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4
He iti nā Tūhoe e kata te pō!

In exploring the ongoing impact of settler colonialism upon Ngāi Tūhoe over 
the last 160 years, we have seen how the representation of Tūhoe as violent, 
savage, criminal and terrorist was pivotal in the dehumanising treatment 
of whānau by the police, and in the state apparatus of violence. Fuelled by 
the colonial imaginary, these corrosive representations have given rise to 
distorted fantasies of who and what Tūhoe are – especially for Tūhoe men. 
In this, Tūhoe have had no voice, the media industry instead propagating 
its own stereotypes embodied in the ‘Tūhoe Jake Heke’, informed by long-
held, colonially inflected perspectives. By contrast, I have, throughout this 
book, attempted to centre and prioritise Tūhoe histories as told by Tūhoe, 
from early colonial encounters through to the recent paramilitary raids, to 
disrupt these imaginings. In drawing this book to a close, I turn once more 
to the Tūhoe voice and, specifically, to my companion and friend, Waitangi. 
I asked if she would like to reflect on what matemate-ā-one means for her, 
in view of the 2014 raid. I left the rest to her, and what follows is a first-
person account in Waitangi’s own eloquent prose, describing her world to 
us through the eyes of her six-year-old self. For a brief moment in time, she 
invites us in. As ‘Outlanders’ in her world, we witness the fusion of people 
and place, and the pangs of navigating the stereotypes of ‘being Tūhoe’.

Following Waitangi’s reflection, I turn to consider once more the central 
nature of land to Tūhoe existence, through a Foucauldian-informed 
reading of the essential role technology plays in shaping life. Described 
as ‘somatechnics’ (Pugliese and Stryker 2009), I suggest that for Tūhoe, 
whenua is the techné, or technology, that gives rise to life itself in awakening 
and sustaining matemate-ā-one. Matemate-ā-one concerns relationships 
between people and place as much as it does between people themselves, 
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and I explore how manaaki – as an expression of this – offers a critical 
counterpoint to biopower, as a mode of existence not premised on violent 
biopolitical caesuras. Interwoven throughout are various photographs of 
whānau in Ruatoki, mostly taken by Tatsiana (another whānau friend) while 
I stayed with Waitangi’s whānau in 2016 and 2017 (Figures 4.1–4.9). These 
photos not only provide glimpses into the everyday nature of Ruatoki life but, 
more importantly, are representations untethered to the colonial gaze. They 
are visualisations of matemate-ā-one, in coming to know anew the People 
of the Mist. In particular, they challenge colonial depictions of Tūhoe men 
as the quintessential ignoble savage, offering alternative representations that 
fit more comfortably with Jackson’s vision, Once Were Gardeners (Jackson 
2009). Combined, these visual and written histories interrupt colonial Once 
Were Warriors-esque framings of Tūhoe through the embodied experiences 
of Tūhoe themselves. Let us begin with Waitangi’s story.

Ancestors and Outlanders: Waitangi’s story
‘Get inside!’ Mum instructs, as she spots a group of humans 
navigating their way down the driveway. ‘Psssh,’ I respond. She 
knows my thoughts and expressions but on this occasion has no 
patience for them. She shoots me a glance that speaks ‘get lost’ in 
all sorts of languages and proceeds to ready our homestead for the 
arrival of the strangers – ‘Outlanders’.

In those days, the 1980s, very rarely did we come into contact with 
any Outlander traversing our leg of Te Urewera – The Flaming Phallus 
– unless they were spreading their word and seed, traipsing for land 
or getting lost while running away from something or someone.

The road to our home was long and muddy yet to be made into 
a well-travelled path. You had to know the lay of the land or you 
would succumb to its natural entrapments. Periodic dips ensured 
there was always some mass body of water fooling the ignorant into a 
false sense of shallowness. I always marvelled at the lack of awareness 
some of these Outlanders had. The frogs croaking, the wetland birds 
wandering and the guardian kingfisher perched atop the recently 
erected power poles would, in my then childlike mind, indicate the 
type of environment they had entered.

The hills stand majestically framing the skyline, with their 
breathtaking magnificence. They are the first guard, the ancestral 
palisade, that the foolish Outlanders see as they move towards us. 
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Our mountains have been here and have stood guard over their kin 
for thousands of years. They have heard, seen, felt and carried every 
story through worlds upon worlds of lives. When the Outlanders 
choose us, the hills will strip them to their core until they are left 
naked, revealing every grain of humanity.

Our monarchy is clothed by the ancients and the tomorrows with 
roots entwined, side by side rustling between generations upon 
generations, and waiting for the newest stories to be voiced by the 
Outlanders. By the time they have snaked their way through the 
training ground of gladiators, their faces red from the unsuspecting 
assault and excursion, clothes and shoes worse for wear, they 
finally turn their attention to the family. Beyond the moat are 
the family, safely nestled behind borders, watching … and waiting … 
minutely aware.

The waterway Arerowhero – Red Tongue – has always been guarded 
fiercely by our Mōkai Kaitiaki – animal guardians, superbeings that 
chose us for their lives. On this occasion, it was being protected 
by the ferocity of our little-bit-‘extra’-black, spotted, white mongrel 
terrier-cross called Goone-Head, who proceeded to bail up and 
frighten the devil out of the poor sheep. No one crossed the bridge 
without his say so. It is a clear indication of mana whenua and whose 
boundaries and borders these Outlanders were encroaching upon.

Arerowhero and our other waterways were once a rich and fertile food 
source constantly filled with eels, Paranephrops, Eleotridae, cress, 
weeds and other edible species. Her frame was adorned, crowned 
and clothed by rows of loyal and royal floral friendships – Phormium 
tenax, Typha orientalis, Chenopodium album, Gypsophilia, Gladiolis, 
Convallaria majalis, Tetragonia tetragonioides, Tris, Lonicera, thyme, 
lavender, mint, wildflowers and rose.

Beyond them, a rich kingdom of Greats looked on: pink 
rhododendron, European cranberry, ‘Abate Fetel’ pear, ‘Red 
Delicious’ apple, fuschia ‘Montbretia Croscomia Sword’, greengage, 
myrobalan, ‘Santa Rosa’ plum, satsuma, mirabelle plum, ‘Friar’ plum, 
‘Loring’ peach, ‘Polly’ peach, ‘Cresthaven’ peach, feijoa ‘Anatoki’, 
feijoa ‘Apollo’, feijoa ‘Kaiteri’, lime, feijoa ‘Triumph’, feijoa ‘Opal 
Star’, pine, pignut hickory, sweetgum, Macadamia, Ficus carica, 
dwarf mandarin, passion vine, Clianthus, Podocarpus tōtara, Piper 
excelsum, Leptospermum scoparium, Kunzea ericoides, olive, nectarine, 
avocado, Coprosma propinqua and Alsophila dealbata.
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Hiding in their midst was every type of creature that had made 
the homestead their home: scarabs, beetles, cockroaches, ants, 
aphids, mealybugs, ladybugs, silverfish, centipedes, spiders, giant 
earthworms, cicadas, rodents, birds and other four-legged and two-
legged animals. All of us nestled safely among our own, each aware 
of our connecting and individual thoughts.

On one occasion, when I was about six, I was with Goone-Head, 
having failed to get myself lost. The Outlanders hesitantly moved 
towards the bridge, huddling together and readying themselves to 
step into the grounds of our sacred fortress. One by one, each human 
crossed the threshold and were at once set upon by a thunderously 
beautiful and savage native kid screaming, ‘Ooii, fakofaoutahya 
shiuuu! Wyiuhiaphor? Huyewbe? Yewparuh. Yiuyuk. Yiwnolaohya! Yiu 
geeeet!’ ‘Halt! Who goes there? Who are you? What do you want? 
Why are you here? You are not to enter!’

This was followed up with a well-orchestrated and calculated 
pummelling of said persons by an artillery of unripe plums and 
sweetgum balls, and Mōkai Kaitiaki (spiritual guardians). It was 
a glorious and well executed attack on the enemy made by an 
over-zealous, wild, bushy-haired girl with a ‘peaches and cream’ 
complexion, dark brown, expressive eyes and a very ‘acid and fowl’ 
tongue.

I remember being dressed in the most outrageous, tartan-patterned 
frou-frou dress one could ever imagine on a native frame in the 
middle of nowhere land. I was wielding my trusty mānuka staff 
made for eeling and, as I perhaps think in hindsight, resembled a 
savage in Lord of the Flies.

‘Ooii! Gonoyias Shiuuu!’ (‘Did you not hear me?’) I bellowed, all 
the while making a scathing assessment of said strangers, ‘Eah, 
Wyiuhiafo? Wykadaondeafo? Yiudum. Yiupoo. Gobaf. Yiunosey 
yiunosie!’ (Why are you here? Why did you leave your vehicle down 
there? There is no sense in that. You are filthy. You need to clean 
yourself. You are not to see my parents in that state.)

No sooner had I said it than I heard my dad’s deathly, distinctive 
voice from behind, sternly commanding, ‘Isa! Iekene hua! Whoatu 
koe. Shiiuu!’ (Isa! Your manners! Leave off and go and make useful 
or you’re going to get it!)
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‘Isa.’ A pet name usually reserved for times I knew I was going to be 
in lots of trouble. It’s short for ‘Elizabeth’ or, as I used to pronounce 
it, ‘Isa-bitch’, an ‘honour’ bestowed upon the mysterious Outlander 
whose name I carry.

Mum and Dad were strict when it came to kawa matemate-ā-one 
– the custom of Divine Earth. They are always ready and filled to 
the brim with it. Matemate-ā-one – Divine Earth. My older siblings 
were taught this art and philosophy through food, nurturing and 
nourishment. These are duties that they continue to treasure to 
this day. I was taught of matemate-ā-one through traditional song, 
chant, dance and storytelling.

In its simplest and most literal form it means ‘death born of earth’, 
but it also means ‘connections made to earth’. In Tūhoe, the root of 
this systems growth relies upon the connected, conscious presence: 
the presence of acknowledgement, nourishment, rest, reflectiveness, 
confrontation, mirror-truths and healing.

Figure 4.1. Drying off from a swim in the creek, Ruatoki 2016.
Source: Photograph by Tatsiana Chypsanava.
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Figure 4.2. Majestically, tuakana (older sibling) teaches teina 
(younger sibling) the art of horseriding, Ruatoki 2016.
Source: Photograph by Tatsiana Chypsanava.

My job and duty has always been to do as my parents instructed and 
get lost. You may be thinking, ‘Why they would teach such a thing?’ 
I’ll tell you one reason: my mouth lacked tact. That’s what Pākehā 
– White New Zealand – would call it. Some would even go as far 
as to describe it as a welfare report card just itching to be actioned. 
As Tūhoe, we just call it ‘honesty out loud’.

My parents feared this honesty and the judgement that usually 
followed from the Outlanders, not because it would reflect badly on 
them. In reality, they couldn’t care less about what these strangers 
thought. But they did care deeply about the prejudice these 
Outlanders tended to have about all us native children. A lot of the 
time these Outlanders are so ignorant and self-centred that they give 
no further thought to the effects their words can have on the future 
of these kids, as I have discovered in this adult stage of life.

So, it is in this manner I was taught the contrasting difference between 
a Tūhoe and non-Tūhoe way of understanding and communicating 
with the world. This is known to me as the philosophy of matemate-
ā-one – Divine Earth. Although I had long lived and breathed 
matemate-ā-one, I only learned the term itself in recent life, when 
Tūhoe were once again forced into indignity through the many 
police raids on our Whārua.
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We stripped away layers upon layers of ourselves to the other-
worlders, the Outlanders. Our existence was then dissected, 
debated, disbelieved and incredulously spoken about, as we, Tūhoe, 
articulated, defended and honoured these intimate aspects of our 
selves. And, as I’ve found, Outlanders crave to understand the 
intricacies of our philosophies and ways of being, woven into every 
molecule of my fibre, and that of my people. But what gives them 
the right to crave, to know, to objectify?

I loved getting lost, in the trees, up the hills, across the valley, down 
the river, under the bridge, in the tunnel, in our fortresses, in the 
cemeteries or with my elders. Every time I was told to ‘get lost’or ‘get 
out of the way’, I did so with glee, either by myself or with my sisters. 
Te Urewera made it easy for us to do so.

The first call in the mornings was heralded by our giant black rooster. 
His ritual would begin at midnight, cocking half hourly until the first 
peaks of dawn. Hinepūkohurangi – Goddess of the Mist – our Mother, 
would still be among us, her children, shrouding us in her glory. As she 
readies herself to begin her day in the realms of our spirit beings, she 
kisses each and every one of us with the dew of her lips. As day breaks, 
it reveals our majestic, mountainous monarchy: Taiarahia, Te Tāhū 
o Haokitaha, Ngā Taumata, Parekohe and others, their shadowy 
embraces enveloping those they protect. Me. Us. Tūhoe.

Figure 4.3. Feeding time for the pigs, with Waitangi’s son, Whareauahi, 
Ruatoki 2017.
Source: Photograph by Tatsiana Chypsanava.
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Figure 4.4. Whare, Waitangi’s brother, preparing to feed the calves, 
Ruatoki 2017.
Source: Photograph by Tatsiana Chypsanava.

Figure 4.5. Off to kōhanga, Ruatoki 2017.
Source: Photograph by Tatsiana Chypsanava.
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Figure 4.6. Life on the farm, Ruatoki 2017.
Source: Photograph by Tatsiana Chypsanava.

There’s a wind called Te Ōkiwa that snakes its way through the 
gullies in our valley. The depth of its cold can only be described as 
deep, soul deep. It means that there is no choice but to listen, hear 
and let its frozen whispers ignite you from the inside out. Every 
morning it speaks the tones of our ancestors, reminding us of our 
collective oath:

Ruatoki, puritia tō mana māori
Te arohanui kia mau!

Me whakapono me whakatau
te Atua ki mua i ōu hīkoinga

Kia tūpato, nā te mea,
Ko Ruatoki tēnei.1

Once done, we would then prepare for school and a cross-country 
walk to Tauarau to wait for the bus, which was the only place with 
a tar-sealed road, albeit a small one. Along the stretch lived Koro 
Roadrunner, who loved to walk; Koro Dusty; Nanny Golly with the 

1	  Ruatoki, maintain your natural essence
(that being) unconditional love; bind it to you.
Be faithful and firm in allowing God to guide you in your journeys
You! Beware! Because
I am Ruatoki (translation by Waitangi).
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pretty hair; Koro Big John and Nanny Crack; Uncle Nika and Aunty 
Kimmy; Koro Bill and Nanny Mary; Koro Bean; Koro Hakeke; Koro 
Whetu; and Koro Fragile Rock, who used to let us watch cartoons 
on his colour TV and gave us sour oranges.

Then there was Nanny Lord, my absolute favourite. She loved me, 
truly and really. She used to love chasing me down with her bottle of 
holy water, screaming, ‘Repent, you heathen!’. By the time we reached 
our bus stop, our drivers, either Uncle Bus or Rexy Sexy, would be 
waiting with their traditional saying, ‘Bloody hurry up, you kids!’

At school, it was daily dedications, traditional arts and sciences, 
contemporary national and international studies, languages and 
environmental studies. All these teachings were conducted throughout 
the different marae and even in our school marae, Te Mauri Tau.

Back at home, it was more chores, followed by evenings spent with 
my sisters alongside our maiden river, Ōhinemataroa, eating fire-
baked potatoes, sourdough and sausages, or roaming the hills while 
composing new music, or at the spring, choreographing traditional 
dance sequences.

On special occasions, we would gather with other families in the 
middle of a paddock, bonfire blazing, parents raging, teenagers 
sneaking and children running free. Like the moments we have in our 
fortresses, open-air night gatherings were a much-loved traditional 
method of kinship connectedness. Old stories were shared and new 
stories made.

In times of grief, illness, death and maladies, families gathered 
together to share the load. Each of us would be present, giving our 
passion through words and the other of life’s sacred arts. We wail 
with our calls, grieve with our waters, regret, forget and glorify in our 
speeches, honour in our songs and celebrate the return of the Dead 
to our Mother’s womb.

Going about our daily lives, there is a synchronicity to the way we 
move in and with our whenua; in our land, our creatures, ourselves, 
our soul and everything we see, hear and touch.

This is what living, breathing and encompassing matemate-ā-one 
means. It means paying close attention to the natural cycles of and 
within life. It means being present in the moment: in the zeptosecond, 
the yoctosecond, the attosecond, the femtosecond, the picosecond, 
the nanosecond, the microsecond, the millisecond, the centisecond, 
the desisecond, the second. In the here. In this time.
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I acknowledge you.
I am Crying Sounds of Water-Songs of Gods Oaths, Beliefs 

and Promises.
I am of the Ephah line.

I was born during an eclipse under Abate Fetel pear
amidst the death celebrations of my great-grand elders.

I was raised beneath the Shelters of Those that Gather at the 
Pinnacle Homestead,

brought forth from the spirit world by God’s Right Hand,
in the Spring of Sacred Proverbs.

I acknowledge the Red-Tongued Dragon and the Maiden 
of Foresight,

for the sustenance that nourished me.
My people are of the Collective Senses clan from Two-Headed Axe.

I come from the Goddess of the Mist, and The Mountain.
Our motto is, ‘To guard with our bodies, honour with our hearts

and defend with our souls into death.’
This is me. I am Tūhoe. Tūhoe is me. We are the People 

of the Mist.

And this is us, giving you, Outlander, a small glimpse into our world.

***

Waitangi put to words what I could not, of the lived fusion between people 
and place, the embodied experiences of matemate-ā-one, as Tūhoe living, 
breathing and existing in Te Urewera. She echoes the words of kaumātua 
Henare Tawhao Nikora: ‘Tuhoe and Te Urewera are one’ (Te Awekotuku 
and Nikora 2003, 10). Her story, as she says, is a ‘small glimpse’ but a 
powerful representation of Tūhoe life and people that interrupts the parochial 
colonial gaze. As Outlanders to Te Urewera, we have been privileged briefly, 
to explore her world of home.

The somatechnics of matemate-ā-one
Following Waitangi’s intimate reflection on the synthesis and fusion of 
tangata and whenua, I would like to consider more carefully this imbrication 
for Indigenous ways of being and to contemplate how we might conceive 
of land as the techné or technology that shapes and forms Tūhoe life. In their 
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work on ‘somatechnics’, critical scholars Joseph Pugliese and Susan Stryker 
explore the role technologies play in shaping life in the matrices of biopower 
(Pugliese and Stryker 2009). The term combines the Greek-derived words 
for body – soma – and technology – techné – to denote that ‘material 
corporeality (soma) is inextricably conjoined with the techniques and 
technologies (technics) through which bodies are formed and transformed’ 
(Pugliese and Stryker 2009, 1; see also Haraway 1991). In other words, our 
everyday lives are affected and influenced – to greater or lesser degrees – 
by technologies:

Embodiment is always biocultural, always techno-organic, always 
a practical achievement realized through some concrete means … 
[W]e have never existed except in relation to the techné of symbolic 
manipulation, divisions of labor, means of shelter and sustenance, 
and so forth (Pugliese and Stryker 2009, 2, my emphasis).

Somatechnical analyses have been applied to a broad variety of areas, 
including, for example, transgender studies and critical examinations of 
race, stemming from the desire to keep the definition of somatechnics 
‘somewhat improvisational and provisionally sketched out’ (Pugliese and 
Stryker 2009, 2). It is this definitional latitude that I wish to speak into in 
reflecting on the enmeshment of tangata and whenua for Tūhoe.

In turning this reading of somatechnics on its head, I would like to instead 
suggest that for Tūhoe, whenua itself is the techné, the ‘concrete means’ through 
which existence is realised. As a people rendered of and from the earth, it is 
the land that has nurtured, provided and shaped Tūhoe for generation after 
generation. Whānau tending to flora, fauna and animals; tamariki embarking 
on adventures up to Arerowhero, across Te Tāhū o Haokitaha or to the river 
Ōhinemataroa during the intensity of summer’s heat; and whānau gathering 
upon marae to celebrate new life or farewell lives lived: all this reveals the 
somatechnical potential of land to mould Tūhoe as Tūhoe. Feet touching 
earth enfold one as the other, where the most primal connection – between 
Te Urewera and its mokopuna – is materialised each day, as Ruatoki whānau 
continue to exist as communities bound by kinship and ancestry. Tūhoe are 
kissed by the land and caressed into maturity through its provision of life, 
underscoring the reality that Tūhoe and Te Urewera are one and the same 
(Te Awekotuku and Nikora 2003).

Somatechnically, therefore, whenua is the embodiment of life. The ancient 
practice of burying whenua in the land serves to maintain this sacred, 
intimate relationship, its repeated practice among Tūhoe in Te Urewera 
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an ongoing articulation and reawakening of matemate-ā-one. For Tūhoe 
descendants living far from their ancestral landscapes, this potentiality 
endures because their bloodlines are eternally tied to the vast reaches of 
Te Urewera. Tūhoe’s mana whenua is informed by matemate-ā-one, as an 
infinite claim exceeding the state’s evanescent existence. We might think of 
matemate-ā-one, therefore, as a productive somatechnics of belonging to 
whenua that the state cannot – and will never – extinguish.

Manaaki: countering biopower
As we have seen, matemate-ā-one is awakened as much through people 
and place as it is between people themselves. This more broadly reflects 
the central importance of nourishing and maintaining relationships over 
generations in the Māori world. Manaaki, or manaakitanga,2 remains a 
fundamental cultural practice that gives effect to this reality, establishing, 
renewing and sustaining relationships over time. Manaakitanga:

centres on the ideal of giving in order to receive and therefore maintain 
(or establish) authority, prestige and status, hence manaaki being 
a derivative of ‘mana’. The more one [gives] the greater one’s mana 
(Kawharu 1998, 30).

Thus, kin would ‘become powerful [through] the capacity to negotiate 
mutually rewarding relationships’ (Durie 2001, 82). Manaakitanga is, 
therefore, the ultimate manifestation of mana (Durie 2001, 83), the practice 
of which has long served to stitch together the social and political fabric of 
Māori society (see also Ministry of Business, Innovation and Employment 
2019). As a modality of sociopolitical organisation, manaaki offers a critical 
counterpoint to biopower as a form of population management, not premised 
on the violence of biopolitical caesuras. The following examples illustrate this.

Throughout my time spent in the Ruatoki Valley, elders, pakeke and 
tamariki alike have reiterated the fundamental Tūhoe value of manaaki 
tangata (‘Be kind and generous to people’), and I was a privileged recipient 
of significant manaaki while I was there. For Tūhoe, manaaki tangata is 
encapsulated by the ancient proverb ‘Tūhoe moumou kai’ (‘Tūhoe wasters of 
food’), which bespeaks the great sacrifices made in the practice of manaaki 
tangata. During part of our kōrero, Uncle Smokey explained:

2	  ‘Manaaki’ is the verb; ‘manaakitanga’ is the noun derived from the verb.
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We’ve always been told to feed people from off the road, no matter 
what. Sick, kai te mate, he aha anō, tiaki ana. Tiakina, he tangata tērā, 
koira te tikanga o taua kōrero [Regardless of whether they are sick or 
otherwise indisposed, be kind to them, nurse them and feed them. 
That there is a person; be good to them. That’s the essence of that 
saying] (Uncle Smokey and Whaea Kēkē Awhi, 23 December 2016).

In one of my kōrero with Waitangi’s mum over a cup of tea and some freshly 
made frybread and homemade jam, she spoke of her son, Whare, Waitangi’s 
older brother: ‘Given a chance, Whare would feed the world.’ Hers and 
Uncle Smokey’s words together exemplify the inconsistency between Tūhoe 
value systems and state practices of population management made visible 
and critiqued by Foucault. In Tūhoe worldviews, interactions with people 
are occasions to extend manaaki, where ‘bodies’ – people – are not seen as 
exploitable and disposable resources, but opportunities for strengthening 
one’s mana.

Two further examples illustrate this discussion. In the aftermath of the 
blundered 2014 raid on the Teepa homestead, the police Area Commander 
from Whakatāne met with the Teepa whānau to offer his apologies. 
Waitangi’s sister, Juanita, explained to me that despite the intensity of the 
raid and the wake of trauma it had left in its path, their Mum and Dad 
offered manaaki to the officer and invited him in for a kai and a cup of tea. 
The Area Commander refused, citing that as he was on duty, it would be 
inappropriate for him to accept. To be offered manaaki by his hosts, amidst 
the repercussions of a severely violent raid executed under his jurisdiction, 
and then for that manaaki to be refused due to the minutiae of ‘appropriate 
procedure’, is the height of indignity and insult. ‘[W]e’ve offered you 
hospitality and you’ve [thrown it in our faces]’, narrates Juanita as she recalls 
the encounter (Juanita, 22 January 2017). ‘What does [manaakitanga] look 
like?’, ponders Waitangi. ‘It looks like a whānau that’s been raided, [who 
have then] put their feelings aside [to] host you – the person who [has] 
done wrong to me – to provide you with this kai; and you turn around and 
you spit on it’ (Waitangi, 6 October 2017). Waitangi’s explanation echoes 
that the exercise of manaaki often comes at great sacrifice, which in this 
case exacerbates the Area Commander’s reaction. His behaviour not only 
represents an astonishing level of cultural ignorance and disrespect but also 
reiterates how manaaki is a discrete approach to sociopolitical organisation 
that valorises relationships, not certain bodies at the expense of others.
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Figure 4.7. ‘They wanted mohawks!’ Whare explained, Ruatoki 2017.
Source: Photograph by Tatsiana Chypsanava.

Figure 4.8. Whare and Des with their tamariki, Ruatoki 2016.
Note: Left to right: Wiremu, Tapu, Mia, Des, Wenarata, Mihiata, Rangiaho, Whare 
and Puretu.
Source: Photograph by Tatsiana Chypsanava.
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The final and equally compelling example from my fieldwork emerges from 
one of my conversations with Angie about the 2007 raids, and the manaaki 
extended to the police and officers of the Armed Offenders Squad (AOS). 
Angie explains:

You know what our community did for the police? They were based 
[on the rugby field] 24/7 … The police stayed there overnight, and it 
was cold, and [raining]. It was really, really cold. And it was raining … 
So it was cold, raining, wet [and] our community were feeding them 
… I remember my mother taking kai to them, my nannies, stopping 
in and taking [kai to them], ’cos [the police and AOS officers there] 
were only young. They were really young boys, frightened-looking 
young boys. And the maternal instinct kicking in for our kuia, who 
go and take them kai, hot kai, cup of tea. They started looking after 
these boys who were stuck there because we were ‘terrorists’. They 
were stuck there to monitor us … They just stood there with their 
[paramilitary] gears … Two weeks they were based there … Our 
community [were] feeding these poor young boys. They seriously 
looked about 12 some of them, they looked so young. They were 
so young, and really courteous. Really, really courteous. Well, hey, 
of course you’re going to be polite and courteous when we’re being 
lovely to you. But that’s what our community started doing … 
And our nannies were feeling sorry for them, so we had our [Māori 
Women’s Welfare League] taking them hot scones and feeding them, 
[giving them] cups of tea … Even my mother [instructed us to 
manaaki them] … So yeah [, Mum told us], ‘Go and take those 
boys a cup of tea!’ ‘No Mum’[, I responded]. ‘I don’t even know if 
they’re allowed to take kai!’ ‘Of course they’re allowed to take kai!’ 
[she replied.] ‘It’s dark and it’s wet!’ I think in the end she just drove 
down and took them food. And they were really grateful. … They’re 
just doing their job. [It was a simple matter of ], ‘Let’s look after 
them ’cos they’re in our community.’ And that’s exactly how [our] 
kuia saw it. They’re doing their job, and they’re in our community 
so let’s look after them (15 February 2017).

In other words: manaaki overrides all other considerations, and these 
illustrations powerfully demonstrate the proverbial ‘feeding of your enemy’. 
For, as one of my koro once explained to me when I was young, ‘[H]oariri 
[(enemy)] just means ‘angry friend’, and sometimes all he wants is a good 
feed!’3 This was precisely the case with Rua’s gestures of manaaki to the 

3	  ‘Hoa’ is the word for friend, ‘riri’ for angry.



173

4. HE ITI NĀ TŪHOE E KATA TE PŌ!

police in 1916 in preparing a feast for them, epitomising the Tūhoe axiom, 
paralleled in Christian scripture, ‘If your enemy hunger[s], feed him’ 
(Binney et al. 1996, 91).

The practice of manaaki, then, demonstrates that Tūhoe can exist beyond 
hierarchical structures of biopower and the violently divisive nature of 
biopolitical caesuras. These caesuras rely on the colonial imagining of Tūhoe 
as savage, violent and primitive, but manaaki shows us a way to reach beyond 
these and boundaries of class, race, gender, sexuality, ability and so forth. 
In essence, manaaki short-circuits biopower’s operation and interrupts the 
colonial gaze. Offering a cup of tea – a quintessential New Zealand gesture 
of hospitality – resists and destabilises such stereotypes about Tūhoe, again 
offering an alternative view and representation of Tūhoe themselves.

In closing
In this book, I have taken a singular thread – the April 2014 raid upon the 
Teepa homestead – and unravelled a much larger colonial tapestry with a 
marked pattern of excessive force etched into it as the settler state violently 
‘stakes its claim’ over Te Urewera. Tūhoe’s sovereign claim is an adamantine 
bond interlaced within the soil, rocks and verdant greenery of Te Urewera 
since time immemorial, but that claim was displaced through ‘sword and 
musket’ as foreign people and ideas cascaded into the evergreen landscape 
some two hundred years ago. Tūhoe are perceived as an existential threat to 
the state because of their superior, sovereign claim of guardianship over the 
land, a prerogative born of the earth and voiced through the leaves, crested 
peaks and flowing rivers of Te Urewera.

The way this has unfolded in practice is through the litany of paramilitary 
raids and police incursions into Te Urewera over the last century. From 
Rua’s community at Maungapōhatu in 1916 to the Ruatoki and Onepū 
experiences of AOS raids, we see the settler state’s performance and 
re‑enactment of originary violence as it secures its own right of sovereign 
rule. European conceptualisations of land are premised on the singular 
sovereignty of the state: multiple coexisting sovereignties are anathema 
to this modality. As long as the state does not recognise the legitimacy 
of other forms of sovereignty, it has no choice but to view Tūhoe (and 
Indigenous peoples more generally) as a constant internal threat. To this 
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end, Te Urewera endures as a liminal, frontier space of exception where the 
settler state deploys, without hesitation, its most violent machines of war 
in the circumscription of Indigenous sovereignty and existence. In settler-
colonial contexts, therefore, biopower is premised upon the perpetual 
negation of Indigenous sovereignties. This is a structural phenomenon; that 
is, it continues to define the relationship between Tūhoe and the colonial 
state. Thus, to see any of the recent paramilitary raids as isolated events risks 
ignoring a history saturated in Crown violence. Each raid, each flash of state 
aggression, cannot be seen as exceptional (out of the ordinary), but rather 
as a routine function of settler colonialism in the twenty-first century.

However, as the kōrero from whānau and photographs of Ruatoki life attest, 
Tūhoe life goes on, and matemate-ā-one remains an everyday philosophy of 
day-to-day living. That Tūhoe continue to live in communities throughout 
Te Urewera and beyond renders the colonial project a failure in its attempts 
at wholesale elimination. The stories and photos presented in this book 
offer a way for Tūhoe to ‘speak back’ to the colonial gaze, disrupting long-
held stereotypes and assumptions about who and what Ngāi Tūhoe – and 
particularly Tūhoe men – are or ought to be. The photos in this chapter of 
tāne as nurturing fathers and farmers looking after their babies or tending 
to animals visualise yet another refusal to comply, upsetting the racialised 
representation of Tūhoe that has long been central to the colonial order of 
things in New Zealand. In this, they represent an elegant yet unyielding 
challenge to the racialised hegemony of the masculinised colonial 
gaze. Further, as Judith Binney’s broad corpus of scholarship has shown 
(Binney 2009, 1997, 1995; Binney et al. 1996), Tūhoe have long been 
a people open to new ideas and people, and their homeland, Te Urewera, 
has equally been a place of movement, interaction and flows of information. 
The examples of manaaki explored in this chapter exemplify this, showing 
that even in open hostility, Tūhoe extend manaaki tangata to newcomers in 
their ancestral landscapes of home – even those who come under the guise 
of darkness.
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Figure 4.9. The doorway, the threshold of manaaki, of the Teepa 
homestead, Ruatoki 2014.
Source: Photograph by Tatsiana Chypsanava.
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He iti nā Tūhoe e kata te pō!
To Waitangi, Carol (Mum), John (Dad), Juanita, Whare, Des, Aunty Waicy, 
Angie, Tania, Whaea Kēkē Awhi, Uncle Smokey, Uncle Peho, Reverend 
Te Kaawa, Koro Bill and the many whānau of Ruatoki who humbled me 
with their manaaki, thank you for the privileging opportunity to live among 
you and now to bestow this work upon you. As I bring this book to an 
end, I draw once again on the insight and wisdom of Tūhoe knowledge. 
In describing the epic of the famed warrior Rangi-te-aorere, nephew of 
Tūhoe-Pōtiki and son of Uenuku-rauriri, Tiaki Mitira writes of the battle 
for Mokoia (an island in Lake Rotorua) by a small contingent of Tūhoe 
against the well-fortified hapū of Kawa-arero:

Then were heard derisive remarks from Te Arawa directed against 
Rangi-te-ao-rere, who, with his handful of one hundred and fifty 
fighting men, proposed to take Mokoia from the multitude of 
Kawa-arero. A voice was heard, ‘Katoa ranei koe to Kotahi?’ (Will you 
alone effect this?) ‘Yes,’ replied the son of Uenuku, ‘He iti na Tuhoe, 
e kata te po.’ (Few by Tuhoe make Hades laugh.) (Mitira 1972, 185, 
see also 182, 182–87 and Best 1972, 262).

What this uniquely Tūhoe whakataukī highlights is the strength and 
determination commanded by few that prevails over insurmountable odds, 
for but a ‘few Tūhoe are the equal of many from another tribe’ (Mead and 
Grove 2003, 76). This tenacity and strength is so profound, so compelling, 
that it can reawaken the dead – not just to life, but to laughter in that living. 
‘This saying has been preserved right down to the present time,’ explains 
Mitira (Mitira 1972, 185), and I offer here these exalted words as a testament 
to the survival and prosperity of Ngāi Tūhoe, despite overwhelming odds at 
the hands of the settler-colonial state. Let it be heard across the land: ‘He iti 
nā Tūhoe e kata te pō!’
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