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The magnificent Manri story of the erention,
ile vods of heaven, car tl, ocean and forest,
the: \\lld Ridet of Tempests—Tawhivi—{he
war-god To, ait ave fitting subjects for"poets
sl word-pictave printers. 1'emett has taken
the tales of 1he noletiered Maeri and turied
them into memorable lines,  He has canght
the spirit of the tohunga-varrator in his tra-
dition of the separation of Heaven and Earth
~-Raugi and Papa, by their son Tane-Mahn-
ta who with a Titanic effort
roaved the Heavens aloft with o million broad
limbs shot on high 2ll together rebounding,
resilient :

Then at once came the Light, interfused, inter-
flowing—serenely soft—eddying—crystulline
—brilliant !

Will New
DIID’ICH.?

But the anthor of “ Ranolf and Amohia”
has by no means exhausted the Maori fount
of Hippocrend ang *“ Helicon's bright stream.”
The awe-inspiring convulsions of Natuve in
which the simple wild man saw the actual

Zealand produce  another

hand of his gods; the immortal Mami who
drew up the solid Jand, and who allows the
winds to blow in hunrricanes arnd loves
“to vide on the furions winds of the north and
south in quest of the strayed west wind ; the
faivy “ Patanpaiarehe,” Dryads of the woods,
who dwelt on the lofty mountain-tops and
whose shadowy forms were seen through the
early wmorning mists ; the Tree-god Tané and
his children ; the sea-gods and goddesses
wanderiug on the face of the waters, now
succourmg and how engulfing the ancient
mariner; the cé§:~emomes of war and peace;
the snyings of the oracles, the strange visions
of the seers or “ mata-kite"—these and a
thousand other fanciful matters of the native
race are open to the poet s pen and the
artists” brosh.

. T recall with delight fleeting hours spent,
on more cccasions than one, on the romantic
Island of Mokoig, in Lake Rotorma, when a
venerable Maori, o survivor of a past genera-
tien, nnfolded to his visitor in a spot remote
from the abodes of his people, some of the
interesting history attached to that Island;
aud 2 war hymn he recited especially struck

me. Standing on an ancient secred plaee,
on the sandy chore of the lake, where formerly
siood a flaf stone *“tuaha ™ or altar, the old
man chanted ence again, in rythmic monsure,
waving a leafy twig ovor the rippling lnke-
waters, the centnries—old song of the priosts
in welcoming a returning canoe-party of
WarPIOrs : .
Haere i § utn!
Faere mai { tai!
Haers mai i te tu prrekurn,!
Te-gre, te-ere, tere nui na ''n!
Hikitin i twon kai !
Hapainga mai tana kai!
Ki rungi rangi tnua kad,
Kia kai mai, rongo mai,
Hoke iho i te rangi taua kai,
Come from the land,
Come from the sea,
Come from the battlefield of Ta!
Come, pilgrims, grant pitgring of T !
Lift up hitherwards that food ;
Raise up towards heaven that food ;
*Come und gul, come und liston,
Descend from the heavens that food. |
“ilo first portion of this chant wolcomed
the cannibal war-pariy from the field of Tu,
the scarlet-belted god of war, and the rest
was an incantation or invocation conneeted
with the offering. of a saerifice, often the
lLeart of an cnemy, to the parties before the
tepu was removed from the fighting-men.
"T'was but a fragment, yet as the grey-bearded
sire clianted the wild refrain on the spot
where his fore-fathers liad so often landed
from’ their war-cances and daneed the savage
“ngeri,” it carried the pekela back in
imagination to other days, when battle-axe
and spear and club ruled this land of
Aotearoa.

A song of more peaceful associations is
their “powhiri™ of welcome to visitors,
which is to be heard at any Waikato village
to-day on the ocoasion of the arrival of guests -
from a distance. It is peculiarly applicable -
to the Waikato, where the settlements lio
near theriver-banks, and whero native visitors
often arrive by canoce: :

Kumea mai te waka;
Toia mai te waks,
K1 te urungs,

Ki te moenga ;



