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AN EAGLE, AND ITS PLACE IN OUR HISTORY

The legend of Pouakai, aka the extinct Haast’s Eagle, takes Peter Walker on a
journey from an 1860s Canterbury sheep run to a deep cave near Karamea as he
learns the story of the mighty hunter that inhabited a peak in the foothills of the
Southern Alps. Was it the same creature as The Rukh of Arabic legends? And, if
so, was that evidence that in the twelfth century Arabic and Chinese explorers
ventured as far as the South Pacific, saw Pouakai, and traded with Maori?

From Kai Tahu'’s fatal encounter with colonisation to the glories of tenth-century
Baghdad and ceremonies at the great Tahitian marae Taputapuatea, Hard by the
Cloud House is a heady, powerful and seductive mix of history, memoir, science
and myth, crafted by an esteemed writer. Creative non-fiction at its best.

‘There is much to love about this book ... it is a poetic ramble, beautifully written, wildly
speculative — at its best, revealing and laugh-out-loud funny’ — Jenny Nicholls, Waiheke
Weekender

‘This might be a heady, occasionally breathless ride, but by the book’s final paragraph,
you are also left slightly breathless, exhilarated and ultimately beguiled by what you have
discovered in this cabinet of curiosities’ — Chris Moore, New Zealand Listener

‘In testing each fantastical account against the hard facts of geography, oceanography,
maritime history and linguistics, Walker wrenches these huge-winged predators out of
myth and brings them closer to the flight path of the mighty Pouakai. He does so with a
sense of wonder and acuity, building his own, at times conjectural path out of scholarly
research and scientific evidence, but also with a deep appreciation of landscape and the
people involved in the story of a fabulous bird re-created from fantastic stories and found
bones. — Sally Blundell, Aotearoa New Zealand Review of Books

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Peter Walker is a New Zealand journalist. He grew up in Christchurch and began
work at The Dominion in 1976 before leaving Wellington to work in Australia. He
then moved to the UK in 1986 to work for newspapers including The Independent
and Independent on Sunday, where he was foreign editor. He has also written

for the Financial Times and Granta. He is the author of the acclaimed historical
memoir The Fox Boy (Bloomsbury 2001) set in Taranaki, and a novel, The
Courier’s Tale (Bloomsbury 2010), set in the court of King Henry VIIl, and Some
Here Among Us (Bloomsbury, 2015), set in Wellington. In 2011 he was the Randell
Cottage fellow. He now lives in the Far North.

SALES POINTS

Gripping, fascinating book by an esteemed writer
Ranges from Aotearoa to China and the Middle East
Creative non-fiction at its best
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To Honeycomb Hill

In 1866 Moore invited the government geologist in

Canterbury, Julius Haast, to come and see the aggregation. At

the time, Haast was planning a museurn for Christehureh. He
a

fossils. This was a gift

four-horse waggon' full of moa sul
By

‘wanted a specimen of the ‘wonderful, struthious bind, as

it was called by Richaxd Owen, the famous navuralist who

identifid it in 1843 from 2 scetion of leg bone sent o England.

(Bveryone else thought the fragment must belong to a horse or

anox) Haastb

y .
workshop in the tower

of the Provincial chambersin Christchurch, 5o Hazst and his
assistant, a taxidermist named Frederick Fuller, laid out theit
bony jigsaws on the grass between the Chambers and the Avon
River, which slid gently, genteelly almost, through the centre
of Christehurch, the pious f rather tipsy litle town whose

currets and lychgates, along with 34 pubs, had

‘There was not much room n hi

up afew years before on the southern marches of Polynesia.
Arranged into sub-species and indivicual specimens,

of Europe, which in return sent items from their own
holdings. ‘Animals trooped in as they did for Noah, Hazst's
son wrote. Birds of every hue, insects of every dimension,

arcived as well — Venus de’ Medici, Diana Robing, The Dying

Gladiator, Boy with Goose, Cupid and Psyche. Wi

years Haast had a magnificent museum in the midde of town.
Meanwhile the wagons kept arriving from Glenmark.

Moore even puta team of workers at Haasts disposal to
“preciousbogasit
e,

F

the proceedings.
One day in March 1871 Fuller, who with his ‘Towing hair

passion play’ looked into the bog and saw, lying there among.

A few weeks later Haast held up the claw (above) at a

the audience. ‘Only the lion and tiger perhaps have larger
ungual phalanges than this extinct raptorial bird, said Hazst,
that its owner really had been an extinct bird and not some

unknown giant feline stilliving in the mount

of abuseit I e

relations are so complex and dynamic that the same one-word
answer s not sufficient 1o diagnose the many causes of their
breakdown. ltwas the French writer André Gide, visiting
Africa in the 19205, who noticed that the lower and worse
the character of the white colonist, the lower and worse the

i i ther words, anoth

Jise. And

y
unstable, chany

'gallthe time as either party changes.
is ki gain and ag:

in ni here E a

Miori met more or less s strangers. When Walter Mantell, for
instance, was engaged by the governor to rob Ngdi Tahu, he
0 defame them in his diari
and letters —they were a cunning, insolen, audaciously
ignorant, wrbulent, dishonest, sulen, evilly disposed people
‘who lived ‘amidst spread straw, pigs, ducks, paintless boats
and all imagined ilth ad ibitunt’.

Yetwhen he completed his task of Extinguishing, almost
tothe hour, he completely changed his view. He liked Ngdi
‘Tahu people. Ke admired them. He was sorty for what he had
Gone. By thelate 18505 he was writing to his former vietims
intearful mode, signing himself ‘your affectionate’ or even

o .

10 redress the wrongs he had done. He admitted that he
had participated in ‘a disteputable fraud'in 1848 in order to
is own career. H igh lat

On the cover of the sketchibook he took with him on his.
joutney of Extinguishing, he wrote: Non si male nunc et olim
sic erit neque semper .. (1f things are bad now, they won't
alwaysbe’). But Mantell could not put things right later. We

intiny reserves surrounded by Pakeha-owned land and laws,
then he found he was trapped himself. ‘I had no idea in those
days, he said once, ‘when L was sent for and requested to

derived nobeneit .. 1had no idea of the great amount of self-
reproach I was laying in store for myself.” Perhaps, though, he
did have some idea.

I the same sketchbook there is a page with a self-portrait
made during the journey, grinning in the lower right-hand
corner, and three peculiar grotesques which depict akind of
wall-bracket or capital which i also alive, a demon — the

E ph'he callsit

i ®
Inig20ast eastern Polynesia, including the carver himself, now found
was drained near Kaitaia in the far north of New Zealand. It . i
lintel geniusin the work. There are limits to the powers of sculpture.
d sh i bird: o, o e sound. Did i
orlizards, one on each side. Now known to Te Rarawa as modern Kaitdia find

g it

fast-approaching wingbeats?
In another Mori story about the demun-bird, the herois
t named Rata but Pungareh i ik (i thi
case probably Tahii). He and a companion are blown out to
seain a storm and arrive on an unknown shore. They meeta
livein

‘notknow how to make fire and cook food. One of the Nuku-
‘mai-tore warns the visizors: If any of our half-witted people

The central figure, b i
sculpture of Tahiti and the Austral Islands, south of Tahiti,
but this sculpture is made of wood of the totara, a tree which
grows only in New Zealand, so it hasn't come from abroad.
Itmust be the work of an early visitor or setdler who brought
with him the sculptural style of eastern Polynesia and,
presumably, legends from the same place.

S0who s the lttle figure in the middle? Maori in Kai

us,and you laugh at them, they
will kil you.”

That night, the stranger
In their hands they hold primitive weapons made of flint or
of sharks'teeth lashed to 2 wooden handle. As they dance,
theysing:

Nowyou laugh,

Nowyou donrt,
y only Nowyou lugh.
y Nowyou dortt.
sculpture was indeed one of their ancestors, but what is his
Wbject matter? And who or what ibly, Pungarchu and hi Jaugh. Instead,
in elegant chevrons? Could the scul they light a fire and cook a meal of whale meat.

beread the goblin king Puna and his servant

legendary country of Hiti Marama, where seulers from

w2

people they exclaimed:

directions it appears to emerge from the sea. The perception

that a mountain has risen into the air can be caused by

refraction of light from the sea surface. If the mountain is
and whit

the demon:
and jinn known to live far out in the Great Encircling Ocean
ight

‘shape appears t0 rise slowly into the air.

eenth century, that the

lns about now, late in the t
form. Inth

Istahan gotinco deb, left his home and went o sea on a rading
canghtina

the others they might be saved. The man from Isfahan asked

206

debrs and ook after his family if he gave up his life. To this they
assented. The wise man explained they should sacrifice the

tree.
morning it flew away over the sea and returned at night.
o i it hold of th

reat sum of money and o he returned home rich and happy
everafter”

In the oldest surviving copy of the Marvels, printed not
longafter 1300, the man is borne above ranges of watery hills
bya kind of great white parrot with a wft, related to the Anga,
andnot anchi

in central India.
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Courtenay Place and Cuba Street where, by four in the
afternoon, the hookers were starting to squall with the sailors.
One afternoon | walked across town in the rain to the ol
D Museum on Buckle:
of the stairs saw a single object in its own glass case: a bird of
dark green stone, head bent low as if bowed over cs secrets.
This was the Korotangi.

It was a winter's day — a cold blank light illed the
staircase window. The staircase, | suppose, was a sign of

" pvs )

the landing, was a problem. It learly did not belong in the
elaborate gloom — as it seemed that afternoon — of the
Miori collection with s great canoes and carved whare
behind me. Butno one knew where it did belong, and thar
was what L liked most about it. Over how many miles of ocean
thinking about, far more interesting to me than the problems
of torts and contracts, which in any case had already been
answered by long-dead law lords, if only you could track
them down.

1did not, as far as  remember, stumble on the Korotangi
by chance: I already knew it was in Buckle Street and went

r it . when

Brofessor Bivar and o

onarchacology in escablishing historical facts, 1 thought of
the Korotangi and opened an old notebook | had keptasa
Sort of diary when [ was student and, to my surprise — for
hi i : n y Iwas

Iooking for.

cha glows tn the eventns.
B 16.bas_gone,Taa alone
in thte onpuy houseLook,my dear,one
Au_sha biria Flossdng chea s.they ars nothing
they are coman binds, . the carved winga
the snone faathers of she sorot-: have flom
var sany mora niles of acesn -
o <no vhera he hao besn
sor where he Lo gone.uas he seen

Iwas a terrible typist — [ can count eight errors, mosily
involving the space-bar, in the first four lines. 1 did't own
atypewriter and must have borrowed one to type out this
translation of the song to the Korotangi which 1 had found in
an anthology of Maori verse, although which machine it was
andwhoit belonged to — I remember a portable Olympus in
asmart green case, and an old ex-office machine with a deep.
black well out o which the keys sprang up to it the paper
y drops of ain
but

1

raised ... None know where he has been nor where he is gone.

‘The song had been composed during the period when the
carving was missing, and was therefore out of ate. We now
new had be a

manuka Bt
from in the first place? How and why had he been brought
10 Aotearoa? Those questions were stll resistant 1o enquiry
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