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INTRODUCTION.
gt

T A have prwweh i ; I pieea
AvE ege few poems, or rether fugitive &, in
& ollsctad , it the requeet of & few of my friends. Bome
u!th.emhnwﬂ.ppﬁiﬂﬂ&tﬂ:ﬂmtﬂmu,uh&wamde Lume,
in the columne of the press, others are now é:n'
firad tirne. I:lttmurﬁw'mihm&endu l.ndit.hubam
indeed & labonr of love, to depiet scenes and evenis, whieh,
though lingering in the minds of the clder setilers, wre yei
nnknown to the riving gemsration, or to those who have only
lately come amongst ue. With many of thoee who fook a
prominent part in the froabloas times of the Colomy, I was on
terma of warm friendahip. This great Colony of New '
Fesland, oar home, and in which I heve spent many
hnga.uﬂ E'rentfnl Fears, has become very dear to me. Its
migged snow mouht:.ma,, ite Tovely plaine and valleys, its
mleclrl Inkes rapid rivers, its wonderful heslth-restoring
and erystal tarrms,a.ll combine to make it 0 the not
I'ar future, the home of millions of the Anglo-zsxon race.  The
Maaori of the good old times, who with all his fanlte was ElDCEre
and brave, ia now rapidly passing away, Many of them
rendered great and Insting services in very periloas fimes, and
deserve the very kindlieet recopmition of the white settlers of
thie North Island. It fe this fesling which has meprlﬁ] i,
not unkindly T trast, to wxite “A Heathen Maori,” sod to make
allnsion to the Sght at Montos, Wwhen the frisndly Maories, at
heavy loss to themaelves, del'ﬂwi the Han Haus and pre‘rented
them from descemding the river, and eerrying murder and
destrivciion anponget outlying eettiere. Io ** The Dyiog
Miner " I hoave attempted to pouriray the porils of s digger's
life. They are & rongh, bint brave and generons lot of men.
The charmcter of Jack is teken from life. 1 met many snch
during eome yeers qien on the gold fielda.
In conclusion, I dedicate with much pleasure this hitle
brpcjmr.g to the pmpje of Wanganmni.
Tae AvTHoH.

WaARaLNUR,
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Josepn Harwoon.

i: #Your up, my boy, the setbing sun
Ias a'miriug in the west
The day is o'er, thy work i= done,
Come up, my l:'rn:,r, and vest.

# 1 cannot move,"” the lad replied,
“The yielding, treacherous sand

Is falling quickly from the side,
And holds me where I stand.”

# Uh, father, help ' the wailing sound
Uprises from the well,

Amnil brings the startled neighbours round—
'Tis like a funeral knell,

They gaze into the living grave,
And spy the upturned face—
With starticy eye implore' to save

From out the fatal place.



Joseph Harwood.

But who amongst them all will daxe
Drescend the yawning spot ?

And seek to save, perchanee to sharo,
The poor boy's dreadful lot.

A moment, see the pendent rope
Is grasped with daring haud :

A fit embodiment of Hope
Beside the boy doth stand.

And ns the seaman midst the storm
Close reefs with dauntless hand,
He tries to pluck the trembling form

From out the deepening sand,

And willing arms help from above—
They pull, but all in vaio :

The lad eries ** Hold, for God's dear love,
I cannot bear the pain.”

But acon, too soon, another slip
Encloses to his waist ;

With dewy brow and guivering lip,
Ha falters cut, ** Make haste 1"

And strong men view with awful fear,
They labour but too late :
Unbidden falls the starting tear,
For such untimely fate.




Joseph Harwood. 3

His brave compagion now makes fast
A double strand aronnd,

And barely 'scapes with life at last
From ‘neath the falling ground.

Again they strain upon the rope,
Amid the gathering gloom ;

And strive, with desperate strength and hope,
To avert sueh piteons doom.

“ Pull one, pull all,"” is now the ery—
Oh, sure 'tis Dot too late ?

The poor boy bears in agony,
And ealmly waits his fate.

Oh, sad, the rotting rope doth part—
The sickening scene is o'er ;

Upon that young and hapless heart
The ruthless earth doth pour.

Brave Harwood onee again with speed
Deseends into that grave:

No thought of fear, nor death doth heed,
If only he may save,

Aund though he risked his life in vain,
His work shall never die, - -

But prove to him a tenfold gain
In realms beyond the sky.



