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TE WAENGA 
ABOUT 1780 – 1833:  TOHUNGA 

 
 

ARAI TE URU, WHIRIA, PAKANAE, POKIA, OMAPERE, OPONONI. 
 

LEFT: TE WAENGA, TOHUNGA OR PRIEST OF SOUTH HOKIANGA 4 
(ON LARGE CANOES “TE WAENGA” MEANS AMIDSHIPS) 

 

Arai Te Uru is the name given to the South Head of the 
Hokianga Harbour. This headland offers spectacular 
views of the Tasman Sea and the giant sand dunes on 
the opposite side of the Harbour entrance. 
According to Maori mythology, Arai Te Uru and Niua, 
Niwa or Niniwa (the North Head of the Harbour) were 
two Taniwha (sea monsters) who had the job of 
guarding the Harbour entrance. Their job was to lash 
out with their powerful tails and stir the waters into 
such frenzy that invading waka would be swamped and 
rendered helpless in the sea. 

On the South side of Hokianga Heads there is a cave in a 
perpendicular cliff, which has been the burial place of the people of Hokianga from time 
immemorial, and that cliff is one of the places invoked [hirihiri] when the war parties go 
forth to slay men, and its name is also recited in the thanksgiving for food. Ramaroa is the 
name of the cave. 

 When that part of the country was purchased by John Martin as a pilot station in March, 
1832, the people removed the bones to another place, and it became common [noa]. To 
reach the cave men were let down over the cliff with a rope.  

All of the above for many years was preached over by a Tohunga, a distinctive New 
Zealander called ‘Te Waenga’, who was king, priest and physician in one and an incorrigible 
cannibal to boot.  

There are some very interesting accounts recorded of this character of the Hokianga and 
hopefully I can compile them in order to give this very interesting man the justice he is due 
as we look “Through the Window of Time” 

                                                
4 SKETCH BY POLLACK 



~ 18 ~ 
 

This character of the Hokianga Heads would make his acquaintance with and entertain 
amongst others four early European travellers to the Hokianga. The impression he left was 
worth noting in three of these travellers’ journals the other would become his son in law: 
(John Martin; ships pilot Hokianga) 

The legend connected to this Tohunga has it that when the early canoes arrived to 
Hokianga, probably the Mamari and or Ngatokimatawhaorua the skipper ‘Nukutawhiti’ and 
his navigator were seeking an entrance through the bar at the Heads. The navigator threw 
from his neck the sacred tiki or ariki which was the symbol of his power to navigate offering 
it to God in return for a safe entry for the canoe. 

  

Note: This is why they were never able to return to Hawaiki: They had lost the power, the 
God given mana of the navigator.  

  

And so then, Te Waenga regarded himself as the spiritual and lineal descendant of that 
ancient navigator, as you will discover when you read on…    

       

Near Opononi there is a conical green hill called Whiria the location of a very notable Pa. On 
its crest there is a Maori inscription saying that the monument was raised to commemorate 
Rahiri ancestor of the Northern people and his Pa of Whiria.  

It is said that during all the long years of war between the Ngati Awa and the Ngapuhi in the 
sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, this Pa was never taken. In 1813 the celebrated Hongi 
made an attack on it in one of the skirmishes that occurred from time to time between 
different sections of Ngapuhi, but he too was unsuccessful. This Pa is near the Pa at 
Pakanae. 

Pakanae was the home of ‘Te Waenga’ and is one of the most famous of the many Pa sites 
on the Hokianga. The name Pakanae, which means ‘Mullet Pa’, was given when one 
Ngapuhi hapu or clan attacked the Pa only to find all the warriors away, and the women 
and children peacefully preparing a welcome meal of mullet for the invaders. During the 
feast the local warriors crept back in one by one, and the fight was forgotten. That of 
course was only a family row as it were. 5  

     

In the year of 1819 Samuel Marsden made a journey to the Hokianga. During this journey 
he ran into the priest ‘Te Manene’ also known as ‘Te Waenga’ at Whiria. 

The following is copied from Marsden’s journals…   

 

                                                
5 SOURCE:  FROM JEAN IRVINE “HISTORIC HOKIANGA”   
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At Wiria (Whiria)…  

About four o’clock we got within a mile of our journey’s end. Our servants were hungry and 
tired and wished to go on shore to cook some provisions. We therefore landed near the 
residence of the chief who had accompanied us from Rangihoua. (North end of the Bay of 
Islands). He immediately caught a hog and, having killed it, our servants dressed it for 
themselves in a short time. While we were having some refreshment the inhabitants of the 
village nearest the Heads, called Weedeea (Whiria), had observed us, and immediately a 
great priest named Ta-man-hena (‘Te Waenga’), who is priest of the Heads of Shokee 
Hangha (Hokianga) and supposed to have absolute command of the winds and waves, came 
to visit us and to invite us into the village to the chief Mowenna (Mauwhena uncle of 
Moetara) who is the head chief of the river. When we had dined we proceeded to the 
village, where we were cordially received by the joyful inhabitants. Mowenna had heard of 
our coming to see him and had prepared a good shed for us.  

We spent the evening in conversation with the priest and the chiefs upon the works of 
creation, the being and attributes of God, on the institution of the Sabbath Day, and the 
resurrection of the dead. The priest was a very sensible man as far as the law of nature 
could direct him. He spoke of having communication with atua of New Zealand, that he 
answered him when he prayed unto him. I told him that I had never heard the atua of New 
Zealand, nor could I believe he had, unless I could hear him myself, and I wished him to pray 
while I was with him that I might hear him. He replied that when he came to see me at 
Rangheehoo (Rangihoua) I should hear him. He believed all the New Zealand chiefs went to 
a place of happiness when they died.  

The power of their chiefs, the rites and ceremonies of their religion and the glory of war are 
the grand subjects of their conversation. Their memories are very strong, and they show a 
great anxiety to increase their knowledge. They are very great and enterprising endeavourer 
in their own country: many of them are absent on their journeys ten and twelve months at a 
time. We learned from them a more particular account of a river called Why-coto (Waikato) 
about the centre of the island where the great bodies of the inhabitants appear to reside. 
They describe them as innumerable.  

The chiefs and priest wished to know what our business was. We informed them our first 
object was to examine the mouth of the Harbour to see if any vessel could get in. They asked 
us if we had mentioned our coming to Shunghee, (Hongi Hika) for they feared the chiefs on 
the East side would not be pleased if any ship should visit them. I told them; I had 
acquainted Shunghee with our intention, and he had sent his son to show us the way. They 
were much pleased at this information and remarked that, as we had come of our own 
accord, without invitation, the chiefs had no ground to be offended with them.  

The priest then stated the situation of the entrance of the river, and described the rocks on 
each side, and a sandbank on the right hand out at sea, as one got out of the mouth of the 
river. He stated how many fathoms of water there were on the bank and in the channel, and 
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said that he would accompany us in the morning to examine the entrance and sound the 
depth of water. We told him that we could not go in the morning, for to-morrow was 
sacred–a day appointed for us to pray to our God; but the morning after we should wish him 
to go with us if the weather would permit. He said he was priest of the winds and waves and 
would command them to be still.  

After talking upon various subjects till a late hour, we sang a hymn as usual and thanked 
our God for the blessings we enjoyed in a heathen land, and then lay down to rest. Our place 
was very full of natives who remained with us all night, and the priest never left us for an 
hour, night or day, till we arrived at Rangheehoo.  
  
At Hokianga Heads… 

Sunday October 3rd:  Being the Sabbath, after breakfast I read the church service and made 
a few observations on the eleventh chapter of the Epistle to the Romans. The chiefs and 
their people behaved with great propriety. The head chief ordered all the children away lest 
they should disturb us. Great numbers of men and women crowded round our shed.  

The priest said he wished to learn to pray as we did, but he did not understand the reason 
why we prayed to our God when we appeared not to want his assistance. He said he never 
prayed but at those times when he wanted the aid of the atua. We endeavoured to explain 
to him that our God made everything, that He was always present with us and continually 
took care of us, and heard and saw all that we did or said. The chief wished that a European 
would come to teach them, and said he would give him a farm and that he should live near 
him.  

Mowenna and his people live in a rich and fertile valley. Here are a great number of fine 
children, and a very important station might be established in this valley for missionaries; 
and I cannot doubt but they would be kindly received. We had much conversation on this 
subject with the priest and Mowenna, who appeared a very mild man.  

After dinner, in order to relieve ourselves from the pressure of the people, we took a walk 
upon the beach. The natives followed us in crowds. We desired them to return as we wished 
to be more alone. They immediately complied with our request. We returned in a few hours 
and spent the evening in useful conversation.  

 

Monday, October 4th.–We rose early this morning with an intention to examine the entrance 
into the river. It blew very fresh. The priest said we should have his war canoe, and he would 
accompany us and prevent the winds and waves from rising. As soon as breakfast was over, 
the priest, Mr. William Puckey, and a very fine crew of native young men launched the 
canoe, and we set off for the Heads which were about four miles distant. Ta-man-hena told 
me not to be afraid; he would not allow the winds and waves to rise. There are two large 
rocks at the Heads in which the gods of the sea reside, according to the opinion of the priest 
and the inhabitants on the banks of the river. The priest said he would command the gods to 
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be still and not to disturb the sea till we had made our examination and sounded the shoal 
and channel.  

We were no sooner in the canoe than the priest began to exert all his powers to still the 
gods, the winds, and waves. He spoke in an angry, commanding tone; however, I did not 
perceive either the winds or waves to yield to his authority, and when we reached the Heads 
I requested to go on shore, as the water was rough, till the priest and Mr. Puckey went out 
to sea to sound the sandbank. I landed near a sacred rock, and had one chief with me who 
expressed great alarm lest I should tread on the consecrated ground, and said the god 
would kill him if he suffered me to do so; and he frequently laid hold of me in great agitation 
when he thought I approached too near. I was obliged to take advantage of every retiring 
wave and run on the beach till I had passed the residence of this imaginary deity. 

  

At Whirinaki… 

After Mr. Puckey had taken the necessary bearings and soundings, I returned again to the 
village and prepared for leaving our hospitable chief, who had supplied us and our followers 
with the greatest abundance of potatoes and such provisions as he had. About seven o’clock 
the chief, his brother, and many of the people with the priest, were determined to 
accompany us in our visit to the other chiefs till we finally left the river. The canoes were 
immediately got ready, and we set off for the next village called Weedenakke (Whirinaki), 
about eighteen or twenty miles distant, where we arrived about twelve o’clock that evening.  

After remaining a few hours we left these villages with the return of the tide. An old chief 
with a very long beard and his face tattooed all over had accompanied us from where we 
slept last night. He wanted an axe very much. At last he said if we would give him an axe he 
would give us his head. Nothing is held in so much veneration by the natives as the head of 
their chief. I asked him who should have the axe when I had got his head. He replied I might 
give it to his son. At length he said, “Perhaps you will trust me a little time, and when I die 
you shall have my head.” I promised him he should have an axe, and he gave me two mats 
in order to secure one. I told him I had not one left–they were all at Rangheehoo. He said he 
would send a man for it, which he did, when we finally left the river. We hastened back as 
fast as possible and arrived at our lodgings at about eight o’clock, having gone by 
estimation little less than forty miles by water. The war canoes go at a great pace when well 
manned. 
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Conversations with Te Manene (Waenga)… 

 We told the chief Tarawheka that we must leave him in the morning. He provided us with 

his presents of potatoes and two hogs to take with us. The priest of the Heads was our 

constant companion. As he was so well informed upon all subjects relative to his country 

and religion, I wished to learn from him who was the first man at New Zealand. He 

answered that the first man who visited New Zealand, from whence all originated, was 

Mowhee [Maui]; that he had left his own country with his followers on account of public 

troubles, and was afterwards conducted by the god of thunder to Showrakkee (Hauraki) or 

what we call the river Thames. He said that Taurekke (Tawhaki), the god of thunder, sat at 

the head of his canoe and brought him safe to land. His name is held in great veneration 

and he is worshipped as a deity.  

For several miles on the South-West side of the river the beach is covered with round stones 

of various descriptions, from one to six feet in diameter. I asked the priest whence they 

came, as I had seen nothing like them in any part. He said Mowhee (Maui) dug them out of 

the bed of the river at the time he made the channel. They attribute to Mowhee many of the 

natural productions in the island. We conversed with them on the motion of the earth, the 

relative situation of other countries to their own, the number of moons a ship would be 

sailing to different parts, what countries produced iron, coal, wheat, wine, spirits, tea, 

sugar, rice; etc., and what articles their own country was capable of producing when once 

they had means to grow them, and all these subjects gratified them very much. During the 

conversation they often made many judicious observations, expressing their ardent desire 

that they might only be able to try what their country would do. We closed the day with 

reading a portion of Scripture, singing a hymn, and prayer.  

At daybreak this morning (Saturday, October 9
th

) we heard the lamentations of the poor 

widow on the summit of the hill, weeping for her children. Her affliction of mind was very 

heavy. She was left wholly to the feelings of nature, which appeared to be intolerable. The 

consolations of religion could not pour the oil of joy into her wounded spirit. She knew not 

God, and evidently had no refuge to fly to for relief. In the fullest sense of the Apostle’s 
meaning she was “without hope and without God in the world.” Her situation will apply to 
the whole of her countrymen when under any affliction. I am informed they will sit for 

months, night and day, mourning in a similar manner for the loss of their dearest relations.
6
 

 

Note:  Over the next few years Te Waenga would come in contact with more Europeans 
as the Hokianga Harbour was exploited for her natural resources… 

 

During 1820 the Dromedary a British frigate which had been fitted out in England to 
transport convicts to New South Wales and then come on to New Zealand to endeavour to 

                                                
6 SAMUEL MARSDEN: JOURNALS 
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take back to England a load of Kahikatea or Kauri spars for the British naval ships arrived in 
the Bay of Islands. Also accompanying the Dromedary was the schooner called the Prince 
Regent, Captained by John Rodolphus Kent, a much lighter vessel which could navigate up 
the arterial routes of the Bay of Islands and other Harbour rivers. 

On board the Dromedary was an Officer of the British Army, Major Richard Cruise who was 
entrusted with the military detachment on board. The guard of soldiers consisted of 
detachments of the 69th and 84th regiments, amounting to about sixty men. 

Cruise makes note that on the 18th of March some gentlemen who had been to the 
Hokianga travelling overland from the Bay of Islands had returned after an explorative trip 
to see if there were Kauri spars to be had on the banks of the Harbour and whether or not 
they were accessible by water; 7 

 
TE WAENGA MEETS THE SAILORS AND SOLDIERS OF THE DROMEDARY AND PRINCE REGENT 

 

18th March 1820:  In the afternoon the gentlemen, who had been to Shukehanga, 
(Hokianga) returned. They were accompanied by some of the principal men of that district, 
whom they reported to have behaved with much civility and attention, giving them plenty of 
provisions, and affording to their person and property every protection. They seemed to 
consider the tribe to which these men belonged superior to those we had met in the Bay of 
Islands. 

The river was found to be navigable for the ship for some miles, and its banks produced 
abundance of cowry (Kauri) of the largest description. The entrance however, was narrow; 
and across it there was a bar, which gave nineteen feet water at the lowest tide. 

As it was possible that the ship might go thither, the chiefs of the district remained on 
board. 

 

Note:   One of the four chiefs from Hokianga was ‘Te Waenga our celebrated Tohunga or 
self-professed magic man? 

 

Over the next few days both ships prepared to sail around Cape Reinga and down the coast 
to the Hokianga Harbour. This would be an historic voyage as it would appear that on the 
29th March 1820 the Prince Regent captained by John Rodolphus Kent was the first 
recorded sailing ship to make it over the bar at the Hokianga heads and into the Harbour.  

                                                
7 IT IS FROM HIS DAIRY AND A BOOK THAT WAS WRITTEN FROM THIS IN 1823 CALLED ‘JOURNAL OF A TEN MONTHS RESIDENCE IN NEW ZEALAND’ THAT I 
AM ABLE TO RECORD THE FOLLOWING INFORMATION. 
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This event would create trade in earnest with the local New Zealanders of Hokianga which 
in turn would continue for many years thereafter. 

 

We pick up Richard Cruises journal at this point… 

March 30 1820:   at 6 pm we made the heads of Shukehanga (Hokianga). The ship stood off 
and on during the night, and some guns and a rocket were fired as a signal to the schooner, 
in the event of her being in the Harbour. 

March 31st 1820:  at daybreak the boats were sent off to sound and place buoys in the 
Harbour, while the ship stood off and on at some distance; and in the course of the morning 
we were gratified to hear that the Prince Regent schooner was safe at anchor in the river 
having arrived there two days before.  

 

In a day or so the Captain of the Dromedary decided it was too risky to enter the Harbour 
and made preparations to sail back to the Bay of Islands it was during this period of 
preparation that Te Waenga raised his noble head and made it into Cruises journal as 
follows… 

 

The day after we arrived, one of the natives whom we had brought round from the Bay of 
Islands announced his intention of leaving us. This man called himself the priest and the 
pilot of Shukehanga, and was supposed by his tribe to have power over the winds and the 
waves; an influence which, when he asked to exert during the late gale, he declined by 
saying, that “he could not do so in the Dromedary, but that if he was in his own canoe, at his 
word, the storm would instantly abate”. During his stay in the ship there certainly was 
nothing of a very sacred character about him: he was by far the wildest of his companions, 
and fortunately, on the morning fixed for his departure, a soldier having missed his jacket, 
there was so great a suspicion of the pilots honesty, that the sentinel at the gangplank took 
the liberty of lifting up his mat, as he prepared to go down the side, and discovered the 
stolen property under it. The jacket of course was taken from him; and as the only excuse he 
had to offer for his misconduct was, that he had lost a shirt that had been given to him, and 
that he considered himself authorised to get remuneration in any way he could, he was 
dismissed without those presents which were given to others. We were glad to see that his 
countrymen seemed to notice his conduct in the strongest terms of disapprobation; and the 
next day, when they were about to leave us, they seemed determined to put him to death, 
that they were requested not to do so, but to consider his having lost his presents, and his 
being forbidden ever to come near the ship, a sufficient punishment for his offence.8  

 

                                                
8 RICHARD CRUISE ON THE DROMEDARY 
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The next recorded contact for Te Waenga is with the ship the Gordon Macquarie.9  

 
JOHN MARTIN FROM IRELAND MEETS TE WAENGA 

 

About 1827 a vessel called the Gordon Macquarie came into the Hokianga River to trade. A 
native called ‘Waenga’ formed a plot to murder the captain and officers and take the cargo 
for spoil. It would have been successful but Waenga’s daughter had fallen in love with 
Martin, the mate of the vessel and disclosed the foul intention.  

It adds a touch of romance to the story to know that this young woman afterwards became 
a Christian and was married to Mr Martin, and both she and her husband were greatly 
respected in the district. 

 

THE NEXT MEETING RECORDED COMES FROM THE JOURNALS OF JOEL POLACK, 1832… 
  

Proceed Down the Hokianga… 

We started at 4 a.m. in a whale-boat, with the ebb-tide in our favour, quickly gliding down 
that beautiful river; and arrived, at 9 A.M., at Moperi, [Omapare] the settlement of the pilot 
of the Hokianga, within a short distance of the South head of the mouth of the Harbour, 
formed by a mass of black granite rock; on which side is the deepest water. The North head 
is formed of sand-hills. Here we hauled up our boat, and, having been welcomed by Mr. 

Martin, the pilot took our 
breakfast previously to 
commencing our journey. 

 
LEFT:  A WHALER OR WHALE BOAT 

 
THE WHALER WAS USED BY THE EARLY SAILORS ON THE 
HOKIANGA AND ALSO THE DELIVERY OF JOEL POLACK 
TOO ARAI TE URU FOR THE COMMENCEMENT OF HIS 
JOURNEY OVER LAND TO THE KAIPARA. 

 

 

Joel Polack meets the priest… 

We were soon joined by Wainga [Waenga], a priest of great celebrity at this station, who 
possessed infinity of names, on which he prided himself with the self-sufficiency of an 

                                                
9 ‘THE HISTORY OF METHODISM IN NEW ZEALAND 1900’; 
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hidalgo. Seating himself on the floor, aside of my chair, he took peculiar delight in my 
pronouncing after him the variety of cognomens this dignitary possessed, and which 
included all the letters of the alphabet some three or four times over. He soon learned from 
the natives who accompanied me, that I had not been long a resident in the country: he, 
therefore, felt it necessary that I ought to be made acquainted with his merits; and, 
accordingly, held out his hand to me, which I accepted without hesitation, though an 
imperfect glance was sufficient to show that its acquaintance with water (soap was out of 
the question) appeared to have been of ancient date. He then surveyed me, cap-a-pie, with 
an intended affable smile of infinite regard, and, giving a familiar nod of his head, 
proceeded to tell me that he was a priest of Araitehuru, the Taniwoa, (Taniwha) or aquatic 
deity of the headlands of the Harbour, whose abilities were wantonly displayed in upsetting 
canoes and raising awful storms. “And see,” added this disciple of Baal, “how the Atua 
foams at the mouth, because I have not preached my kauwau (prayer) to him to-day,” 
pointing to the high and heavy surf, that eleven months out of the year, breaks furiously 
across the bar of the Harbour, distant about two miles from the entrance to the river. “If you 
had not shaken hands with me,” continued my oracular companion, “I would have raised 
such storms that the sands on the sea-shore would have been impassable, your canoes 
should have been mati (sick or dead), and you would have bitterly repented any slight you 
might have put upon me.” I returned thanks to this imposing character with a serious air, as 
if his speech had carried conviction. This behaviour pleased the old gentleman, who hastily 
jumped from the ground and began to dance a haka; in which, if the priest was not 
remarkably agile in his pirouettes, no fault could be assigned from his limbs being under any 
undue restraint, as the sole article of dress that enwrapped the outer man of this modern 
antique, was a piece of tattered something, that might originally have been a blanket; but it 
had lost this distinction as such, either in colour or texture; and, from frequent rents, had 
dwindled to the size of an ordinary pocket-handkerchief, which was cast in a style, quite 
degage, over his shirtless back. The appearance of his body, as exposed to the view of the 
beholder, as his apology for a skirt dangled in the air, was not (in my opinion) enhanced by 
the saving method employed by these islanders, of conveying the phlegm contracted in the 
nasal orifices to the hand; the palms of which, contents included, are transferred by gentle 
friction to the thighs, legs, &c. of this economical people. Wainga then broke forth with a 
cantatory impromptu, composed for the occasion, descriptive of the journey we had 
undertaken; and, when he had finished, he turned to me, and inquired if he was not a 
tangata pai, or [excellent fellow], to which I assented. He then conscientiously demanded 
payment of me, for having tranquillised the ocean on my account. This was carrying the jest 
too far; but I gave, as a tithe, a head of tobacco; which he, at last, admitted was 
compensation enough. 10 

 

                                                
10 JOEL POLACKS NARRATIVE OF NEW ZEALAND 1831-32 
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DURING 1833 THE PRIEST OF THE HEADS MEETS HIS WATERLOO 
 AT KOUTU POINT… 

 

Long before the colonization of New Zealand by the British Crown, there was a brisk trade 
between Australia and Northland: Hokianga Harbour being celebrated for its magnificent 
Kauri spars.  

As a general rule, the Maori population evinced the greatest friendship towards the 
captains and crews of the vessels entering the port, and rendered valuable assistance in the 
preparation of the cargoes required.  

A schooner named the Fortitude when about to sail for Sydney from the Hokianga Harbour 
laden with sawn timber, stranded at Motukauri, near the Whirinaki River: some of the 
natives, Whirinaki and Rarawa, in accordance, perhaps, with their ancient law, that all 
vessels, fish, birds, etc. cast on shore, within their tribal territory, should become the 
property of their tribe, boarded the Fortitude, and appropriated to themselves sundry 
articles found on board, including the ship’s papers. 

I have no hesitancy in saying that, if prudent steps had been taken, the purloined articles 
would have been restored to the owners, and the difficulty amicably settled. Moral suasion, 
however, was not the mode often resorted to in those days, but the spirit of retaliation was 
preferred, by both settlers and Maoris.  

Quickly, therefore, after the Fortitude’s capture, an army was raised by the Chiefs Moetara, 
Rangatira, Te Kakahi, and others, whose country extended from Maunganui on the coast, to 
One Tree Point, seven miles from the Hokianga Heads.  

The armed tribes, in a fleet of canoes, paddled on to Motukauri, where they landed in 
battle array, a circumstance; it would appear that greatly exasperated the Whirinaki and 
Rarawa, as they fired into the army of Moetara, immediately upon its landing, killing one 
man, which was the signal for attack, a general fight, therefore, ensued.  

On the side of Moetara, some distinguished chiefs were killed: Te Kakahi, Pahau, Paura, 
Taungahuru, and others. On the side of the aggressors, two great Chiefs, Mariao, and Taku 
were killed. It is estimated that the killed and wounded numbered twenty-two.  

Fearing a general war amongst the Hokianga tribes, and as each settler was under the 
special protection of a Chief, Moetara, on his return from Motukauri with his dead and 
wounded, landed at the late Captain Young’s station, One Tree Point, and built there a large 
Pa, enclosing the houses, and formed an encampment as a precautionary measure, fearing 
that the exasperated tribes would make a descent upon the station, rob the stores, and ill 
use the family. Munitions of war were poured in from various localities, and, while warlike 
preparations were being proceeded with under the supervision of a warrior Chieftain 
named Te Waenga, by an act of carelessness a barrel of gunpowder ignited, scorching him 
severely, from the effects of which he soon expired.  
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Patuone and his brother Waka Nene joined Moetara at One Tree Point, with three hundred 
followers, including a European named John Marmon, who had been in the habit of 
shouldering his musket, and fighting side by side with the people of Patuone people against 
the foes of the tribe, whether at Hokianga, Taranaki, or elsewhere. Marmon and about 
thirty of Waka Nene’s army crossed the river from One Tree Point, and fired into the 
Orongotea Pa, occupied by a section of the Rarawa; a series of skirmishes ensued, with little 
harm to either party.  

The allies at One Tree Point demanded the delivery of the Fortitude’s papers, which happily 
was acceded to, a circumstance that brought about the establishment of peace between 
the belligerents. All matters being satisfactorily settled, Moetara and Rangatira returned to 
their settlements, and the allies, with their spirited and noble minded leaders, went to their 
homes about thirty miles from One Tree Point. Thus, by the friendly intervention of the two 
celebrated brothers, Patuone and Nene, was further blood shedding prevented, and cordial 
relations established between the exasperated settlers and hostile Maori tribes. 11  

 

THE LEGEND OF TE WAENGA LIVES ON THROUGH THE DESCENDANTS OF HIS DAUGHTER, ‘KATE’… 
 

JOHN MARTIN 
1800- 1863? 

Partner/Housewife: Kate Te Waenga 

 

Children… 

Mary married James Rowe/Daniel Boyce 

Maria married William Wells 

George married Anne Elizabeth/Elizabeth Ann Chapman 
1865 BDM 

GREAT, GREAT GRANDSON OF TE WAENGA 

Aperahana Reupena 

Corporal 3rd Maori Reinforcements WW1 

Mother:  Mrs E M Reuben Pipiriki Wanganui. 

 
ABOVE:  WAIOTEMARAMA WAR MEMORIAL WW1 

 

                                                
11 SOURCE: 1876 – DAVIS, C. O: THE LIFE AND TIMES OF PATUONE. 
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TE WAENGA GETS A MENTION IN PAPERS PAST… 
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