise into the valley. As he hurried along the cry was repeated again and again, and each time he answered it. By this conduct he presently reached the spot from which it proceeded. The bush here, though not so dense as beyond the ridge, was a little close, and the darkening sky made a gloom before him. Straining his eyes at the shadows below him, from which sprang a clear call, he at last perceived the bearing of the place. At a hollow in the hillside the shingle from the higher parts had gone down in a long steep slip, clearing away the lesser vegetation and even large trees. Thus had been formed a considerable shoot to the bottom of the gorge, covered in by the over-arching bush, here and there a broken stump projecting from the loose stones.

        
"Mr. Palliser," said a voice, and, looking closer, he saw the figure of the lost girl upon the remnant of one 

of those projections twenty feet down. He darted into the forest on the hither side, and crept down to a point level with her perch in the shingle-slip. She was a dozen feet from the edge, and the shoot ran down well nigh perpendicularly to the creek below.

        
"No," he said, seeing she was about to make some movement. "Stay where you are just now. You can't come across the slip; it's too steep. We must think."

        
"I'm so glad you've come," she burst out in a tremulous voice.

        
"Poor child! How long have you been there?"

        
"An hour or more, I should think. I tried to get up again, but the stones slipped with me, and I was afraid. "Looking down, she shuddered, and clung to the tree.

        
Palliser scanned the slip quickly; he could see the marks of her fall above him. A little distance up a corner of the bush jutted into the shingle and descended to within fifteen feet of the tree, but the incline was terrible.

        
"Are you very weak?" he asked.

        
"No-o," she answered dubiously.

        
He was immersed again in thought. From the corner he might manage to pull her up with a rope; but there was no rope. Stay; there was surely flax by the creek. Bidding her wait and be cheerful, he descended to the flat and went along the stream for some distance; but his search was vain, for there was no sign of flax. He remounted the hill, discouraged but resolute.

        
"Miss Caryll," he asked, "could you hold on to a 

supplejack if I lowered one?" She hesitated, and he continued, "Tell mo plainly, for we must run no risk. Do you think you could hold on tightly enough to be pulled up?"

        
She shook her head, and a little sob escaped her.

        
"Don't cry, poor child; we shall manage all right."

        
He turned into the bush, and rambled through it in the hope of finding a stray flax-bush, but when he came back he had been unsuccessful, and she saw at a glance that he was troubled.

        
"What are you going to do?" she asked, turning upwards a thin, pale face, with wide eyes of fear.

        
For a moment he was silent, absolutely at a loss for speech; and then in an instant an idea illumined him. He was so much a man of control at all critical periods that his voice was deliberate and most ordinary as he answered,

        
"I'm sorry to have to ask you to do this, Miss Caryll, but I'm afraid it's necessary. Your dress is of stout material, isn't it?"

        
"Yes, yes," she cried eagerly, expectant.

        
"Well, if you could take it off and throw it down to me, I'll make a rope of it."

        
"Yes, yes," she repeated, and in an instant was loosening the gown about her shoulders.

        
Palliser saw a gleam of red as he turned his back upon her, and when he heard his name called softly, and faced round again, he was aware of a strange transformation. She had taken off her gown, and her arms were quite bare to the shoulders, while for the rest she 

seemed to him a blaze of scarlet, from the petticoat upwards. Reaching from the tree, she hurled the dress in a bundle to him, and it fell a little way out upon a large stone. Having dragged it in, he at once set to work upon the manufacture of a rope. He tore the garment into strips and securely knotted them together, till at last he had a length of twenty feet or more. After thoroughly testing this, he formed a strong slip-knot at one end, and thus armed, regained the corner of the bush above her. He lowered his rope carefully, while she watched with, ill-restrained excitement.

        
"Now," he said, "ship the knot under your arms, Miss Caryll, and it will pull tight. That's right; stand upon the tree, and lean up against the shingle. Now stick your feet in the stones, and climb up slowly on hands and knees and feet. Good; we're coming famously. Be careful of the loose stones; don't disturb them more than you can help. Gently, gently——so."

        
The shingle poured and rattled down the slip, but bit by bit he drew her up, warping the end of the rope upon a branch near him. When her head came to the level of the firm earth, he stooped, and clutching her beneath the arras, lifted her into safety. Immediately she sat down upon, the ground and burst into tears.

        
Palliser stood staring at her with some awkwardness. He was not used to tears, and he was such a man as would smile at them; yet somehow he was at a loss before these, and made no effort to stay them. But when they had ceased of their own will, he asked,

        
"How did you come to go over?"

        


        
"I was chasing a 
weka or something," she said weakly, and it ran along here. I didn't notice where I was going, but I fired the revolver, and before I could stop myself I had gone."

        
"The revolver?"

        
"Yes; I took your revolver," she returned, drying her eyes with her hand.

        
"And how did you come to leave the camp after my warning?" he asked kindly.

        
She looked up. "I wanted to——" and then she was silent, and a shade settled on her face.

        
"Surely you might have trusted me to do all for the best," said Palliser gently.

        
Insensibly on this distressful occasion his tone to her was soft and even tender, as to a wilful, but sorely-tried child. At this she looked up into his eyes suddenly, then cast her own down, while a wan smile trembled on her lips and died away.

        
"I didn't want you to be broken up by this damned feminine element," she said softly.

        
Palliser started and frowned heavily.

        
"I must apologise for that phrase, Miss Caryll," he said, after a pause. "I know it was inexcusable, and I'd not the remotest intention of your overhearing it." He stopped awkwardly, his brow still puckered. "You must forgive me, "he said, "for I had been bothered and was bad-tempered."

        
She looked into his face, and in all her weakness a flush was on her cheeks and a smile on her lips. She said nothing.

        


        
"Translated into ordinary language fit for gentle-women, "continued Palliser apologetically, "all my words meant was, that the presence of women would increase our difficulties."

        
"That's what I didn't like," she said gently.

        
"It was brutal of me, "he went on, "but why did you leave the camp for this?" he asked.

        
"Can't you see, "she returned, with a glance, "that I didn't like being considered a nuisance and in the way, and—and I wanted to prove—you shouldn't call me a child, you know," she ended hesitantly.

        
Palliser bit his lip.

        
"I think I'll go and shoot something," he said suddenly; "we musn't starve."

        
"Yes," she cried. "Oh, there are plenty of birds here, Mr. Palliser. I heard them while in that horrible place. Listen."

        
"They're quiet now; but we owe our lives to you after all, child or woman," said Palliser. "You have discovered this gully, and have saved us from starvation."

        
"As for that," she said quickly, with a sudden flash of her eyes, "I owe my life twice over to you."

        
She rose and held out her hand to him. impulsively. He took it, his glance resting on the smooth, white arm which issued from the dainty frilling at the shoulder. Her scarlet petticoat fell beyond the black stockings over her knees, and her red underbodice was heaving upon the scarce-covered bosom. She met his eye and a deep flush rushed into her cheeks.

        
"I'm afraid," said he, "I've spoilt your dress. I—"

        


        
"It doesn't matter, "she answered quickly, her long lashes falling over her eyes as the colour rose higher. "I'll manage. I—think—I——"

        
Palliser thought to end the sudden embarrassment by turning away, when a strange sound struck his ear.

        
"What's that?" he asked.

        
Miss Caryll turned her head, and then, stepping to him, put a hand on his arm.

        
"What is it? "she said tremblingly. "I heard it while I was in the tree, Oh, what is it? I thought I must be wandering again as you said I was last night. It is so strange and horrible."

        
"Hush!" said Palliser, taking her hand soothingly. "It shall do you no harm, child," he whispered. "Listen!"

        
They listened, and the strange sound was borne to them distinct and clear from the head of the gorge.

        
"It is a dog," said Palliser.

        
"No, no; listen!" she replied, crouching against him. "Not a dog."

        
They were silent again, while the noise continued, harsh and discordant on the air; then she whispered, "It's like the cry of a ghoul. What a horrible place the bush is! Let us go."

        
Palliser made no reply, but stood rigid with intent ears. "Most of that, "he said, after a while, "is echo, I think, from the cliff faces. The head of the gully must be quite close, and the sound comes from there. We will see what it is. Come; don't be afraid, child,"

        
There was that in his voice and mien that strengthened 

her, though exhaustion and want of food had worn her into subjection to a blind terror; and she followed him through the bush till they emerged into an open place. A bend in the hillside now revealed to them in the dusk the dim outline of a vast mountain blocking the east, from which their ridge was but an offshoot. Palliser stopped still, possessed with a sudden thought.

        
"By the Lord," he cried aloud, "this is Hine-te-ao!"

        
"Hine-te-ao!" she murmured.

        
"Hine-te-ao," he repeated, in an abstraction. "The Daughter of the Dawn—the mountain of the sacred dead."

        
Down from the black slopes beyond them, at this moment, swept the strange and hideous sound, as of a ghoul gibbering among the tombs, and echoes moaned from the shadows in the valley.

        
The girl shuddered and sank on the ground with an hysterical cry.
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Palliser stooped over her and raised her in his arms. "Hush, hush!" he said; "nothing shall harm you. Would you like to wait here while I go on?"

        
"No, no," she whispered. "Cannot we go back?" she implored. "It's no good going farther, and we want food,"

        
"Yes, food. That's why we must go on. Come, be brave. I will take care of you."

        
"I will come, "she said, with a gasp. "I won't be afraid, but you know I'm so weak."

        
He drew her with him through the sparse bush, and, crossing a slight rise together, they came at last upon a smooth level clear of the forest, where the spur ran out from the mountain. On the border Palliser paused, peering into the dusk of the open. At the upper edge facing the valley he could make out some sort of hut, in front of which a fire was burning, and by the fire a dark figure bent towards the ground. The sound of an axe upon wood was audible, but the other noise had ceased. Bidding the girl stay in the shelter of the bush he emerged upon the level and walked towards 

the fire. The noise of the chopping covered his approach, and he was but a dozen paces away when he spoke.

        
"Good evening," he said.

        
The man by the fire started, straightened himself at a movement, and, lifting the axe over his head, ran forward.

        
"Put that down," cried Palliser. "I'm not a Maori, but a white man lost in the bush."

        
The stranger stopped and irresolutely lowered his weapon. The firelight gleamed on his face, and revealed to Palliser an old and withered man with a white beard, whose eyes searched him with an angry frightened look.

        
"What do you want?" he asked, in a high-pitched tremulous voice.

        
"Food, "returned Palliser; "we're lost in the bush. I have a young lady with me; we want your hospitality."

        
"Certainly, certainly, "said he, with an abstracted air.

        
Palliser turned and called to the girl, who came slowly out of the covert towards him. In the light of the fire Palliser noticed with concern how white and thin was her face. The old man stood leaning; upon his long axe, and staring from the one to the other with a bewildered expression. He was very old, with a stoop in his shoulders, and his beard and hair were perfect in their whiteness, He was dressed, too, in a manner to add to his years by the very incongruity of his garb. He wore a bush hat pushed jauntily back from his forehead, and was clothed in a suit of white corduroys 

with leggings of corduroy, buttoned tightly round his thin calves. His height was considerable, and his frame of a powerful construction. He stood so long gazing at them, bowed upon his axe, that Palliser grew impatient.

        
"We are waiting for you, sir, "said he.

        
The girl swayed a little as she stood, and Palliser put his arm about her in support. "We are waiting," he repeated, with acerbity.

        
"Sir, I crave your pardon, "said the old man. "You are welcome to my property. You fully understand," be continued, tapping Palliser on the shoulder, "you fully understand that this is my property. I claim the right of occupation, and my claim is recognised in the land courts. I'm a surveyor and I ought to know."

        
"We are your guests," said Palliser, "if you will kindly take us to your hut."

        
"You are my guests," said the old man gravely; "you have acknowledged it," and so saying he hobbled off towards the hut, and they followed.

        
The shanty was a miserable affair of two rooms, little protection against a strong wind or a smart shower. The walls were naked, and gaped with a hundred chinks, and of furniture was nothing but a rude table and a still ruder stool. In one corner was an opossumskin rug, and in another an antique gun and a revolver. As they entered, the owner of this hopeless abode turned sharply upon them and said,

        
"What is it you want?"

        


        
He still held the axe in his hand, and his arm wag trembling.

        
"Food," said Palliser curtly, placing his burden on the ricketty stool, "and the quicker you are the greater our debt to you."

        
The old man made no reply but, after a hesitating look at them, went into the further room, and reappeared shortly with the cold remnants of a duck and some stale damper. He watched them eating, but still said no word, and the silence was unbroken till Palliser had finished, when, looking up, he caught the strange eyes upon him.

        
"We are much obliged to you," he said, "for we've been a long time without food."

        
"How did you find me out?" broke in the old man in his tremulous tones.

        
"By accident. We were——"

        
"Where do you come from?" he asked, and his tremulousness savoured of despair.

        
Palliser scrutinised him carefully as he answered,

        
"That's a long tale, but I'll tell you later. Meanwhile I want your permission——"

        
"Where do you come from?" repeated he, as though, he had heard nothing.

        
"We have escaped from the Maoris westward," said Palliser quietly.

        
"You don't come from Tauranga?" asked the old man eagerly.

        
"No."

        
He took his eyes off Palliser and looked at Ida.

        


        
"Pray make use of my rug," he said, and gathering it up in his arms, he rambled across the floor to the girl, placing it helplessly on her lap. Then giving a shrill sort of laugh, he fixed his eyes again on Palliser.

        
"What are you here for?" he asked presently.

        
"I'm looking for a lost companion."

        
The old man pointed to the girl.

        
"She?"

        
"She has been in the hands of the Maoris, but we've managed to rescue her."

        
"What Maoris?" he asked, bending forward with an intent look, his voice sinking.

        
"Ngatiawas."

        
"Ngatiawas!" he repeated, in a whisper. "Ngatiawas!" He came nearer and bent so close that Palliser could see the Hues in his cheeks and his glassy eyes revolving. "Was it Te Katipo?" he muttered, trembling as with an ague.

        
"No, not Te Katipo."

        
"Ah! I thought it could not have been Te Katipo. If it had been Te Katipo you would not have escaped. He would have sucked your blood and trampled on your bodies. He's a rare man, is Te Katipo. He would have taken that girl, and——"

        
"Silence!" said Palliser angrily. "What the devil are you talking about?"

        
The old man's long shaking arm was extended towards Ida, who shrank a little into Palliser's side. He dropped it and muttered, "Te Katipo! Oh, you don't 

know Te Katipo," and he laughed shrilly, talking to himself.

        
"There's no harm in him," said Palliser, in an undertone to Ida. "He's only a bit eccentric—what we call a 'hatter' on the goldfields, a man who lives by himself."

        
"I'm not frightened," she answered, smiling, "only tired."

        
"You shall rest now. I will go back for the others, and leave you here. You won't mind being alone with him?"

        
She shook her head. "He is so old."

        
Palliser got up and addressed their host.

        
"Could you give this young lady shelter to-night?" he said; "she is very tired and exhausted."

        
Thus interrogated, he ceased his self-communings, and turned his eyes upon the girl. A line of doubt upon his brow slowly dissolved, and he went over to her.

        
"What is your age? "he asked suddenly.

        
"Nineteen," said she gently.

        
"Nineteen!" he echoed, staring at her. "I had a daughter like you," said he, pointing his finger at her, "but she died. I don't remember why she died."

        
"She may stay?" said Palliser inquiringly.

        
The old man bowed. "Certainly, certainly. Three chains from this door my property ends. If she go beyond that I've no jurisdiction."

        
"Well, I don't suppose she'll take any harm," said Palliser, smiling.

        


        
"You forget there's the bush," answered the other quickly.

        
"Yes, so there is. Well, I will entrust her to you. And I'll ask your permission to go back and fetch my three companions."

        
The man started.

        
"Companions!" he cried furiously; "what do you mean by your companions? I see it all now, curse you," he quavered. "You're a spy upon me. But I'll have none of your gang here; go into the bush and starve, you knaves! And as for you, girl——"

        
"I don't know what all this fury's about," broke in Palliser quietly, "nor what you have on your conscience; but all I know is that I have three starving friends in the bush, and if I don't get help for them, they're as good as dead."

        
"Let them die," shrieked the old man passionately.

        
"Very well," returned Palliser coolly. "If that's your game we can soon set it all right. I fancy we're a match for you, starved as we are, and we're going to be entertained if I'm not mistaken."

        
The filmy eyes glowered at him for an instant, and the lips twitched convulsively.

        
"Will you swear," he whined, "that you mean no harm?"

        
"With pleasure."

        
"Swear it—'By God.'"

        
Palliser used the desired oath, and the long fingers ceased working with the waistcoat buttons, and were pointed at him.

        


        
"What's your name?"

        
"Palliser."

        
"What do you want?"

        
"I want food and shelter for my companions."

        
"Where are you going?"

        
"To Matapihi."

        
The old man chuckled. "I will send you to Matapihi. All right, Mr. Palliser. Bring up your friends. They're all welcome to this little property of mine. I'll put you on the road to Matapihi."

        
Palliser left him chuckling to himself and struck into the bush forthwith. During the two hours he was away there was complete silence in the hut. Ida was too weary to talk, and had it not been for a certain distrust of her host, would have succumbed to sleep. The room was dark except for a leaping fire between two stones at one end, but this lighted up the old man's face in flashes, as he sat upon the floor in a corner eyeing his guest thoughtfully. After a time he got up in a straggling fashion and limped across to the door, muttering as he went. Ida could hear him murmuring, "Te Katipo—Te Katipo," in a thin complaining tone. He passed out of the hut and presently she heard him return and to her alarm realised that he was piling wood against the door. She rose and tried to push it open, but by this it was blocked; so she went back to a corner and covered herself in the rug with some anxiety. It was plain that his wits were partly wanting. The process of piling continued for a space, and then he came no more, and there was an eerie silence everywhere.

        


        
Then suddenly arose that horrible sound that had so terrified her down the gorge. She started up, listening, and then sank into her coverings again, drawing deeper breaths. Of course it could be nothing, but it was so hideous and inhuman that it chilled her blood; sometimes like the ghostly howling of a dog, but stronger and shriller, sometimes like a gabbling herd of fiends, and anon dying into the croaking of a hundred frogs. The girl was struck with terror. One moment she sat up in her robes gaping for the sound, the next she was crouching in the rug, her hands upon her ears. To her worn mind these noises were an appalling horror; even the dull glowering eyes of the tenant of that hut were a more acceptable companionship. But presently they ceased, and in a little she heard the wood being thrown from before the door. Then the door creaked on its wretched hinges; and the old man's face peeped in.

        
"Do you hear them, Pakeha girl?" he called. "Do you hear them, my little dead daughter—all the damned spirits of the sleeping Hauhaus. They're abroad tonight. Round and round the mountain, round and round the mountain." His voice was jubilant; he entered and shut the door.

        
"Is this Hine-te-ao?" asked Ida, in almost a whisper.

        
"Ay; Hine-te-ao?," where they bury their accursed dead. Did you hear them? They're out to-night. Round and round the mountain."

        
"With that he fell into silence, and she, too, held her peace, a spasm of fear at her heart. There were 

now no noises in the hut, save a little gasping of the wind in the crevices behind her, and the splutter of the ashes collapsing in the fire. The spell of quiet seemed eternal with those revolving eyes upon her, so that the sound of footsteps without was music to her tortured soul. She sprang up and ran to the door as it opened. The old man followed and flung it to its widest.

        
"You are welcome, gentlemen," he said. "It's little I can offer you, but you shall be put upon your road to-morrow. Early to-morrow, mind you," he continued feverishly, laying hold of Palliser. "I make a point of starting at dawn. It's a long way, and will take time, plenty of time."

        
"We will be ready," said Palliser. "Come in," to the others. "Two of my friends, sir, are Maoris."

        
"Maoris!" said he, with a little shriek. "Maoris! not—not Ngatiawas?"

        
"No, Maniapotos—a man and a woman. They are quite trustworthy, and will be grateful for food."

        
As Matuku entered, the old man seized him by the shoulders and peered into his face anxiously.

        
"Food, of course," he muttered, turning away. "I am proud to entertain you. Food, naturally."

        
Palliser threw another log upon the fire, which had burnt low, and the flames sprang up and lighted the room in long quivering flashes. The three new-comers disposed themselves to eat; the "hatter" stood by the entrance to the inner room watching them; and Ida moved nearer to Palliser and whispered her relief.

        
"You must not whisper here," cried the stranger, in 

a voice shrill as a frightened child's. "Speak out, you!—you there. No whispering here. The dead of the mountain do not like it. Speak out."

        
"Living all alone has turned his head," murmured Palliser to her. "Never mind him."

        
Foster looked up from his food at the cry, stared at the tongues of light licking the old man's face, and laughed loudly. It was the most reassuring sound Ida had yet heard, and cheered her even into a smile.

        
"This is a doosid fine kingdom of yours," said Foster, nodding affably. "You've pitched on a pretty bit of country with them birds in the valley. Lord, we'd ha' given a whole gold-mine for 'em this morning."

        
"What do you know about gold-mines?" cried the "hatter," rushing forward to him. "What do you know about gold-mines?" he repeated, shaking the giant by the shoulders. He turned precipitately upon Palliser. "You have sworn," he cried; "you have sworn. You have sworn by God. Turn him out," he said, pointing his finger at Foster, and clinging to Palliser. "Turn him out—turn him out! By God, turn him out!"

        
"Steady, steady, old chap," said Foster, in amazement. "Your head ain't right. Sit down and count your fingers. If you ask me plain, I say I never saw a gold-mine in my life. Turn him out he hanged!" and he took to eating again ravenously.

        
The old man retired into his corner muttering, but Foster was in the mood for conversation, and went on,

        
"Yours ain't quite the language for ladies, neither, 

old chap. I should stow a bit of it away till you've got rid of us. Now, I don't generally speak for this party —Mr. Palliser there does—but I do say we're much obliged to you for this hospitality, and any rules you like to make about whispering we'll stick to."

        
The old man bowed with dignity.

        
"I s'pose," continued Foster, picking his teeth with a twig, "that you don't mind telling us what's your line."

        
"I'm a surveyor," replied the "hatter," staring at him.

        
"Name?" queried Foster.

        
"My name's Mayhew," he answered again, and his gaze wandered to the fire. "I come from the west country. Somersetshire's my county." A faint smile flickered over his face as he spoke, and his voice assumed the mode of garrulity. "It's four-and-forty years since I was in England, and I was seventy-two on New Year's Day. I go with the year and come with the year. I've seen the world, gentlemen; I've seen the world. I was in China in the war, and I've been in the States for many years. I've lived in Peru and in Patagonia, gentlemen. I was shipwrecked on the Bounty Islands in 1841. Sirs, I've been most trades in my time—schoolmaster and sailor and trader, surveyor and tinker and beggar."

        
"Was you in California in'49?" asked Foster.

        
"No," said old Mayhew fiercely, glaring at his questioner.

        
"All right; don't jump down my throat. What lay are you on now?"

        
"I tell you I'm surveyor," said Mayhew peevishly.

        


        
"Government job?"

        
"Oh yes; a Government job. I've been a long time at it, gentlemen; a long time."

        
"You'll go cracked over it," said Foster warningly.

        
The old man took no notice of the remark but, turning abruptly, opened the door behind him and went into the inner room. They heard him pulling a box in front of the door, and Palliser burst into a laugh.

        
"That's our good-night," he said; "a delicate hint which I imagine, Miss Caryll, you're not disposed to ignore."

        
"I do feel tired," she said, smiling at him.

        
"Then let us make ourselves as comfortable as we can. At all events, it's better than the bush."

        
They were awakened very early by the entrance of old Mayhew, who went round and shook them, one by one, but did not approach the Maoris.

        
"Come," he said, "wake up! It's time you were starting. We can't afford to lose the day. Eat as much as you can," and he rubbed his hands together gleefully.

        
A substantial meal was soon prepared, and shortly they were ready to start.

        
"You're good bush hands—you're good bush hands," repeated the surveyor approvingly. "You lose no time. That's right. Eat as much as you like. There's plenty, plenty. You shall have provisions, too, and there are pigs in the valleys. Good, good. No one shall say I am not hospitable, foolishly hospitable, absurdly hospitable. Poor little girl, poor little girl!" he ended, 

shaking his head dolefully at Ida, while rubbing his hands in pleasant excitement.

        
They set out by the back of the gorge, plunging into the bush, which was in these parts of a different character. It was more open, and there were fewer pines and tall trees; moreover, the colouring was not so sombre, and the closes were lively with birds. It was altogether a more cheerful march than any they had previously taken, and the hope of reaching the main track to Matapihi and the Waikato inspirited them. But the road was still rough, and as it lay over numerous off-shoots from the base of the mountain, there was incessant climbing of heights and dropping into small valleys, and they soon became familiar with the old fatigue. Their guide grew garrulous as they proceeded, and talked of his younger days, of quadrants and compasses, of the voracious bush, and the inhabitants of many a strange Pacific island.

        
"Forty years about the world, sirs," he cried admiringly; "forty years on my own beat."

        
His converse was that of a man newly benefited, and in the greatest humour; but Palliser noticed that he kept away from the Maoris, and now and then cast a wary side-glance of fear at them. The exertions of so ancient, a frame were marvellous; his endurance seemed beyond them all, for he displayed no inclination to silence at the most tedious portions of the journey, and after many hours' walking but talked on as a man speaking against time, now and again stopping and turning towards the mountain with an abstracted air.

        


        
At the end of the day they had not reached the track, and Palliser, wondering, asked if it were much farther.

        
"Oh, a good way," he replied; "a good way, a wonderfully long way."

        
"Are you sure you can find it?" asked Palliser doubtfully.

        
"Sir, am I not a surveyor? Of course, of course."

        
He showed a wish to go walking through the night, but Palliser insisted upon resting, and they made a camp.

        
"I'll tell you what it is," said Palliser, drawing Foster aside. "This man's on no Government business —there never was any question of that. His wits are half gone, and he's had a bad shock in the war somewhere. Do you see how he avoids Matuku, and even Aotea?"

        
"That's so. You're on the right line, my boy. But I s'pose he'll carry us on all right."

        
"I suppose so."

        
The last thing Palliser heard ere he fell asleep was the old man chuckling to himself as he lay rolled in his blankets.

        
The morning was breaking when Palliser was awakened by a noise, which he at once recognised as that he had heard on the previous evening at the head of the gorge. He rose to his feet, and as he did so he saw a figure rushing towards him. It was Ida.

        
"What is it?" she cried nervously. "I thought we had got away from it, but it seems to haunt us."

        
"Wait," he answered, and crossed lightly to the spot 

on which Mayhew had slept. "He is gone," he said, turning to her again.

        
"Lord have mercy!" exclaimed Foster, waking at that moment. "What's that?"

        
He struggled out of his blankets and came forward, while the two Maoris looked fearfully at each other.

        
"The Pakeha was rash," said Matuku. "I warned him not to violate the 
tapu on Hine-te-ao. But he would not listen. He was a fool. Thia is the proof of it."

        
"This is not a spirit," answered Palliser. "Pah! it is human."

        
"It is the spirits angry because you have broken the 
tapu," returned Matuku.

        
The sound came from the bush towards the mountain. Palliser and Foster strode quickly in that direction, but ere they had got a hundred yards it ceased. They stopped, and there came creeping out upon them what they saw to be the figure of the old surveyor. He passed by them without pause, merely throwing up his hands and asking,

        
"Did you hear them? Did you hear them, the accursed dead of the Hauhaus? Round and round the mountain."

        
He disappeared into the bush muttering this last phrase, and after a moment's hesitation the others followed.

        
"Did you hear them, my little dead daughter?" he cried, coming into the camp; and taking Ida by the 

hand, he peered into her face long and steadfastly, and then turned away and sat down without a word.

        
"Quite mad," said Palliser to his companion.

        
"You're not afraid?" said Foster, going forward to the girl.

        
"No," she replied; "I don't mind him when he looks like that. It's those sounds that make me feel creepy."

        
"There's some mystery here," said Palliser reflectively.

        
All that day the surveyor's bearing was in the completest contrast to his disposition the previous day. He moved in absolute silence, never by word or look vouchsafing his knowledge that anyone was behind him. He still kept his quick pace, dodging in and out among the trees with notable agility; but it was as if his heart was no longer in his work; he plodded on unbrokenly, now nodding his head, now clasping his hands behind him, and sometimes pausing a little to direct towards the mountain febrile eyes. All day they followed at his heels without discovering a trace of the road they were seeking, till at last Palliser, growing ever more suspicious, questioned him again. His replies were intelligent, if a trifle incoherent, and as, at least, they would be no better without him, they continued to follow obediently. About the break of day the next morning there was a repetition of the horrible sounds, which ceased as before ere any discovery could be made. Once more Palliser and Foster rushed up the bush; once more they found nothing but the old man crawling among the branches and muttering to himself. The 

Maoris both regarded the noises as the premonitions of a coming vengeance for the violation of a holy 
tapu, a fancy encouraged by the behaviour of the old man, as of one creeping from the presence of the invisible ghouls. Moreover, the fact that the sounds descended from the mountain on their right was a corroborative proof in the minds of the Maniapotos. But Palliser had long settled them to be in some way connected with the madman himself, though he could not interpret or understand.

        
"It's pretty clear to me," he said, on the third day, "that we can't leave the old fellow behind. It's rank manslaughter."

        
Foster nodded approvingly. "He's been got at by the Ngatiawas badly," said he; "that's my notion."

        
"And look here," went on Palliser, "something's wrong. Matuku just pointed out what's been on my mind all the morning."

        
"What's that?"

        
"Look at the sun."

        
"Ah!" said Foster, screwing up his eyes.

        
"I don't pretend to understand the ramifications of this mountain, but I do know we started pretty fair north, and now we're on a southerly track."

        
"Well, what do you expect when you trust a blazing idiot?"

        
Palliser shrugged his shoulders. "What else can we do? It may be all right; and if it isn't we couldn't do better ourselves." But at a halt late in the afternoon he once more beset the surveyor with questions.

        


        
The "hatter" stared sombrely for a moment, and then a smile ran over his face.

        
"The road!" he cried; "the road! Oh, the road, yes. Am I not a surveyor? Don't I know all the roads—all the roads? I'm on a Government job, I am; ask him," pointing at Foster. "He! he! he!" he chuckled, hugging himself till he caught Ida's eyes fixed on him pitifully, when he stopped suddenly, returning her gaze with a certain fashion of awe, as though she were new to his notice, and then sidled towards her.

        
"How old are you?" he asked.

        
"Nineteen," said Ida once more.

        
"Where did you come from?" he questioned eagerly.

        
"I was captured by Maoris," she returned gently.

        
"Ngatiawas?" he shrieked, with his long finger pointing from his face.

        
"Yes, they were Ngatiawas."

        
"God! God! God!" he cried, staggering to his feet and sticking his trembling arms slowly towards her. "My little dead daughter."

        
Ida rose, too, and approached him. "Hush!" she said softly. "Tell me of her. How long have you lost her?"

        
He stood quivering like the 
toitoi, while his lips dribbled over his white beard, then he leaned forward whispering. Ida could just hear the words.

        
"Six months, six months, six months," repeated without end.

        
"How did she die?" she whispered, putting a hand upon his arm.

        


        
"Die? die?" he murmured. "Ask them," he shrieked, breaking into a thin yell, and waving his arms towards the mountain. "Ask them, the accursed spirits of the Hauhaus. Ask them!" and turning he burst through the undergrowth and disappeared. They could hear his footsteps crushing through the rotten wood; and Palliser, who had sat quiet during this strange colloquy, jumped up and made off after him.

        
Foster and Matuku followed quickly. It was an uneasy run, but happily on a straight slant, though the way was blocked with boulders. Ten minutes they had been running, and there were no signs of the surveyor, though they could hear him in the distance, when suddenly Palliser stopped.

        
"As I'm a live man," he cried blankly, "this is the hut again!"

        
"What?" yelled Foster.

        
"Look," said the other, pointing through the trees, "we've been round the mountain."

        
Foster swore as he panted.

        
"Listen!" said Palliser excitedly. "The ghoulish sound, by heaven. Quick!"

        
In a second the three men had dashed into the level, and were rushing abreast at full speed for the hut.
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Chapter XV. 
Upon the Heels of Kaimoana.

        

The hut showed plainly in the falling light, and a dozen paces to the front lay a confused figure beneath the darker shadow of a stack of firewood.

        
"What hellish sounds!" said Foster. "Don't go near."

        
"It is the cry of the Hauhaus," said Matuku suddenly.

        
Palliser started.

        
"Hauhaus!" he cried, and, striding up, bent over the obscure body.

        
It was the surveyor, crouched upon his knees and doubled upon the earth, the fragile humanity contorted moat horribly. Yet 'twas rather at the sounds than at the sight that he shrank away in horror. The poor creature appeared to foam at the mouth, grovelling as he uttered the inhuman noises Palliser now caught distinctly.

        
It was—"
Hau, hau, hau, hau! Pai marire, hau, hau!" and "
Hau, hau! Pai marire, hau, hau!" and again "
Hau, hau!" infinitely repeated.

        


        
Palliser lifted him from the ground, but he fell back stiffly, as the dog falls to its vomit, scrabbling in his beard and crying like a ghoul. Palliser stepped back to the others.

        
"It's the cry of the Hauhaus," said Matuku again.

        
"Hauhaus!" echoed Palliser. "Poor devil! they've driven him out of his mind."

        
"What are we to do?" asked Foster uneasily.

        
"What can we do but wait till he comes to his senses? The fit has not lasted long as a rule."

        
Doglike, the figure fawned upon the earth, uttering its horrid cries till the madness passed, and then got upon its feet and came rolling towards them. His gaze was lowered to the ground, and he would have gone by unheeding had not Palliser put a detaining hand upon him. The wretch swung round and brought up dizzily, facing Foster. For a moment he stared fearfully, and then burst out,

        
"What are you doing here, you, you? I know your plans. Turn him out. You have tracked me here. I will loose the devils upon you. You shall not find it. I have it hidden away. Go!—I will loose the devils upon you."

        
He ceased in exhaustion, and tottered into Palliser's arms.

        
"No," he whispered, directing his skeleton hand at Foster, "you shall find nothing, nothing. I have the maps carefully concealed. Ho, ho!" he chuckled, "I know their ways. On California, on Bendigo, on Otago, on Tauranga—I know them all. Forty years, 
gentle-

men, forty years about the world." He nodded his head, muttering and chuckling, and seemed to have forgotten their presence.

        
"We must put him in the hut," said Palliser; "for to-night, at any rate."

        
They left him babbling in his security, and retraced their way to their companions, whom they put in possession of the uncomfortable facts.

        
"This also is the doing of the spirits of the mountain," commented Matuku. "Friends, the fate has fallen on one already. Why shall it spare us?"

        
"Oh, foolish Matuku," said Palliser. "Have I not made a friend of this madman? And does the 
atua touch one without his senses? No; it is plain to a sensible man that 
atua spares the madman, and the friends of the madman. It is the doing of the Hauhaus, as you yourself have said."

        
"This is too horrible," said Ida, with a shudder. "Poor old man! What has made him mad, do you think?"

        
"Undoubtedly it was a shock received from the Hauhaus. They're hideous devils, if all be true. You noticed how terror-stricken he was at the name of the Ngatiawas; they're the bulk of the Hauhaus. And then there's this chief, Te Katipo. He seems to be a terrible creature according to Matuku."

        
"But do you think his daughter——?"

        
"Yes, I think it is only too probable. She has been killed by them in some massacre, and he escaped mad."

        


        
"It is the cry of the Hauhaus," murmured Matuku to himself.

        
"Come," said Palliser; "we have lost three days wandering round the mountain, and now we have a madman on our hands. We seem to be cursed throughout. My luck has always been of the vilest. Miss Caryll, you might have done better with the Ngatiawas."

        
"Better?" she cried breathlessly, "better?" staring after him in wonder.

        
The night was spent uneasily, for the winds rose in the upper ravines and came sweeping down the mountain, howling at the crevices in the hut. Their fury was supremely dismal as they burst and shrieked and bellowed in the ears, and rushed round the building, tearing and crackling and rattling among the firewood. Now and then a branch snapped sharply in the bush behind, and when all these sounds subsided they could hear the unceasing mumblings of the poor wild-wit in his corner. He talked of many things coherently and incoherently, but chiefly of gold and gold-fields, till it became plain to them that the monomania of the solitary digger entered largely into his madness. Here was a human body long tenanted by an unbalanced soul, and now, by subsequent misfortune, the house of ravings, whereof the ghastly deeds of war, the horrors of the Hauhaus, and an irremediable lunacy of gold were chiefly constituent.

        
On the morrow they had their inscrutable destiny to face, which they did with sore misgivings and a little bitterness on Palliser's part. They were no better 
for-

tuned than on the day of their issue from the darker bush; worse even for their lack of hope. But the mastermind of the party had been busy in the night, and was prepared with some uncertain calculations which must serve for direction. There ran, he remembered, a southerly road from the jaws of Te Tauru, where he and the Maoris had turned off by the blazed track. As this must reach to some end, it seemed likely to pass in the neighbourhood. Assuredly, it lay not westward of Hine-te-ao, else they had struck it already in their cruel wanderings. Matuku, on being questioned, discovered a knowledge that this track (though he had never traveled it) was reputed to lead southwards into the fastnesses of the Hauhaus, and if so it could not be so very far to the east of the mountain. They must, therefore, work to that quarter in the hope of hitting upon it. Travel in the bush where birds abounded was not the dreadful affair it had been in the dead wilderness; so they looked to escape the evils of starvation. It was true the party was now encumbered with a sixth, and that a lunatic, but to leave him were an inhumanity, and one more mouth no great addition to their inconveniences. The wretched wild-wit had become mild and tractable by the morning; he offered no objections to their arrangements, but obeyed placidly and in silence, nor gave any occasion for concern; for though he still muttered, it was only at odd times, and in the most docile of humours. So they set out upon their march once more; and it was now the tenth day since Palliser left the hands of Kaimoana.

        


        
There was nothing notable in their journey eastward. They marched all day in a drenching rain, which penetrated the open bush and wet them to the skin. The most part of their way was through luxuriant ferns of all kinds, rising like a dwarf forest of bracken half-way up their bodies. At the first this covering was protective to their lower parts, being dry and warm, but as they went on the rain sank through the ferns, and gathered in a heavy dew upon the fronds, so that even when the storm passed and the sun came out, they had no opportunity of drying, for they were soaked continuously to the hips, as though wading in water. Miss Caryll suffered perhaps more than the others, for she had only her long stockings clothing her to the knee, and the petticoats were at once too high and too low for commodious progress in the ferns. But at the end of the day they struck the track at right angles, and had the delight of turning their faces northwards and to home. They encamped but an hour's journey up the track, choosing a spot a little in the bush, where the trees had formed the amplest shelter from the rain.

        
Their night alarms had been so constant of late that Palliser fell asleep uneasily, and woke in the dusk of morning, hearing voices, with no feeling of surprise. He stole across the belt between them and the track, and found Matuku bent low over the earth.

        
"What is it now?" he asked.

        
"Maniapoto," said the Maori, holding up a warning hand.

        
The tramp of feet could be heard close by, and they 

both slipped to the rear of a hush. Immediately afterwards a band of Maoris, fully armed, swept round a bend of the track, and went past at a quick rate. In their centre was a tall figure with nodding head-plumes, just visible in the growing light.

        
Palliser fell back a step as he passed.

        
"Good heavens," he muttered; "Kaimoana!"

        
"Kaimoana," said Matuku, with an air of concern. "The Maniapoto of Matapihi are on the war-path."

        
"Where are they going?" asked Palliser.

        
"How can I say? What enemies have the Maniapotos save the Pakeha? It is plain that Kaimoana should be going to fight the Pakehas, and swallow them up. But he is wise. Perhaps it is to a great council he is going."

        
"Where?"

        
"Parihera, southward lie the Hauhaus. Is not the Maniapoto going southward? But is Te Katipo to talk and not to fight? No, he will talk and fight too. How do I know the counsels of Te Katipo?"

        
"You have always Te Katipo in your mouth," said Palliser.

        
"Perhaps, after all, I do not like the taste of him," returned the Maori. "See, I spit him out. He is brave as the Maori and cunning as the Pakeha. But there is no mercy in him. He is a wise man and the rats he catches do not go home to tell their brothers."

        
Palliser in the deepest thought looked along the avenue down which the war-party had vanished. Till now he 

had been bent only upon escaping out of the country with the girl and the old man. But this sudden passage of the Maniapoto chief had enlivened all his anterior prejudices; he remembered his distrust, his ancient resolve, his quest and his mission of vengeance. Where was this old knave speeding? To the Hauhaus, doubtless, to bruit new schemes for the outrage of the accursed Pakeha; perhaps to fight and ravage in the south. There revived in him the latent adventurousness which had given him the office of avenger; and quickly he hurled to the ground the 
tutu-berries he had been unconsciously gathering in his meditations, crying, "By the Lord, I'll do it."

        
The others had not been disturbed, nor did Palliser rouse them, but got into his blankets again for a couple of hours' sleep.

        
The secret of his expedition was known only to himself; hitherto he had been content that Foster and Miss Caryll, as well as the Maoris, should understand that he was searching for his old mate. The gold, and the strange mysteries connected with it, he had spoken of to neither. Since the rescue of the girl she had heard from him as much as he deemed it advisable to tell her; that Caryll had been a Pakeha-Maori (which, indeed, was in her own knowledge), that he had summoned his friend to his deathbed, that when Matapihi was reached, he had disappeared—gone, according to the tale of the chief, upon a journey to the south. Aotea's story was also known to Ida, who was therefore aware that the fates of Ihirua and of her father were 

involved together in the same obscurity. She did not remember Caryll, unless a dim picture of a bearded man—whether fair or dark, tall or short, she could not say—may be called a remembrance. Of her mother, too, she had faint memories, but of an insensible charm. The father had been a name to her, the name of a mysterious outcast, to whom at first she had held affectionately through good and evil report as to a man misunderstood who loved her; but, as later, the hopeless vagabondage of this unseen and silent parent rose before her maturer mind, she had impulses of distaste, days of irritation and doubt, until finally he appeared in other proportions, of a husband who had betrayed his trust, a father who had forgotten. The news of his dying brought before her a sudden apparition of paternity, and the strangeness of it melted her, even heated her into a quick enthusiasm. The voice out of past time touched her curiously, calling back that bearded face with a hundred different expressions. It stooped to her at nights ere she fell asleep, stirring in her rash zeal for the material appearance of it. This it was, no less than the new filial duty, despatched her upon her wild adventure. But of his last thoughts for her, of his history and possessions, of the secret store of gold, she knew nothing, nor that Palliser had any further duty than to trace his helpless comrade to his end at the hand of some implacable Maori, or fell disease. To her mind this office of his made him a romantic figure; from the first moment of their acquaintance, when he pulled her from the horse and out 

of the power of the Ngatiawas, she had been a little awed by his forcefulness, and his abruptness and remoteness intensified this feeling. She could measure Foster, her faithful henchman, who ran precipitately into all evils on her behalf; but Palliser stood apart from her, with his reserve, his downrightness, his over-mastery, and his knowledge. Being of an errant will herself, she had rebelled at first against his cynical indifference, had been piqued by his insensibility, but with her indignation was a pervading admiration of his superior manliness; and even in the few days she had grown to accept his word as the law of her actions, though resenting so chill a control.

        
But Palliser had decided that the hour was come for a complete confidence. He saw that Foster could be trusted to the death, and he saw, too, that it would be unreasonable to take further risks without a full revelation of his object. He put his plans before them at the morning meal.

        
"Foster," he said, "I have some facts I want you and Miss Caryll to understand. The Maniapotos know no English, and as for the poor lunatic, he is of no consequence. But this concerns both of you."

        
"Fire away," exclaimed Foster, lighting his pipe.

        
Ida drew closer, with her eyes fastened expectantly upon him. Somehow his confidential tone filled her with a pleasant sense of anticipation.

        
"Miss Caryll, you are aware that I was your father's 'chum' on the goldfields. That's a good many years ago. I lost sight of him for twelve years after we 

parted. I've told you that before. But you don't quite know how I came to enter on this business."

        
"My father sent for you."

        
"Yes; but for a reason you know nothing of. It wasn't sentiment with Lance Caryll, nor a desire to see my pretty face, though naturally he did get a bit sick for the sight of a white man on his deathbed. But there was another reason. He'd got gold."

        
"Gold!" cried Foster.

        
"Yes, a fairish heap of gold, collected over many years in sundry odd 'pockets,' I imagine. This money was to go to you, Miss Caryll, and he didn't know how to manage it surrounded by niggers; so he sent for me. That's the long and short of it."

        
Foster whistled. "Where is it?" he asked.

        
"Ah, that's the question, and in that question your father's fate is really involved."

        
With that he gave a concise account of his discoveries and his suspicions, telling of Kaimoana, of the disappearance of Parekura, and his inferences from the night journey of Caryll and Ihirua as set forth by Aotea.

        
"So you see," he concluded, "this is a complicated job. Suspicion points to Kaimoana as being the assassin of Ihirua, and the robber of the gold. Your father's last letter hinted his fears of that. Now, my theory all along has been that Kaimoana instigated the attack, if he did not personally conduct it, and that the map of directions as to the hiding-place of the gold fell into his hands. Parekura, according to Caryll's letter and 

Aotea's evidence, was a faithful friend of your father; and his disappearance just before the dispatch of the letter of directions (which, mind you, was to have come by his hand) would go to prove that Kaimoana, reckoning him dangerous, got him removed. Whether he is dead or whether he merely went back to his tribe, as Aotea thinks, is a mystery, as it is a mystery what has become of Ihirua and Caryll."

        
The girl had listened with the keenest attention, and her eyes sparkled as, breaking the pause which ensued, she said, "Why, then, do you tell us this, Mr. Palliser?"

        
"Because," said he, "I intend to solve the mysteries."

        
"What—when we get to Matapihi?" asked Foster.

        
"No; before then, I hope. When we get to Kaimoana."

        
"But he——"

        
"Passed us last night in the darkness."

        
"
Taipo! Taniwha!" exclaimed Foster, pulling his pipe from his mouth.

        
"While you were sleeping peacefully, Miss Caryll, and Foster was snoring, I doubt not—Kaimoana and his men went by us some four hours ago."

        
"South?" said Foster, staring across the bush.

        
"Precisely, and there we must follow, if we want to solve the mystery."

        
"But—but—that's the Hauhau country, by thunder!" said Foster, looking doubtfully at Ida.

        
"So I understand."

        
"The little gel——"

        


        
"The little girl," broke in Ida, with, a display of excitement, "will follow, too, if Mr. Palliser thinks fit. It isn't the gold—I don't care for that—but supposing he should not be dead, but a prisoner among the Maoris? I too will follow, if I may, and—and——"

        
"I told you she was a spirited little gel," whispered Foster, nudging Palliser, with a grin on his face; "but Lord, why should you run any fresh risks? This fit of devil-may-care got you into that mess with the Ngatiawas, Miss Caryll. You let us go on and do the business; don't you meddle in these nasty mix-ups."

        
"And what's to become of me, then?" asked Ida.

        
Foster hesitated. "Well," he said, "that's rather a snorter. I dunno' where we could put you."

        
"I must go too," she said decidedly.

        
"She must go too," assented Palliser.

        
When Matuku heard of the new plans he was indignant, and remonstrated freely. His cautious, gloomy nature discerned no hope for so fatuous a venture.

        
"You are mad," he said plainly to Palliser. "The madness of the old fool has come upon you, as I said. You are the second; and we shall all perish. This is because we scoffed at the 
Taniwha and the spirits of Hine-te-ao."

        
"The way is open to you," returned Palliser; "you may return."

        
"That is the advice of a coward. I do not return when my friends go forward. But, perhaps, you will believe yourself a fool some day. The Hauhaus are strong and well-armed; they are also many. Is it not 

a fool who would go against them, when there are only three and the women, and a madman? The dogs jump into the darkness, but there is a shark waiting for them."

        
Palliser had grown tired of the croakings of this raven, so made no answer; but found a sudden adherent in Aotea. The Maoris had kept much to themselves since the additions to the party; but Aotea had throughout exhibited a taciturn temper. The Maori is by nature cheerful, but sombre in the graver crises of life; and the Maori woman is especially given to sorrow. She has ever an eye for a lamentation, and the underlying melancholy of the race comes oftenest to the surface in her. When she parts from a friend she weeps; and when she greets the long absent she celebrates the reunion with tears. Aotea possessed by a desire of vengeance—the dominant passion in barbarous races—was as gloomy and tenacious as her lover was of habit. Her affections, being set upon the duty of revenge, had scarcely room for Matuku, while the Pakehas were in her eyes mere instruments, though with one she had a common lot. If Palliser would consent to aid her pursuit of justice she was content to co-operate in his plans also.

        
"Peace, peace!" she said to Matuku. "You have no right to a word in this journey. It is mine and Pariha's. He is brave, and I am cunning. Between us we shall escape the Hauhaus. There is no match for the cunning of a woman."

        
This ended the controversy, and setting their faces 

southward, they hastened upon the trail of Kaimoana.

        
A day's march at ease brought the motley company into a region of barren hills, through which they wound by defiles to a smaller forest beyond. The old man was still quiet, giving no trouble, nor paying the least attention to what went on around him. He took his food when it was given him, turned in to sleep when he was ordered, and set out when he was requested, with all the appearance of intelligence and rationality. On one occasion, when the talk had got excited, he caught up the word "Hauhau," bandied so freely about, and went on breathing it to himself, repeating a thin echo of the words he had gabbled on the mountain. It seemed almost that he had become too feeble to rave, and that senility, not insanity, prevailed with him; though his gait showed nothing of physical weakness, and he trotted on bravely, with a long staff in his hand.

        
The hunt thus renewed had turned Palliser from his old reticence; he grew vivacious, and showed traits he had never shown before, jesting idly upon any topic in his mind. Foster, whom nothing could depress from his even humour, displayed, nevertheless, a more sober spirit than his chief, for he was haunted by the perils in which this expedition might involve his charge. Palliser laughed as he walked side by side with the girl, saying,

        
"I'm afraid Foster thinks us very wild and foolish. He looks upon you as a daughter—usurping my privileges."

        


        
"Yours," she said, with, a faint smile of surprise.

        
"Yes. Didn't your father leave me your guardian, young lady?"

        
"My father may not be dead," she said soberly.

        
"True," he returned, after a pause, unwilling to disturb the hope he knew she cherished. "Still, I am your guardian meanwhile, whom you must obey."

        
"I have obeyed you," she said gaily.

        
"On the whole, pretty well for a woman. Observe, I don't say girl any longer."

        
She looked at him as if in doubt whether to take him seriously, then laughed a little.

        
"You're not so very old, you know," she said.

        
"I am ancient beside you, my dear," he replied. "I've been on the world a long time, Miss Caryll—sixteen years; and my life's not been an easy one."

        
"It's curious to think of your being on the diggings with my father."

        
"He was eight years my senior. We had strange experiences, very strange." He looked at her meditatively. "I'm sometimes inclined to think this buffeting about the world doesn't do a man any good. But it's destiny. What else can one do if there's no money in the family? And there was precious little in mine. But I don't know that it's wholesome. Why bless you, I've lived as long as three years without seeing a woman—that is, I mean, a lady."

        
"No wonder you were afraid of being encumbered with one, then," she said slyly.

        


        
"Oh, you have forgiven that phrase," he replied, smiling.

        
"When he smiles," reflected Ida, "he is perfectly charming. Then you don't think me a nuisance?" she asked.

        
He laughed. "I haven't said so," said he; and then, looking at her, he went on, "Do you know, there's something of Lance Caryll in your face. I can't quite identify it, but there's a trick in it reminds me of poor Lance."

        
"I'm glad of that," she said, but she did not know why, unless it was that her daughterhood was growing dearer to her.

        
At midday they were in a thick bush, going slowly, for the condition of the track informed them of the recent passage of men. They deemed themselves to be quite in the neighbourhood of the enemy, and so it was resolved to diverge a little from the track in order to rest and make observations. About two or three hundred paces inwards they found a spot among 
nikau palms, well shaded from the sun, where they halted for some time. The day was extremely hot, and the march had tired them to such an extent that both Foster and Miss Caryll nodded a little as they lay half covered in the long ferns. Even Palliser, who was anxious to be alert, felt somewhat drowsy, and could not hold his ears attentive, according to his custom. But presently, when they had been stationary an hour, he saw Matuku lift his head, and heard a whisper of warning. Turning slightly in the direction in which the Maniapoto was 

gazing, he thought he detected the sound of footsteps. He put a hand on Foster, and murmured,

        
"Pull yourself together. There's something forward here."

        
At the same moment, from another part of the bush, came the crack of a snapped twig. Ida started, and opened her eyes.

        
"Hush!" Palliser. "Lie down close among the ferns, all of you;" and he repeated the command in Maori.

        
Old Mayhew was seated, gazing into the sky with the meaningless expression of the imbecile, and Palliser took him by the arm and pulled him back among the ferns. There was nothing now to be heard, and after a few anxious minutes, Palliser had almost come to the conclusion that the sounds had been due to the wind straying through the trees, or to the movements of some creature. But suddenly there was a sharp report, and in an instant the bush was loud with noise. Guns were discharged on all sides of them, and they could hear the bullets rattling through the branches, and striking against the tree-trunks.

        
What could they be firing at? Palliser wondered; and, twisting his head round, he was astounded to see the upper parts of a Maori peeping over a pepper-tree as he levelled his gun towards the underwood behind them. The smoke curled out of the barrel, but the report was lost in the 
mêlée of sounds. There was a gasp and a groan in the undergrowth, and a Maori fell through the bushes to the very edge of the ferns.

        


        
Matuku wriggled forward by Palliser, and stared at the dead man.

        
"Arawa," he murmured in Palliser's ear.

        
"Arawa!" said the Englishman, with a start. "The Arawas are friendly natives."

        
"Can we get to them?" asked Foster, who had screwed himself round to communicate with his leader.

        
"No; if there's any movement we shall have the fire directed here from both quarters. We must wait and see what happens. For heaven's sake, see that Miss Caryll's all right."

        
"Leave her to me," said Foster, squirming back again.

        
All this time the firing went on over their heads. Sunk in the long fern, and sheltered by loose bushes, they were invisible to both the contending parties; yet their position was by no means without danger. A bullet passed just over Palliser's head, tearing through the fronds, and another flattened on the base of a pine, and dropped by Matuku. The combatants were shouting and firing from all parts of the bush, and the comparatively open space where the party had taken refuge was raked by the fusilade. Neither the Arawas nor their opponents ventured out of concealment; but now and then a man popped from behind a tree or a bush, and, having discharged his gun, fell back. Palliser could see, among the foes of the Arawas, a lithe man of middle height, with red head-plumes, dodging from tree to tree and bush to bush, and firing each time with the greatest coolness and deliberation. He and his companions gradually drew nearer, and it appeared 

as if the Arawas were giving way. Indeed, the fire from the opposing party grew fiercer each moment, and their shouts louder and stronger.

        
While engaged in watching, with anxiety, the progress of the enemy, Palliser felt his elbows touched, and turning, found the old surveyor at his side.

        
"See," he cried, pointing his finger; "they are coming; oh, they are coming. 
Hau, hau, hau, hau! Pai marire! Hau, hau!"

        
"Silence," said Palliser sternly, pulling him down.

        
At that moment the Arawas turned and fled, and the noise of their retreat could be heard fading quickly into the bush. The others raised a cry of exultation, and dashed out from their hiding-places. Half a dozen were rushing direct towards the fern.

        
"We must run, we must run," said Palliser hoarsely. "It's the only chance. Up, and run!"

        
They were upon their feet simultaneously, Foster clutching Ida with his big arms. As they rose, a shout of astonishment went up from the Maoris at the sudden apparition out of the ground.

        
"Look, look!" cried Aotea excitedly. "Parekura! Parekura!"

        
A dozen guns were levelled at them; one shot had whipped by Foster's ear; when, turning swiftly at Aotea's voice, the lithe man, whom Palliser had noticed and who was in the foreground to the left, glanced hurriedly at them, and then, running forward, held up his hands to his party.

        
"Stop!" he cried.

        


        
The Maoris lowered their guns. All had passed in a flash, and Palliser and the others faltered in the act of flight. The lithe man turned from his Maoris, and faced them. There was a hideous squeal in Palliser's ear, ringing like a death-cry—

        
"Te Katipo! Te Katipo!" shrieked the madman, and, breaking from the centre of them, he fled howling into the bush.
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Chapter XVI. 
Te Katipo the Hauhau.

        

The Maori approached the amazed group, and, dropping the butt of his gun on the ground, leaned his elbow on the muzzle.

        
"Who are you?" he asked, in his own language, regarding them with sharp brown eyes.

        
"Pakehas from the coast," said Palliser.

        
"Why are you here?"

        
"We have lost our way in the bush," said Palliser promptly.

        
The Maori stared from one to the other, his nostrils swelling with the madness of battle, his rough brawny bosom heaving.

        
"Where do you come from?" he asked.

        
"We have come from the Waikato, from the Matapihi, the window of the Maniapotos."

        
The Maori turned his head a little to the side, glancing askance with his eyes.

        
"That is the 
pah of Kaimoana," he said. "How did you escape that old enemy of the Pakeha?"

        
"It is a long tale," replied Palliser boldly. "There 

is no time for it here. If you be Parekura, it is for you we have been searching."

        
"I am Te Katipo," said the Maori simply.

        
"Te Katipo or Parekura," said Palliser, "I know nothing of you. The woman called you Parekura. Behold, she is of the window of the Maniapotos."

        
Te Katipo twisted his sharp eyes on Aotea, who met them at first stolidly, then with a little shrinking. Gunshots were spasmodically cracking in the distance. The semblance of a smile crossed his face as he answered,

        
"It is true I was Parekura, but I have made a better name since then. Yet I am not ashamed to be called Parekura."

        
"If all is true you should be rather ashamed of Te Katipo," was Palliser's rejoinder.

        
"You are a Pakeha," said the chief, "and you do not understand. Come, we cannot stand talking here. You are my prisoners; you must yield to the power of the despicable Maori. You are in the hands of Te Katipo and his Hauhaus."

        
He smiled pleasantly, and waved the butt of his gun towards them in some sort of signal to his men, who advanced, a dozen armed stalwarts, upon them.

        
"It's no go," murmured Palliser in English; "we must yield."

        
"Yield, by God!" cried Foster, drawing his revolver. "Why, these are Hauhaus!"

        
Te Katipo smiled, catching the word.

        
"Hauhaus!" he said, with a nod of his head.

        


        
"Put it up," said Palliser roughly. "I'm in command here. You'll have all our brains blown out."

        
Foster thrust back his weapon with a laugh.

        
"You're right, mister; I ain't in it this mess, though I could ha' cleared the ground a bit."

        
He patted Ida on the shoulder, as who should say she must be comforted, and turned a broad grin upon the Hauhau chief, who grinned back at him.

        
"I am glad the big man is persuaded," said the Maori. "He might have shot me. It would have been unpleasant."

        
Foster, who never could follow the Maori tongue, but had a clumsy method of his own in using it, broke out with an elaborate sentence—

        
"What are you going to do with us, you rat of the mountain?"

        
Te Katipo pointed southward.

        
"If the Pakeha strays into the country of the King he cannot escape. It would be foolish in the Maori. We must lock him up in our prisons, as the Maori is locked up in the ships of the Pakeha."

        
"You say well," responded Palliser, stepping suddenly towards him. "And I say the truth also when I say this. We have hunted for you a long time. We have crawled through the forest to find you. We have many questions to ask you. It is time, my friend," he said, throwing up his hands with a gesture of weariness and indifference. "We have been too long outside the door. Let us go in. If you will give us seats we will talk."

        


        
Te Katipo surveyed him silently, and a sly smile crept round his mouth.

        
"You have spoken bravely," he said, and turned away. "Bring them," he cried to his men in tones of command.

        
In a moment they were surrounded, and marching in the care of the small band of Maoris towards the track. Half a mile farther down they waited to gather up the bulk of the victorious skirmishers, and then proceeded, some sixty strong, into a defile between two high hills. Through this passage, which was the better part of a mile, ran a creek of considerable volume in a black and stony bed. At the further end was a stretching open country, but immediately fronting the pass, where the stream bent round in a big hook, rose a smaller hill, barren of all but a few stunted 
ti-trees and sundry 
tutu-bushes. In all its height was no more than six hundred feet, whereas the twin brethren of the pass were five times that height, and in bulk proportional. The riverside of this hill had a westerly face, and the descending sunlight glittered upon it, revealing precipitous crags of a dazzling whiteness. As they drew nearer along the left bank of the creek they could perceive, crowning the white rock-faces, a fortification with white palisades, built upon the verge towards the water.

        
"What 
pah is this?" asked Palliser of the young chief in charge of their guard.

        
"That is Puketea," returned he. "The White Hill, which the Pakeha cannot turn red with Hauhau blood," he added, grinning.

        


        
They had seen nothing of Te Katipo since the increase of their numbers, but now they recognised his voice calling directions in the crowd. They turned off across a tussock flat, and, reaching the foot of the hill, which rose abruptly from the plain, as a solitary sentinel from the mountainous country northwards, began to ascend slowly. The hill was steep, and when they got to the top Palliser at a glance saw the strategical value of this position. The 
pah was the key of the pass, and, according to the base, commanded either the northern highlands or the open country to the south. He saw, too, that the fortifications rendered Paketea almost impregnable, and the number of 
whares was evidence of the fighting power of the 
pah.

        
The young Maori, whose name, it appeared, was Tutanga, conducted the party into a large 
whare, and then left them, after placing a guard before the door.

        
When they were alone no one spoke far a little, till Foster said suddenly, with an uneasy laugh,

        
"Well, you've got us into a pretty mess. Not even a pocket-knife to make a good fight with at the end."

        
"We're not sure about the end yet," said Palliser.

        
"No, we ain't; of course, we ain't," assented the blackbeard glancing, hastily at Ida. "A long way from it. You're about right. But I wish you'd let me wade in a bit in the bush."

        
"Where do you suppose we should have been?" asked Palliser.

        
"Quite so. I ain't saying you are wrong, but only 

regretting. I could ha' potted the old cormorant pretty easy."

        
"And been promptly potted by the cormorant's followers. No, we did the right thing, and——"

        
"What do you think they'll do to us?" broke in Ida anxiously.

        
Foster jogged his companion. "Lie," he whispered, "lie for all you're worth."

        
Palliser looked into the girl's startled eyes, and smiled.

        
"Now, Miss Caryll," he said, "how can I know? We shall be kept prisoners, I imagine, for some time, till Parekura or Te Katipo, or whatever he calls himself, thinks fit to release us. But as he was a great friend of your father's, I should say he wasn't going to starve us."

        
"But the Hauhaus," said she. "Aren't they——"

        
"I know nothing about the Hauhaus, except that they have some wonderful tales on the west coast. But I've learnt to doubt most of what I hear, and I daresay the Hauhaus are no worse than ordinary Maoris. Besides, as a friend of your father's, Te Katipo——"

        
"Te Katipo is a rat and a spider," broke in Matuku, catching the name. "The great chief, Pariha, is so proud of his cunning that he thinks he can outwit him. It is an idle thought. Te Katipo is a shark; he turns the sea red with blood. I have no patience with the Pakeha who thinks such idle thoughts. But I have prophesied all from the beginning, and now I hold my peace."

        
"That is right," said Aotea suddenly. "Hold your peace; Pariha is wiser than you. You may wriggle 

in the spider's web, but the bluebottle can break through it. That is all I have to say. It is always talk, and there are no deeds. We are one step nearer the murderer of Ihirua. I am content. It is easier now to sleep. When I awake I shall see him. Enough."

        
"You hear what she says," said Palliser. "Why do you not hold your peace? If we want advice we will come to you. You are nothing but a parrot cawing in the valley. There is much sound in you, but we want wisdom. Peace, I say. Would you have the Pakeha girl trembling at the name of this Te Katipo? He is Kariri's friend. That is enough. He shall also be our friend."

        
"What do they say?" asked Ida.

        
"Matuku says Te Katipo ain't a bad sort," replied Foster at once. "He's got the reputation of being rather a gentlemanly chap, except when he's in war. Then he goes ahead, and that's how the stories get about, you see."

        
"Only trust us, Miss Caryll," said Palliser gravely.

        
"I do trust you," she answered earnestly; "and you," and she laid a hand on Foster's grimy arm.

        
"Well, little gel," he said, "you're jolly well right," and he set to whistling snatches in the cheerfulest manner.

        
Towards evening an old Maori woman brought them food, for which they were hungry enough to he grateful. She grumbled to herself as she passed them, scowling in the faces of the Pakehas, but when she came to Aotea she looked astonished and said something. Aotea took 

no notice, and the woman withdrew, still grumbling. After that it grew dark, for the 
whare was ill lighted, and one by one they curled themselves into the easiest corners and rested,

        
"It shows we're going to he treated well because we ain't tied," Foster explained to Ida.

        
Palliser had put away his thoughts and was dozing in the profound darkness, when a light was flashed before his eyes, and he eat up quickly, to find To Katipo standing over him with a torch in his hand.

        
"You sleep lightly, Pakeha," said the Hauhau, piercing him with his sharp eyes.

        
"It is true," returned Palliser. "It is necessary in the place of the Hauhaus."

        
Te Katipo grinned, but suddenly checking himself, said, in a stern tone,

        
"Night is the council time of the Maori. What reason is there why you should not be put to death?"

        
Palliser struggled to his feet. "I am glad we have come to words," he said. "Let us finish this business. I do not care to be bothered with the things on my mind."

        
"You have a brave voice; perhaps there is nothing behind it. What can you say to save spies from their death?"

        
"We are no spies," said Palliser. "I will speak plainly. You shall know why we are here."

        
"I shall know why you say you are here," said the chief sarcastically. "What has a Pakeha to do in the King's country? It is to fight, or to steal knowledge."

        
"Te Katipo is brave," said Palliser, "but Te Katipo 

would not take a few against thousands," and he waved his hand towards his companions, who were regarding the interview from afar. "Te Katipo is cunning also, but he does not take women on his exploring party."

        
The Hauhau turned and contemplated Ida as if in thought, but his glancing eyes belied his reflective pose.

        
"That is true," he said presently. "But you have not said why you are here. What wonderful tale is this you will invent?"

        
There was some scorn in his voice as he brought back his gaze, and fastened it unflinchingly upon Palliser.

        
"As I have said," replied Palliser calmly, "I am glad of this sense we are talking. It will soon be over, and I shall have the bother off my mind. O Parekura, I have a tale which the Hauhaus will laugh at. But it is true. And Parekura will not laugh, though to Te Katipo it may seem foolish. There was a Pakeha, Kariri, in the window of the Maniapotos."

        
Te Katipo kept his eyes moving restlessly over the face of the speaker.

        
"It is true," said he. "Kariri lives in Matapihi."

        
"That is not true," said Palliser. "Kariri is no longer there. Kariri is dead."

        
Te Katipo started. "When did he die?" he asked.

        
"We do not know. It is hard for me to say anything. It is all difficulty. There are mists. It is clear that he is no longer in Matapihi. It is clear also he is dead. But where? That I am unable to tell. It is that I have taken this expedition for. Perhaps you can tell us? You were his friend, they told us."

        


        
"What have you to do with. Kariri?" asked the Maori suspiciously.

        
"I am his friend too. His daughter and I seek him, and the Pakeha, the friend of us both, and the Maniapotos also. We have been seeking him many days. It is two moons since he was lost."

        
Te Katipo turned again, and once more regarded Ida steadily.

        
"I was Kariri's friend," he said at last. "This is his daughter. Kariri was a Pakeha who was fond of the Maori. He married a Maori 
wahine. He was a Maori himself. I was fond of Kariri. He was my friend, but Kaimoana did not like him. Kaimoana said, 'Why should we have these rats here? Let us turn them into the sea that they may be drowned. I will swallow the sea with their bodies. Why should they grow over the land like thistles?' That was my opinion, too, I hate the Pakeha, the Kawana and the Kuina" (queen). "I am not so foolish as to say, 'Let us have two kingdoms here—the Pakeha on the coast, and the Maori in the mountains.' I am wiser than Wiremu Tamehana or Rewi.

* They are foolish chiefs, but they are brave chiefs. But why do I talk about these things to you, my prisoners? Though I hate the Pakeha I was fond of Kariri. We hunted together, and we caught eels together, and we lived in the same 
whare. He was a Maori, and not a Pakeha, and we were friends; but he would not fight against his own people, though I tempted him. I said, 'You are a Maori; you 

should fight for your wife and your 
whare against these rats.' But he refused. He laughed, and said he would be glad to shoot me when those days came. I laughed, for I knew better. Then the war came, and the Ngatiawas arose, and they called me back, and I left. I know nothing more. Kariri was sick when I left him, but he was alive, and Ihirua, of Kaimoana's tribe, was nursing him. After that I saw nothing. I am sorry that he is dead, but if you come to me for this, you have come on a foolish inquiry; I know nothing more. I tell you this because you are Kariri's friend, and his daughter is seeking him; I was his friend, too. But what is all this trouble for if he is dead?"

        
"It is true," said Aotea, stepping forward suddenly. "Parekura speaks truly. He knows nothing of Kariri, nor of Ihirua. On the night of their departure Parekura had been gone three days. What has he to do with this?"

        
"I recognise this woman," said the chief. "She is the sister of Kariri's 
wahine. What is she doing here?"

        
"I am on the track of the murderer of Ihirua," said Aotea heavily.

        
"Is the woman dead too?" asked Te Katipo. "We have too much to do with the dead in these times. It is a sad thing, but how can we do without them? You have not told me why all this trouble is."

        
"I will speak plain words," said Palliser, "and you shall say if you will be friends with us. Two moons ago Kariri sent his 
wahine with a message to me, down to 

Te Awamutu, but someone met her and stabbed her, robbing her of the message. She crawled back to the 
whare, and Kariri, hearing it, was angry. He bound up her wounds, and they went out together in the night towards Te Tauru. This was the tale of Aotea, the sister of the 
wahine. We have followed in their track to find them, but there are no signs of them. They are lost, and we thought that Parekura, the firm friend of Kariri, could give us news of them; therefore we are here. But now you say to us, 'I have no news. I know nothing. I was the friend of Kariri, and I saw him alive in Matapihi. There is nothing more.' That is what you say to us."

        
"There is nothing more," repeated the Hauhau after a pause. "That is what I say to you. Kariri was my friend. Wait. It is night, and night is the council time of the Maori. Wait, I say," and so saying, he stalked to the door of the 
whare, and went out, leaving behind him silence and the night.

        
They were undisturbed for many hours, and as the night advanced one by one they fell asleep. It was not until the morning that anyone came near them, but at last the old woman who had attended to them previously brought them a breakfast. An hour afterwards Tutanga, the young chief of the guard, entered the 
whare, and, addressing Palliser, said,

        
"Te Katipo has a word for you at the foot of the 
marae. Follow me."

        
Palliser passed out through a group of Maoris seated outside the doorway, with their guns leaning against 

the building, and followed his guide between innumerable 
whares to the open courtyard. At one end of this, just before a hut which was apparently his own abode, sat the Hauhau chief on a bundle of coloured mats. He had no weapon by him, and he was smoking thoughtfully, oblivious, to all appearance, of everything passing. His scarlet-stained 
huia plumes nodded gently in the breeze. At a little distance a group of young warriors chatted together, stopping now and then to throw a glance in his direction. "When Palliser approached Te Katipo looked up, and gravely bent his head.

        
"Salutations to you, O friend," he said.

        
"To you also, salutations," returned Palliser. He had been hopeful that the Hauhau would deal generously by them, but a little anxious. This form of address, which was merely conventional, did not relieve his fears.

        
"It was a strange tale you told me last night," went on the Maori, when Tutanga had withdrawn to the group of onlookers, "but you spoke truly. I know the truth when I see it. I have been sorrowful for my friend Kariri. It is the duty of a daughter to tend her father. I do not blame her. It is a friend's desire to find his lost friend. That, too, is necessary. But if there is trouble in the land there are dangers. A man will catch them and say, 'Here are spies; they are only dogs to be killed.' It is a hard case, but it is well to be dispassionate. I am not angry with a foolish pursuit. I think it foolish, but I think it also necessary. Why do I tell you these things? You fall into 

my trap, and I could put you to death like rate. I could also turn you out, saying, 'Bah! I am sleepy; let the rats wake me up.' But what have I settled to do? I will keep you in the 
whares. Men are stupid. The Waikatos and the Maniapotos, and all that uphold the King, are stupid. What good can come of my killing men who are not spies? But they are so foolish they will not see this. They would say, 'See Te Katipo: he lets these spies go. Why does he not tramp on these rats?' It is foolish; but a time will come when they will see better. Yet the councils of the Maori must be kept whole. If you divide a thing it will come in two. So all these Maniapotos and Waikatos and the foolish Ngatihaua must not come in pieces. We must hold them together. This is the duty of a wise man. He must avoid the cause by which they are cut in two. Hence it is that I cannot turn my rats loose, though I will not drown them. They must be kept in the trap."

        
Palliser had listened attentively and without interruption to this long explanation. He had hoped for some such sentence, but in view of Te Katipo's repute ho had come prepared for the worst.

        
"You will keep the rats in the trap," he said. "Till when?"

        
Te Katipo made an impatient movement with his hands. "How can I foresee the future? It may be to-morrow. Perhaps it will be a moon. Let time decide."

        
"Let it be so," said Palliser.

        
"But," continued the Hauhau, "behold you are 

Kariri's friend, and Kariri's daughter is come for him. You shall be kept in food. No doubt you hear wonderful stories of Te Katipo?" He shot an inquiring glance at Palliser, and waited as for an answer.

        
"They are wonderful," assented Palliser. "We are told that he is a devil, but I do not find him a devil."

        
A curious smile stole over the chief's face. "No," he returned, "there are lying tales abroad, because there are things done in war. All these reports are absurd. We know better than to trust to the lying newspapers," and he grinned at Palliser. "But the Maori is different from the Pakeha. But why should he always be different? I do not know everything, but I know this is a strange thing. I have many ideas. The nigger has ideas sometimes. How is it proved that he is the inferior of the Pakeha? It's only the Pakeha who says so. But the Pakehas know more things. That is quite true. They have been learning longer. Very many of their habits are excellent, and could not be improved. They pretend to tell the truth. That is well; but it is sometimes only a pretence. The Maori trusts him, and is cheated of his land or his wife or his 
kumaras. These things do not happen among the Maoris: it is only when the Pakeha brings his gin to us—then we go mad and act like the Pakeha. But you have told the truth about Kariri, who was my friend. The Maori has honour; even the Hauhau has honour about whom you hear these devil tales. They are not inferior to the Pakeha. For Te Katipo will make your word his trap. You shall speak the truth to him and 

keep it, and it shall be the trap in which yon are the rats. The trap shall be of your own building. I have spoken much. Enough."

        
He paused, and looked at Palliser expectantly. The Pakeha, whose mind, accustomed to Maori phrases, had caught the Hauhau's meaning, was astounded at this offer of 
parole. "You mean that we shall swear to you and you will let us go free?" he asked.

        
"Yes."

        
Palliser reflected. He was undesirous of being precipitated into a promise he might afterwards regret; so presently he said, "Your words are kind, as becomes the friend of Kariri to Kariri's friend and daughter. But there are others. I am not alone. We must talk over your kind words."

        
"Talk," said the chief, darting his bright eyes towards the warriors. He held up his hand, and Tutanga came across the 
marae towards him. "
Haere ra," said Te Katipo, staring into his prisoner's eyes.

        
Palliser returned the customary reply, and forthwith set out after Tutanga towards the prison-house.

        
His news was received with the utmost incredulity by Foster, whose mind was well primed with the horrors rumoured of the newly-risen Hauhau chief, Ida said nothing, but her faith was justified, and she was altogether content. Aotea expressed no opinion, but Matuku started a little when he had heard, and shook his head repeatedly.

        
"Well, I ain't got over that fuzzy fiend turning out so sweet," said Foster, stroking his beard. "Lord, the 

tales told of him, even in a short time, are enough to set your hair on edge. Judging from them you might safely ha' put 'im down as a rough lot. While now he smiles all over his face."

        
"Well, there's only one possible theory of his conduct," said Palliser, "as far as I can see. There's no earthly reason why he shouldn't have knocked us on the head. It seems a fairly rational view to take to believe that, being a friend of poor Caryll's, as from both Aotea's account and his own he was, he is inclined to feel friendly towards us. I'm bound to say his explanations are very plausible. Anyhow, we've got to decide. Are we to give our 
parole or not?"

        
"Well, considering all things, I say yes," said Foster slowly.

        
"All things?" repeated Palliser interrogatively.

        
"It would, be more acceptable," with a glance at Ida, "for all parties," explained the ranger. "And in view of the fact that we might as well look to escape out of Hades as out of Puketea, perhaps it is just as well."

        
"Are we going to promise?" asked Ida, looking inquiringly into Foster's eyes.

        
"That's the showman, Miss Caryll," he replied, wagging his head towards Palliser, who stood wrapt in thought. "Well, old chap, what is it to be?"

        
Palliser looked at the girl, and a smile came gradually into his face, on which the lines of care had softened. "We have done much better than you expected, haven't we?" he said.

        


        
"No," she made answer quickly. "I knew it would be all right. I know you so well now, you see."

        
He laughed pleasantly, and stroked his beard thoughtfully. "Yet our mission is a failure. What have we done? or what can we hope to do?"

        
"Perhaps we are nearer it," she replied, after a pause. "At least we have done all we could."

        
"Yes." He kept on stroking his beard, when suddenly a black frown gathered his eyebrows closer; his responsibilities seemed to lie more heavily upon him than they had ever done. "It is all my fault," he said. "I brought you on this mad chase. But, on the whole, I am inclined to believe in this Te Katipo. We shall see. I think—"

        
At this moment the door opened, and Te Katipo himself strode towards them, his long red plumes quavering and doubling as his quick lithe step set his body in motion.

        
"Have you talked?" he said, glancing from one to another.

        
Palliser looked him full in the face. "Yes," he said at last. "You have trusted us; we, too, will trust you. The friends and the daughter of Kariri trust the friend of Kariri. We promise."

        
"It is good," said the Hauhau, his brown eyes gleaming.
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Chapter XVII. 
The Letters on the Wall.

        

Puketea was now in a surfeit of idleness. The Arawas had been beaten back to the east, and the Hauhaus held their heroic fort unchallenged. Yet the captives noticed that excellent discipline prevailed, and that sentries and guards were regularly on duty. Te Katipo, after the strictest etiquette of modern warfare, had set them all at liberty immediately upon their decision, nor were their movements in any way restricted. They might go beyond the stockade or wander about within its barriers; no one took any notice of them, and their treatment resembled more that of honoured guests than of race enemies and prisoners. In the demeanour of Te Katipo himself a difference was noticeable—almost, Ida suggested, as if by his generosity he had lifted himself out of the barbarian and recognised his elevation. He was invariably courteous, and ordered all things for their comfort, seeming anxious to be put on the footing of an equal, though scrupulously avoiding the appearance of intrusion.

        
"Friend," said he, "is the Maori lower than the Pakeha?"

        
Palliser smiled. "Our countrymen have lied to us," 

he said. "I find Te Katipo a true 
rangatira," whereat the Hauhau grinned pleasantly.

        
"They lied," he answered, "but you will tell them the truth. The Hauhaus are not beasts and devils. They are warriors. The Hauhau fights, and in war there are cruel things. But perhaps in your country cruel things have been done that the nation might, be free."

        
"It is true."

        
"Then," said the savage gravely, "why do they charge us with cruelty? Behold, the Pakehas are women."

        
"See," broke in Foster in his best Maori; "why do the Hauhaus drink the blood of their enemies? It is a foul taste."

        
"Friend Pariha," returned Te Katipo, looking at Foster but addressing Palliser, "there are things which are not desirable. But if a dog gets loose do you say, 'Why does he lap up blood?' You do not whip a dog if he buries his nose in the flesh of a pig. What is the dog for but to kill the pig? You cannot teach a dog wisdom. There are many things a wise man would desire to put away, but he is not able. And if the dogs will not fight unless they lap the blood, the wise man suffers them to lap the blood if he wants them to fight. He sits down and looks on till they have finished, and he says, 'Lap! lap! And you will fight, and drive your enemies into the sea.' He desires to have a kingdom and a nation, and his dogs must help him. That is the behaviour of a wise man. But the victories will 

come, and then the dogs will be chained up inside the 
pah."

        
On the whole Te Katipo appealed to Palliser as a strong and far-sighted Maori, limited by his small environment, but of an ambitious courage, incensed with the scheme of an indigenous nation. He was at one with Tamehana, the great counsellor of peace, and with Rewi, the militant, in this; but Palliser could see that he plumed himself on a more effective wisdom than either.

        
"Rewi," said he sententiously, "is a fighter, but what wise man fights with a hood over his eyes? Wiremu Tamehana is the pigeon of the Pakehas."

        
"I think," said Ida privately, "that there is really something noble in his ambition, and all the more so that he is doomed to failure. He doesn't realise what a force is against him. How can he with these few poor warriors sweep the Pakehas away?"

        
Te Katipo's superiority over the average Maori seemed to them evidenced no less in his moral views than in his military strategy. He was not a fanatic as were the men he led. From his conversations they gathered that the 
pai marire superstition was but an instrument to his hand, an instrument hitherto most serviceable.

        
"What is this new religion?" he said contemptuously. "Does God give instructions to a 
tohunga or a chief? It is all nonsense, this 
pai marire. But, friend, if the dogs will fight when there is a buzzing in the ears, the wise man will say there is a buzzing. When the warriors go into the battle I fall upon my knees crying 

'
Hau, hau!' and they say, 'God is speaking in him. Let us fight and God will speak in us.' Pah! when we have fought enough we will stop this '
Hau, hau.'"

        
There was one circumstance during these days that perplexed and annoyed Palliser. At nightfall on the day of their deliverance both the Maniapotos had disappeared, nor had they since been seen. At first he had not considered this remarkable, thinking that they might have found acquaintances, if not friends, among the Hauhaus. The bulk of Te Katipo's men were Ngatiawas, but by this the fanaticism had spread, and other tribes were flocking to the victorious leader, so that the generic term Hauhau now covered a motley assemblage deleting in great part minor distinctions. Moreover, Palliser was prepared to find Kaimoana in Puketea, for it was only probable that he had come south to join Te Katipo. If that were the case Aotea and Matuku would certainly find friends in the fort. But when the third day came, and the Maoris did not return, he began to wonder, and at last spoke to Te Katipo. The chief was as frank as he had always shown himself.

        
"Where should a Maniapoto go but to the camp of the Maniapotos?" he asked. "I have seen nothing of them; but they are in Kaimoana's camp."

        
"Then Kaimoana is here?" said Palliser.

        
Te Katipo looked at him acutely.

        
"Yes. He came to fight the Arawas, but he came too late. Kaimoana is an old man, and his marches are lame."

        


        
Palliser, however, did not feel satisfied with this explanation. He was ready to believe that Matuku would desert them easily, but he knew Aotea's stubbornness of heart, and was aware also that she put her faith in him as an avenger. She, at least, would have returned. He gave Te Katipo to understand the reason wag inadequate, and the chief smiled.

        
"Perhaps, O Pariha, you are right. Perhaps she is willing to return, but cannot. You do not understand all things. It is quite right that she should seek out the murderer of her sister and kill him, but who can interfere with the orders of a chief?"

        
"You mean," said Palliser, "that Kaimoana detains her?"

        
"I have said nothing. Kaimoana is not one of my men."

        
With this Palliser had to be content, and, indeed, the explanation was now in keeping with his theory of the Muniapoto chief. If Kaimoana were the author of the double crime, it was but natural that he should repress Aotea's efforts to discover the murderer of Ihirua.

        
"Why did Kaimoana dislike Kariri?" he asked abruptly of the Hauhau, following up the thread of thought.

        
"He hated all Pakehas, and did not wish his young women to live with them."

        
"My friend," said Palliser, putting a hand on his shoulder, "tell me what you think of this Kaimoana. Was he the murderer of Ihirua, and the robber of the message?"

        


        
Te Katipo started slightly, and his eyes flashed wide; then recovering himself he stared at Palliser and laughed.

        
"Kaimoana is a brave man," he said. "He does not war against women. Besides, she was of his tribe."

        
"True," said Palliser. "But there is a great perplexity here."

        
"Some day you will find out," returned the Maori; "and I will help you, who was Kariri's friend."

        
"Will you?" said Palliser, looking him in the eyes.

        
"I have promised," said the Maori, meeting him fearlessly.

        
There were many fierce faces in the camp, but they were never turned upon the prisoners, who came and went as unmolested as among moving automata. Not a Maori showed even a knowledge of their presence, save when upon some mission on their behalf. Te Katipo alone discoursed with them, and that mainly with Palliser, whom he seemed to invite to his inner confidence. Kaimoana's camp lay to the cliff faces, and here, too, Palliser was at liberty to wander, but though he passed constantly about the 
whares, he never caught sight of either Matuku or Aotea. The old Maniapoto chief kept his house, and only once did they catch sight of him, seated at his door surrounded by his young men, and looking westward over the cliff. In the calm evenness of their existence Miss Caryll's thoughts reverted to the poor lunatic who had rushed so madly from them into the bush. She wondered what had become of him, whether he had been slain by the cruel 

Hauhaus, or had perished of want in the crueller wilderness. She spoke to Palliser of her concern, and bade him make enquiries as to his fate; but Te Katipo could give them no information.

        
"He escaped from my men," he said. "Why should they trouble themselves about a madman? It is enough to fight the sane. If he is not dead God is taking care of him."

        
"It appeared to me, friend," said Palliser sharply, "that he had seen you before."

        
"Very likely," returned Te Katipo indifferently.

        
"But why," asked the other, with some sarcasm, "does the great Hauhau chief say there is no cruelty in him, and yet an old man is driven out of his senses?"

        
Te Katipo frowned, but replied, "It is God that decides who is to be mad."

        
"There was a daughter," persisted Palliser, who was anxious if possible to relieve Ida's mind. "Perhaps you dealt cruelly by her?"

        
"There was something happened," said the Hauhau, as if tired of the topic.

        
In relating this conversation to Miss Caryll afterwards, Palliser said,

        
"I daresay, after all, the tales on the coast were not so exaggerated. Te Katipo may not be cruel, but his men are, and he himself is indifferent."

        
"Oh!" said the girl; "but the horror of that 'There was something happened,' " and she shuddered.

        
As day after day passed by, eventless and desultory, they grew a little weary of their state, the indolence of 

which was in such contrast with their recent activity. The only method of beguiling time was in conversation with the Hauhau, who showed so marked a disposition to their company. He came daily to the 
whare to talk with Palliser, exhibiting a graciousness alien to their fancy of the Maori. He had a pleasant trick of humour withal, though of a primitive kind, and dealt with his jests not illiberally. To Ida his vivacity commended him, for she declared his was the one cheerful countenance in the 
pah save Foster's, and that it was gratifying to see war put upon such reasonable bases. On Foster most of all the detention palled, for whereas hitherto he had shown himself the most good-humoured host of Fate, now he had grown restless, wondering often upon the date of their ultimate release.

        
"This can't go on indefinite, old chap," he explained to Palliser. "We've got to make a move whether the oily old gabbler gives us leave or not. We ain't set up to be fixed here for good, pleasing as the climate is."

        
"We've given our 
parole," said Palliser.

        
"Well, we can take it back, I understand?"

        
"Yes, if it is necessary," returned his friend, who could see no present advantage in being under guard.

        
Te Katipo observed this impatience in Foster, and seemed amused by it. He admired the herculean frame of the ranger, but pursued him with gentle badinage.

        
"I am relieved," he said once, with his finger at Foster, "the Pakeha has no weapons. It would be dangerous to give a man so black a weapon. I should be better pleased if he would smile. Then I should be 

sure he would not carry Puketea away on his back. Pray him, O Pariha, to leave it alone. If there were many such among the Pakehas I would give up this game of mine. I would become a missionary."

        
The idea of becoming a missionary proved too ludicrous for him, and he retired, shaking with laughter. But he was far from being frivolous in their company; he wished rather to be taken seriously, they thought. He had a fancy to enlarge upon the future of the Maori race, and talked coolly of the day when the Pakehas should be washed about the ocean. "I do not desire your death, friends," he would say, "but there is time for you yet, if you will go back to your country." Yet he was not too vainglorious, confessing himself at times in the world's tutelage, and sitting to learn of the further-travelled Pakeha.

        
"There are things, Pariha," he said, "that the Maori has not seen. Great chiefs like Hongi went across the water. Perhaps I, too, will go across the water some day. But I hear of many things, and. I do not forget them. A man is not wise who has merely seen, but that man who does not forget is wise. The seeing is in the eyes, but the remembering is in the mind. Yet I have done foolish things. Why did I not learn the Pakeha tongue when I was with Kariri, my friend?"

        
"Did you not learn it?" asked Palliser.

        
"No; Kariri did not talk it. As I say, he was a Maori; and he did not talk Pakeha, but only Maori. Yet I should have learnt from him. But it's no use, 

friend, to lament. Another time I will do better, when I am not so busy. There are many strange things of which I desire information. The Pakehas have wonderful books, they tell me, and wonderful studies in the books. They know the flowers and the trees, and what is in them; and they know the stars and many strange things. It is good to know all these after you have made a nation. Some day I will learn them. I am like a woman: I desire to know all things. When a Pakeha comes across strange figures in the country, he says, 'These are the story of my ancestors; I will sit down and listen to them, and they will prove my ancestors great.' But if a Maori comes across the figures, he cannot understand them unless the 
tohunga has told him. There is no history of them on paper. In that the Pakeha is to be envied. This is an instance."

        
"But," said Palliser, "your 
tohungas and the old chiefs can tell you all the tales of your tribe; there is no need for a history."

        
Te Katipo shook his head.

        
"There are many things unknown to 
tohungas. I will show you some. Behold, friend, in this neighbourhood are things the to 
hungas do not know. They are inscriptions of our ancestors written many centuries ago, but the 
tohungas cannot toll what they say. One day I will show them to you."

        
Te Katipo seemed to have so taken to heart the antiquarian ignorance of his people that he recurred to the subject on another occasion, and Palliser was a little 

amused by his grotesque admiration of European civilisation.

        
"What inscriptions are these?" he asked, concealing a smile.

        
The chief looked at him gravely, as if aware of his mis-timed humour, and said quietly,

        
"How can I say? They are figures carved by our ancestors. I will show them to you if you know these things."

        
"I will see these figures," said Palliser, smiling, "and will read to you the history that is hid from the 
tohungas."

        
Te Katipo seemed a little vexed at the manner in which his aspirations had been received, but after a while agreed to take his prisoner to inspect the mysterious writings. They started on the afternoon following the conversation, and having descended from Puketea, passed along the creek into the gorge between the hills. They were alone, for the Hauhau had demurred to the company of Foster, of whose intellect he had no high opinion. Half-way through the pass his guide began to climb the hill on their right, and Palliser followed. He had no antiquarian knowledge, nor was he interested in archæology, but for lack of other occupations he was willing to humour the Maori. In a quarter of an hour they had mounted to a level on the hillside, covered thick with bushes, which ran to the bottom of a white precipice. During the latter part of their journey the chief had been silent, and Palliser had not the inclination to talk, so that alien sounds, were easily audible to them both. They were breaking through 

the bushes towards the cliff when suddenly a crackling noise struck upon Palliser's ears.

        
The Hauhau stopped short and turned quickly to his companion, holding up a hand.

        
"Arawa," he said; "wait."

        
With that he plunged rapidly through the thicket in the direction of the noise. The bushes stood as high as the shoulders, and Palliser, looking curiously across them, thought he could see a head moving slowly some distance in advance of Te Katipo. Then there was a slight "click," and both figures disappeared from his view, nor could he hear any further sound. Three or four minutes later Te Katipo came through the bushes to him.

        
"It was a pig," he said. "There is no danger."

        
Palliser wondered at this, for he was certain he had seen a man's head; but he said nothing and they resumed their passage. Presently they emerged from the brake and found themselves beneath the great wall of the hill. A little to the left stood the remains of a 
whare decayed and rotten with the rains of years.

        
"See," said Te Katipo; "here are the figures which our 
tohungas could not understand."

        
He pointed to the cliff, and Palliser, following his gesture, could see some rude scrapings on the white chalk. There were but half a dozen, and it was with difficulty that he kept his countenance, so solemn was the Hauhau's demeanour.

        
"Once," said the chief, "we knew what they meant. An old 
tohunga lived there"—he pointed to the 
whare 

—"who knew all things, and he understood the figures. Not that I believe that God talks to 
tohungas, but they are old, and they spend their lives gathering knowledge. But the old man died, and would not tell us his knowledge. What is the use of a 
tohunga who will not tell us his knowledge?"

        
Palliser stooped and examined the figures. They were cut deeply into the chalk, but it did not appear to him that they could be very old, for he knew that markings on chalk are easily effaced.

        
"How long," he asked, "have they been here?"

        
"Many generations, they say. I know they were here when I was born."

        
Palliser was scrutinising two of the figures which stood away from the rest. Each consisted of a rude circle with a tail, but they were lying in different planes, thus—

        

          

[image: Inline image of supposed petroglyphs]
        

        
"My friend," he said, "I am ignorant of these things. No doubt they are the marks of your ancestors. But it is only the Pakeha wise men who can understand them."

        
Te Katipo's eyes travelled restlessly over his face.

        
"Are they like nothing in your country," he asked, "these inscriptions of our fathers?"

        
Palliser smiled. "Friend," he said, "if you ask a foolish Pakeha like myself, he would tell you that this figure was like a 
p in the Pakeha tongue."

        
"
p," said Te Katipo. "And is the other a 
p, too?" Palliser shook his head.

        


        
"You have not looked at the others," said the Maori suddenly. "Perhaps you will find them plainer."

        
Palliser moved on and regarded the others with the distant look of one facing the unintelligible; but gradually a change came over his countenance, and he went closer to them.

        
"This is most strange," he said at last. "I don't know how this strange thing can be, but these figures are Greek!"

        
"Kirika," repeated Te Katipo, with an unfamiliar accent. "What is Kirika?"

        
Palliser took no notice, but figured out the letters carefully. The sight of these almost-forgotten symbols stirred in him curious memories of the past. It was clear that they were intended for Greek. There could be no mistake about the ø and the 
Θ. But how came they here? He turned and found the Hauhau's eyes upon him—it seemed, with almost a feverish light.

        
"Do you recognise them, O Pariha?"

        
"Yes," he replied thoughtfully; "but they are not of your nation."

        
"What are they, O Pariha?" asked the chief. "It is a wonderful thing to read on the paper. All my warriors shall read when there are no Pakehas."

        
"They are letters of the Kirikas," answered Palliser.

        
"What is this?" asked the Maori, pointing to one.

        
"That is called 
gamma, which in Pakeha is 
g," said Palliser, with a grin.

        
Te Katipo repeated it.

        
"What is this?"

        


        
"That is 
theta—in Pakeha, 
th."

        
Te Katipo repeated this also, and then, observing Palliser's face, laughed loudly at his own imperfect mimicry.

        
There were four in all—
Ø, Θ, γ and 
ν; and Te Katipo went over them all. Then, he pointed to the first two.

        
"Are these Kirika?" he asked.

        
"Yes; they, too, must be the same."

        
"What are they?" asked the Maori.

        
Palliser explained that they probably stood for 
r and 
s. The Hauhau stood with his eyes fastened upon the cliffs.

        
"They are not the tale of our ancestors," he said at length. "The 
tohunga lied." Then he turned away. "It is good to read in a book," he said meditatively. "There are other figures on the cliff, but there is no need to see them to-day. To-morrow will do. The 
tohunga lied."

        
"Te Katipo," said the Englishman, "these must be the work of a Pakeha. Was there ever a Pakeha here?"

        
The Hauhau shook his head. "Not since I was born; but the figures were there before. Who can tell? If a Pakeha wrote them it was the 
tohunga found them, and he lied when he said he knew. It was the Pakeha knew and not the 
tohunga. Did I not say those 
tohungas were liars and pretenders?"

        
He exhibited a certain amount of indignation at the deceit of the long-dead 
tohunga, and set out upon the 

return in silence. But in a little he regained his temper and talked briskly, setting forth the wonderful gain of wisdom and much education, petitioning Palliser to instruct him in English, and displaying his conversational powers to the utmost.

        
They parted within a gunshot of Puketea, the chief being bound upon some strategical duty. It was a lovely afternoon, and Palliser was indisposed to go back to the 
pah too early. Instead, he moved along the creek, and, reaching; a convenient spot, stripped for a bathe in the rapid waters. When he came out he turned and looked northwards where the hills rose over the black pass. So sombre was the prospect in the falling light that his thoughts ran insensibly upon mysteries, and he pondered over the secret of the Greek letters on the white cliff. What record of a forgotten man was here? Some Pakeha, it would seem, had lain in captivity in this desolate region years ago, inhabiting, perhaps, the very 
whare which had later been the dwelling of the dark 
tohunga. Or maybe those figures were but the musings of an idle hour, the faint recollections of someone, like himself a wanderer, whose thoughts had travelled back a score of years to the green days of boyhood and the school-room task. It was not his habit to recall the past any move than to imagine the future; he lived daily in the present. Yet the encounter of these musty memories in so unexpected a place raised for him older recollections, threadbare with age, in the shabby habits of new-risen ghosts. There was no corner in his life smelled to him oversweet; the years had passed in 

unbroken care, full of devious monotonous vicissitudes. Chance had played him false, lured but to cheat him; he had no fear of her—no hope. He was bankrupt of desires, holding only the pittance of self-preservation. But yet these ancient echoes rang in his heart a little mournfully, and his thoughts were even pitiful to that wraith of a forlorn adventurer scribbling upon the chalk. Almost unconsciously he paced along the creek towards the pass, and stared up the hanging cliffs. There was no purpose in his wish to look upon the scrawl again, seeing he carried it wholly in his mind; yet he did not oppose the sentimental instinct urging him to another sight of the dead man's meagre handiwork, He climbed to the bushy level and moved peacefully towards the cliff. As he reached the further verge of his concealment and was on the point of rustling out of the thicket, he perceived in the uncertain dusk—for the sun was sinking and the pass in deep shadow—a figure bent against the wall a little distance to his left, and some twenty paces from where he judged the figures must be. The next moment, startled by the sound of his movements, it turned quickly and disclosed the face of a Maori; then, stealing away, it rushed with a swift movement into the bushes.

        
Palliser started out of his thoughts in an instant. He had recognised the young chief, Tutanga.
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Palliser waited for some moments, but heard no noise; the Maori had disappeared, wriggling into the brushwood, and all was still. Presently, under the influence of a strong wonder, he went forward to the part of the wall where the native had been standing. Here, by peering into the chalk, he could discern figurings similar to those Te Katipo had shown him further down. There was an 
alpha and an 
epsilon, and what appeared an unfinished 
beta. It was this last that arrested Palliser's attention, and made him strain so long into the dim obscurity of that solitary place. For the tail of the 
beta was incomplete, and the chalk seemed to have been freshly cut. Marvellous as was the hypothesis, he was forced to the conclusion that the Maori had been scraping out the letter when he was interrupted. It was so preposterous a presumption that he thrust it from him with ridicule, but again it was borne in upon him by the stream of evidence. What was Tutanga's business here in a spot bearing no relation to his camp duties? What other inference was possible than some mysterious connection between the presence 

of the Maori in an unwonted place, and this half-cut letter on the wall? Then, too, there was the noise in the afternoon, and the head that dodged among the bushes. In spite of Te Katipo's assurance that a pig was responsible for the disturbance, Palliser trusted his own eyes, which had never failed him yet. So bewildered and confused was he by all the circumstances of this strange affair, that be went back to Puketea alert and cautious, suspicious of a universal mystery. Almost the first man he ran against in the 
pah was Foster, blazing with excitement.

        
"I have some rare news for you, my master," said he, plucking at Palliser's arm.

        
"I, too, have news," said the latter eagerly. "What is it?"

        
"Almighty 
Taipo!" said the ranger, sweeping his arm heavily across his mouth, "this Te Katipo of yours has been playing us a fine trick."

        
"Well?" said Palliser impatiently.

        
"Listen," quoth Foster mysteriously. "Those tales from the coast ain't far wrong. I've seen Matuku."

        
"Matuku? Has he escaped from Kaimoana's people?"

        
"'Sh!" whispered Foster. "Though there's no English spoken here, it's just as well to be careful. Come round to the 
whare."

        
In the 
whare they found Ida seated upon a mat looking blankly at the wall. She turned as they entered, and Palliser caught a look of weariness in her face.

        


        
"Are you tired of this?" he said kindly.

        
She smiled in answer, but Foster broke in.

        
"Oh, we've got to make a move pretty smartly. Tired? 1 should think so, and so am I; suffocated with the infernal place. Look here," he continued, addressing Palliser; "there's something bad going on here. Matuku can tell you all about it."

        
"Well, what of him?"

        
"It ain't Kaimoana's been troubling him," said Foster, sinking his voice; "it's your high and mighty friend, the Hauhau. This afternoon I took a stroll through the Maniapoto camp, and smoked a pipe on the cliff. I hadn't been there more than ten minutes—I was looking out for the old thief Kaimoaua—when I heard a voice by me, and turning, I saw Matuku with devil work on his face. He was looking pretty bad, I tell you. 'Where the blazes have you been?' said I. 'Under guard,' says he, 'by Hauhau orders.' Then he starts on a long story of the whole business, much of which I couldn't get at because of the lingo. But I made out enough to know this, that there's been hell to pay with our Maoris by Te Katipo's instructions, and Matuku warned me against the rip, saying you were a fool to trust him. His advice was to cut, and it's what we've got to do, or I ain't the judge of a thief."

        
"Where is Matuku?" asked Palliser.

        
"In hiding among the Maniapotos, where he says he'll be safe enough, for they daren't molest him. Tribal etiquette and all that. Now, then, chief, strike up, and come to the real tune."

        


        
Palliser glanced rapidly round the 
whare, and, opening the door, looked out.

        
"Yes," he said, coming back, "we've had about enough of this. What it all means I don't know—can't even guess. But there's some pretty mystery at the bottom, and we don't want any more mysteries. I've seen enough to-day to make me wonder a bit. This man may be a great statesman; he maybe a high-minded nigger; he may mean us well (I don't quite see what else he can have meant by his treatment of us), but I'm not going to be mixed in another mystery. We've bad enough to last our time. We'd better quit. Besides, it's no use being here eternally; we're all tired of it, and we can't be dependent on the whim of a nigger. No, we'd better quit."

        
"Then the orders?" inquired Foster.

        
"Take back 
parole. We can't play the Pakeha sneak, even supposing we are not being watched. Take back 
parole, and break out of the 
pah."

        
"Bully, old chap," cried Foster excitedly, slapping him on the shoulder.

        
"'S-s-h!" said Palliser, holding up a hand.

        
A light step sounded outside, and the door opening, admitted Te Katipo, who advanced to them smiling.

        
"The Pakeha girl has a pleasant home," he said, nodding approvingly at the gaily-coloured mats with which Ida had adorned the walls.

        
"A cage," said Palliser, "may be pleasant; but the bird will fly away if the doors be open."

        


        
"A man is different from a bird," returned the chief curtly.

        
"I do not think so," returned Palliser. "For you must know, Te Katipo, we have grown tired of the trap which our own words have made. We wish to be rid of it."

        
Te Katipo looked at them furtively, and Palliser found all at once a new interpretation of the man's character. The gleaming restless eyes seemed to him now of unfathomable craft.

        
"So you mean," said the chief, "that you will take back your word?"

        
"Even so."

        
A fierce black expression flashed like a spectre across the keen naked face, and the Hauhau turned in a second and strode quickly out of the hut. They heard his voice ringing out, and other voices answering. The three looked at each other in silence. In a few minutes the Maori returned, and behold, his wrath bad passed, and be grinned cheerfully upon them.

        
"Why do you act in this foolish manner?" be asked. "Is it pleasant to be locked up? Do you find Puketea tiresome?"

        
"We no longer promise," said Palliser, "You have treated us well, but we are tired of the trap."

        
"The Pakeha is not always wise," returned Te Katipo. "He is cunning, but the walls of Puketea are sleep."

        
"Nevertheless, we will try."

        
"Good," said the Maori. "In a few days you will be tired."

        


        
He went to the door and called to his men, and shortly half a dozen entered the 
whare.

        
"Take them," he said. "Leave the woman here. Take the big man to the 
whare of Wahapuku, and the other to the empty 
whare on the cliff."

        
"We are to be separated," said Palliser. "Miss Caryll, I am sorry for this, but if anything is wrong we can regain our liberty by once more giving 
parole."

        
"I am not afraid," she answered. "We will escape yet."

        
A Maori touched Palliser on the shoulder.

        
"Good-bye," he whispered. "I will come to you soon."

        
"Yes; come," she said. "I will wait."

        
Te Katipo left the 
whare and the men followed, their two prisoners in their midst. Palliser was marched off to a hut hard by the Maniapoto camp, into which he was thrust hastily; then the door was blocked, and he could hear the tramp of armed men without. The building was perfectly dark. So far they had gained nothing by their defiance, and the chances of escape were indeed small; more especially as Te Katipo was forewarned of their intention. But Palliser was not the man to yield without a struggle, nor did he regret the step he had taken, but sat down in the darkness and began to puzzle out a plan of deliverance.

        
Two days of dismal monotony followed, during which he saw no one, save the woman who brought him his food, and though there were several inchoate schemes in his head, he was now doubting the possibility 

of any proving successful. But on the afternoon of the third day Te Katipo entered.

        
"Salutations, O friend," said he. "Are you tired of the darkness? Is it not better to be out in the sunlight? Have you come to an end of your folly?"

        
Palliser looked up at him.

        
"No," said he curtly.

        
Te Katipo smiled. "It is an easy thing to say 'No,'" he said. "It is not so easy to feel 'No,' I miss our talk. You were a cheerful companion. It is better to talk with a clever Pakeha than with an ignorant Maori. Yet, my friend, you are not altogether clever, or you would not be here."

        
"If I am a prisoner," said Palliser, "I do not desire to talk. It is not well of you to prate to me of friendship, and keep me in Puketea."

        
"There are many things that are not well, but they are necessary," said the Maori sententiously. "Soon you will regret this folly, and we will have our pleasant conversations again."

        
So saying, he withdrew, and once more the outer world was closed to Palliser.

        
That evening, many hours from the fall of dusk, when the 
pah was in silence, and Palliser lay in a light slumber upon his mats, he awoke suddenly with a feeling that someone had touched him. He sat up, at once attentive. The darkness was impenetrable, and he could hear nothing; so that, after waiting a little, he fell back, fancying a wayward dream had found him oversensitive. Just as he was dozing again he had the same 

impression upon his nerves, and starting forward, felt the edge of his mat quiver strenuously. In a second he was on his feet, and his hands were groping about the rude bedding. There was a slow spasmodic undulation perceptible, the strangeness of which awed him in the darkness. It flashed across him that the phenomenon was due to an earthquake, for the floor of his hut was trembling violently; but he could do nothing but grope and wonder, gathering himself vaguely to repulse a mysterious evil. Underneath the mats the earth was dissolving in his hands. He crept away wonderstruck, and waited. Presently he heard a voice calling,

        
"Pariha! Pariha!"

        
It was the voice of Matuku. He crawled forward, his heart beating with the excitement of this new discovery.

        
"What is it?" he whispered. "How came you here?"

        
Matuku chuckled softly.

        
"If a rat can be kept in a trap, another rat may find his way into it also. Behold, O Pakeha, I have come out of the womb of the earth."

        
Palliser put out a hand, and it fell upon shoulders emerging from the ground.

        
"Good God," he said, "the man has burrowed."

        
"Why, O Pariha of the wise wit, does Te Katipo befool you like a child? It was strange that you should trust the cunning chief of the Hauhaus."

        
"I admit my folly," said Palliser. "But why are you here?"

        
"A way lies out for the rat in the trap," resumed 

the Maniapoto, "if he is careful—the way by which the Maniapoto rat entered."

        
"You are a brave man, and a faithful friend," said Palliser briefly, his blood flashing through his veins.

        
"I am the enemy of this accursed Hauhau," said the Maori. "And what I have sworn to the Pakeha, that I will do. Will he fear to go down into the womb of the earth?"

        
"I would go to hell out of this," muttered Palliser.

        
Matuku was standing waist-deep in the earth in a narrow hole; he took Palliser by the arm, drawing him nearer.

        
"Now, friend," he said. "Dip after me, taking my heel. Breathe through your nostrils lightly, and push hard."

        
He had extricated himself from the ground and was kneeling. Suddenly he put his head to the earth and wriggled.

        
Palliser felt him sinking, and drawing a long breath, himself slipped over the edge of the hole after him. The pit, which was so narrow that the sides scraped his face, and his feet brought lumps of earth upon him, sloped at an angle of forty-five degrees. Breathing as well as he could, Palliser struggled along the narrow channel with his hands and feet, his head now and then striking against Matuku's heels. It seemed to him an age since he had entered the passage, and he was choking and gasping in the dirt, but wrestling fiercely for life, when suddenly the hole widened, and arms were put about him, pulling him upwards. In another moment he was 

upon the surface of the earth, puffing and spluttering, and coughing black dirt from his throat.

        
"Be silent," admonished Matuku. "We are not far yet. Your guard will hear us."

        
"Where are we?" asked Palliser, in a wheezing whisper.

        
"In the camp of the Maniapoto. You must get breath, for we have many dangers before us."

        
"How did you find me?"

        
"It was not a difficult matter to discover where the Pakeha was hidden. I was concealed among the Maniapoto, my kinsfolk. To Katipo dared not touch me there. I found Tinirau, my friend, living in the 
whare over against the 
whare in which Te Katipo had put the Pakeha. Of course he yielded me up his house, for he and I have been sworn friends together. Then I saw that the Pakeka's 
whare was watched nightly. Te Katipo is cunning; he does not want to lose the Pakeha. But he took no precautions against rats; and the ground was soft in Puketea between my 
whare and the 
whare of Pariha. Therefore, I worked like a rat. And now, O my friend—hush!" He broke off abruptly. A party of chattering Maoris went past the hut. "Friend, put thia mat around you. In the dark night you will be as a Maniapoto; for they will not look for the Pakeha when the 
whare is guarded."

        
"But the stockade?" said Palliser, who was now once more master of himself.

        
"We must go through the Maniapoto camp to the northern face of the 
pah. The Arawa has been here, and 

is now driven back; hence they do not watch the stockade so carefully. Come."

        
Palliser, wrapt in a heavy mat, went forth, into the night on the heels of his deliverer. It was deep midnight, and few Maoris were astir; the 
pah was sunken in sleep; yet they passed one or two on their way, who took no notice of the Maniapoto and his muffled, heavy-footed companion In safety they reached the stockade upon the verge of the steep northern inclines of the hill.

        
"The guards are careless," whispered Matuku, "but it is useless to try the gates. We must climb. The night is dark."

        
In obedience to his advice, Palliser began to mount the high palisading. Matuku, being without boots, was more agile, and was soon astride the beams, and noiselessly sliding down upon the farther side into the trench. But Palliser's climbing was attended with a slight creaking, and, as he reached the top, his heel banged a little on the wood. Instantly there was a shout, and a Maori rushed under the palisading. Palliser threw himself over the rampart, scrambled out of the ditch, and went clattering down the hill at a breakneck speed, Matuku following. But the whole 
pah was now alive with noises, and a band of men burst out of the northern, gates, and dashed silently after the fugitives. The descent was accomplished by the two fugitives at a terrible rate, and in a remarkably brief period, considering they had no intimacy with the peculiarities of the hill. Unhappily for them, the 

pursuers knew every inch they traversed, and, avoiding the longer spurs, had gained on them so much by the time they set foot upon the plain that only the dark served to protect them. Soon the sound of Palliser's feet dying into the distance was audible to the Hauhaus, and a cry was raised—

        
"To the pass! to the pass!"

        
Palliser dug his chin into his chest, and gripping his hands, opened out over the tussock-grass, Matuku running on his left, near to the creek. But the Maoris behind were not short-winded, and came up at a steady pace, overhauling them by degrees as they all drew together towards the mouth of the pass.

        
"Run! run!" cried a voice, which Palliser recognised as he whirled along. "Catch the Pakeha!"

        
They could not be over twenty yards behind, but they came on with little noise, and the raucous creek deafened him somewhat.

        
"Stop, Pariha!" shouted the voice.

        
Palliser drove on faster, though he tripped as he run upon the rough clumps.

        
"Fool, you shall be dogs' meat!"

        
"Matuku," gasped Palliser, as he ran, "turn off across the creek. My boots betray me. Leave me to myself."

        
"I have sworn to God," returned the panting Maniapoto. "I will never leave you to Te Katipo."

        
There was a murmur behind, the sound of voices very near, and then a shot rang out in the night. Matuku, who was running in advance of Palliser, 
stag-

gered, threw up his hands, and fell forward upon his face. With a cry of consternation, Palliser fetched up short, and bent over the Maniapoto. He lay still and quiet, half covered in the long grass.

        
"Fool!" shrieked the voice in his ears, "I have you again! Or will you die like the stupid Maniapoto?" Clenching his teeth and cursing bitterly, Palliser leapt over the poor body and swept with the wind over the tussocks. "You, too, will die!" shouted the voice behind him. Palliser bent forward till his body was nigh doubled upon the hip, scurrying like a startled hare through the night. Each moment he looked to hear another shot ring out, but there was no sound —only the lessening voices of the Hauhaus. One thing was plain: for whatever reason, Te Katipo desired to take him alive.

        
Into the pass he dashed, with the enemy straggling far behind, and, after a time, feeling exhausted and conveniently safe, hid among the black bushes in the bed of the creek till he had recovered wind again. Then, creeping from his shelter, he resumed his way, crawling from point to point in fear of the shadows, but hearing nothing of the vanished Maoris, who had indeed turned from their quarry in the most extreme distress. Bit by bit he worked through, the pass, and, at last emerging upon the further side of the hills, struck boldly by the creek into the heavy bush. In the heart of this refuge he chose a shelter till the morning, and lay down with no joyous sense of deliverance, but an overpowering chagrin at the futility of his 

escape, accomplished at the sacrifice of a faithful life, and available in no way, as it appeared, for the rescue of the others, much less for the solution of their final problem.

        
In the morning, to make his safety more absolute, he retired some miles further up the creek, and there secreted himself all day, revolving plans and projects. He was in no enviable position, for, though at liberty, he had no arms, and could scarcely hope to get through to the coast without vicissitudes; while it seemed not within his means to obtain the freedom of his companions. Poor Matuku's death had brought him nothing save the knowledge of his incapacity. Deep in a hostile country, with legions upon all sides barring him from the white centres, he saw no prospect but resignation to the will of Te Katipo, whatever should be. Outside here, in no communication with the 
pah, he could be of no use to Miss Caryll or Foster, and was, indeed, at a grievous disadvantage in that he had now no knowledge of their movements, and no possibility of acting in concert with them. Palliser put no trust in Providence, yet, from a long experience of chances, he was aware that at intervals one and another must of necessity be opportunely favourable. But he saw no particular reason for hoping that one of these occasions was come. The more he thought, indeed, the clearer appeared the folly of his escape, the more manifest his course: Te Katipo should hold him in trust again for good or evil. This advice was the tender of all considerations, and was the more urgent when he reflected 

that were this man, as they deposed, a devil, he might avenge himself upon the bodies of his other prisoners. Yet was this Pakeha's whole soul averse from surrender, with the futile death of the Maniapoto betwixt him and his foe. It seemed a disdainful waste of humanity to throw up the gain of this purchase, however insignificant, and return to the old position. All day he lay with these doubts and reasons, lingering in the hope of some luminous inspiration; and far into the night, upon a meagre feast of berries, he held counsel with himself, perplexed, anxious, divided, and incensed with the fierce desire of action.

        
As he was dismissing his recalcitrant troubles with a view to sleep, he became aware of an unexpected murmur in the night. Listening intently he heard it grow into persistent sound, and going down to the creek, he bent his ears to the water. The stream ran smoothly, curdling into eddies here and there, where the bush advanced a joint upon it. A mile or so below, a small cataract dashed between the narrows of a cloven rock, and for the moment Palliser fancied the sound he heard was from another fall above him; but it had sprung so suddenly upon the air that this was an impossible explanation. Then it flashed on him that the waters were coming down from the upper gorges, but this hypothesis, too, upon a moment's reflection, gave way, for there had been no rain for days, and the season of spring floods was over. As he stood listening to the noise, now swollen into a loud volume, and come gradually nearer, a crash of broken branches 

resounded in the distance. Starting back from the creek he concealed himself in the hollow of a fallen pine, and waited curiously for some interpretation of these noises. Every moment brought them closer, both the noises in the bush and the sounds in the creek, and it wan not long before he was able to account for them. For presently he heard voices drawing near, and then the noise of many feet, and, looking out from his hiding-place, though he could see nothing in the darkness, he was conscious that a number of men were passing down the stream. He heard their feet puddling in and out the shallow water, as they filed by, and immediately upon this discovery he was aware of others tramping through the brake about him. Several stepped upon the pine within which he was crouching, and from the time they took in passing he judged their numbers to be considerable. When the last straggler in this small army had gone by, Palliser crawled out of his concealment, and crept quietly after them down the creek. His face was set firm to one purpose, and his heart bounded with resolve.

        
"Here is my chance," he muttered. "If I don't get a weapon now, all's at an end."

        
The host had vanished into the night, but, guided by their sounds, he gained upon them till he was come to the immediate rear of the hindermost. Here, moving stealthily, he kept away a measured distance, awaiting his opportunity. Presently he fixed his attention upon a Maori marching on the extremity of the column. He was in the company of several, but the outermost, 

and now and then the impeding bush threw a pine or other obstacle between them, and cut them asunder, at which times he was the external margin of the flank, separate and alone. He was armed with a heavy gun, which rested across his shoulder. Palliser trod hard by in the hush upon his right, watching and listening eagerly, hut the file was too compact to furnish him the hope of a, successful assault. For a full mile they marched, the tracker and the tracked, without a chance falling to the former, till at last he grew weary and impatient, and, his brow contracting blackly, he stole nearer.

        
"If they paes into the plain," he said to himself, "it is too late. I must take all the risks first." He had no weapon in his hands, which he held half-open at his side, and he went now with a curious elastic step, jerking from one foot to another between the bushes as he swiftly approached the outer group. The Maori he had been watching was saying something to his neighbour; he could just see the dark form ahead. He leapt a little closer. The Maori swerved out of the direct line to avoid a 
karaka-tree.

        
"It's five hundred to one," thought Palliser. "Now!" He made a quick, sure, noiseless bound forward, and in a moment his hands were upon the Maori's throat, who gasped, flung out his arms and, tottering backwards, fell silently into the ferns. Palliser was at once upon his chest, and, pinning his arms with his knees, he crushed hard upon the windpipe. The native's struggles grew fainter, and he was plainly yielding to slow 
suffo-

cation when of a sudden the report of a gun rang out at Palliser's side, filling the quiet night with abrupt sound. Glancing round, he saw the explanation of this woeful misfortune; for the Maori's gun had fallen half under him, and the trigger fortuitously to his hand, which, groping blindly in his writhing, had clutched and pulled it. The man's companions, who were but a little in advance, at once came rushing back, and almost ere he realised he was undone, Palliser was surrounded. He was dragged furiously from his choking victim, and a dozen voices cried for his blood, though they saw nothing of him in the darkness. He felt the muzzle of a gun at his breast; then suddenly he started as a word struck upon his ear.

        
"Stop!" he cried. "It is a mistake."

        
"What!" said the man who held him, in astonishment— "Pakeha?"

        
"And you," said Palliser, "are Arawas?"
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Chapter XIX. 
The Storming of the White Pah.

        
"
We are Arawas," 

*responded the Maori with dignity.

        
"Why, then, does the Pakeha ill-treat a friend?"

        
"There was a mistake," replied Palliser. "I am a fool, who deserves no consideration; but I am in pain now I have discovered it is a friend."

        
The Maori grunted, and there was a murmur of anger from the throng around. The hapless man whom Palliser had hulf-strangled had risen from the ground, and, holding by a branch, was now gasping his breath in short sobs.

        
"This is a strange tale," answered some one in the crowd. "I cannot see the Pakeha, or I would make it stranger."

        
"The Pakeha has a hard hand," panted Palliser's victim. "He would make a good cannon-ball to fire at Te Katipo."

        
A laugh went round at this, and, finding their comrade sound enough to jest, the Arawas' indignation relaxed.

        



* 
Note A.




        
"At all events, we will put him in a sling and fire him," said another.

        
"Is it against Puketea you are going?" asked Palliser quickly.

        
"Yes."

        
"Then I can help you. I, too, am against Te Katipo, and I have escaped from the White 
Pah."

        
"If this is true, we shall fire you, after all."

        
"Good," said Palliser. "What chief have you here going against the Hauhaus, O friends?"

        
"Kotahi, from the Taupo."

        
"Good. Let me see him; I will help him to destroy this spider. Friend," he said, to the gasping Maori, "I ask your forgiveness; but you have a fine weapon, and you walked like a Ngatiawa. Moreover, you take long to die. I regret, all these things; my blunder was foolish."

        
"The twist on the throat was very good," chuckled the Maori. "If I had hands like yours I would storm the White 
Pah myself. As it is, you shall choke off my enemies; that is only fair."

        
"My hands," said Palliser courteously, "are yours."

        
The commotion on the flank had checked the general advance of the force, and in a short time the crowd of Maoris assumed considerable proportions. Palliser was taken at once to the chief, a sharp, soldierly man, to whom the rank of major had been given for his services in the Taupo district. He saluted Palliser in the English style.

        
"Good evening," he said. "You have taken us by surprise."

        


        
"Salutations," said Palliser, in Maori. "I have committed a deed of which I am ashamed, but I am now come to wipe it off. I have been many days in Puketea, and having escaped, I desire to worry Te Katipo."

        
Major Kotahi was all ears on the instant.

        
"Through the pass," he said, "it is half a mile to the north face of the hill. Is it from the south or the north an enemy should attack?"

        
"On the north the hill is steep," replied Palliser.

        
"On the west, towards the creek, is the cliff. East and south Puketea is smooth and level, with earthworks outside the stockade."

        
"Ah," said Kotahi reflectively; "we must approach from the south. But," he went on, "how is it, friend, you escaped Te Katipo? The fly cannot escape the spider."

        
"Perhaps the rat can. I have friends in the 
pah, and would take them out of the web of the spider."

        
Kotahi glanced at the sky. "We must hurry," he said. "There is little left of the night; we must be at Puketea before the dawn."

        
The force at once resumed its march, and presently emerging from the bush, struck into the pass cautiously. There was no alarm raised, and plainly the Hauhaus had withdrawn their rigid precautions against surprise.

        
"There was a picket in the pass when the Arawas came last," explained Kotahi, "and Te Katipo drove them into the bush. It was a bad skirmish; many of my friends were killed."

        


        
"Yes; I saw it," said Palliser. "But you were not here."

        
The Maori was pleased at the hidden compliment.

        
"No, my friend. The rash young men of my tribe fell back to the east. They came and told me their sad fate. I was naturally annoyed, and resolved to be revenged. It is not pleasant to hear one's friends are killed."

        
"Te Katipo thinks you are beaten."

        
"We shall catch him in a trap," said Kotahi confidently.

        
The march across the tussock land to the hill was in the profoundest silence. When they reached the foot of Puketea they could hear no sound but the bubbling of the creek and the shrieking of distant 
Wekas. From the south side the Arawas began the ascent, so stilly that though Palliser was in the very centre he could not be sure he had other company than his immediate neighbours. Bit by bit, crawling and creeping, now resting, now advancing, now making slight detours to avoid the more precipitous faces, the host advanced steadily upon Puketea. When they had gained the summit they lay flat, invisible, upon the black earth, at the distance of six hundred feet from the stockade. They were disposed in an arc which was close upon a semicircle, nigh five hundred strong, reaching from the cliff upon the west to the extreme eastern limit of the hill. Palliser himself was upon the southern face, in the neighbourhood of Kotahi, who was distributing his last directions to his captains. It was still quite dark, but the dawn was near, and no 

time must be lost did they reckon upon a surprise. Suddenly an intense silence fell upon all things; the roaring of the creek was inaudible at such a height, and no man could bear even tbe breathing of his fellow. Then there rose the dismal cry of the 
weka from behind Palliser, and he became conscious, though he could see nothing, of a gentle rustling on all sides of him. The advance had commenced.

        
Now, on the level sides of Puketea, where the 
pah was unprotected by the steep cliff—that is, to the south and to the east, the Hauhau position was amply fortified. All round the stockade lay a deep trench eight feet wide, and from the top of the palisading to the bottom of the ditch was a drop of fifteen feet. Fifty yards in advance of the inner bastions was an environment of strong earthworks, trenched deeply, and between the two lines was a double tier of rifle-pits, while without the breastworks was an exterior row of pits. It was scarcely likely that so cunning a fighter as Te Katipo would neglect at any time to man the outworks, yet the Arawas hoped to find the first line of pits deserted. But in the darkness they could be sure of nothing, and they crept nearer to the outer lines in the momentary expectation of hearing the Hauhaus open fire. Palliser crawled upon hands and feet, trailing the musket with which be had been furnished. Suddenly there was a slight noise to his right, and then upon the night arose the howling of a native dog within the 
pah; yet there was no movement on the part of the army, and after a short pause the Arawas resumed their way. Presently, when 

they were but a yard or two from the rifle-pits, Palliser thought he heard a murmuring in front. Kotahi, too, must have heard it, for he rose quickly, and raising a hideous yell rushed towards the earthworks. In a second a blast of fire swept out of these upon the screaming Arawas, as, struggling to their feet, they rushed to the assault. Te Katipo was not unprepared.

        
The Arawas hurled themselves upon the works, leaping into and across the trench, firing their guns as they went. It was Kotahi's desire to take the outer defences at the point of the bayonet, and his men gallantly obeyed his order, following him, thick as bees, and discharging their guns across the mounds. But the Hauhaus from their superior position, poured a deadly fire into the black masses, shouting and yelling like devils made free of hell. After a short sharp fight, the stormers, fell back, and the volleys died down into desultory firing at random. But again they advanced, and again they were driven back, leaving many of their comrades in the trenches. They lay for a short space beyond the rifle-pits, while the Hauhaus kept up the most ferocious yelling Palliser had ever heard.

        
"
Kohoro! Kohoro!" ("They are beaten! they are beaten!") they cried.

        
"This can't go on long," he thought; "we're losing terribly." But Kotahi had made up his mind to the assault, and in a little ordered another advance. It was now that dim and misty darkness that heralds the rising of the sun, and as they ran up the works they could see the outlines of the defenders, breast-high 

above them. Palliser, taking his gun by the barrel, swept over the trench at the head of several Arawas, and clambered up the mound in a drenching fire. Streams of flame seemed to flash out on all sides of him, but he inserted his feet between the sods and vaulted up, till the horrid faces of the Ngatiawas grinned into his. Raising the butt of his gun, he was just in time to ward off the heavy stroke of an axe, the force of which, falling on his weapon, all but tumbled him into the pit. Recovering his equilibrium, he brought his bayonet to the point of delivery, and charged over the rampart, followed by several others. All this time the firing was dinning in his ears remorselessly, accompanied by harsh cries and shrieks in pain and ululation. A knot of Hauhaus opposed him, coming down at a run to crush the small party to the earth. A bullet whistled across his sight, making him blink, but he fought on blindly with his bayonet, and was faintly aware that the earth beneath was cumbered with dead bodies. Some of hia Arawas fell, and the Hauhaus were gradually forcing them back, when at this moment a discordant uproar came from the right, and he heard Kotahi's voice thundering behind him.

        

"Kokiritia!" ("Charge!") cried many voices.

        
The Hauhaus wavered, and a body of Arawas, who had made a breach on the right, came charging down upon them.

        

"Whakawaria!" ("Close in!") shouted a Hauhau.

        
But the bulk of them, borne back by the sudden 

inrush, turned and fled towards the 
pah. Palliser, pulling a fallen Arawa from the ground, looked up and saw dim figures flitting from the inner pits in the direction of the palisading.

        

"Kokiritia!" shouted Kotahi, lifting his broken gun over his head.

        

"Kokiritia!" shouted Palliser, running at the double towards the stockade.

        
But here a great force of Hauhaus were massed upon the ramparts, and their fire sent the attackers faltering back towards the earthworks.

        
"Hold!" said Kotahi.

        
Palliser, retreating, felt the ground give way, and in another moment was at the bottom of a rifle-pit, where he rested, panting from his exertions in the field. The outer works were won at a terrible cost, but there yet remained the more difficult part of their task—the stockade must be stormed.

        
The Hauhaus lining the stockade maintained a drizzling fire, which the Arawas answered now and then, but in reality there was an interlude in the fight, and the shots on both sides for the most part flew wide, and only a man now and then was hit. Instead the Maoris on the walls took to shouting taunts and curses, as the day broke slowly. Palliser having recovered breath, stole out of his refuge and crept back in safety to the main body, where Kotahi was eagerly consulting for a new advance. But a quarter of an hour elapsed, and no action had been taken, and by this the Hauhaus had grown tired of their gibes, and only a few of their 

women continued them. Kotahi had planned an ingenious scheme upon which to assault the 
pah. He despatched a large body of men to make a circuit of the hill, and endeavour to effect an entrance from the northern steeps, from which he judged the larger part of the garrison had been withdrawn to meet the attack in the south. Should they break through the stockade, they were to push through to the south, and fall upon the defenders in the rear. Another body he deployed as sharpshooters to worry the enemy, while he concentrated the remnants of his force upon a particular spot in the southern ramparts. He hoped, by hurling these against the stockade, to gradually make a breach, through which he might force his remaining forces. It was a heroic plan; but in lieu of sapping, for which the Maoris had no facilities, was the only course possible if they were not to abandon the siege.

        
By the time these dispositions were made, the blood of the Arawas had cooled in the cold air of the morning, and though they had been so far successful, their heavy loss had now its effect, and they displayed a reluctance to advance. Kotahi urged them with abundant vigour and biting sarcasm; but though they prepared for the attack, they were plainly out of heart. At this juncture, one Hone Kerei, lighting a torch, ran out from the ranks, and rushed along tho deep trench, shouting derision at the Hauhaus. His flambeau flared upon the white stockade, and guns cracked after him as he ran; but for some time he went unharmed, till reaching a point just level with Palliser, he fell, shot through the 

heart, and rolled into the ditch. A Hauhau leapt over the stockade, and disappeared after him, scrambling the next moment into sight, with a bloody head in his hand, which he held mockingly towards the Arawas. A dozen shots were fired at him, hut, unscathed, he leapt up the palisading, and was dragged by his companions into the 
pah.

        
"See!" said Kotahi; "the dogs have slain a brave man. You shall fight for his head. Look!"

        
The Hauhaus had stuck the head upon the end of a spear protruding above the ramparts, and were at the hideous rites, with which they had inaugurated their fanaticism, and which had given them their name.

        
Several torches were now flaming on the redoubt against the grey dawn, and round these a group of Hauhaus was gathered, displaying the most remarkable excitement. As they stood in the red light they were conspicuous marks for the enemy; but at the moment no shot was fired. The fanatics threw their arms about and danced wildly upon the battlement, chanting together a horrible grotesque prayer. They cried—

        
"God the Father, 
hau; God the Son, 
hau, hau; God the Holy Ghost, 
hau, hau, hau! Attention, save us; attention, instruct us; attention, Jehovah, avenge us, 
hau; Jehovah, stand at ease, 
hau; fall out, 
hau, hau; pai marire, hau; big rivers, long rivers, big mountains and seas, attention, 
hau, hau, hau!"

*

        



* 
Note E.




        
At first they chanted in a monotone, raising their voices wildly at each 
hau; but subsequently, their frenzy growing, they shrieked and yelled, gnashing upon the hideous refrain, as though possessed of a legion of fiends; and the madness spread, till at last the walls were covered with capering creatures, yelling snatches of their prayer, gibing at the assembled host beyond; mocking at the bleeding head, and drowning all else with a sounding confusion of "
Hau, hau, hau!"

        
A furious murmur went through the Arawas, and in the midst of the deafening uproar a voice cried, "Shoot." Instantly fifty guns blazed out, and the line behind the stockade thinned visibly.

        
"Shoot!" cried the voice again, and once more the Arawas' fire raked the fanatics, who had not ceased to make appalling noises.

        
Then a voice was heard calling angrily to the Hauhaus in the 
pah, which Palliser recognised at once as Te Katipo's. He was evidently savage with his men for their folly, for they began to disappear into safer positions behind the palisading, where the fire of the assailants could not touch them.

        
"That is Te Katipo," said Palliser to Kotahi. "They will fight more warily now."

        
"Te Katipo!" cried the Arawa, leaping in the air.

        
"Te Katipo will be food for dogs. Let us slay them all as they slew Hone Kerei. Let us fight for the head of Hone Kerei," and rushing out from behind the earthworks, he flung himself upon the stockade, with a hundred roaring fellows at his heels.

        


        
From the ramparts a deadly fire spluttered into the trench, in which fivescore of men were struggling, and, in a little, back through the rifle-pits poured a broken column, chased by long and continuous volleys.

        
"Again!" said Kotahi, holding up his right hand, from which two fingers had been shot away, and again the party dashed against that pitiless fire. Palliser, discarding his gun, had seized an axe, and when, carried by the main rush, he was literally hurled across the wide ditch in a 
mêlée of heads, bodies, and legs, he clung hard to the pine-logs at the base of the palisading, and raising his axe high, struck at the tough wood with all the force in his body. He heard, through all, the crash of other axes near, but saw nothing, not even his neighbours falling into the bottom below: there was but the white wood before him and the silver axe. From the earthworks the sharpshooters kept up a steady fire upon the defenders, and it was now light enough for them to be sure of their aim, so that they did much damage to the enemy. Under cover of this fire the storming party made better progress than they would otherwise have done, though the fierce discharges from above created a terrible havoc among them.

        
At this point a great shouting was heard in the 
pah, and it became evident that the hundred men on the north end had made a breach through the stockade. Encouraged by this discovery the Arawas hurled themselves freshly to the attack, and the Hauhaus, being alarmed at the enemy's success on the one side, and 

having no certain knowledge of what had happened, were so dispirited that some left their posts and fled through the 
whares. At this point Kotahi managed to effect a breach in the stockade, and rushed through the gap with the shreds of his gallant party and his reserves.

        
But the day was not yet won, for inside the 
pah the Hauhaus offered a most desperate resistance, and the fight broke up into a series of desultory hand-to-hand conflicts. The inpouring column struck the mass of Ngatiawas barring its way, like a wedge, cleft it in two and passed on, leaving the rear to annihilate it. Hand-grenades thrown by the Arawas from without had set on fire several of the outer 
whares, and the antic flames were dancing in the thatch. Long, shadows from the east mingled with the dark red phantoms flickering along the huts, and the soft morning air burned in the faces of the combatants.

        
Palliser had gone through with the stream of howling Arawas, axe in hand, and being precipitated upon the Hauhau centre clove his way, as best he might, till he had broken through it. Some of his companions, finding the road clear, turned and attacked the enemy from behind; others at once set to firing the 
whares, and soon the sky was full of darting flames. Palliser rushed on in the company of half a dozen, but a number of Hauhaus, sweeping round a burning 
whare, dashed them back towards the main body. At this instant a familiar sound came to his ears—the notes of Foster's old English ditty, "Down among the dead men," borne to 

him from the unbroken heart of the Hauhaus massing in the 
marae.

        
"Foster!" he yelled, driving his axe through an adversary.

        
Above the flames and the black herd in front he could now see the figure of the ranger, hatless, his hairy arms bared to the shoulder, wielding a heavy rifle by the muzzle as a club.

        
"Down! down! down!" he shouted, sweeping the ground with his weapon, and, crashing a way from out the environing foe, he drew down a lane between the 
whares, fighting as he went.

        
So Foster at least was safe, but what of Ida? Palliser had seen no sign of Te Katipo, nor indeed had he done aught but fight blindly since he had broken into the 
pah. Being out of breath, he fell at the back of a hut, whence a wounded Hauhau was crawling towards the thick of the battle, and lay still for a time, watching how the day went. As he rested, several Arawas stood aside from the fight, leaning over their guns in the extreme pains of exhaustion, he crouching at their feet and gulping back his life and breath. Presently a solitary Hauhau ran up from the interior of the 
pah, where the northern column of the Arawas was being hard pressed.

        
"Where is Kotahi?" he asked, grinning into the faces of his enemies, one of whom, aiming a blow which missed him, staggered and fell.

        
Palliser looked up and recognised the young chief Tutanga, who had had charge of him in Puketea.

        


        
"Where is Kotahi?" he repeated.

        
"He is in the darkness, devil," said an Arawa, pushing forward his crumpled bayonet.

        
"Whether he be in the darkness, or in the light, I will find him," said the Hauhau. "But I shall know when he lies at my feet, you dogs of Arawas," with which he delivered two terrible blows, right and left, with his axe, and yelling the Ngatiawa war-cry, rushed into the thick of the fight.

        
But Tutanga's accession made no difference to the struggle in this part of Puketea, and soon the Arawas bore down the opposing Hauhaus, and beat them back towards the cliff. At the same time the central fight went for the invaders, and Te Katipo's men, scattered on all sides, spread themselves out towards the northern gates, which they were to use as a back-door in their extremity. By this they rushed out in batches and, jumping the trenches, slid down the heights into the plain, pursued by the infuriated Arawas. The fight was to all purposes at an end, yet knots of men fought on. Most of the 
whares were now in flames, and the whole of Puketea seemed one vast conflagration.

        
Palliser rushed from point to point in this desolate scene, looking for Ida. He had no knowledge of the place in which she had been imprisoned, nor could he see a sign of Foster, who might have assisted him. For aught he knew, either or both might be dead. This feeling was moving his heart as he ran almost aimlessly round the 
pah, when suddenly on the cliff side, where the Maniapoto camp had been, he came upon a 
des-

perate encounter. Old Kaimoana, with the 
huia feathers waving on the crest of his tall figure, stood out against the sky; and by him, as though whispering in his ear, was a lithe form, with nodding plumes of red. Surely that presence was unmistakable—it was Te Katipo. As Palliser came up, the Maniapoto threw off the Hauhau with a stern dignity, and leapt forward against the Arawas, with whom his men were fiercely engaged. Te Katipo turned and, bounding lightly out of the way of an assailant, smote him to the ground, and disappeared in the smoke and confusion. Palliser rushed after him (for he, if anyone, would know of Ida's fate), and diving through the belt of 
whares on the cliff side, strewn thickly with the Maniapoto dead, he came upon the margin of the precipice, which fell down to the creek some six hundred feet. Te Katipo was limping along the cliff, but hearing Palliser shouting behind him, turned at bay and levelled his gun. Palliser stopped undecidedly, for he had no weapon in his hand, and Te Katipo lowered his.

        
"No," he said; "my war is not against the friend of Kariri, though he is found among my enemies. I will not shoot. Greetings to you, my friend."

        
"Where is the Pakeha girl, Kariri's daughter?" asked Palliser, disconcerted by this unexpected withdrawal.

        
"She is in safety," responded the Hauhau. "You and I are the colour of blood, but she is still white, unless the flames have reached her. But how is a poor Hauhau to stop the Arawa from setting fire to the Pakeha girl?"

        


        
"The evil will be on you," said Palliser sternly.

        
"My friend Pariha," answered the Hauhau easily, "why did you not trust me? There is no evil I have done to you. But now it is all too late. I only give you your life to prove my friendship. Friend, you shall know this: I have sent a message by the black Pakeha. This is an end of our acquaintance."

        
He moved away with dignity, and disappeared over the cliff, and Palliser, following to the edge, looked down. The Hauhau was descending swiftly by a flax-ladder across the rooky faces. As he stood watching the perilous escape with interest, some Arawas came out of the smoke and conflagration, and dashed along the cliff.

        
"What is this?" asked one, stopping by the Englishman.

        
Palliser looked him in the face for a moment. "This is nothing," said he.

        
"Then let nothing perish," said another, and with a blow of his axe he cut through the flax. The taut rope shot away into space.

        
"He is going down to Reinga; he will go quicker now," said a third; and with a laugh they rushed back into the 
pah.

        
Palliser looked from the cliff; behind him were roaring flames. Westward the land was still dark, and in the foreground bodies of men were running across the tussock plains towards the hills.

        
Left suddenly spent and nerveless, he turned inwards from the cliff, but had not got down a dozen yards when a figure he saw with surprise to be Aotea's rushed out of 

the ruins upon him. She stopped, all haggard and wild, her cheeks hollow, as from suffering, and thrust out a hand at him.

        
"Is Matuku here, O Pariha?" she asked excitedly.

        
"No, my sister," said he sadly. "Behold they have slain him—the Hauhaus."

        
"They have slain him—the Hauhaus," she repeated mechanically. "I said there was death in the camp. Give me a weapon," and, picking up a musket from the ground, she rushed off ere Palliser could stay her.
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Chapter XX. 
Dawn in Puketea.

        

Palliser pushed through the smoke into the open 
marae, where the air was comparatively clear. Here the Hauhaus had made their last rally, and the courtyard was thick with bodies, but held no living soul. Moved by a sudden inspiration, he entered the 
whare, which he recognised as Te Katipo's, through a battered doorway. As he did so there was a slight cry, and the next moment Ida had rushed into his arms.

        
"Take me from here!" she cried; "take me from here! Thank God, you can take me away now. I was j waiting for you. Oh, the hideous sights I've seen. Let me get away, please. I knew you'd come."

        
"You're safe," said Palliser eagerly. "What! you've been through all 
that?" pointing to the slaughter-yard without. "Poor child!"

        
"Yes, yes," she said, burying her face in her hands as she leant against him. "My hut took fire, and I broke through the door and there was fighting everywhere, so I crept in here, and had to watch horrible things."

        
"Poor child!" said Palliser again. "It is over now, 

and we've nothing to do but get away from this accursed place. Come, there is no danger now. Why, what are these?" he asked, as, lifting her towards the door, his arm pressed something hard in her bosom.

        
She drew two revolvers from her bodice. "I found them in the 
whare," she said, with a piteous little smile, "and I kept them to use if necessary."

        
"They're mine," he said; "God forbid you should have to use them, child. What guided me here, I wonder? Thank God! Come."

        
Seizing his arm Ida passed out into the 
marae, and they penetrated towards the eastern gate of Puketea. Here they were startled by a voice shouting to them in English, and, turning, saw Foster running down upon them, a most uncomely sight with dust and blood.

        
"Hullo, Pariha," he shouted at the top of his voice. "I reckoned you were in this job, and the little gel, too, safe and sound. This is a smart business all round, and the way you cut through those howling devils on the outworks was a sight."

        
"I'm glad you're all right," said Palliser. "Come, let us get out of this abominable graveyard."

        
"Hold on a bit! I've a message for you from the old traitor, Te Katipo. Here it is, but I don't know what it's all about." So saying, he extracted a crumpled piece of paper from his pocket and handed it to Palliser.

        
The latter looked at it, started, stared at it again, and then turned to Foster who was jauntily knocking the dust from his shirt sleeves.

        


        
"How did lie give you this?" he asked excitedly.

        
Foster stared. "Why, old chap, what's the row? Is it particular?"

        
"This, man, this—why, this is the paper of directions Caryll sent to me—the paper that was stolen from Ihirua."

        
"What!" cried Foster, "the plan of the gold-mine?"

        
"Even so. This is the paper for which we have been searching so long."

        
"My father!" cried Ida wonderingly.

        
"These are the instructions sent with the letter. See."

        
Ida bent over the fragment, upon which characters, now faint and blotchy, were obscurely visible.

        
"
Three feet in the heart of the only hollow at the base of the south wall of the limestone strait, which lies midway between the first and the second cave beyond the fall going from the east upon the northern face of Hine-te-ao, twenty miles by the south road from Matapihi."

        
Foster whistled softly as Ida read, in tremulous tones, these the last lines penned by her dead father.

        
"Then the old Tartar was square after all," he cried, when she had finished.

        
"It looks like it," said Palliser. "But you have told me nothing yet. How came Te Katipo to give it to you?"

        
"Well, it was just before I broke out. I was in that 
whare with the white wig, trying to make out what all the row was, and I heard your guns thundering away, 

and Hauhaus had been skedaddling past at a terrific rate ever since the first shot woke me up. It was mighty dark and I could see nothing, and I didn't know whether my guards were at the door or not. So I hammered away, shouting my hardest; and presently the door flung open and in came Te Katipo himself, with a smutch of blood on his face.

        
"'What the devil's this?' says I.

        
"'Friend,' he says, as far as I could make out his beastly lingo, 'we're in a tight hole; the Arawas have the bulge on us. My accursed Hauhaus have been playing pranks in the idea they're immortal. But they ain't, and the Arawas' lead's getting pretty thick. Look here,' he says, 'the ungrateful Pariha's bolted.'

        
"'Good man,' says I. 'He's a devil to tackle,' I says. 'I'd 'a done the same if I'd had his chances.'

        
"He took no notice of me, but went on in an injured kind of tone.

        
"'He wouldn't trust the faith of a Maori,' he says, 'but what was I bothering about but to help Kariri's friend. And I had to keep him fixed in because of my men. I'd have done him a good turn,' he says, and looks at me steady in the dark light.

        
"Says I, 'You went a funny way about it, but let me out of this rat-trap.'

        
"'Wait a bit,' he says. 'What was it Pariha said to me about Kaimoana? I told him he lied when he said bad things of Kaimoana, who was my friend and ally. But there are sad things to find out in life, and though I have done with Pariha, who ran away from me and 

distrusted me, yet I'll do the daughter of Kariri, my old chum, a good turn.'

        
"'And that's letting her go,' said I smartly.

        
"'She shall go,' he answers, 'but Kariri is worth more than that. Though Kaimoana is on my side and I am against the Pakeha for to make New Zealand a nation, I'll tell the whole truth.'

        
"'Speak up,' says I.

        
"'When Pariha said hard things of Kaimoana, I shook my head and laughed. But Kaimoana is a strange man, and he did strange things in the camp, and he would not come out and face Pariha, though I told him what was being said of him. Kaimoana is my ally, but I thought him queer; so I watched him.'

        
"At this moment a hand-grenade came whizzing upon the roof of the 
whare, and the 
raupo flared up.

        
"'Friend,' he says,' things are getting had. Hear the end of my tale that you may know I was the friend of Kariri. I set a watch on the 
whare of Kaimoana, seeing that I found him so queer, and behold they brought me this.' And he outs with the scrap of paper. 'Now,' he says, 'judge you, Pakeha, whether this is the writing of Kariri. I have done a good turn to the daughter of Kariri, and I meet death with my blundering Hauhaus.'

        
"And without another word he turned and went out of the 
whare, and I heard him singing out down the lanes. The hut was getting too hot for me by this time, so I cleared pretty smart myself, and, seizing a gun, 

mowed through 'em as best I could towards the Arawas, for I had a notion you were among 'em."

        
"This is a wonderful game," said Palliser; "but we seem to have the tricks at last. Come on."

        
"Where are you making for?" asked Foster.

        
"We're going to ram this tale down Kaimoana's throat, if he hasn't joined Te Katipo already in Reinga."

        
Taking hold of Ida's arm, Palliser picked his way among the black ruins of the 
whares, and between dead, unsightly bodies, towards the corner of the Maniapoto camp where he had last seen the old chief. He scarcely expected to find him alive, but was for the moment stirred by a great impulse of vengefulness towards this hoary ruffian. The fires in Puketea had now burnt low, and a dense smoke rising from the ashes filled the heaven. A silence brooded on the desolate scene, for the Arawas had broken across the plains in pursuit of the fugitive Hauhaus, and only the dead and the dying remained. Now and then the sight of a crawling, writhing wretch sent a shudder through Ida, or a dismal groan from out a pack of charred bodies made her breath catch with a gasp in her throat. They had not gone far when an old Maori woman wriggled out of a roofless hut in front, and spat savagely at them.

        
"What are you doing here, you accursed Pakehas?" she shrieked. "You have brought all this desolation upon us. We were happy till the white ships came, and the Pakeha devils. You have bought the Arawas with your gold. Curses on you! Where are my sons 

and grandsons, who sustained me? Where are those of the 
hapu of Hainguturu? All dead, all dead!" And bursting into a fit of weeping, she covered her face with her mat.

        
"God help her!" whispered Ida, shivering.

        
At the corner of the camp, in the heart of the black desolation between the smoking 
whares, they came upon a figure squatting with bent head upon the earth.

        
"It is Kaimoana," said Palliser quickly. "See!"

        
"Is he alive?" asked Foster.

        
They went a few steps closer to the figure, which sat folded in its mantle with the 
huia plume singed and drooping, and the grey hair sprinkled with ashes fallen from the ruins.

        
Kaimoana lifted his face from the wrappings and stared at the ground.

        
"Curse the foul Maniapoto," growled Foster.

        
Then running from the right came suddenly upon the scene one whom, on the instant, turning at the sound, they did not recognise. It was Aotea, with widely-dilated eyes, sunken cheeks, and bare tumultuous bosom. She trailed a broken musket by the bayonet, and dashed straight to Palliser.

        
"Where is Ihirua's murderer?" she cried, and her eyes were as those of one distraught.

        
"There he sits," said Palliser, pointing to the Maniapoto.

        
Aotea turned her wild gaze upon the motionless chief, and her shrunken frame trembled violently, so that the gun rattled upon the stones. Kaimoana moved not.

        


        
"Run him through!" said Foster angrily, to the Maori girl.

        
"For God's sake nothing before the child," cried Palliser hastily.

        
Aotea still stared at the chief, shaking like an aspen, and at last he looked up and his cavernous eyes rested upon her.

        
"What do you, daughter, among the enemies of our race?" he asked, in deep sepulchral tones.

        
Aotea made no sign.

        
"She is on a mission of vengeance," said Palliser, fixing a stern glance upon the Maniapoto. "She is come to slay the murderer of Ihirua, whom you slew with Kariri."

        
Kaimoana was silent for a time; then he said, "Is Ihirua dead and Kariri?"

        
"Why do you feign ignorance," said Palliser, "you who have slain them?"

        
Kaimoana turned his gaze upon the speaker.

        
"I have sat to see the end of my people and my hopes," he said, in a melancholy voice. "Why do you buzz about me like flies? I know nothing of Kariri and Ihirua."

        
"Salutations to you, O chief," said Palliser mockingly. "Listen. Many days ago you sent out and slew Ihirua for gold—for the gold of Kariri—to whom you pretended friendship. There was a message on the body of Ihirua, and you slew her and robbed her of the message which would give gold."

        
"The Pakeha, has a lying tongue. His words are 

foolishness," said Kaimoana, without the vestige of emotion.

        
"Does he lie?" said Palliser, his voice ringing with scorn. "Behold what was found in the 
whare of the great chief! Behold the message of Kariri which was on the body of Ihirua!"

        
He flaunted the scrap of paper in the face of the Maori, who gazed at him without blinking.

        
"Who has bolstered your tale up with lies?" he asked quietly.

        
"We know the truth. It was Te Katipo who found this in your 
whare. Your villainy is proved."

        
Kaimoana started and, putting forth a hand, took the paper, examining it carefully.

        
"Was it Te Katipo told you this?" he asked, with a curious intonation.

        
"Yes."

        
Kaimoana sat a long while wrapt in thought, and then glancing up, he addressed Aotea, who had not taken her eyes from him.

        
"Where is Ihirua, my daughter?"

        
"She is dead," cried Aotea mournfully. "I desire to find her murderer. On the night of the day on which Kariri was sick, and I nursed him, someone killed her. I saw her go into the dark night. I am looking for the murderer, I and Pariha."

        
"Did Te Katipo read what was written on this paper?" asked the chief.

        
"Te Katipo knows no English," said Palliser.

        


        
"Te Katipo knows the speech of the Pakeha," returned Kaimoana.

        
Palliser said nothing, but stared into the distance.

        
"Te Katipo told you a wonderful tale," continued the old man, "but it was wrong of him to tell you lies. He should not have said he found this paper in my 
whare. I know no English. What should I want with the paper? Te Katipo was unjust to me. He was a strong man and fought well, but he was a liar. He repaid me badly, for I befriended him when he fled from the Ngatiawas because of the woman Raurika. That was not good either. He came to me and they called him Parekura, which was a good name. He was a strong man, and he penetrated down into the Waikato when the war was there and the Kawana's soldiers were fighting the Waikatos. He came back to Matapihi with a band of Waikatos of a northern 
hapu. Their homes were broken up by the Pakehas at Patuka, and after Maungatautari they escaped to me; and they lived in Matapihi. I befriended them. When Te Katipo left, his Waikatos remained behind, but presently they, too, left. It was unjust of Te Katipo to spread this lying tale about me."

        
"Stay," said Palliser suddenly. "What is this about Waikatos? When did they leave Matapihi?"

        
"A moon ago, after the Pakeha himself came into Matapihi as a rat. On the same night they left."

        
Palliser fell to staring again at the horizon in the west, now bright with the sunlight.

        
"It was not good of Te Katipo," repeated the chief, 

in his deep basal notes. "But a man does not know all that is another's heart. It is true, daughter," he went on, regarding Aotea fixedly, "it is true that it is the duty of a sister to avenge the death of a sister. It is also the duty of the 
hapu. I say the death of Ihirua must be avenged by the 
hapu on the head of the murderer. I, Kaimoana, have said it."

        
"The murderer is dead," said Palliser suddenly, bringing his eyes back to the group.

        
Kaimoana made no answer.

        
A slight cry sounded from Palliser's left, and turning quickly, he saw Ida totter. He jumped forward and caught her.

        
"She has fainted," said Foster anxiously. "This is too much for her."

        
"Let us leave this place," said Palliser shortly.

        
They carried the unconscious girl out of the smoke and savour of death to the green hillside beyond the 
pah, where the cool morning air revived her; and then slowly descended the hill to the creek. Here they rested, a heavy gloom upon the party.

        
"What do you make of it all?" asked Foster presently. "Why do you say the murderer is dead?"

        
"I've been the tool," said the other, "of as crafty a scoundrel as ever stepped God's world. Even now I don't pretend to understand it. But one thing is clear to me at last. Te Katipo is the man we have been looking for."

        
"The murderer?"

        
"Ay, the hundred-faced rascal; even he. Kaimoana's 

innocence is written on his face. Idiot that I was, ever to have distrusted him and favoured the other."

        
"By gum this is a discovery."

        
With the pale girl beside them and Aotea motionless against a rock, the two pondered and considered the remarkable mystery that covered their task. Kaimoana's assertion that Te Katipo was acquainted with English had come as a first surprise to Palliser, wavering in his doubt of the ancient Maniapoto. Beholding the face and bearing of Kaimoana, by degrees he grew silent, his convictions fading, and a new suspicion tumescent in his soul. And slowly the truth uprose on him, not wholly clear, but suffused with dark obscurities; yet in the outline manifest and permanent. The mention of the Waikatos in Matapihi sent his thoughts back to the strange phenomenon of the Haunters, whose dead Matuku had recognised as of Waikato. What had these to do with Te Katipo, or with them whom they had fended to the death from evil assault? What did it all mean? Where was he to turn for the key of these mysteries inscrutable? Already he had convinced himself of Te Katipo's guilt; yet whence came a score of facts? Why had his Waikatos tracked them from the gates of Matapihi, warding them from innumerable ills, from perils in the bush, from death in a mountain dungeon, from certain annihilation in the swamp? Whither did this point? Why had the Hauhau himself preserved their lives and treated them with royal consideration? Why had he paraded the memory of Kariri as a buckler against their distrust? And why, finally, had 

he discharged this latest message on their heads when all was in oblivion, and their own suspicions befogged them? To this last question there seemed but two answers, whereof the one only was plausible. It was just possible that the Hauhau, nigh his latter end, had repented of the crime done upon a faithful friend; and ere disengaging himself from life and the associates of Caryll, had given back to them the clue for which they sought. At a stretch this hypothesis would cover also the care taken of them in their wanderings, the mystery of the Waikatos and his tenderness to his prisoners in Puketea. All these experiences, inconsistent with so gross a reputation, might yet have devolved from a troubled conscience. But there was another explanation possible, one which would deform Te Katipo into the devil he was publicly held to be. Had he given them this paper but to rejoice over their discomfiture, thinking they would proceed to Hine-te-ao for gold which was already in his own hands? It were the last device of the diabolic mind, and yet (so had his disposition changed) Palliser inclined to hold this of the alternatives. "But he is dead," he said, at last; "why trouble ourselves about him? Let the mysteries be done with. We are now for the coast, with a look-in at Hine-te-ao. That too is necessary, and it must be the last step in our expedition. Miss Caryll, as far as things are ever going to be cleared up, they will be on Hine-te-ao; after which silence, for Te Katipo, the only man who could tell us all, is dead."

        
"Will you go to this place?" asked Ida.

        


        
"Yes; I have my duty to perform. If the gold is there it is yours; if it is not, at least we may find something to tell us of your father's fate."

        
"I do not want the gold," she pleaded. "Let it alone. We have had enough misery and trouble. Poor Matuku is dead, and the 
pah is strewn with dead. I don't want the gold. Let us go back. My father, too, is dead."

        
"He is dead," answered Palliser. "Poor Caryll! There is no doubt of that, and therefore his last request is the more sacred to me. Miss Caryll, if the gold be there you shall have it to refuse or to accept. It is yours, and I will do all I promised by Lance Caryll's daughter."

        
"So help you God!" put in Foster earnestly.

        
"But you," went on Palliser, "have been overstrained. There is no need for you to come. You and Aotea can remain with the Arawas, who are the good friends of the English. Major Kotahi will take care of you, if he is alive; for it is impossible to say what has happened at present."

        
"I do not want you to go," murmured Ida.

        
"What's these coming over?" said Foster. "Arawas returning, I s'pose. Gosh, they look dished up."

        
"Hold on," said Palliser, "there's the Major himself."

        
He went forward to the point in the creek at which the Arawas were crossing, and greeted the victors.

        
"Salutations to you, Major. They will rejoice at this on the coast when I tell them of the valour shown at Puketea. You have cleared out a neat of spiders."

        


        
Kotahi showed his white teeth in a large smile, and the Arawas threw themselves among the tussocks and refreshed themselves in the flowing water. Puketea had been so utterly destroyed, and the Hauhaus so completely routed, that there was no fear of a second garrison on the hill, and Kotahi, whose following had been greatly diminished, had resolved to fall back to the north, and await reinforcements before pursuing his success any further. Palliser, being asked if he would accompany the force, shook his head.

        
"I have had enough, of fighting," he explained; "my stomach is not like the Arawas'. Besides, I have a Pakeha girl in my charge. But this I am anxious to do. I desire to trust you, Major, in the matter of the girl. Yonder she sits, and she is worn and tired. But it is necessary for me and my companions to go on a journey for a couple of days. Therefore she must he left behind."

        
"I will take care of her," said Kotahi promptly. "All Pakehas may trust me."

        
Palliser went back to Ida and told her upon what course he had decided, assuring her she was in the safest conduct with the loyal Kotahi.

        
"If you think it would be better—" she said.

        
"I think the journey would be too much for you. Besides—" he too broke off in his sentence, having a half-formed thought that Hine-te-ao might prove the kind of sepulchre abhorrent to a daughter.

        
"I would not be a drag on you," said she timidly.

        
"You are overstrung with all this butchery," he said. "It will be best for you."

        


        
She bowed her head a little, saying nothing.

        
"You are not afraid of the Arawas?" he asked.

        
"Oh, no," she answered, smiling. "I know they are friends. You will be back soon?"

        
"At the most in three days."

        
Foster all this time was chatting amiably with the Arawas as they came creeping back in detachments, exultant, though exhausted. Presently he came hurriedly back, while a party of Maoris including Kotahi began to ascend the hill.

        
"I've made a blunder, I suspect, old chap," he said contritely. "I let out about Kaimoana being in the 
pah. The poor old chap'll be stuck."

        
"Oh, save him!" cried Ida piteously.

        
Palliser darted over the tussocks after the Arawas, and disappeared from their view round a projecting buttress. In half an hour he rejoined them, and met Ida's entreating look with a smile.

        
"Kaimoana has gone," he said.
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Chapter XXI. 
The Finger of Ihirua.

        
"
The sooner it's over the better," said Palliser to Foster. "Start right away to-night."

        
"If you must go," said Ida, looking at him apprehensively.

        
"Little girl, it's our last hand in this game," said the ranger, turning away to Aotea.

        
Ida stood with her eyes upon the other, who smiled assuringly.

        
"I am sorry we have to leave you," he said. "You've been quite enough by yourself, but we hope to bring you news."

        
"Yes I felt afraid for the first time in the 
whare, and then came that dreadful time."

        
"I had a bad time till I found you, little girl, as Foster calls you; something must have guided me to the Hauhau's hut, if one believes in such things," he added, as ail after-thought.

        
"But I do," she answered, and then went on softly, "I wonder how many lives I owe to you. You must have saved all the nine, if I am as fully equipped as a cat," she said, with a little laugh.

        


        
"And I wonder how much—" he began, but did not complete his sentence.

        
In the evening the two Englishmen and Aotea left the rude Arawa encampment and filed up towards the pass. Ida accompanied them to the portals of that black gateway, where she bade them farewell.

        
"Kotahi has promised me to take care of you," said Palliser. "You will be good, and take care of yourself. We will soon be back."

        
"Yes," she said, with a nervous indecision in her voice. "And then?"

        
"Then, hey, for the north and home!"

        
She laughed a little uncertainly. "I hare no home," she said.

        
There was a pause; then, "Nor have I," he said curtly.

        
"Well," she went on, "we shall both be wanderers."

        
"And I, you must remember," said he, "am a sort of father to you by appointment."

        
"Oh, yes."

        
"Poor Lance Caryll! I should like to have seen him before he died, for the sake of old times."

        
"How long—?" she asked, and hesitated.

        
"Twelve years and more," he replied, answering her unfinished thought.

        
"I cannot quite think of you as my father's friend so long ago."

        
"Can't you I am getting old, and a hard life adds to one's years."

        
"You don't look old."

        


        
He laughed. "I don't feel it perhaps, but my life proves it. None but an old rough hand like myself would have spoken of you as I did when first we met."

        
"You mustn't refer to that," she said, her eyes twinkling a little. "You have expiated that sentence about the 'feminine element.'"

        
"You have forgiven me?" he said. "Women forgive everything. And you don't mind my having treated you as a child?"

        
"Since you do so no longer—no."

        
"You are not a child to me now," he said suddenly. "By no means. A child could not have faced all this. Miss Caryll," he said abruptly, "you must go back now. Good-bye."

        
She took his hand. "It seems a cold way of expressing one's thanks," she said, with some hesitation.

        
"As it's the only way, suppose you leave it alone," he suggested.

        
"Good-bye," she said simply. "Mr. Foster, good-bye, and you, too, poor Aotea. Good-bye all."

        
"Good-bye, little gel," said Foster, removing his battered hat. "Keep up your pluck; we'll be here some fine day at cockcrow."

        
She shifted her eyes from Foster to Aotea, and from Aotca to Palliser, on whom they rested irresolutely.

        
"Good-bye," she said, and turning, walked slowly back towards the hill of the White 
Pah.

        
They stood watching her for a moment, till she had passed out upon the tussocks, when Foster turned whistling to his swag. Palliser still looked after the 

dwindling form. It was strange how they had all grown in companionship together! It seemed now long years since he had been playing a lone hand in the reaches of Tauranga, and yet it was but a month ago. In so close a fellowship were he and his companions knit by their many sufferings that to see one going from them was to watch the stars shiver. He turned away as the figure vanished, and found Foster still at his swag.

        
"Are you ready?" he asked.

        
Foster looked up. "Oh, you're waiting for me, are you? Yes, I'm fit now to beard a hundred 
taipos—give the word."

        
"March, then," said Palliser.

        
After getting through the pass they kept along the old track by which they had formerly descended from Hine-te-ao, and in a couple of hours had reached their resting-place for the night.

        
"I think," said Palliser later, over his pipe, "that you were a little out when you called the girl a spitfire."

        
"Oh, think so, do you?" said Foster. "P'raps I was. Anyhow, she's a trump."

        
"She's stood this," said Palliser emphatically, "like one in a million,"

        
"You're right," said Foster, who seemed thoughtful. But he broke silence in a little with the air of one giving an explanation. "You see," said be, "I had the feeling all along that I was responsible in a kind of way for the little gel. Of course you're her natural guardian and that sort of thing, but somehow you didn't 

take kindly to it at first. So I thought I'd keep an eye on her. Not that gels are in my line, being only a ranger. But I did what I could. I wouldn't have harm come to her—well, for the gold old Caryll stowed away in Hine-te-ao. But, you see, all that's done now; and you've maybe noticed I ain't been particular attentive lately?"

        
He waited for an answer, and Palliser nodded.

        
"Well, that's clear enough. I ain't the sort to make two bites of a cherry, and I can generally tell a rose when I see it. So when the natural guardian turns up right face, old chap, it's my notice more or less to quit. Ain't that clear?"

        
Palliser laughed.

        
"You're a young chap yet, you know," said Foster, turning on hire, "for all your grave airs. Why, I top you by some years, I'll take odds on the boiling Hauhaus. No, you're young yet, take my tip for it."

        
Palliser got up and walked abruptly away, leaving his companion staring after him.

        
"Well," he said, turning to Aotea, "he's a good head, and as for arms I never see his equal at a pinch. But he's rum ways, my 
wahine."

        
Aotea leant towards him. "It is a full day to Hine-te-ao," she said. "At night shall I see the face of Ihirua. I desired, also, to see the face of the murderer. But someone has killed him and not I. I will go back to Matapahi and the 
kumara-fields. My mourning is not over. Matuku, too, is dead. The same hand killed 

Ihirua and Matuku, Friend, there is much death in the land. It is the time of weeping."

        
She rocked herself, moaning as only Maori women moan on the occasion of a 
tangi.

        
Palliser strode down the track restlessly, revolving strange thoughts. Night had fallen in a twinkling, and the bush rustled in the darkness about him. Stars came glimmering out in the thread of sky above, and the scene was at the summit of repose. Yet his thoughts ran a little wearisomely as he turned over the disappointments, the failures, the grotesque disillusionments of a wayward life. All these had been so familiar to him as to cause no surprise nor displeasure upon their appearance; he had, by the sheer necessity of time, discovered a 
modus vivendi not wholly distasteful, if of few generous reliefs, and this, or a little better, had filled his anticipations till the end. 'Twas not a life of pretensions, though free of the flatly ignoble uncultivated, sane, discomforting, and withal active and he had viewed it indifferently as one impervious to the laws of change, that make a way through all things. But had his faith so hardened alter all? and were there not revelations possible even for one so versed in natural change? Might, then, that vivid fire of hope and enthusiasm be recaught through a wonderful renewal, and the beliefless of many experiences be infused with the spirit of youth? These were questions be would have answered with a bewildered affirmative but that bald facts and plain reason bade him doubt. Perhaps, then, there was naught 'twixt him and his end, naught save 

the worn round of years. There was in his soul a new capacity, even a new desire hitherto unfelt upon the further side of thirty, but upon what should they be turned, in what wild vain use must they waste themselves? The hand of fate had fitted nothing to his economy, had left him to dovetail recklessly with chance, and the odds were heavily against the discovery of any correspondence.

        
He stood meditatively on the bush-verge oblivious of his environment, when suddenly he was aware of a sound, and looking across the path, saw a figure walking along it. With a start he recognised it, and stepping out, went forward.

        
"Whatever are you doing here, Miss Caryll?" he asked.

        
"Oh!" she said, drawing a deep breath. "I—at Pukutea—" and then hesitated in the utmost confusion.

        
"There's nothing gone wrong there?" said Palliser anxiously.

        
"No, nothing at all." She stopped again with a nervous laugh.

        
"Then, child, what have yon come here for?" asked he, in astonishment.

        
"Oh, I'm sure I can't say," she returned somewhat slowly, shrugging her shoulders. "I—well, I came to the conclusion, Mr. Palliser, that it was my duty to see the end."

        
"This," said Palliser, "is very characteristic of your sex."

        
"Please don't be rude," she returned, flushing.

        


        
Palliser said nothing, but walked beside her in silence, which at last she broke.

        
"You don't seem particularly glad to see me," she said lightly.

        
"Because I am silent?" he asked. "I was thinking what Kotahi will say when he finds you are gone tomorrow."

        
"I left him word that I was going," she said hastily.

        
"And I was thinking that three hours' walking by night in a country like this is not particularly wise for an unarmed young lady who is already fagged out."

        
"I'm all right now, and I've got one of your revolvers," she retorted.

        
Palliser laughed. "Then," said he, "I am delighted to see you, Miss Caprice, and I commend to your notice an early bed, in view of a long day to-morrow."

        
"I don't mind obeying that order," she responded cheerfully, as they came opposite the camping-place.

        
Foster was as much astounded as Palliser at the appearance of Ida, but after his first outburst of surprise he composed his face, and, throwing another log on the fire, said, "Well, I must say I ain't sorry you've come. It went much agin, me to leave you with the Arawas. We'll look after you, little gel, and if you can't get through to-morrow, by gum, we'll carry you." Later, too, ere they retired to rest, he muttered to his pipe, "This is quite old times again, saving for poor old thickhead, who's been wiped out."

        
Ida walked gallantly on the morrow, and so speedy was their pace that it soon became evident that they 

would reach the northern spur of Hine-te-ao before sunset. This was so much the better, as the daylight would be necessary for their investigations. Caryll's directions were plain and simple—it did not seem that it was possible to go wrong. Every topographical detail of the hiding-place was specified, so that the explorers should merely have to walk straight to it. It was nigh three after noon when they rounded the northerly spur of the mountain, and drew up for a short halt. Palliser took the scrap of paper from his pocket.

        
"It is here we make our start," he said. "I imagine it is only the question of a mile or so from this spot. Here are the directions once more.

        
"'
Three feet in the heart of the only hollow at the base of the south wall of the limestone strait, which lies midway between the first and the second cave beyond the fall going from the east upon the northern face of Hine-te-ao, twenty miles by the south road from Matapiki.'

        
"Now, this spur I take to be the limit of the east, and hence we count going westward from here. There is the dropping sun to guide us. The first duty is to find the fall from this point."

        
Very shortly afterwards they came upon a small creek rushing down a steep slope into the forest below.

        
"This," said Foster, "looks like a fall somewhere. What about that gully to the left?"

        
"The very place," exclaimed Palliser, "though there's no sound of a cascade."

        


        
They mounted out of the scrub into a clearer slope, and, rounding the corner of a rise behind which a steep gulch spread out from precipitous cliffs, came face to face with a waterfall.

        
"The caves!" said Foster eagerly, Ida fastened her glistening eyes upon Palliser's face.

        
"'
Midway between the first and the second cave,'" said he. "That should be easy. See, it is all limestone just about here."

        
They were moving upon a gentle slope covered thickly with scrub above the dark face of the bush. A lofty vertical wall of yellow cliff rose on their left to the height of one hundred feet, and it was at the base of this they were creeping carefully.

        
Presently Foster gave a cry.

        
"We've hit it!" he said, "and a mighty comfortable cave, too, in wet weather."

        
Passing the yawning mouth of the black cavern, Ida shivered slightly.

        
"It does not look comfortable to me," she said.

        
Foster ran on in advance, and Palliser, too, quickened his steps, and was followed by the two girls. Then Foster, who had vanished in the scrub in front, reappeared, waving his hat.

        
"Found!" he shouted.

        
"Oh!" said Ida, turning to Palliser, "what will be found here? Is it only gold or——"

        
"Miss Caryll," returned he, stopping and facing her gravely, "I have told you that I don't think there is any possibility of your father being alive. Just think.

        


        
No, you must throw away all hopes, except, perhaps, the hope of learning how and where he died. Do not let this affect you too much. And, after all, it may be, and probably is, nothing. Come, Aotea," he said in Maori.

        
Passing into the scrub into which Foster had plunged, they turned a corner in the mountain, and saw before them a curious formation of the limestone. A huge fragment of the stone stood out apart from the mountain, separated from the main body by a narrow channel. The detached island rose almost to as great a height as did the mainland, and the strait between the two was crowded thickly with 
manuka and other bushes.

        
"Undoubtedly the strait of the letter," said Palliser, when they had come up with. Foster, and stood regarding the place.

        
"Read the last directions."

        
"'
Three feet in the heart of the only hollow at the base of the south wall of the limestone strait,'" read Palliser. "This, then, is the south wall; where is the hollow?"

        
"Here!" cried Foster excitedly.

        
Both stooped to the ground. The height of the overshadowing cliffs somewhat darkened the strait, yet there was plainly visible a rude natural recess at the base of the vertical wall. Three feet below this alcove was the place assigned in poor Caryll'a note.

        
"Dig," said Foster briefly.

        
Ida looked on breathlessly while the two men cut up the earth with their axes, and excavated with their hands; 

and Aotea sat staring at the rocks as though Ihirua should make a sudden apparition from this hollow grave. They worked continuously, and in time the hole was deepened to three feet without result. Still they plied their implements.

        
"Nothing," said Palliser at last.

        
"Nothing," assented Foster, sweeping the perspiration from his forehead.

        
"I am not sorry," said Ida, with a sigh of relief. "I can't bear the thought that this expedition should end only in gold. 'Twas not for that I came."

        
"Well, I candidly confess I'm disappointed," said Palliser, "though there was but the merest chance of finding it here all along. When I heard Te Katipo knew English, and was resolved that he was the author of the outrage, I had practically no hopes."

        
"Can't say I had none," said Foster. "But it's all up. This here's been dug out two months ago, and the blackguard's dead that done it."

        
Aotea, seeing they had ceased from their work, lifted her eyes for the first time from the alcove, and let them travel slowly across the faces of her companions. They were standing, the two men leaning upon their axes, and she, squatting midway between the cliff and the scrub that lined the strait, regarded them with a dull, melaucholy stare. Her glance fell last upon Ida, who stood toward the bushes, and its piteousness struck her with sympathy,

        
"Poor Aotea," she murmured to Palliser.

        
Obeying the intonation of her voice, he looked at 

the Maori, whose eyes were resting upon the bushes immediately behind them.

        
"Good heavens!" he said, "what is the matter with the girl?"

        
Foster turned, too, at this exclamation. Aotea had started from her squatting attitude, and, bent forward upon her knees, was staring with wide eyes of horror and fear at the bushes.

        
"What is it what is it?" cried Palliser in astonishment, glancing hastily over his shoulder, but seeing nothing in the shadowed pass.

        
A long low wail burst from the Maniapoto, and crawling upon her knees, she moved towards the scrub, trembling violently.

        
"What, in the devil's name, have we here?" asked Palliser.

        
Foster sprang to the bushes upon which Aotea's eyes were fixed.

        
"Devil's name, by gum, yes," he cried. "It's a skeleton."

        
Ida's hand shook as she took hold of Palliser's arm. He put her gently aside.

        
"Stay here," he said soothingly "don't let it hurt you. It may be nothing."

        
Then he went forward to Foster's side. Certainly it was a skeleton, but at a glance he saw it was not that of his old friend. It was much too small, and its construction prohibited the belief that it was the skeleton of a man. He pushed quite close in excitement, and inspected it narrowly. Yes, this had been 

once a Maori woman; assuredly this was the last poor relic of Ihirua. He turned to Aotea, who had crept nearer, and was crouching at his feet waiting, waiting with the fearful patience of the afflicted of fate.

        
"It is too late, Pariha," she said; "the murderer slays in the darkness. Night is over all. Yet I am glad to know this and to see the body of Ihirua again. Enough, let me be."

        
"Ihirua!" echoed Foster. "How does she know this is Ihirua?"

        
"Hush, let her alone," said Palliser. "This is a sorry discovery. I'm very sorry for this," he repeated, and turned away to Ida. "There is nothing there," he whispered to her. "Only Ihirua."

        
Ida shuddered. "I knew we were on the threshold of a discovery," she whispered back; "and there is worse. Yes," she continued, as Palliser shook his head, "worse, I say. What do those poor bones mean there? Why are they here? My father has been here. There is worse, I am sure. Hush!"

        
Aotea's dry-eyed horror had given way to a melting grief, and she was wailing loudly at the feet of the skeleton, her sobs echoing down the quiet pass.

        
"Let me see," said Ida fearfully. "I had better see."

        
"Then give me your arm."

        
She put her hand trustfully into his keeping, and went over to the melancholy mourner with a scared look upon her face. Somehow the stillness and silence of 

that narrow strait, and the shadow that brooded over it, and their remoteness from human kind, all touched her with a sense of awe, and the presence of a great mysterious tragedy oppressed her. Standing by Aotea she peered into the bushes. The skeleton was planted upon the ground at the very verge of the 
manuka, propped upright by a bush at the back. By exposure it had grown so discoloured that, standing as it did in the shadow, it was not very prominent against the sombre green; and that was the reason they had failed to discover it at first.

        
"See," said Palliser. "Here are the remains of a Maori mat. This is Ihirua."

        
But Ida's gaze was steadfast upon the grinning skeleton, the mockery of God's handiwork; she stared as under a grim infatuation.

        
"Come away," whispered Palliser, as Aotea's droning dirge ceased for a space.

        
"No," she answered. "Look at that hand. What keeps it up like that?"

        
Palliser looked at the long grey bones reaching outward, the twisted knuckles and the index finger stretched into the air. His eyes followed them. Suddenly he sprang forward.

        
"By Jove!" he said. "The arm is propped up artificially."

        
"What is it? Oh, what is it?" asked Ida nervously.

        
Foster ran to them. "The finger points," he said.

        
"Look! what is it? Where does it point?"

        
"By gum, there's something behind this," said 

Foster. "The arm points at the wall above the recess."

        
"Come," said Palliser, with a subdued excitement. "Let us explore further."

        
They ran across the dozen yards to the wall, and putting their faces close to the stone, scrutinised it eagerly.

        
"Figures! figures! figures!" cried Foster.

        
Palliser fell back suddenly, and the pupils of his eyes were roundly dilated.

        
"I see it now, at last," he said, in a voice in which deliberation struggled with wonder, and excitement with both. "I see the whole hideous crafty plot. Lord, what a devil that man was!"

        
"What do you see?" asked Ida.

        
"These figures, Miss Caryll," said Palliser solemnly, "are the last work of your dead father. You were right. There was something more to come. He and Ihirua reached the place where he had hidden the gold in safety, and reached it before the murderer who stole the paper. They dug up the gold, and he removed it to another place. Ihirua died ere this was done—died of her wound. But Caryll succeeded in hiding his treasure again, and then, in case I should ever come upon this place, wrote mo this message upon the wall. Here is his message to us."

        
Ida stared at the figures.

        
"I cannot read them," she said, in low tones. "They are strange to me."

        
"Yes," said Palliser. "They are Greek characters."

        


        
"Greek!" echoed Ida and Foster together.

        
"Greek; that when the murderer came he would be unable to learn the secret. That secret is now in our grasp."

        
Foster and Ida stared again at the letters, and Palliser went a little nearer and examined them more attentively. They were roughly cut with a knife upon the soft limestone, and the whole inscription ran thus:—
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Chapter XXII. 
At Sunset.

        
"
See," continued Palliser, "the words are English, but most of the letters are Greek. Set into English sounds it reads, '
Crevice under third cabbage-tree-past red face rock; westward.' And then there is what was evidently an after-thought, cut less distinctly, but in larger letters."

        
"What is it?" asked the girl.

        
"'
Remember Ida,'" replied Palliser gravely, looking her full in the face. "It is Caryll's last whisper in my ear."

        
The colour started into her cheeks, and then her eyes grew misty.

        
"You have done that," she said, "both of you."

        
"We will finish our duty, then," he answered.

        
"Here are the directions we have to go by, and they sound clear enough. Come, it's getting late; in little more than an hour the sun will be down."

        
Foster, who had scarcely taken his eyes from the letters, now turned to Palliser.

        
"This," said he, laying his hand upon them, and 

nodding with emphatic confidence, "this is Miss Caryll's fortune—that's what this is."

        
"Oh, fortune!" cried Ida reproachfully.

        
"But your friend Caryll," he went on, "must ha' been a precious smart chap, by gum, to think o' this trick. How the old hypocrite must ha' sworn when he came here and found the loot gone. Smart he was, but he had a smarter man against him."

        
"Yes," said Palliser; "smart he was, but you don't yet realise how smart. He wasn't cornered by this, not he. By the Lord, I've never come across a 'cuter nigger, nor a white man neither, for the matter of that. Miss Caryll," he said, turning to her, "you never heard what happened at Puketea. Gad, the brute was a mighty fine actor. I can find it in my heart to pity him that his plans were frustrated by a misadventure."

        
With that he related to them the story of the figures upon the white wall in the pass, astonishing them with the subtlety of Te Katipo. For, at a glance, the moment that the nature of Caryll's sculptured message was apparent to him, the Greek letters in the pass had flashed back upon his mind, and the design of the Hauhau was revealed. Finding himself frustrated in the matter of the gold, and unable to decipher the message which he realised would convey him the secret, he had copied the markings with the intention of obtaining an interpretation from some Paheka. But now the craft of this arch-schemer was manifest in all its details, and looking back upon the intricate system upon which he had worked, Palliser 

could not marvel too much at his terrible ingenuity. It seemed now to him that, from the outset of his expedition, he had been at the service and mercy of this Hauhau; all along he had but been playing into the diabolical hands by the means of as gross a plot as man could devise. As he reflected upon the mysteries and surprises, the many strange experiences of their journey, it became clear they had their origin in the brain of Te Katipo. The Maori's plan in its naked essentials had been simple. To be put in possession of the gold, he desired a translation of the inscription. Now this, as was well known to him, was set out for the instruction of Caryll's friend from the coast, who had responded to the desperate appeal, and was on his way to Matapihi. His object, then, should be to obtain possession of this Pakeha, and from him learn the meaning of the letters. Accordingly, as Palliser now saw with ever-growing clearness, all his plans were laid to bring the body of the Pakeha within his power, and that by no violence which would destroy confidence, but gently and seductively, as to an intimate of the dead man. At Matapihi his devilish cunning had first begun to work. Palliser could not doubt, after all the revelations, that he had instructed the Waikatos, of whom Kaimoana had spoken, to shepherd the wanderer's footsteps to the Hauhau country. All those strange occurrences, those sensations of being followed, that rescue from the pit, that bloody fight in the slough, resulted from the desire of Te Katipo to secure his person unharmed, and his consequent order that the Waikatos should protect him. It 

was possible, too, that the fragment of Caryll's letter pinned to the tree was of Te Katipo's contrivance; nay, it was only too probable. The Waikatos might have forcibly seized him and dragged him to their master's presence, but this would have aroused his suspicions, and have prohibited that friendliness upon which the Hauhau relied for his base purpose. And his manœuvres had succeeded, though his instruments had failed, and the white bones of the Waikatos were bleaching in the swamp. The party had unwittingly fallen into the hands of the evil Hauhau; they had come under his power, and in the most serviceable of fashions, suspecting him to be the faithful friend of Caryll. Palliser could not but admire the craft with which he had set about reading this riddle; posing for the nonce as one bitten with the hunger of knowledge, not betraying too keen, an appetite, nor embracing all demands in a day, but gently insinuating himself toward his object. And what a trifle had stepped between him and it! Had it not been for the accidents which induced them to withdraw their 
parole, Te Katipo would have learnt all he required, and his captives, if all were true of him, had been brushed from his web as useless carrion. Contemplating this past possibility, from which but a caprice had turned them, Palliser shuddered, with his eyes upon the fair face of the English girl. But all the malignant plans had failed, and the schemer, inert and formless, was himself carrion upon the crags of Puketea, or the sport of a roaring creek.

        
"Come," he said, once more. "Let us do what we 

have to do, and begone from here. I shall not be sorry to turn my face northwards."

        
"Nor I," said Ida. "Let us go—let us go directly—directly we have seen——"

        
She left her sentence incomplete, but they knew upon what her mind was running, for she no longer repudiated her inheritance, but went tremblingly forward in obedience to the message which, had conveyed so tender a thought of her. Aotea, hanging her head in silence, answered to Palliser's motion, and followed with a firm and steady tread. She had wept till she could draw tears no longer from her eyes, and, having accomplished the faithful duty, was mute and mechanical.

        
"We have plain words for this direction," said Palliser. "We are to find the third cabbage-tree past the red face of the rock on the west, and in a crevice below it—there is the gold. Now, it's fairly probable that this is no distance away, for Caryll wouldn't have troubled to do more than shift it away to some other hole; distance would make no difference in security."

        
"I'm thinking," said Foster, in lower tones, "that he was mighty anxious for you to strike this Greek business."

        
"Naturally, but——"

        
"Hush! You see, I ain't over particular myself; but, good gummy, I wouldn't like the cold-blood job of sticking a corpse's fingers at the writing, specially if the corpse was as good as my wife. Don't say anything to her."

        


        
"It, was desperation," said Palliser.

        
"Maybe, but—gosh, the red rock!"

        
He broke off abruptly, and the others followed the direction of his eyes. There could be no doubt of it: yonder was the red rock.

        
They were walking upon a slight, incline above the base of the mountain, and a hundred yards beyond the verge of the dark bush. A good deal of scrub surrounded them, and the soil was covered thickly with loose stones, which rattled under their feet. Otherwise there was quietude over all.

        
"The cabbage-trees are quite close together," said Palliser to Foster. "I can see four at least."

        
He glanced at Ida, and observing her colour paling, drew her arm within his. When they came to the tree he felt her shrink away and stopped.

        
"Sit down," he said. "You need go no further. Foster and I will do the rest. Sit, Aotea. Miss Caryll——"

        
"H'st!" called Foster, in excitement." There is a cave here."

        
Palliser held up his hand as though for silence, and disposed the two girls in a little bush-grown gully.

        
"Wait!" he said to Ida. "Don't stir. We will be back shortly. Courage, child. It is nothing."

        
With these words he left her, and went quickly forward to Foster, who stood by the bare column of the 
ti-tree.

        
"There's what looks like the entrance to a tidyish 

cave down there," said the ranger mysteriously. "Had you better keep the little gel away?"

        
"Yes; that is done," replied the other, and jumping down the rocks, made at once for the spot which. Foster had indicated with his finger.

        
Some twelve feet below the tree was a fissure in the mountain side, about six feet long and two or three feet in width. Pushing through the gap Palliser and his companion disappeared into the darkness. The passage was some twelve feet through, and was so narrow at points that a man entering scraped upon either wall; but beyond, the cave opened out into more spacious dimensions, though at first the supreme darkness prevented them from perceiving its size.

        
"Have you a match?" whispered Palliser, as the ranger struggled to his side. Insensibly the darkness caused him to lower his voice, and Foster answered on the same pitch.

        
"Yes."

        
He struck it upon his breeches, and the flare illumined the cavern, dazzling their eyes for a moment. They were in a small vault of square formation, and low in the roof, jagged and uneven upon all the walls. A projecting ledge, rising out of the floor to the height of three feet, excluded a view of the parts beyond.

        
"There's nothing here," said Palliser. "Let us go over."

        
The match went out, and, groping in the blackness, they scrambled over the rough ledge to the further side.

        


        
"Now, another match," said Palliser.

        
Foster lighted a second, and the light streamed feebly upon the walls.

        
"Look!" he cried, the next moment. "The girl was right."

        
Palliser looked, and saw in one corner a fragmentary skeleton covered with patches of old cloth. He went forward and examined it, Foster leaning over his shoulder.

        
"Yes," he said presently, his Voice ringing sepulchrally in that hollow place; "it is all that is left of poor Lance Caryll. It is well she didn't come. Here are the tattered remains of European clothing; he must have died shortly after he reached this spot."

        
"The gold?" said Foster.

        
"There is none here; nothing but the skeleton."

        
"That's strange," returned Foster, "since he actually did get here. What do you make of it?"

        
Palliser shook his head, still regarding the skeleton sadly.

        
"I don't know," he said, "unless it has been stolen."

        
"But how?"

        
Palliser did not reply. The sight of those bones, now fallen into disorder, but once the fabric of a man, and that man his friend, touched him nearly, accustomed as he was to gross sights. It was lying in a recumbent attitude, the skull against a peak of the wall, one hand stretched out upon the ground with spread fingers, as though guarding a treasure.

        


        
"Do you see that?" whispered Foster. "The gold has been here."

        
The match, burning to its end, scorched his fingers and dropped to the floor. Lighting another, he turned and threw a glance round the chamber.

        
"Who, in Heaven's name, is that?" he cried, suddenly seizing Palliser's arm.

        
Crouched, with bent head, in the opposite corner from the grim skeleton, Palliser saw the figure of a man, with his arms clutching his knees and a burden upon them. As the light glimmered on the object he uttered an exclamation,

        
"The madman!"

        
Foster bounded forward. "It is the madman!" he said; "and, by the Lord! with the gold."

        
Palliser joined him, and stooped forward.

        
"Dead!" he said. "Dead, I should fancy, a full day." He paused and straightened himself. "Poor devil!" he said, "poor devil!"

        
"It's the gold, sure enough, in kits," said Foster, after further silence. "What are we to do?"

        
"It's brought no good, this accursed gold," said Palliser. "Perhaps Miss Caryll was right; it should have been left in the heart of the mountain. Anyhow, we have it now, and——" He broke off. "Pah! how unearthly and sickly this pace smells. Let us get into the fresh air a moment."

        
He stumbled over the rocks toward the entrance, which showed as a thin line of light upon the side of the vault, and entering the narrow passage groped his 

way outwards. As he did so the light suddenly faded, us though the sun were overcast. Immediately afterwards he struck his head against a peak of rock, and reeling from the pain of the blow, staggered forward into the mouth of the fissure and came face to face with a human figure!

        
A cry broke from him. Was it indeed Te Katipo? In the horror of the recognition Palliser started back involuntarily into the passage, and, as he did so, the figure raised its arm and a report echoed among the rocks. A bullet whistled by his head, and instinctively falling to the ground, ho crept in on hands and knees. This impulse was most fortunate, for shot followed after shot, and he heard the bullets striking upon the rocky walls, and the reports swelling into continuous reverberations in the cavern beyond. Reaching the vault he crawled up against Foster, running forward in alarm at the noise.

        
"Man! man!" he cried, "the devil's out of hell again. Draw, draw, for God's sake. Te Katipo!"

        
"What?" yelled Foster.

        
"Te Katipo alive, and with all the fiends behind him, I've no doubt! Fire! fire! It will show we can speak in his own tongue."

        
Foster levelled his revolver down the passage and fired, and a cry went up.

        
"Stopped someone," he said. "Pray the Lord it be Satan himself."

        
"No such luck, I'm afraid," returned Palliser. "I begin to believe in the Hauhau superstition that he is invulnerable."

        


        
"He must have escaped that fall from Puketea," said Foster. "But how does he come here?"

        
"Hush! be ready. I see it all now; but be ready. Beelzebub was a fool to him. Fire!"

        
Again Foster's revolver rang out, and once more there was a cry and a thud in the passage.

        
"This is famous," said Palliser; "we can hold this till—till they smoke us or starve us out."

        
"But the little gel——?" said Foster suddenly.

        
"They're hidden in the gully," answered the other slowly. "They may not find them, unless they saw us arrive. Well, it's the treasure Te Katipo wants, not the women."

        
"How did he get here?"

        
"Why, don't you see, this is his very last move in the game? What do you think made him hand you over the paper he stole from Ihirua? It was not pure love of us, you may bet. Nor was it a surrender on his part; that is equally evident, now. Why, then?"

        
"Why?"

        
"Simply, that having failed to get me to interpret the writing, he thought, if I had Caryll's directions, I would go to the limestone strait, and there read it for myself."

        
"Well?"

        
"Well, if he followed he would be able to track us to the place to which Caryll had removed the gold."

        
Foster started.

        
"That man's a devil," he said. "There ain't no 

miss there; and now he's got his Hauhaus outside waiting on us."

        
"Precisely; and we've got at most an hour or so to live, for that he means no mercy may be reckoned from that volley turned on me. No; the game's up for us, and as for the women——"

        
Palliser shuddered, and ground his teeth.

        
"By heaven!" swore Foster, "he shan't have them."

        
At this moment the silence was broken by a sudden volley, and a shower of bullets rattled down the passage.

        
"That's your answer," said Palliser quietly.

        
Immediately the line of light upon the wall was darkened, and bending forward, he tired through, the fissure, A body fell half-way into their retreat, and stirred not.

        
"That will teach him wisdom," said he, spurning it with his foot. "Let us kill while we can—curse them."

        
Thereafter was silence for the space of five minutes, and then Foster spoke. "I see, now, the business about the corpse's finger."

        
Palliser nodded. "Yes; it was the Hauhau."

        
Foster swore profusely, and sent another shot at random down the passage.

        
"Be careful," said Palliser. "Don't lose a shot. Watch the light, and that will guide us."

        
At that instant arose a faint and distant cry. Both started.

        
"This is the worst," cried Palliser fiercely; and stepping into the fissure, ran recklessly to the end. At 

the verge he stayed a short second. "This is the finish," he muttered, "Come!"

        
Foster's eyes were rolling, but he made no answer, only, putting his teeth together, tightened his belt at a movement, and then both men swept out upon the slant. There were no Maoris visible in the open, but turning in the direction of certain noises, they saw to the right a hundred paces a group of twelve or fifteen Hauhaus standing about the English girl. A big Maori had seized her skirt in one hand, holding her tightly, while two others were advancing their bayonets toward her breast in a menacing manner. Te Katipo himself leant peacefully against a rock, regarding the proceedings impassively.

        
Foster and Palliser ran at top speed along the declivity, lined on the upper side by rocks, and on the lower by the thick brushwood. Seeing the Hauhaus to all appearance upon the point of thrusting their bayonets into the girl, they shouted wildly, hoping to create a diversion, and dashed on together almost abreast. All this happened in a few seconds. At their cry Te Katipo glanced round and whistled, and at once a discharge of guns came out of the bushes below. Without a sound Palliser fell forward upon his face. Foster ran on shouting. Immediately there rose a woman's shriek, and Foster, as he fired barrel after barrel of his revolver into the astounded Hauhaus, upon whom he ran foaming, was vaguely conscious through the smoke of skirts flashing past him. His one clear thought was to seize Ida, and make for the 

bush, and as the smoke cleared, and his axe was swung backward for the onslaught, he glanced across his shoulder, and saw to his astonishment the girl bent beside the fallen Palliser. At the sight he hesitated, so unprepared was he for this sudden change; and at that moment Te Katipo ran up, and grinning in his face, levelled a gun at him. There was a loud shout in the distance, from beyond the bodies of Palliser and Ida; the Hauhau started and fell back, staring over Foster's head. The ranger turned also, and looked toward the sound. Round an angle in the cliff was pouring a thin stream of Maoris.

        
"Trapped on all sides!" he cried.

        
Meanwhile Ida—who, on seeing Palliser fall to the fire of the ambush, had wrenched herself free of the retaining Hauhau, and dashed across to him—was leaning over his prostrate body, wringing her hands, and clasping his face to hers, in alternate spasms of despair and tendernesa. She had no thought of the surrounding dangers, but was chafing the clenched hands distractedly; when suddenly the firing ceased, and he she took for dead raised himself upon one arm and faced down the slope toward the new-comers, who were rushing up with hoarse, excited cries.

        
"Maniapotos," he murmured. "Faithful old Kaimoana. "We're not under yet."

        
"Thank God!" said Ida, bursting into tears, as she drew him back upon her bosom. "Thank God! thank God!"

        
Palliser turned his face a little, and his eyes glistened.

        


        
"Is it you?" he whispered. "Then your sweet face was no dream—no dream."

        
She bent her lips to his ears. "Are you hurt?" she whispered tremulously.

        
He smiled. "Not while you are with me, little girl."

        
"By this the Maniapotos had passed them, and were halted upon the ridge that faced the Hauhaus. Foster, standing between the lines, bewildered and uncertain, at last recognised Kaimoana. In a Second he had sprung to him, and, waving his arm, shouted vehemently, in rude Maori,

        
"Maniapotos, here is the man. See! see! Take him. Fire, you fools! This is the murderer of Ihirua of your 
hapu."

        
He caught Kaimoana by the arm, gesticulating wildly, and pointing at the Hauhaus, who remained silent, grouping together in amazement.

        
Kaimoana leaned upon his gun.

        
"I hear, Pakeha," he said.

        
"Man!" cried Foster, "you swore to kill this dog! You swore to avenge the death of the daughter of your tribe, There he stands. Shoot!"

        
"I hear, Pakeha," said the chief again.

        
Te Katipo came out from among his retainers, and advanced to them, with an ugly smile on his face.

        
"Greetings, friend," said he. "I thought you were dead in Puketea, which the Arawas overran. Why would you not escape with me? "

        
Kaimoana stared him steadily in the face.

        
"Who are you that talks to me of friendship?" he 

replied stonily. "Why have you slain the daughter of my tribe, and destroyed my 
mana by robbing my Pakeha? Why have you lied to the Pakehas about me, telling shameful tales?"

        
Te Katipo waved his hand.

        
"Why do you listen to the babble of miserable Pakehas?" said he. "It is enough that a Maori should deal with a Maori, without any Pakeha's interference. I am a wise man, and will not talk of such, things while there are such lying rats about. Kill the rats, and then we will talk," and he pointed his gun significantly at Foster.

        
"Peace!" said Kaimoana sternly. "Justice shall be done. If justice is not done, how shall the Maori say, 'I am able to become a nation'? Where there is no justice there is no nation. Peace, I say. You shall render me a return for the evil you have done in killing one of my 
hapu, and destroying my 
manu."

        
A frown gathered on. Te Katipo's face. He glanced over his shoulder towards his men, and then ran his eyes along the Maniapoto ranks, as though measuring the forces.

        
"This is nonsense," he said, at length. "I am willing to talk sense, but not nonsense. What is it you want?"

        
"I desire vengeance for what I have said."

        
"I am innocent of these things," returned Te Katipo lightly. "If a Maori takes the word of a Pakeha rather than that of a Maori, it is absurd. There is no nation when the Maoris do not trust one another."

        


        
"I have come for vengeance," said. Kaimoana. "I have tracked you hither from Puketea for vengeance."

        
"It is ridiculous," said Te Katipo again. "I will prove to you my innocence. I know nothing of these charges. My men will prove my innocence. See; I will bring witnesses, after the fashion of the Pakehas. I will show you how foolish you have been to believe this."

        
He turned, and went slowly back to the Hauhaus.

        
"Shoot the dog," said Foster excitedly. "Don't trust, him; he is a devil."

        
Kaimoana said nothing, but was watching the retreating figure. Te Katipo, upon joining his men, called loudly upon someone, and immediately a big Maori stepped from the herd, and fell into conversation with him.

        
"He is bringing a witness," said one of the Maniapotos.

        
"Don't trust him; he is a devil," cried Foster.

        
Meanwhile Te Katipo and the big Maori were moving very slowly in advance of their fellows, as though toward the Maniapotos, halting now and then in close conversation. When they were nigh half-way between the two forces, a soft voice struck on Foster's ear, calling—

        
"Beware! beware! Look, Mr. Foster, look!"

        
On the instant turning with the Maniapoto towards the sound, he beheld Ida, risen from beside Palliser, pointing down the slant, where could be seen a number of Maoris creeping up the hillside toward the bushes overhanging the cavern. These were obviously the 

ambushed party of Hauhaus who had shot Palliser, and their intention was at once clear: they were endeavouring to effect a surprise in the rear of the Maniapotos.

        
"I told you so," shouted Foster. "He is a devil."

        
But his voice was drowned in a volley, for Te Katipo, seeing that his plan was discovered, threw himself flat upon the ground with his companion, signalling at the instant to his men; who, discharging upon the Maniapotos, rushed with fierce cries toward them. Te Katipo, springing to his feet, joined the band as it swept over him, and the Maniapotos, hurriedly levelling their guns, shot somewhat aimlessly at their assailants.

        
Then ensued a furious conflict, hand to hand, to the most horrible sounds and discords. The Hauhaus in the rear, coming up with a rush, flung themselves upon the foe, and the battle surged now one way, now the other.

        
Ida, crouching once more in the rocky way, with Palliser's head upon her breast, watched the fierce fight with a beating heart. The fallen man, whose wound she had tended with her best skill, lay feebly conscious, opening his eyes and closing them drowsily.

        
"How does the fight go?" he murmured.

        
"I can make out nothing clearly," she answered softly. "There is nothing but smoke and men struggling, and axes—ah! and men down. Nothing but a terrible 
mêlée. But I can see Mr. Foster," she went on, with a start. "He is fighting. I don't care to look." He seemed to murmur something, and bending her ear to listen, she faintly caught her name repeated time after time.

        


        
"Ida!" he whispered. "Ida! Ida!"

        
She bowed over him, weeping, and her tears falling on his face seemed to rouse him, for his eyes opened and fixed upon the scrub below.

        
"What's that?" he asked, in a louder whisper.

        
She followed his gaze, and started as the bushes moved, but the next second she exclaimed,

        
"It is Aotea."

        
"Poor Aotea," murmured Palliser.

        
The bushes closed again, and Aotea vanished.

        
Then there was a long silence for the two, and only the hideous din of the fight reached Ida's ears.

        
"How is it going?" he asked again.

        
Ida looked and gave a little cry.

        
"They are beating them—the Maniapotos are driving them down into the scrub. But—" she paused, and put her arm round him. "They are coming this way," she whispered." They are driving them towards us. Hush!" she said tremulously; "do not move—do not move. I will protect you."

        
"Dearest," he murmured, "dearest!"

        
She drew the revolver from his belt, and putting her left arm about him, half turned to the battling Maoris.

        
Step by step the Hauhaus were being thrust from the open ground towards the scrub, and Ida could see the familiar forms of Foster and Kaimoana towering in the forefront of the fight. Near fifty paces from them the Kgatiawas rallied, and Te Eatipo, fighting like a fiend, threw himself upon the enemy.

        
The Maniapotos, massing round their chief, raised 

their war-cry, and bore down upon the few remaining Hauhaus, Foster's voice ringing high above all. Axe met axe, and spear met spear—then the Hauhaua turned and scattered towards the lower slopes.

        
"They fly! they fly!" cried Palliser, raising himself on Ida's knee.

        
She made no answer but, holding her revolver firmly, waited till the retreating Maoris came abreast of them. The foremost Ngatiawas took no notice of the recumbent figures, but slipped hastily into the bushes. Ida drew a deep breath of relief. Then out of the flying column stalked a form she knew too well. Involuntarily she cried,

        
"Te Katipo!"

        
"Te Katipo!" echoed Palliser, as he closed his eyes in weariness.

        
Te Katipo, swerving a little in his flight, made straight for them, a long spear glittering in his hands. It seemed to Ida that an evil smile lighted his face, and that his teeth gleamed white as he ran. She rose to her knees as he approached, levelling her weapon with a hand that trembled not.

        
"We will not die within an ace of victory," cried her heart, nerving her poor woman's arm.

        
Te Katipo raised his spear, but she only saw his ugly smile and the straight weapon in her hand. Then suddenly there was a cry in the bushes to her left, and someone dashed swiftly out—there was a sharp crack, and the Hauhau reeled and staggered. Glancing mechanically aside, Ida saw Aotea—for a moment erect and 

triumphant, a pistol reeking in her hand; then prone beneath the axe of a flying Hauhau.

        
Te Katipo's spear fell from his grasp; he stumbled and rolled from foot to foot, opened his mouth as if to speak, but only gaped; and then the horrid grin struggling with a look of pain, he fell upon the stones motionless, within three feet of Ida, the disfigured face leering at the darkening sky.

        
Ida put her hands over her eyes and shuddered, heaving a sigh from her very heart. Palliser stirred a little, and once again opened his eyes.

        
"What is it, sweetheart?" he said.

        
The Hauhaus had scampered past, and were rushing through the bushes; the Maniapotos were charging after them. For answer, she put her face to his and burst into tears.

        
"Courage," he said. "Courage, my darling. I have no pain now that you are with me. Little girl," he whispered, "what of the fight?"

        
"It is over," she said, through the tears. "It is over, and we have won."

        
A smile flickered across his features, and he made a movement to raise himself. "After this," he said weakly, "I shall be all right in an hour or two." He stopped, and drew in his breath. Then—"Heaven! why have you mocked me with these hopes?" he cried. "My child, why have you cheated me?"

        
She bent her lips to his, her whole body quivering. "I have loved you since you took me from the 
Ngatia-

was," she said, half weeping, "and now you know it, at last."

        
"My darling," he said, "my darling."

        
Foster fell out of the pursuing Maniapotos, and ran up toward the cave, looking anxiously for Palliser and the girl. None now but the wounded and the dead possessed the open slope, but the sounds of a conflict rose from the scrub. At last he came upon the two, lying between the bodies of Aotea and Te Katipo.

        
"Are you hurt?" asked Ida, starting.

        
"I ain't felt anything," replied the ranger, brushing the perspiration from his forehead. "Luck's been with me this time. And you're safe, thank the Lord. And him—?" he concluded, looking with concern at Palliser.

        
"I think—I don't know—but—" Ida broke off, for the ranger went down on his knees, and was examining the wound.

        
"He's all right," he said at length. "A pretty near thing, though, and he's lost a power of blood. I ain't dressed wounds in the north for nothing."

        
Palliser opened an eye and blinked it at him. "All right, old chap," he said faintly.

        
"That's just what we are," said the ranger briskly. "And we're going down to Waikato post-haste, I tell you. We can't stand any more killing. There's Aotea—poor girl—gone, and a whole bang lot more. Now we've got to quit. There's your gold in there, Miss Caryll, and I fancy we'll cut."

        


        
"Kaimoana will take us back," said Palliser.

        
"Here he is," said Ida; and at that moment the Maniapoto, supported by two of his warriors, drew out of the scrub towards them.

        
"He's dying," whispered Foster. "Struck badly near me just now."

        
The Maniapotos brought their chief full into the open, and set him down upon a large rock. The old man, breathing hard, lifted his head and looked upon the remnant of his following gathered round.

        
"All this evil comes of the Pakehas," he said at length, in his sepulchral voice. "Friends, set me with my face to the west."

        
"Is it near sunset, dearest?" whispered Palliser.

        
"Quite close," she answered, caressing his face.

        
"Our troubles are all over," he said. "We shall sleep peacefully to-night."

        
"Friends," said the dying Maori, "I have seen the end of all. Give me my spear."

        
He turned his eyes full and unflinchingly upon the golden disc, now dipping into the western forests, and flooding the dark pines with a lane of light.

        
"I think," whispered Palliser, "I could sleep a little," and he closed his eyes.

        
"Sleep, my love," she murmured softly. "Sleep till the new day, and all things are bright."

        
Kaimoana faced the sinking sun with darkening eyes. "I desire, O friends," he said, "to speak wisdom ere I die. There is treachery among the Maoris; they are divided. But the Pakeha is at one. The Maori must 

perish because of his divisions. My nation has been long in this land, and the Pakeha is but of yesterday. I have fought that we should not be robbed of our country, but the Pakeha are stronger than I. There is no division among them. Hear my word, O friends. The sea cannot be swallowed. My name was a false name. The Pakeha are the sea. Behold, friends, the sun sets into the sea, and the sea swallows it. Let me see my sun go down, and the sun of the hopes of my nation. Enough—I have spoken."

        
And wrapping his mantle about him with the old familiar gesture, he bowed his head, and the sun went down.
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Note A.
          

          
The Maniapotos, or Ngatimaniapotos, are the most important of the tribes into which the Maoris are divided, and together with the Waikatos amd the Ngatihaua, occupy what is known as the Waikato country in the North Island of New Zealand, and the mountain fastnesses below it. It was against these tribes that the Waikato campaign in 1863 was directed. The war, which had been long threatening, may be said to have formally begun upon the crossing of the Maungatawhiri Creek by 
General Cameron on July 4th; it practically closed with the evacuation of Maungatawhiri on April 5th 1864, though the struggle lingered in Tauranga for some time longer. From about this time, however, dates the rise of the Hauhau fanaticism in Taranaki, which was the cause of a vexatious guerilla warfare prolonged through several years. The Ngatiawas, the leading tribe on the west coast, were instrumental in raising this new revolt, and were afterwards joined by the more active and malcontent of the crushed Maniapotos and Waikatos.

          
The Arawas, a tribe occupying a central part of the island to the south of Waikato, were from the first faithful to the Government, and rendered considerable service at one time by preventing the hostile Ngatiporo and Uriwera from passing through to the assistance of the northern rebels.

        

        

          

            
Note B
          

          
According to the common belief of the Maoris the 
Taniwha is a saurian monster residing in the caves and recesses of the forests and mountains. No one was ever found among them who had seen one of these creatures, but smaller 
taniwhas in the form of lizards have been 

encountered at intervals. These the natives never fail to destroy, and they are convinced that some evil will fall upon the man who first espies one of these lizards. The 
taniwha superstition has been peculiarly deep-rooted in the Maori, and an ache or a pain in any portion of the body was supposed to be the work of the particular 
taniwha who had power in that part.

        

        

          

Note C, p. 88.

          
The following account of the origin and nature of the Hauhau fanaticism is given by 
Sir William Fox ("
War in New Zealand," p. 126). "Kaitaki Pah, a very strong position held by the rebels about ten miles south of New Plymouth, was taken by 
Colonel Warre and a combined force of regulars and local forces, on the 24th of March, 1864. The native works were taken possession of and occupied by a detachment of the 57th Regiment under Captain Lloyd. A few days afterwards (4th April) that officer, with a force of one hundred men, was scouring the spurs of the adjacent hills to see if there were any cultivations in that direction, with the view of destroying them if found. Having traversed a considerable distance without seeing any traces of natives on the move, his men appear to have got into loose order, when they were suddenly set upon by a body of rebels, who came over a ridge, their front and rear separated, and completely defeated and routed with a loss of seven killed and nine wounded. Captain Lloyd, who exhibited great gallantry, was among the killed. The rebels drank the blood of those who fell and cut off their heads, burying for the time the heads and bodies in separate places. A few days afterwards, according to the native account, the angel Gabriel appeared to those who had partaken of the blood, and by the medium of Captain Lloyd's spirit, ordered his head to be extermed, cured in their own way, and taken throughout the length and breadth of New Zealand; that from henceforth this head should be the medium of man's communication with Jehovah. These injunctions were carefully obeyed, and immediately the head was taken up it appointed 
Te Ua to be high priest, and Hepaniah and Rangitauira to be assistants, and communicated to them in the most solemn manner the tenets of this new religion, namely:—The followers shall be called '
Pai Marire.' The angel Gabriel, with his legions, will protect them from their enemies. The Virgin Mary will constantly be present with them. The religion of England, as taught by the Scriptures, is false. The Scrip-




[image: Tipped-in note by Horace Fildes, former owner of the book, noting the lack of a page here in the original text.]

tures must all be burnt. All days are alike sacred, and no notice must be taken of the Christian Sabbath. Men and women must live together promiscuously, so that their children may be as the sand of the seashore for multitude. The priests have superhuman power, and can obtain for their followers complete victories by uttering vigorously the word '
Hau.' The people who adopt this religion will shortly drive the whole European population out of New Zealand; this is only prevented now by the head not having completed its circuit of the whole land. Legions of angels await the bidding of the priests to aid the Maoris in exterminating the Europeans."

        

        

          

Note D, p. 255.

          

Wiremu Tamehana (William Thompson) Te Waharoa was the most notable figure amongst the Maoris at the time of the last wars. He was the chief of the Ngatihaua tribe, and it was at his instance that the Maoris elected a king for themselves—a proceeding which was the origin of the "king movement," and much of the subsequent trouble. Tamehana declared that his object was to supply the want of a government among his people. He has given the following account of his action. "In the year 1857 
Te Heu Heu called a meeting at Taupo, at which sixteen hundred men were present. When the news of this meeting reached me, I said 'I will consent to this, to assist my work' (
i.e., to cause the blood to 'diminish in the land'). I began at those words of the Book of Samuel, viii. 5: 'Give us a, king, to judge us.' That was why I set up Potatau in 1857. On his being set up the blood at once ceased, and has so remained up to the present year. The reason why I set up Potatau as a king for me was because he was a man of extended influence, and a man who was revered by the people of this island." The king-maker displayed throughout a reluctance to come into conflict with the colonists, and after the war was precipitated he was ever on the side of moderation and against the more violent of his party. When he saw there was no possibility of worsting the Pakeha he submitted with dignity. He was altogether a remarkable man.

          

Rewi was the fighting chief of the Maniapotos, a hot-headed warrior against whom Tamehana was continually in the scale of peace.

        

        

          

Note E, p. 308.

          
This prayer is given by 
Lieutenant-Colonel McDonnell in "Heroes of New Zealand" (Brett: Auckland).
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Note A.
          

          
The Maniapotos, or Ngatimaniapotos, are the most important of the tribes into which the Maoris are divided, and together with the Waikatos amd the Ngatihaua, occupy what is known as the Waikato country in the North Island of New Zealand, and the mountain fastnesses below it. It was against these tribes that the Waikato campaign in 1863 was directed. The war, which had been long threatening, may be said to have formally begun upon the crossing of the Maungatawhiri Creek by 
General Cameron on July 4th; it practically closed with the evacuation of Maungatawhiri on April 5th 1864, though the struggle lingered in Tauranga for some time longer. From about this time, however, dates the rise of the Hauhau fanaticism in Taranaki, which was the cause of a vexatious guerilla warfare prolonged through several years. The Ngatiawas, the leading tribe on the west coast, were instrumental in raising this new revolt, and were afterwards joined by the more active and malcontent of the crushed Maniapotos and Waikatos.

          
The Arawas, a tribe occupying a central part of the island to the south of Waikato, were from the first faithful to the Government, and rendered considerable service at one time by preventing the hostile Ngatiporo and Uriwera from passing through to the assistance of the northern rebels.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Web of the Spider

Note B



          

            
Note B
          

          
According to the common belief of the Maoris the 
Taniwha is a saurian monster residing in the caves and recesses of the forests and mountains. No one was ever found among them who had seen one of these creatures, but smaller 
taniwhas in the form of lizards have been 

encountered at intervals. These the natives never fail to destroy, and they are convinced that some evil will fall upon the man who first espies one of these lizards. The 
taniwha superstition has been peculiarly deep-rooted in the Maori, and an ache or a pain in any portion of the body was supposed to be the work of the particular 
taniwha who had power in that part.
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Note C, p. 88.

          
The following account of the origin and nature of the Hauhau fanaticism is given by 
Sir William Fox ("
War in New Zealand," p. 126). "Kaitaki Pah, a very strong position held by the rebels about ten miles south of New Plymouth, was taken by 
Colonel Warre and a combined force of regulars and local forces, on the 24th of March, 1864. The native works were taken possession of and occupied by a detachment of the 57th Regiment under Captain Lloyd. A few days afterwards (4th April) that officer, with a force of one hundred men, was scouring the spurs of the adjacent hills to see if there were any cultivations in that direction, with the view of destroying them if found. Having traversed a considerable distance without seeing any traces of natives on the move, his men appear to have got into loose order, when they were suddenly set upon by a body of rebels, who came over a ridge, their front and rear separated, and completely defeated and routed with a loss of seven killed and nine wounded. Captain Lloyd, who exhibited great gallantry, was among the killed. The rebels drank the blood of those who fell and cut off their heads, burying for the time the heads and bodies in separate places. A few days afterwards, according to the native account, the angel Gabriel appeared to those who had partaken of the blood, and by the medium of Captain Lloyd's spirit, ordered his head to be extermed, cured in their own way, and taken throughout the length and breadth of New Zealand; that from henceforth this head should be the medium of man's communication with Jehovah. These injunctions were carefully obeyed, and immediately the head was taken up it appointed 
Te Ua to be high priest, and Hepaniah and Rangitauira to be assistants, and communicated to them in the most solemn manner the tenets of this new religion, namely:—The followers shall be called '
Pai Marire.' The angel Gabriel, with his legions, will protect them from their enemies. The Virgin Mary will constantly be present with them. The religion of England, as taught by the Scriptures, is false. The Scrip-
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tures must all be burnt. All days are alike sacred, and no notice must be taken of the Christian Sabbath. Men and women must live together promiscuously, so that their children may be as the sand of the seashore for multitude. The priests have superhuman power, and can obtain for their followers complete victories by uttering vigorously the word '
Hau.' The people who adopt this religion will shortly drive the whole European population out of New Zealand; this is only prevented now by the head not having completed its circuit of the whole land. Legions of angels await the bidding of the priests to aid the Maoris in exterminating the Europeans."
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Note D, p. 255.

          

Wiremu Tamehana (William Thompson) Te Waharoa was the most notable figure amongst the Maoris at the time of the last wars. He was the chief of the Ngatihaua tribe, and it was at his instance that the Maoris elected a king for themselves—a proceeding which was the origin of the "king movement," and much of the subsequent trouble. Tamehana declared that his object was to supply the want of a government among his people. He has given the following account of his action. "In the year 1857 
Te Heu Heu called a meeting at Taupo, at which sixteen hundred men were present. When the news of this meeting reached me, I said 'I will consent to this, to assist my work' (
i.e., to cause the blood to 'diminish in the land'). I began at those words of the Book of Samuel, viii. 5: 'Give us a, king, to judge us.' That was why I set up Potatau in 1857. On his being set up the blood at once ceased, and has so remained up to the present year. The reason why I set up Potatau as a king for me was because he was a man of extended influence, and a man who was revered by the people of this island." The king-maker displayed throughout a reluctance to come into conflict with the colonists, and after the war was precipitated he was ever on the side of moderation and against the more violent of his party. When he saw there was no possibility of worsting the Pakeha he submitted with dignity. He was altogether a remarkable man.

          

Rewi was the fighting chief of the Maniapotos, a hot-headed warrior against whom Tamehana was continually in the scale of peace.
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Note E, p. 308.

          
This prayer is given by 
Lieutenant-Colonel McDonnell in "Heroes of New Zealand" (Brett: Auckland).
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Glossary of Maori Terms.
        

        

          

	
Atua, Spirit, god.

	
Hapu, division of tribe.

	
Kanini, the wild fuchsia.

	
Kapai, good.

	
Karakia, charm, incantation.

	
Kati, enough.

	
Kawana, governor.

	
Kumara, native potato.

	
Mana, authority, prestige.

	
Marae, open square in a 
pah.

	
Moana, the ocean.

	
Pah, a fortified village.

	
Pakeha, white man.

	
Pouri, dark, gloomy.

	
Rangatira, chief, gentleman.

	
Raupo, flag or reed used in thatching.

	
Reinga, the underworld.

	
Rimu, red pine.

	
Taipo, devil.

	
Tangi, mourning, lamentation.

	
Tapu, sacred, consecrated.

	
Taro, fern-root, a native food.

	
Tohunga, priest.

	
Wahine, woman, wife.

	
Weka, the woodhen.

	
Whare, house.
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