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Tales of Rotorua and Legends
of the Lakes.

(Specirlly written for the

' Graphic” by J. Cowan,)
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group af >
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nutes which follow, gnllered from the old people
aud Naati-l'ikino tribes of the Arawa Country,
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s OF TNENGA,

AN VALLEY,

IN TINE FOWT=

ATLING along the shore of Lake

Lotorua, westward ol porth-

ward, from  Obinemute,  and
passing  the  mouths of the
Walaliiro  and W ta sireams, aml
1he Ngongotaha o Biver, Taun and I

Laehmd our hont one morning at the
suauth ol e Waitetd  *Cubbage-tree
stremin™), a beautifelly eliar Yetle trout-
yiver winding down from the fern hills
en the western side of Mt Ngongetahu.
on a green Ll on the Teft tnovthern)
Wank of Lhe river, ¢lose to the Iake, i4
1he site of nne of the mast avcient vil-
lages of the Arawa people, the old pa,
il Jittle Widngra Weriwerl, Heve 1
saw {he remsnins of what must have been
a very strmagly forlilied pu, in tiw pre-
musket duys. Five handred years ago
the explovev-ehief Thengn setiled on tlis
spot, set up his stone altar, or tualin,
a3 every pious Maorl should, and built
the great pa, whose wmassive wiloro, or
walls, stand even ta thiz day.  The
great trenell which mum arrosy the land
side of Weriwerl is wide aml deep, and
1he 1op of the earih wall, along which a
raw of pakeha pine-trevs now grow, is
fifteen feel or =0 ahove the bottom of
the fusse: it mnst have been more in
auncient davs, and it was also formerly
crownel by a stong stockade. Within
the linea of the old pa is the little home
of AMatchaere and his wite, two old
folks who arve mines of information for
the folkdorist. It was Matehaere wha
took nie to see the varions places sacred
to the memory ef his ancestor Thenga,
and =liwed e the restlugplace in a2
eurious little valley, the ver tapu
ftone “lilne-tua-hoangn,” on which stone
WwWeapens and emaments wepre sh:lppn by
rubbing, by the Wwink  of the sacred
atvewin Wal-ova-tokis of which no Maori
may dvink ol live,

_opens,

This clear little Wal-te-ti stream winds.
down like a silvery ribbon through the
forny hills and manuka-clothed levels. A
stall Maori village, knewn alao as Wal
teti, stands on its banks, a short dis-
tunce up-streant, near the Roterwa-Tau-
ravga coach road, from which a wheeled
vehicle can be driven down te the il
lage or right into the walled marae of
Weriweri, The Walteti is a magnificent
irout-stream. It ja an incredibly tempi-
ing sighit for the angler to stand on the
Tank just ubove swme still, etear pool,
alive with Dbeantiful fish, particulardy
if it Ve just hefore the fishing scazon
In the spawning scuzom  the
upper parts of the stream are full of
the big flsh; you will see them Iying
there on the bottom in the sum-warmed
reaches, as still as so many roeks, until,
perliaps, you arve tempted to drop a
stone into the streum for the fun of
reeing them scatter, like a slioal of mul-
let before a shark.,

Up the wvalley of ihe Waiteti, turn-
ing off sharp ta the left from the voach
road that leads townrds the Mangao-
rewa forest amd Tauranga, there arve
snme picturesque little valleys, beauti-
fully sheltered menks that held ATaori
hamlels in other days, but now all de-
serted and overgrown, gone back to
the wilds again. Leaving the rock-
belted  “lightning-mountain®  of Te
Kauae on ‘the left, we can ride along
the old Maori track up to the main
sourre of the Waiteti, where it springs
up in a deep puna, or fouatain, from
under a cliffy wall, Thesze tracks twist
in and out all over this lonely country,
threngh the high fern and the glossy
green tupakihi within its black clusters
of elderherry-like fruit, and the thickets
of manuka that in  springtime  ave
rhowered with delicate white Ublossom
£ill they look as if a snowfall had pow-
dered the face of the country, and dif-
fuse an aromatic fragrance that is the
most insistent of the grateful odours
cf the bash.

Walking up this quiet valley, old
Matehaere took me to the old home of
his hapu, where generations age burmed
1he home-fires of hia tribe, where their
rauzpo huts dotted the river banks, and
human voices livened ihe mow desolate
places. About two miles up the valley
from where tha stream imtersected the
main road we ¢ame to 4 place where tha
little river took the churacter of a
mountain-stream, and ran in rapids
quite excitedly, whitening iisel im
cataracts and apray; on either side the
bauks were clothed with fern and flax,
and here and there with groves of the

cabbage palms, from which the river

iock its mame. On a ferny knoll that
commanded a good view of the siream,
bending reund in an are below, and send-
ing its water-mustc far through the
still summer-day air, my old guide halted
and said:

“Let us rest here awhile, and I will
show you the éacred place of my an-
cester Ihenga.”

Pointing aecross the valley, he indi-
cated an wunusually large ti-palm, or
whanake, a3 it is maore often called here,
that grew on a tiny flay on the opposite
or right bank of the stream, It was
really a monster of the cordyline tribe,
a palm with a trunk of remarkable
lreight and an immense bunchy head.

“%ee yonder whanake tree,” he zaid,
“and the smaller ‘trees that grow
around it, in a clump? That spot is
enlled  Te  Dlotu-tapu-a-Thenga  (the
sacred grove of Ihenga). 1t was close
by there, by the foot of the palm, that
lhenga once had his dwelling-place; and
in that grove of treea waa his sacred
place, where he, aa an Ariki and prieat
of his tribe, retired to invoke the gods
and to work divinements. That great
palm and tree is said to have been
planted there by the hand of man; this
onr people frequently did, becaunse the
whanake gave a pleasant shade, and g
kind of rough pueru, or garment, was
made from its long Jleaves, That ired
Is tapu to the Maori, becanse of Ihenga,
and also becnuse the pluce was after-
wards used as 8 burial place by Ihenga's
descendants.” .

Then. turning to the right, Matehaere
pointed down into a little valley that
dipped abruptly at our feet, a palm-
datied dell through which a tiny stream
crept down and searched ita way to the
Waiteti. The valley was shaped. very
like a shallow cup; one side opened to
allow the creekiet to reach the river.
That little stream, said the old man, was
the sacred river Wai-oro-teki. On the
opposite side rose a rlecp ferm-covered
hill; its nawme wes Te Whakaeke-taliuna}
it was the first fortified hold which
Ihenga built in this Lakeland. and was
orcupied by hrm for some time before
he went te 'live at Weriweri and con-
structed his watershie fortress thera.

- tapu, for two reasons,
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“Now, friend,” Matehaere continued,
“lhengs the chie! had three tremsuroa..
One was hia god Utupawa, a stone carved
in the scmblince of a human being; it
was brought 1o this couniry from §a-
waitki. llither.lhenga breught his god,
and he sought for it a resting-plece, and
he get 1t wp on yon ferny hill above the
Waitetl, not far away from his home.
1ia second treasure waa his mokal or
pet, called Kataore, which was a creaturs
in the forin of a taniwha or lizarl-like
monster. He fed and cherished this
strange creature, and it lived in a foun-
tain-well which you will see in the lLed
of the Waiteti, Long afterwards it waa
killed at Lake Tikitapu. And hia third
ireasurs was the sacred rubbing-stone,

. Hine-tua-hoanga, which I will show you

lying by the brink of that very tapu
stream in the wvalley below us.  And
lhenga’s friends and neighbours hera
were the fairies, the Patupajarehe., They
belonged to the fairy tribe of Mount
Ngongotaha,

“But mow let uws go down into the
valley and look upon the sacred waters
and the hoanga stone of power.”

The old man led the way down through
a tangle of shrubbery to the bottom of
the little cup-valley, till we reached the
Wal-oro-toki., The name means “Axe-
sharpening Water.” 11 waa a rivolet of
coalest, clearest water that welled up
—like most other streaizs in thiz distriet
—from 2 little gushing fountain spring
under the side of the hill, where a thicket
of native shrubs almost hid it from
view, and invested it with a mystery
end gloom that to the Maoris heightened
its mana-tapu, its saered character. Fall
whanake palms rose over all, and genily
gwished ‘their fong pword-Jeaves, and
now and then a soft air stirred the grey
and dried dead leaves that drooped in
DLunches Lelow the erown of green. The
stream, only a few fect wide, but deep
and atill, lowed very silently, just mov-
ing the ¢resses and waterweeds taat
fringed it: it was so clear that you could
see every stone and pebhle on its sandy
floor. It waa a slumbrous spot; and old
Matehaere, a3 le stood on the bank,
seemed half-afrald to hreak the super-
aatural quiet of the sacred valley.

“No Maori will drink of this stream,”
sald he, after a while. “lIts waters are
QOne is that the
gacred bones of Whakaue, one of sur
great ancestors, from whom the-Ngatis
YWhakaue tribe takes ita name, nwere
buried in its source, dropped down into
the puna, the river-well there under the
hill.  The other reason is that the very
sacred axe-rubbing stone Hine-tua-
hoanga lies by the river brink, It is
death to drizk of this water, though it
looks so clear. The tapu would kill any,
Maori. Once twe nien drank of it ua-
witting of its history, and they quickly
died when they discovered what they had
done. You Pakehas would aay it Iz fear,
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