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OU who read must set your
thoughta to follow where my
thoughts lead. I would have
you leave the street and fhe

town, and come with me far back; come
far into the lands that know not the
pakeha voice—that know not the sounds
of the white man's world.- The lands
that bear the foresi’s pride, where tha
fern i3 unirampled, where the tui sings
his loudest and is not afraid—there
must lie wander. Nay, more! a greater
end sironger fancy must lead you, for
I would have your mind to close its
tinderstanding to the things of to-day
~—to the present that lives—and open its
ways to the deings of the past. The
present is real, and, save in mighty
moments, fails to arouse the man from
Beneath the skin that a newer world
hath wrapped around lim, and hath
tied so fust that when aroused he
blushes to find the spirit outpouring
drom the smothéred and givded founts of
his inmost mind. .- .

e in the present are too lunguid to
love as we Ioved before, too polite to
bate as of ofld. Our love muxt first be
bound by writings of law; our hate is
unwieldy, and barren of the sport it
should yield if only they who quarrel
would stand out, maked of knife and
epéar, and let the Dbetter brain and
muscle laugh when the weaker fall. Can
hate of the present be hate of the
heart when it spits out death through a
tube of iron to the foe it has never met,
nor even seen, as the wide valleys p.lrt
the wayst

My nind is of the past, and  my
whitened Dbones zoon -will show that my
beating leart has eenzed to yield life
to my body of the present. -1 have secn
ithat  the present can never meet the
past, for it does not understaml, and
will mot reconciie. The old-are old in
mind,” as in body, for their (houghta
are not with the world of youth. Tan
the spirit of the ancient kauris deign to
Tollow the doings of the chivping spare-
rows? We die, but the word:s of our
moutha live on. Give me, then, your
thoughts, that my tale shalt be told
"when this, my tongue, lies muulciermg
into the dust whenee it cawe.
* < Tell me, which of all prople can boast
ol laving known greater changes in life
and in ‘the muannera of life, from grand-
sire to child, tham the civilised Maori.
Otliers may have tasted as many of the
pleasures and puing of the passing ol
nakedness, but none, [ say, has suffer-
ed the disappointments or enjoyed the
advantages to points of keenness greats
er than my dark-skinned race.  When
the CGreat White Queen gave us our
charter, we pictured a very heaven of
bliss for the Maori. All things would
work to ome ending to form a happy
tilend; alf wrongs would be righted, and
ail darkness would be turned to light!
Thus we thouglh, and so would you alse
have thought had yeur ignorance of life
and of the ways of righteous men been
B3 ours. Buat, thanks toe that great
KCharter, we now can inlk in the pukebha
tongue as well as our white brethren,
Bnd, perhaps, better than many of them!
The pakeha guns protect us from the
dnvador across the sea, and the pakeha
law courts protect us from the land.
shark ashore. We git beside the silk-
mrapped tady in the worship-house, and
wre brush against the scented damdy in
the awift-moving, lorseless <ars; and
none dure Lanish uws or openly Insulé
OurT namne, Yes, we are grateful, very,
But mauy thoughis of eadness come o
the mind of the Maori, whose dreams
Aake him hack te ihe pasl. Ilo thinks
©f the fallvn greatnese of his people,
of the majesty and power of the mighty
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Ariki, and of the mystery of the solemn
tohungn's power. Ile can mow recall
the dead ages only in lettered Dbooks,
wherein cold, unfeeling autbors describe
zll wondrous deeds as “acta of harbar-
igm,” and wherein geod and bad are too
readily grouped into the signs and ways
of savagery. Bad, the Maori may have
been, birt his soul was open to other
apirits besides those of evil. Hale was
atrong, but love was .stronger. You
Iaugh, and beneath your laugh your eyes

lovea to hoever in the guiters. smoking
paper-wrapped telacee and doing coward-
ly and unclean things. The home of the
Maori has left the hills and high places.
His bones are grown lazy, for he loves
te dwell where his fuel and watcr ure
earned with but hitle labour. He builds
his kainga on the low plaees, herdleas
that +there the consumptive sickness
Jurks, The Maori is dying; he ia to

blame, for he sleeps onm, wnd hiz sleep
will end in death!

IN THE NICK OF TIME,

nizy veil a sncer. My story may help
to show you the power of love's sway
among the hoarts of my people.  Bb will
show you that fuith in tove led even our
great chiels to open their bearts to its
spirit-power,  Their  love-dilled  minds
would lead them to do the bidding of
their wvisions; nnd you will learn how
the dreams of Ruualoi moulded Lis path
of life and of death, forthis visions were
not to be denied. Nor Jdo 1 know of
any of love’s mind-beckonings whicl Ted
any man out to the muid who had lefi
her lrnagr on his soul, engraveld by the
mngm puwer of her love-lit eyes i liv-
ing flesh and Llood. I lament the luxs
of poctry, and of the thonghis thai
soften hute. Our dreams pow inrn {o
the getting of monmey, and the Maori is
fond of cating out s bhraing with the
stroug drink, the fery Jiquid of the Xwvil
Ome, whivh the pakeha is ever ready lo
eell to | His tulk in too much like
that of the 4bing called larrikin, that

But the pakeha is impatient to lear
my story.

It waz told to we by iy father, and is
therefure Loue. My Eather was u great
privat, nod  Koew men’s minds.  He
it was who heard the last words of Rua-
tui, and saw kim leap out lo the gods.
My henrt stores the wonds of Huatui, as
told to we; amt thus he spoke to my
futher the priesti-—

“My beart s lheavy and my soul is
sick, ol Tanemuit The goodness in my

Teart commmels me, nmd says ‘Npeak
amd dlie, ol lhmlnl. e brave!* The
badness longhs, and  says ‘ile ailent;

Tmry ihy worrow, thy deings. and live
thy life, oh Ruatui!" My wpiril in torn,
Will your baly mind help aue and coms
Tand, oh Tuney

“Rpenk, wy son!?

Al Clhn et it be so. Tananad,
T love R mndd Mociwna minst e wiy bride
in death. Khe is of U Nguptus: | of the
Wuairewe, ws all vur race koows full
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well. When the Wairomo fought the
Ngapu, L. their chief, led them; but
we ware bewten back, though meny of
our warriors slayed to feed tlie Ngwpu
#res of death, . The pohutukawas have
blcomed many times gince. then, but well
1 rewmember the way 1 fought fur and
won & prisoner—even Moeana--surcly
the chosen of ithe goddess of beauty. for
ahe was no other maid, and I protected
bet and chose her to mate. After many.
moons had shed Lheir light and passed,
the love that Moenna bore to me was
strong 83 the love I bure her, and she
was soon to be the Wairomo's chiel
honoured wife and queen. B3ut iy peaple
were wrathful, and, while vet too fearfuf
1o kill her, tlmv drove her back through
the blacknras of mnipht, back te ihe
Nynpu, her tribe, wlhere sl could see
me np woere, My anger was preat, und
straightway I took revenge, and gave
many of my people to the gnlls en Lhe
shore.  Rut revengi katisfies the evid
in our minda and dees not reach the
henrt. My min had gone down, for Moeana
was gone, and I knew tunl she, oo,
wonld mourn her fate nigh unta death,
Now. the maiden, my '\Imvmn. wha in
her great beanly was ealted the Sunshine
of the Ngapu, appeared many times to
me in  wondrous drewms, so that I
clutched forth as 1 slept, but the bheau-
teous vision ever melted nwny and slowly
beckonl we to follow.

“1 did not el of my dreams to the
Wairemo, for it was*vight that they
should not wish a Ngapn te Le the
mother of my children,  No, the Maort
of nld lated teo well! Aany nmvuwrs
of anger, too. hal beeny heard by my
spies enncerning the taking of my e
venge: and s B kept oy tlnnnvht and
told not of ll\o wititing  yet  Heeting
\l\l(l]l-l :

“Rut love ix slvoung, and T loved the
smiling face, the shining hair of Moeana;
und o, Tanemai! when I eould no Tonger
Keep wmy sorrow, nor bear the tearing
al wy heart, 1 erept away at sel of sun
and followed whoere the love-shadow e
Whilst my pecple slept the happy vision
led me over the hilla. threugl muany
walers, and aeross the phins, far into
our cuemy's land, and theve, whike the
maoon was yet high and shining 1lrongh
ithe dew-glitteving branches of the talt
kauria, 1 Tost my wondrons gnide, hot
Saw. running fust to meet mo. my hrart's
Junglnf»—ew Mocana  herselt—in  §nld
glory of Jife and leautly, 1 stowmd, anid
the heut of my quick jonrmeving tarned
to ool 1 lud seén o mreen tnatarat
nothing lad crossed my ptlh to give the
fear-god pewer over me: but for a wwne
ment the brave Boatui beft bis own'bady
so that il weéume bul 2 eold komé for
fear o dwell i, Fhe eltangd 1 had seen
from lovely airy spirit to still Invelier
morlal being was too great fur my nndee-
standing, and my br.un could a0t help
me. . But Mocana spoke, ain her visics
wis sweeter than mikic of the morning
tu

ume. o Raatui? Your spirit
whispered threnght e night, and 1 knew
that your love led yan thither.  {omne

to my peoples they must surely weleonw
yoi You are strong. you are good, nm
we shall wed. lul.llul - vur ibes -=Iml| be
atl ]wm'e. Come!”
T The sound of the huaman voiee mve
me haek my strength, and the theughts
wi Macana’s woels lenb e o we to
1hat T conld answer, * Your will s my
will, Mocana. Life and deatl shall see
us az one, anl neither shall part us?’

“*There spoke the true spirikt of - Rua-
qui! Come. my mortal ged, and we will
g0 to the Ngapu to learn of aur lie
'to be?

“ Moenns, your fove ™= =Lill mine?
speak of OUR Jile?’ -

“*Yvenso,my warrior!’an] Mocano‘a
soft laugh started a sleeping Whauretos
io hiv morning wony. * My arf is weaker,
bual mwy wits are wimbler than thine,

Xou

“* A moid may sing of the luve she binra,
and sigh!
A npan may fizht with all his eare,
Ur lie!
Ter heart is dead, Lol life i3 left
To W(‘[‘p'
Jlis soul is peace, his hody teft,
To sleep!
But Moeana’s hearl 1z bursd
With Llood,
To quench her Wrave Nuniui's thirst,

In flood
Of love, ihat shall not dic with lide
O death! .

Se live and faugh, or go in airife,
Our breath.!

" Mocan's voice of song fifled my eowt
and secmed to live in the trees, 4o Lhat
¥ conld not speak until we were Tar ould
on the whilte ¢liffs thal Lorder the sea
We walked glowly on, band in band, nod



