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¢“When their fathers, brothers, etc., were
admitted into the ship,”’ says he, ‘‘the scene
exceeded description; the muskets were all 1aad
aside, and every appearance of joy vanished.
T+ is customary with these extraordinary people
to go through the same ceremony upon meeting
as upon taking leave of their friends. They join
their noses together, and remain in this position
for at least half-an-hour;* during which time
they sob and howl in the most doleful manner.
If there be many friends gathered around the
person who has returned, the nearest relation
takes possession of his nose, while the others
hang upon his arms, shoulders, and legs, and
keep perfect time with the chief mourner (if he
may be so called) in the various expressions of
his lamentation. This ended, they resume their
wonted cheerfulness, and enter mto a detail of
all that has happened during their separation.
As there were nine New Zealanders just
returned, and more than three times that
number to commemorate the event, the howl
was quite tremendous, and so novel to almost
every one in the ship that it was with difficulty
our people’s attention could be kept to matters
ot that moment more essential. Little Repero,
who had frequently boasted, during the passage,
that he was too much of an Englishman ever to
cry again, made a sirong effort when his father,
Shungie, approached him, to keep his word ; but
his early habit soon got the better of his

+*This is exaggerated.
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