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' Te Aroha pond ¢ kore e male ' (Truelove con never die,)

[NoTk,— Among the mauy legends of the ancient Maori, there is
one that stauds peculinrly alope, becanse in this legend was concen-
trated the whole mythological faith of the race. At the utternost
morthers point of New Zealsnd iy Keinga, below whose louely clifl,
on the deep water, it was suppesed the Great Spirit dwelt, receiv-
ing the souls of the dead, that were boroe thither by liltle green
lizards, the transportaticn of thesoul through these bright-eyedlittle
mediums being part of their faith, At night, they said, if you sat
upon the shore, you would hear the splesh—splash—usplash, of the
souls, as one by ore the little green lizards dropped thew aver the
chif into the mrms of the Greut $pirit, And when it happened that
the hright eyes of the little ﬁeeu lizards louked upon a warriar,
that warrior’s days were puubered, for the Grent Spirit had called
for hia soul, and the obedient little lizards had come to fetch it that
they ight bear it 1o Reinga, 1o the Great Bpirit.]

S the tale was told to me, I, Ringanui, son of Neha,
A I part my lips that I may unfold to you the story
of Neha—Neha, my father. Strong in his youth,
great in his manhood, Neha, my father, was among the
tribes as the giant kauri in a forest of kahikatea, When
twenty times the yellow leaves bad failen, when twenty
snns had browned his face, Neha, my father, rose from
his sleep, and looked around, for he had now outgrown
his boyhood, and arrived at the time of life when it is
meet that & youtng wertior should become worthy of his
blood.

And Neha, my father, was of the bloed of Pohonui,
King of Battles, Lord of Loves, st whose name all the
tribes trembled ; Pohonui, whose scul was so large that
the green lizards were heard to moan with the weight of
their burden on their jouroey to far Reinga ; Pohonui,
whose words were soft, whose arm was strong. He was
the father of Neba, of Neha, my father,

But the tribe of Neha was at peace with the world,
jnastiuch ws it feared to battle withort Pohonui,
Pohonui who was dead; for no worthy leader yet had
arisen to take his place, whereas other tribes stood aloof
from them that bad fought side by mide with Pohonui,
King of Battles, Lord of Loves.

S0 peace had heen for many frosts. Neha, my father,
stood in the moonlight, and the little green lizands came
ou: and watched hiwm. -

+ Dh, whither shall 1 go!' said Neha, my father.
* Whither shall I go that Itay prove the strength of my

arm and emulate the deeds of Pohonui, my father ? Oh,
Thou, who art all powerful, send me a sign that I may
understand I

Then the witid, that had been blowing from the North,
on a sudden came from the South, blowiny so hard that
Neha, my father, was forced to go on.

‘Lo! it is & sign,’ said he, ‘ that north must I go. Vet
will I take some followers, tet trusty then.”

But the wind blew harder and barder, which Neha, my
father, knew was a sign from the Great Spirit that he must
goalone. So he took his greenstone mere, and feathered
taizhe and strode away northward. And the green
lizards watched him all the way. Under the stones,
under the trees, their beady little eyes glittered and shone,
shone and glittered, Yet the soul of Neha, my father,
was still his own. But the little green lizards waited all
the same,

And it came to pass that on this journey Neha, my
father, heard first of the maiden named Te Aroha, which
is Love, It was whispered by the men, and (after their
mianner) slandered by the women. Then Neha, wmy
father, went into the villages and asked boldly who was
this Te Aroha of whom he heard, of whom they spoke in
whispers, And the men said, ‘She is beautiful.’ And
the women said, * She is frail,’ And the men said, ' She
is holy.' Amnd the women said, ' She is proud.’

But in the woods, as he walked along, in the honie of
the kiwi, in the haunt of the moa, everything breathed
of Aroha, which is Love. The rustling of the leaves
around him, the sighing of the wind behind him, and
bigh up the tuis sang of panght but ' Aroha,” ! Aroha,’
and all the woods re-echoed ' Aroha.' In the next
village Neha, my father, heard the song of Aroha, which
is Love:

Archa! Te Archa! fair as the sau is Aroha
Aroha! Fe Arolin!
Like lookiug In deep water is looking in her eyes,
Arvhu! Te Aroha!
The music of their voices have the tuisgiven her,
Aruha ! Te Aroha!
And the ted pohutukawu gave 118 colonr Lo her chevks,
TG,

i o u! Te Aroha!
And the sapliug gave its litheuess, for she beodeth with Whe
by

Arghr! Te Arohn!
Oh, her love is worth the winuing. of &1l the fights that ate,
toha ! "Te Arohu!
Aud blest be he who wints the fight, the fight of T'e Nguhun,
For tie who wins Te Nguhun's Aght. wing geutle Aroha,
rohu! Te Aroha!
Aud he who wins sweet Aroha isthe cnvy of the world.
vhal Te Arohn!
Te Archa! Te Arohu !

After the sony was done, Neha, my father, stepped in
boldly amongst them that sany, And they were youny
men that had come from hunting the mos, whose flesh
they cooked on the fire,

' Tell me of this Aroke ! Where is she to he found ?
And what fight is this ye sing of

And it came to pass that all the young men turned and
looked on the form of Neha, my father, as he stood in
the light of the fire, and they felt that the sight wasss s
feast to their eyes, inasmuch as the limbs were big amil
the eye was bold, but the hearts of the young men were
jealous, and they cared not to tell bim, fearing that his
beart would b fired when he rested his eyes on Aroha,
which is Love, attd might join the fght of Ngahus snd
overcome them. For they knew not that Neha, my
father, was youny in the art of battle,

But the old men had seen that the green lizards fol.
lowed Neha, my father, and they Inughed softly to them-
selves, for well they khew the niission of green lizards.
And they ndvised the young men thus:

* To the stranger that hath come amongst us, tell ye of



