How Christianity came to Kapiti
The story of Tarore and Te Ripahau

Over 150 years ago, I Taore, daughter of Chief Nagkuku, was given a book in our language, it was the Gospel of Luke (Te Rongo Pai a Ruka). Alas many people had never learnt to read Maori. I had been taught to read by missionaries, who also brought the good news of Jesus to my people. The Waikato tribe.
My greatest treasure was this little book  - This is the Gospel of Luke.

Every evening after the day’s work was done, I would gather with my father and my people and they would listen as I read from the Gospel of Luke
As my father listened he realised that the words I spoke were more than just words. God told him that He sent His son to die for everyone and save us all. This included the Maori people. He told me that God’s Son was punished in our place so that we could be forgiven.

So I, and my father and many of our people started following the ways of Jesus. It was amazing to see the life changing power of Jesus brought out from this little book. 

I must tell you that trouble was coming soon to our tribe.

One night, while we were camping by the Waiere falls, the smoke from our campfires alerted a raiding party from Rotorua. This was led by Chief Uita. 
My father Ngakuku heard the raiding party and managed to rescue my younger brother and some of the other, by hiding them in the bushes out of sight. It was a fierce battle with cires in the night as the warriors burst into our camp. It was over very quickly, but it was terrible, with many dead. When it was over and the raiding party had left, my father came back to see who was missing and who was dead. He called out my name “Taore, Taore, Where is Taore?. My father spotted my body and fell down crying. I was dead, and the precious book that had hung around my neck was gone.  

My precious book was in the hands of my killer. The chief Uita. He looked into my flax bag expecting gemstones, and found my book, he tossed it aside. He knew books were special but, nobody in his tribe could read, so for now it lay in a corner of his hut unnoticed and unread.

Many years before this day,  a man named Ripahau who was from Taupo had been captured and kept as a slave in the Bay of Islands. The tribe that he was a slave to became followers of Jesus and they let him go free. But he stayed with them at Paihia and went to a mission school and learnt to read and write. Then he set off back to his family in Taupo, but on the way he stayed in Rotorua where he met Uita. When Uita found out he could read he asked him to read Tarore’s book to him.

Ripahau read: “Do for others just what you want them to do for you. A good person brings good out of the treasure of good things in his heart. Love your enemies - do good to those who hate you.”

As Ripahau read from my book, God’s word went right to Uita’s heart. He felt very sorry for what he had done and decided he wanted to change. The first thing he needed to do was to ask forgiveness for killing me. 

So he sent a message asking if he could visit Matamata. A number of the Waikato people didn’t want him to come but my father Ngakuku said, 

“If the Great White Spirit who has made heaven and earth has forgiven me then I must forgive the man who killed my child.” 

So Uita arrived at my father’s tribe and after greeting one another they knelt down and prayed together.  My father said that God would take care of revenge, and he had – in a much better way.

Meanwhile, Ripahau the freed slave who had read Te Rongopai a Ruka to Uita still wanted to return home to his tribe. Ripahau left Uita in Rotorua and travelled on to Taupo. When he got there Ripahau discovered that his tribe, Ngati Raukawa, had left because of fighting and had moved on  to Otaki.

He travelled on and at last arrived in Otaki. It was good to see all his relatives, but Ripahau had been away a long time and things had changed. His tribe were suspicious of his new ideas and of reading and writing and he wasn’t made welcome.

Perhaps that made Ripahau remember the story in Te Rongopai a Ruka about when Jesus returned to his home town and was rejected. Or maybe he thought about how much suffering all the fighting had caused and about what Jesus had said about loving your enemies. And I’m sure he thought about me, my father Ngakuku and Chief Uita and how many people in Waikato and Rotorua had decided to follow Jesus and begun to build peace. 
Ripahau decided that he would become a groundbreaker and follow Jesus too.

Who else like Uita would hear the stories about Jesus and be changed? 
Who else like my father Ngakuku would hear the stories about Jesus and choose to forgive instead of taking revenge? 
Who else like Ripahau would, after quite a long time, decide to follow Jesus?

Ripahau travelled further south to Waikanae. But Ripahau didn’t ask Te Rauparaha to help him take revenge on his tribe. Instead he made friends with Te Rauparaha’s son Katu and his cousin Matene and told them my story. My father Ngakuku and Chief Uita. Katu and Matene asked Ripahau to teach them to read. They did it secretly because they were afraid what Te Rauparaha might think about it. At night on Kapiti Island they would huddle around a fire studying the few scraps of paper that Ripahau had. Then during the day they hid the pages under their sleeping mats.

But all they had was a few pages from a book of prayers and some paper to write on. So

Ripahau sent a message to Rotorua asking for books to be sent. A few months later some arrived - including a copy of Te Rongopai a Ruka. Some of the outside pages were missing but on it was written the name ‘Ngakuku. This was my book, the one I had read to my father and his people!

Katu and Matene read them my little book and decided they would follow Jesus too. 
Katu and Matene wanted all the fighting to stop. Bravely they asked Te Rauparaha if a missionary

could come and teach the Ngati Toa tribe about Jesus. 
Finally he gave his permission, so they sailed to Paihia to request the services of a Christian missionary
Jesus touched many tribes and people through this little book and the power of God’s Word.
