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Introduction

I wrote these poems while learning about the Maramataka or Māori lunar 
calendar, and also while rejoining Facebook after six years. I decided 
to post a poem a day, and began to notice the different energies as 
described in the Maramataka resources available online and in print 
including Wiremu Tāwhai’s Living by the Moon, Professor Rangi Mātāmua’s 
Living by the Stars and Rereata Mākiha’s videos online pertaining to 
the knowledge of our karani from the Ngāti Hau / Ngāti Kaharau hapū of 
Ngāpuhi. As always, I write about my mother’s beloved Ngāti Manu village 
of Kāretu which continues to give our family strength.

This book covers a period of personal change and growth, reconnecting 
with my late father’s iwi. As well as our Ngāti Manu marae in Te Tai 
Tokerau, I belong to the Puketeraki Marae of my father’s people of Kāti 
Huirapa, Te Ruahikihiki, Kāti Māmoe, Waitaha, Hāwea, Rapuwai and Kāi Tahu 
Whānui in Te Tai o Āraiteuru in East Otago. 

It is set during three months, Te Ono o Whitiānaunau, Te Whitu o Hakihea, 
overlapping into Te Waru o Rehua. These poems were written on each day 
indicated of the Maramataka.

There are many spelling variations for the Maramataka phases. I’ve chosen  
to follow the spelling set out in Wiremu Tāwhai’s Living by the Moon.

Ngā mihi whakawhetai nui ki a koutou katoa e whai i te arohanui o ō tātou 
mātua tūpuna.



Before the Maramataka
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Pāua Canticle

I muscled through tides 
 
between rocks and air, sand turning 
 
like a child’s water wheel before me. 
 
Star and moon glitter in the turns 
 
waves make storming 
 
the Ōamaru beach. 
 
I haven’t gathered mahika kai 
 
here yet. I don’t like 
 
swarms of kina, but 
 
the ocean plants 
 
feed me and my rainbow 
 
and dried kelp carries the tītī too. 
 
I’m fond of colours and kai. 
 
They have things celestial 
 
and oceanic in them. Who would 

know my black foot 
 
could create a star turn? 
 
I sit within my colours, 
 
my scraper inching along 
 
biting rocks and seaweed. 
 
If I had hands and a ukulele 
 
I’d play ‘Rainbow Connection’ 
 
for lovers and dreamers. La di da. 
 
I look up past the salt ceiling 
 
and ask how am I here? 
 
A starfish plugs my breathing holes. 
 
I push off a rock wishing for 
 
fresh water. I have to feel 
 
with my foot the sun.



Three birds flew from me:

a sparrow from my chest
a tūī out my throat
a pīwaiwaka from my thigh

 
they flew to see my father
to let him know I am well

——from ‘Three birds flew from me’

 
After rejoining social media, Robert Sullivan wrote and 
posted a poem a day over two and a half months–—the 
poems collected in Hopurangi——Songcatcher. Inspired by 
the cyclical energies of the Maramataka, these poems 
see the poet re-finding himself and his world–—in the 
mātauranga of his kuia from the Ngāti Hau and Ngāti 
Kaharau hapū of Ngāpuhi; in his mother’s stories from 
his Ngāti Manu hapū at Kāretu; in the singing and 
storytelling at Puketeraki Marae, home of his father’s 
people of Kāti Huirapa, Kāti Māmoe, Waitaha and Kāi Tahu 
Whānui in Te Tai o Āraiteuru; and in the fellowship of 
friends on Facebook.

 
Tīhei mauri ora!


