THE VILLAGE GREEN

Pongaroa: the way to go is developing this area as a place where locals and visitors alike can stop and enjoy themselves.

PIONEER LOG

Early Pongaroa pioneers cut and milled the large trees that covered this countryside. There was Rimu and Maire but predominantly Totara. This created the need for sawmills. Yeoman and Gardiner set up the first sawmill. The first boiler was transported by ship from Wellington to Aohanga, then by bullock team to Pongaroa. Gardiner and Yeoman moved their mill to various sites in this district.

The Totara provided posts and rails for the original farmers, Rimu provided building timber and railing. Maire is a very hard wood and burnt well in fires. 

This land here beneath the log was to be a railway connecting Masterton and Weber. It was to travel up the Waikakahi Road. This promised so much to the area and easier access to neighbouring places.

Early residents are to be remembered by the placing of this log- remembered for their tenacity and creativity.

Pongaroa: the way to go.  February 2001.
HOLLOW  TOTARA  LOG.

Huge trees were hand cut with cross saws for the Akitio Sawmilling Co. They were felled near the river, to be floated down in the floods to the boom placed across the Akitio River estuary between Akitio Station and Marainanga Station. 

The floods of 1909 were exceptional and most of the logs overshot the boom at Akitio and went out to sea. Some logs were found in Tasmania. Other logs sank and were buried in the silt in the Akitio River. One pole of the boom remains in the river.

This log (two halves) was a dead standing hollow tree. It was home for many possums. It was cut down by Harvie Beetham and pulled closer with his D8 bulldozer in 1992. The fox terriers had a field day with the possums. He donated the log to Pongaroa.

It was placed here by Malcolm and Peter Bowie on 2nd February 2001.

P.Jennings (Pahiatua) and T.Beale (Dannevirke) sawmillers of today donated the saw blades.


THE POFFLE POLES

Inspired by Harry Potter, these three poles can provide a challenge to those young and young at heart with a little time to spare.  At the same time they tell a story of their own.  The Maori legends below are the inspiration of two of them. 

They were handcrafted by Bob Duxfield in 2003.  

THE DEATH OF TE AOHURUHURU c.1525

(Abridged)

Te Aohuruhuru was happily married to Takaroupoko and they had a daughter named Te Umutahi (who later became the wife of Tawhakahiku, a famous Rangitane chief.)

An old man living at Pamaramarama, at the mouth of the Mataikona River, saw the beautiful Te Aohuruhuru who was a wonderful housekeeper, and was so taken by her beauty and capability that he kidnapped her and she became his wife.

In her new Pa, Te Aohuruhuru became the old man’s slave preparing his food and weaving his garments.  One night while she slept, the old man sat gazing in the light of the fire at his wife whose garments had slipped off.  The old man thought to himself how fortunate he was.  He woke his elderly friends and invited them to see his wife’s loveliness.  While they were looking at her she awoke. When she was fully awake it dawned upon her that she was being stared at by a lot of old men from the house. She rose up, filled with shame, seized her garments and fled to a corner of the house and cried and cried till daylight came. 

Next morning the old man and his friends went out to sea fishing in their canoes and while they were gone the young Te Aohuruhuru decided to end her life. She set about adorning herself; she combed her hair and dressed herself in fine cloaks; she placed plumes of huia, heron and albatross in her hair. Then she made her way to the top of a certain precipitous rock, overlooking the sea. 

Once on top of this rocky pinnacle, she sat down and thought out a song: 

While I lay exposed in my sleep’

The fire was kindled

To burn brightly

And I was a laughing stock.

As the canoe carrying the old man and his friends returning from their fishing drew near to the base of the rock on which Te Aohuruhuru was sitting, they heard the words she sang wafting on the ripples of the water.  When her song was ended she leapt from the rock to destroy herself.  The fishermen paddled their canoes to the base of the rock and as they landed they could see her lying there, utterly shattered.


To this day this story is remembered and the rock from which Te Aohuruhuru leapt is named after her leap - Te Rerenga o Te Aohuruhuru is often called Suicide Rock by the locals. 

It is situated 2.5 kilometres south of the mouth of the Mataikona River. It is possible that Pamaramarama, the scene of this story, was a fortified hill still plainly visible on Mataikona Station, on the south bank of the Mataikona River downstream from the old station homestead. It is the nearest pa site to ‘Suicide Point.’ 


OKATIA AND THE GIANT TOTARA

or

HOW THE MANAWATU RIVER WAS FORMED.

Long ago on the slopes of the Puketoi Range, grew a 

giant Totara tree.  But this was no ordinary tree – it towered above the rest of the forest and was the home

of the powerful atua called Okatia.

One day there was a stirring in the tree and its top 

Began to sway.  The atua, you see, had become restless and desired to reach the sea.  The branches began to 

rock more wildly, the great trunk toppled and the roots were torn from the earth.  The tree began its slide down 

the mountain sweeping ferns, trees, soil and rocks before 

it.  When it reached the plain it wormed its way over the land, gouging out a channel as it went.  This filled with water and a stream began to flow.  We call this tributary the Tiraumea.  

However the totara soon came to a mountain range 

which barred its way – the Ruahines.  But nothing could stop the restless Okatia.  So the tree slammed against 

the mountains .  It broke trees, flung earth in the air, 

split rock.  It went on battering at the rock until a wide crack appeared and then it began to bore its way right through the mountain range.  Behind it, the river flowed over fallen rock between sheer cliffs.  This was the Manawatu Gorge.  

Finally the tree was clear of the mountains and the broad plain lay before it.  But the atua was tired and the tree dragged itself along slowly making for itself a winding 

bed for the river.  Towards the end its strength gave out and as it writhed and struggled the waters spread out to form a broad estuary.  And in this way Okatia travelled 

from the mountain to the sea and the Manawatu River 

was formed…  

But what happened to the giant totara?  Some say it 

rested at a point once called Okatia, others say on a strip 

of beach further south.  Perhaps it was swept out to sea, for 

no trace has ever been found.

