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February 22 

All day on Saturday it was rumoured about that we were to march at night 

for Te Awamutu but [dying] showers and the threatening appearance of the sky made us doubtful 

whether we should really move or not: however, we packed everything in readiness and we could see all 

round us preparations being made quietly for a move.  At last, as the night set in dark and misty, with 

every prospect of a soaking rain in the next twelve hours, our expectations were confirmed by hearing for 

a certainty that the move was to be made, and that all was to be in readiness by 11 o’clock and as no 

baggage of any kind was to accompany us, we made up our minds with the best grace we could 

for several days of camping under the blanket, and the full enjoyment of an amphibious state of existence.  

At about half-past ten the subdued noise and unusual bustle in the camp, with the long lines of men 

gliding about in the dark, like regiments of phantoms, showed that the force was being assembled: and 

accordingly we struck our tents and slinging each one his own worldly possessions on his back and taking 

three long sticks to act as tent poles in his hand, in some instances the additional burden of a native flax 

basket full of necessaries, the representatives of the Press in full anticipation of their misery to come, 

repaired to the front of the camp.  There we found about 800 men of the 65th and 70th line, Rangers, 

Defence Corps, Mounted Artillery, Naval Brigade, and Engineers paraded.  The orders being given in a 

low voice and the men only conversing in whispers, pipes, of course, being strictly prohibited, and every 

precaution being taken to prevent the natives from hearing any intimation of our departure.  Then 

wheeling into the columns and the General riding slowly to the front ahead of his staff, we started, and 

almost at the same moment the rain began to fall heavily to relieve us of all uncertainty with regard to the 

weather.  Following the broad road leading to our outposts and to the camp under Colonel Waddy in 

front of Paterangi, we arrived in time at the Maungapiko, the scene of the last skirmish: the rain having 

cleared off again, and the moon having decided upon giving us a dim uncertain light.  Arriving here at the 

witching hour of night – on the spot where only a few days before so many souls had been driven from 

their bodies in the unholy violence of war, as dying men gasping out their curse, and writhing in their last 

unutterable agonies, glared in the faces of their slayers with that long state that seems to say that God’s 

curse is upon war, as plainly as if spoken in the tones of a thunder-peal.  Did anyone, I say, experience a 

shudder, or fancy that the dull place was haunted?  There was no time, however, to solve any problems, 

or answer any questions.  The first men plunged into the stream and waded across the water being about 

mid-thigh deep, and those behind must follow quickly, or be left behind to be cut off, nolens volens, all or 

well, prepared or not prepared, fresh or exhausted, you must follow your leader in a night march, or else 

you are lost, in every sense of the word.  Accordingly, turning up their trousers the men of the [pen] 

plunged in, and when once their boots were completely filled, grinned and bore it philosophically.  

Arriving at the opposite bank, the sand was found to be converted into slippery mud by the water from 

the dripping boots of the preceding men, and stepping out confidently in happy ignorance of this face, 

several fell and rolled into the mud, covering cap, clothes and pack, with a thick coating of plaster.  

However there was no time to remove the effects, or to grumble, stern necessity obliged all to keep 

moving.  Time, tide and armies wait for no men and on we pushed, now in single file, the track deviating 

from the open broad path to Rangiokia and taking a more southerly direction, thereby rounding the 

native position of Paterangi, keeping well away from it in a coarse supposed by the Maoris to 

impracticable to us without native guides and known as Wharekauhopa.  Passing as quietly as Maoris 

themselves could have done, under the range of which  

 

Paterangi is situated, the native sentry could be heard yelling and shouting his wild war song in the still 

night air, in complete ignorance of the fact that the Philistines were upon him.  One would not think that 
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wild rollicking English soldiers could steal along so silently.  Not a sword jingled, not a word was spoken 

above a whisper, and whether it was the soft mossy untrodden ground, or that the men even tried to 

tread softly, but it seemed as if the usual tramp, tramp, tramp of the British soldier’s march was 

exchanged for a quiet subdued swinging stride, across swamps, through tall fern, across gullies, up-hill 

and down, falling into holes, tumbling along anyhow, guided only by the white belts of the man 

immediately in front and keeping up with him for dear life.  So we pushed on hour after hour, till as day 

began faintly to break we got on to a better road again, and came about half-past six in sight of the church 

and buildings of the station at “Te Awamutu”.  Tired and exhausted with want of sleep, smothered with 

dirt and longing for something to eat, a wash and a sweet rest to our weary weary bones.  We pushed on 

as we fondly imagined to what was to be our haven, when we saw the cavalry ordered on and dash 

straight through towards Rangiawhia, and the head of the column following we saw that our fate was still 

to continue our tramp.  We could see that the place was untouched, every building but one being exactly 

as it was [illeg] and no enemy was to be seen in front, therefore the continuance of the march was a 

mystery to us, though it came out afterwards that a convoy of provisions for the pah at Paterangi, being 

known to be at Rangiawhia it was with the intention of cutting it off that the advance was made, though it 

is not certain now that there was any such motive.  However following the road we wound along over a 

range and down across the valley to the two neat churches, and many scattered houses and whares 

surrounded by many acres of cultivation that constitute the settlement of Rangiawhia.  Taken completely 

by surprise the natives were roused from their sleep by the Defence Corps riding through their 

settlement, an interpreter riding ahead and warning them to lay down their arms and surrender, however, 

they were mad enough to rush out with their double-barrelled guns and commence a skirmish.  The 65th 

and Rangers now coming up in skirmishing order the Maoris were driven into their whares and shot 

down promiscuously, many unfortunately being men that soldiers would never shoot if they could avoid 

it, and some women too it is feared were mingled with the crowd.  The fire from the whares however 

could not be passed over as it had taken effect upon several of our men, Colonel Nixon of the Defence 

Corps falling, shot through the chest, private McHale of the Defence Corps being shot dead inside one of 

the whares where he remained amongst a crowd of bodies of Maoris killed till the whare was set on fire 

and the whole mass burned together.  The fire was now fast and furious from both sides and the cavalry 

cutting off the retreat of the retiring Maoris many of them were made prisoners.  The General now 

ordered the firing to cease and a party of Maories that had taken refuge in the church to remain 

unmolested and bringing away prisoners and wounded, he commanded the force to retire to Awamutu.  

Our total was now discovered to be as I detailed it yesterday namely two killed one mortally wounded.  

Colonel Nixon dangerously wounded and four others wounded more or less seriously.  Being in 

ignorance of the weighty reasons our General of (course had) for leaving Rangiwahia and all its store of 

provisions unoccupied, and being exhausted as we were,  to march back again into Awamutu we naturally 

grumbled extensively.  It was finally ten o’clock and we had not sat down nor broken our list since ten the 

night before, and it was hard to comprehend why the General had declined occupying the place and give 

his men some rest:  however, we felt sure it was for a reason – and waited patiently for the solving of the 

mystery.  Trudging slowly back in rear of the forces – we witnessed the next (melancholy) feature of the 

spectacle.  On a stretcher carried by four men came a (illeg) covered by a sack, the two feet projecting 

covered in (illeg) and moving helplessly with every jerk of the bearers, telling the story, next came a (illeg) 

but patient under his suffering then another with his face smashed out of all semblance of humanity, but 

horrible to witness still alive, next poor Colonel Nixon, faint and (illeg) sympathised with by everybody, 

with kind friends round him and hopes from everyone for his recovery.  After this came a melancholy 

troop of wounded and captive Maoris, many of them faint, doubtless, from their hurts and marching 

along with difficulty, but God forgive me if after seeing the sad processions of our own brave fellows I 

felt no sympathy for them.  There were, I am told, altogether over thirty prisoners.  The Camp was then 

pitched around the Church and settlement of Te Awamutu, and stretching out on the fern, too tired even 

to wait for breakfast, we took a snatch of rest.  In the course of the day we heard that some natives had 



been seen in our rear on entering Te Awamutu, and this probably may have accounted for the General’s 

return, combined perhaps with the (procrastination) of events which are now occurring and which I shall 

have to relate presently.  But yesterday the day passed quickly away, some natives firing occasionally from 

the direction of several different settlements around and in the evening the Church and all the settlement 

belonging to Government having been handed over to the charge of his Lordship the Bishop of New 

Zealand, who is with us, the bell was rung peacefully in the little spire for evening service, and seeking 

shelter in the old printing office of :The “ i (illeg) moke moke e tu (illeg) i runga it te tuanui o te whare” 

which means simply the title of Mr Gorst’s old Maori newspaper we of the “press” were glad to 

experience the sweet relief of a (illeg).  In the course of the afternoon a convoy came in with the three 6lb 

Armstrongs, 150 Waikato Militia under Captain Goldsmith.  An addition to Naval Brigade of a 6th 

Armstrong with its crew, some more of the 38th and some of the Land Transport Corps.  I must now 

apologise for any brevity or (confusion) which may perceived in the above account and explain that when 

I began to write it this morning, word came in that the Maoris had abandoned all their pahs in our rear, 

and were approaching our (illeg) picqued from the direction of Rangiawhia in great force.  Thus it seemed 

that the General’s anticipation of his movements ending on forcing the Maoris to fight on his ground 

instead of theirs was a correct one, and a battle in force was to be at length fought with the lurking 

gentlemen in open ground.  Accordingly we adjourned to the front to witness all that might occur beyond 

a little (popping) at long range, nothing was to be seen, and the greater part of the force being apparently 

about to be dismissed and the Cavalry having been sent back, we imagined that it was only to be an alarm 

while the provisions were secured by the Maoris and we returned to our writing, as well as our state of 

excitement would permit, when again trumpets sounding boot and saddle  and bugles making the whole 

of the buildings ring with the un-accustomed excitement of their calls warned us that the second act was 

to come, and presently guns were off and Cavalry in full speed to the top of the range, looking over 

Rangiawhia.  What followed must be told in another letter, I can only say that while I am writing the 

Cavalry are charging the enemy at full speed.  While they are keeping up a fire that for weight and volume 

beats all the Maoris have ever directed on us yet.  The field pieces are firing rapidly, and evidently there is 

a pitched battle going on which will decide the war at a blow.  Our loss will be heavy doubtless but that of 

the Maoris must be crushing. 

 

All of the wounded of yesterday’s skirmish are progressing favourably with the exception of the poor 

fellow whose wound is known to be mortal.  Colonel Nixon is better.  And Bellendon of the Rangers is 

also doing well. 

 

Feb 22 5pm 

 

The battle of this morning has been fought, but I am only able to give you very hurried particulars tonight 

before the mail goes.  It appears that immediately on finding himself out-ranked Rewi abandoned the 

pahs of Paterangi and Pikopiko and brought all the garrisons up to Rangiawhia to make a stand there, and 

when first observed this morning were busily engaged in throwing up entrenchments – the 50th, 70th and 

65th Artillery Defence Corps and the Rangers attacked the, the 50th charging them out of the unfinished 

entrenchments.  The fire was tremendous, that at Rangiriri was nothing nearly so heavy, and the Maoris 

were in great force in the high fern and ti-tree and behind their commenced earth-works, but they fled 

directly they were attacked and were pursued in all directions, skirmishing as they went.  The loss inflicted 

upon them was very great, it is believed; but as yet only 18 or 19 bodies have been found, one of their 

wounded is a great chief.  They flung down their arms, as they ran; and almost every man has picked up 

weapons of some description – Rangiawahia was taken, the Maoris being driven a long way beyond it.  

Pigs, cattle and horses in dozens are being driven in – the 50th hold the settlement of Rangiwahia.  Our 

loss is not nearly so heavy, fortunately, as was anticipated.  The results of the move are, that we hold the 



pahs and Rangiawahia and have completely (illeg) up the Maori force and driven them out of their district 

and in all possibility have finished the war.  I will send all particulars in my next. 

 

 

February 23 

 

The events of the last two or three days, crowned by the little fight of yesterday, most successfully clears 

up any doubts that have hitherto existed as to the wisdom of the line of strategy pursued by the General 

with reference to the Maori fortifications intended to bar the road from Rangiawhia. 

 

It was a new feature of warfare to the Maoris, who have hitherto had only to stick up an earthwork and 

make it as carefully planned and palpable a trap as they pleased and made their minds perfectly easy that 

the pakeha would either run blindly into it or wait outside it till they had time to retire to another.  With 

all the resources of science applied to modern warfare we great teachers have allowed ourselves to be 

baffled by the earthworks of poor savages and knew no other way of attacking them than in their own 

blind, brutal rush, for which they had prepared.  But for the bread line of strategy which should embrace 

a whole district, and by the single move of a skilful hand render impotent all its fortifications at a blow 

and compel the enemy to fight on ground of our choosing, and not on that selected by himself, to his 

disadvantage and not to ours: these are the little refinements of the fame of war which require the master, 

and to which we have hitherto been unaccustomed.  Here we have had the plan carefully arranged long 

before hand, and adhered to determinedly against all evil and misunderstanding, till all details had been 

skilfully and carefully worked out, and then executed strictly to the letter, according to its original design, 

and producing  precisely the effect intended.  It is such warfare as this which will most show the power of 

the European over the Maori, and terrify him by showing him that he can be outwitted and beaten 

without an overwhelming loss on our side; and at the same time it is more merciful warfare for him, as 

greater results are produced by one broad move than by a dozen sanguinary aimless engagements.  I may 

conclude these few preliminary remarks by reminding you that the whole of this movement has been 

executed in every particular in the manner I indicated to you in one of my letters some weeks ago, and the 

effect, as I then foretold has been to place the immensely strong pas of Piko Piko, Paterangi and 

Rangiatia – each of which must have cost us at least a hundred men to storm – in our hands, giving us 

possession of the great Maori central district of Rangiawhia, with its prestige, and all the store of 

provisions on which the rebels depended, with live stock of all kinds in quantities and plunder of arms 

and all that Maoris consider valuable.  It has given the General the opportunity of thoroughly beating the 

Maoris in force in a stand up fight in the open and all with a loss of comparatively very few men. 

 

I informed you in my letter of yesterday that I was interrupted by the sudden blowing of trumpets and the 

bugles calling all the camp to arms, and that we made a fruitless expedition in the direction of Rangiawhia, 

and seeing nothing going on, but, as we imagined, a few natives popping long shots to distract attention 

from a few more who were apparently moving off the crop of a large potatoe[sic] field, we returned to 

the camp and our usual occupations.  Soon after, however, the Defence Corps and Mounted Artillery 

were drawn up again: two 3-lb Armstrongs were sent on.  The 50th and part of the 65th were sent on to 

the front, where the 70th and Rangers were already lying in wait, just under the east of a hill, and finally 

the General and staff again rode off at a sharp pace, followed by the cavalry.  About half way between Te 

Awamutu and Rangiawhia there is a rise in the ground, from which the Maoris had been firing on our 

picquet and had been seen to be digging: discovering that the digging going on had for its object the 

formation of rifle pits and not the removal of potatoes the General made immediately the preparations I 

have described, for attacking the Maories engaged on the work.   

Posted to the right of our line was a strong party of the enemy and skirmishes were scattered about the 

plain between (us) and their position.  Advancing through the fern, firing at our picquet in considerable 



numbers, their plan was to drive in the picquet and make an attack upon our position, though the attempt 

proved rather abortive in the end.  The 76th, advancing in skirmishing order, drove their outlying parties 

back, when the cavalry received orders to charge the body of men on the right: riding at full speed in 

splendid order, they dashed at them in the style that only English cavalry can, shaking the ground and 

sending the pellets of earth from the hoofs flying over the heads of the men in the rear, and seeming to 

go with a force that would upset a mountain, they drove them as far as the tall fern and ti-tree would 

allow the speed to be kept up.  While they were thus advancing at full gallop, suddenly from their position 

there sprang up hill 300 natives, and poured in a valley from their half finished rifle pits, with their 

double-barrelled guns, that I have never seen executed for rapidity and its long continued (roll)[sic?] in 

any engagement with the Maoris.  We all thought that every man of the cavalry must be killed, but strange 

to say they rode through the storm, with the bullets whistling about them as thick as hail, without losing a 

man.   

Supporting the cavalry and extending out to the right were the 70th, while the Rangers were skirmishing 

on the left.  The field-pieces were now (illeg) and opened a brisk fire on the position from which the 

Maoris were pouring in their vollies[sic].  While the shells were rattling about their ears, and keeping them 

fully employed, the 50th who had been skirmishing up, were being formed in line facing the position at a 

distance of from 700 to 800 yards, and then received orders to charge the Maori position with the 

bayonet.  Shoulder to shoulder, with rifle and bayonet down to the charge, firm as a brick wall, the 

fighting 50th advanced through the tall fern – breast high in this place – with Colonel Weare ahead of 

them and cheering gallantly as they broke their way through the fern.  Rattling and whistling round them 

a perfect hurricane of bullets was directed upon them, but without stopping them or breaking them for a 

moment.  Here Ensign Doveton was wounded and many more, but almost miraculously only one killed.  

When within about twenty yards of the native position, which was a line of half-finished rifle pits 

extending for half-a-mile behind an old ditch topped by a fence which the Maoris had pallisaded.  The 

cowardly rascals lost heart, and rushing out of their pits and defences, helter-skelter, ran for their lives 

across the plain, followed by the 50th.  The troops advanced and took possession of Rangiawhia without 

further resistance and captured a large amount of plunder.  Some of the Maoris then got round by our 

rear and opened fire upon us, wounding a man slightly in the foot.  The Naval Brigade was quickly 

despatched to the rear, and an end was put to the firing.  Towards evening the wounded began to drop in, 

and also the soldiers laden with spoil of every kind.  Some of the arms of native manufacture taken were 

very handsome ones. 

 

The following is the list of the casualties:- 

 

KILLED 

Sergeant Hawkins, 50th Regt. 

Private Tuck, Artillery 

 

WOUNDED 

Ensign Doveton. 50th, severely in groin. 

Lieutenant Pagan, 65thm slightly in calf of leg 

Private Burke, 50th, severely 

Private Beech, 50th, severely 

Private Warburton, 50th, severely 

Sergeant Payne, 50th, slightly 

Private Brett, 50th, slightly 

Private Kennedy, 50th, slightly 

Private Bailey, 50th, slightly 

Private Matthews, 50th, slightly 



Private Walsh, 50th, slightly 

Private J, McEvoy, 50th, slightly 

Private Steers, Artillery, slightly 

Private Evans, 65th, slightly 

Private Evans, 65th, slightly 

Private Morris, 70th, in skull 

Private J. Mugeridge, 70th, slightly 

Sergeant Dunn, 70th, hand and face 

Private C. Taylor, 70th, hand and face 

Corporal Little, Colonel Defence Corps, in thigh 

Corporal Gilmer, ditto ditto in arm 

 

All are doing pretty well, and the wounded of Sunday are reported favourably of Colonel Nixon being 

better, with hopes of his recovery, although shot through the lungs.  The poor fellow of the 65th shot 

through the skull, from which the brain protruded, still lingers, but without hope. 

A large force went this morning on an expedition to Kehikehi, the village of the Ngatimaniapoto chief 

Rewi.  It was deserted, the cultivations were full of all kinds of produce. 

A chief, William Tohitohi, who has been to Europe in the ‘Novarra’ came in this morning from the rebel 

camp, with a white flat, to ascertain the terms of peace.  He had a long conference with the General and 

ascertained the terms that would be allowed and went away, promising to return in two days with the 

answers.  He said they were quite outwitted at Paterangi, having made up their mind to have a last flight 

there, and that since the General had transferred the war to Rangiawhia they were desirous of peace. 

 

The Maori loss is reported as from 15 to 30.  Three were taken prisoners; one, badly wounded, is a well 

known old chief named Paul.  Colonel Waddy came up last night with a force of nearly 600 men.  They 

report that Paterangi was left by the Maoris full of provisions and that it was immensely strong.  It would 

only have been stormed with enormous loss. 

 




