I, Octavius Hatfield, would like to tell you a tale of my time in Otaki.
Occasionally during a service that I was holding on a Sunday, a Maori chief next in rank to Te Whatanui at Otaki, Matenga Te Matia, would come and try to disrupt the service I was giving, by making a lot of noise and interrupting me. I tried to carry on despite the interruptions, but on one occasions the chief went to far. I had to do something!. 

The next day I headed out to visit the chief and remonstrate with him about his behaviour during my service. I found him in his garden surrounded by his Son and Daughter and many of his people. I greeted him, saying Kia Ora, but he ignored me completely. Flummoxed I sat down on the ground in his garden thinking upon how to deal with this situation. I spotted a Kumara lying in the soil and without thinking grabbed it, rubbed it clean and bit into it. The chief muttered something and rose quickly from where he sat and rushed toward me with a tomahawk raised to strike me. You see, unknown to me was that I had offended their Tapu, which is being misuse of another man’s goods. This infraction afforded the Chief an opportunity of ridding himself and his tribe of me, which perhaps he had been looking for.

Whilst I shied away from the inevitable strike, the son and daughter rushed to me placing their hands upon my head thus preventing the chief from striking me, for fear of hitting his siblings, soon we were surrounded by the tribe an after a lot of shouting the chiefs rage abated and he sat down again.
Well after recovering from the shock, I endeavoured to explain that I was a foreigner, and that I had also not been long amongst the tribes. I had no awareness that I had committed anything offensive. Whilst I was trying to explain this to the chief, the priest, Hereiwi, interrupted me.  (Before I continue it should be noted that Hereiwi was the priest who had gone through his karakia making the Kumara ground Tapu.)

So Hereiwi interrupted me shouting a curse down upon me. This would lead to my death or to my leaving the Otaki area.
I told him his curse would neither affect my life nor influence my proceedings, but in all likelihood would lead to his injury. I thought it best to leave the area then, as nothing more could  really be said.

Early the next day I left for some work in Waikanae. A few days after my return I learnt that Hereiwi had died during the night. I was not pleased at the man’s death, but discovered that this incident in the Kumara garden and Hereiwis death had a profound impact on the chief and tribe. They attributed his death to the fact that he had cursed me and my God had protected me. They resolved to not meddle any more with me or to interrupt my Sunday services. Not only was this the case but I could disregard all their Tpu ceremonies and go wherever I liked.

After this incident I guess you could say that Chief Te Matia and I were on friendly terms, or at least we lived in peace.

My God be Praised…..

