
Tin* magnificent Mnori story of the creation,
Hie gods of heaven, earth, ocean and forest,
1],., wild Rider of Tempests— -Tiiwhiri— -the
wav-gnd Tn, fill are liftingsubjects for poets
mill word-picturepainters. I 'omeitlias tnken
the tales of the unlettered Maori and turned
iln-m into memorable lines. He has caught
iluj spirit of the tohunirn-narrator in his tra-
ditionof theseparation of Heaven andEarth— Rangi and Papa, by their son Tane-Mahu-
t,i who with a Titanic effort
leaved the Heavens aloft with a million broad

limbs shot on high all together rebounding,
resilient :

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

Will New Zealand produce another
Domett?

But theauthor of " Ranolf and Amohia
"

hiis by no means exhausted the Maori fount
ofHippocreneand "Helicon'sbrightstream."
The awe-inspiring convulsions of Nature in
which the simple wild man saw the actual
hand of his gods; the immortal Maui who
drew up the solid land,and who allows the
winds to blow in hurricanes and loves
to ride on the furious winds of the northand
south in questof the strayed west wind;the
fairy "Patupaiarehe," Dryads of the woods,
who dwelt on the lofty mountain-tops and
whose shadowy forms wereseen through the
earlymorning mists ;the Tree-god Taneand
his children ; the sea-gods and goddesses
wandering on the face of the waters, now
succouring and. iiow engulfing the ancient
mariner; the ceremonies of war and peace;
the sayings 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' brush.
,1recall withdelight.fleetiug hours spent,

on more occasions than one, on the romantic
Islandof Mokoia, in Lake Rotorna, when a
venerable Maori, a survivor of apastgenera-
tion,unfolded tohis visitor in a spot remote
from the abodes of his people, some of the
interestinghistory attached to that' Island;
aud awarhymn he recited especially struck

me. Standing1 on an ancient sacred placo,
on the sandyshoreof the lake,where formerly
stood a tint stone "tualm" or altar, the old
man chantedonceagain,inrythmic moasnru,
waving a leafy twig ovor the rippling lako-
waters, the centuries— old songof the priosts
in welcoming a returning canoe-party of
warriors:

Haoro miii iuta!
Hiioie mai i tui !
Haern niai i to tv parekura!
'I'o-oi-o, te-ore, toronutmi Tv!
Hilcifcia mai taim kai!
Hapaingamai tanakai!
Xi rungi rangi taua kai.
Kiakai mai, rongomai,
Hcke iho i tersmgi tanakai,

Como from the land,
Como from the sea,
Come from tho battlefieldof Tv!
Come,pilgrims, groatpilgrimsof Tv !
Liftup hitherwardsthat food;
Raise up towards heaven that food;

■ Come and out, comoand listen,
Descend from tho heavens that food*. .

'ihe first portion of this chant welcomed
the cannibal war-pariv from the field of Tv,
the scarlet-belted god of war, and the rest
was an incantation or invocation connected
with the offering, of a sacrifice, often tho
heart of an enemy, to the parties before tho
tapu was removed from the fighting-men.
Twasbut a fragment,yet as the grey-bearded
sire chanted the wild refrain on the spot
where* his fore-fathers had so often landed
from' their war-canoesand danced the savage" ngeri," it carried the pakelm 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,
whichis to be heard at any Waikato village
to-day on theoccasion of thearrivalof guests
from a distance. Itis peculiarly applicable
to the Waikato, where the settlements Ho
nearthe river-banks,and wherenative visitors
often arrive by canoe:

Kuraeamaite waka;
Toiamai te waka,
Xi teuranga,
Xitemoonga;
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