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range, where we halted, but dare not light a
fire, as the smoke counid have been seen from
any part of the Rangitikei, We eagerly
soanned the country for any sign of smoke
which might indicate that we were being
followed, but saw none. I little {hought as
we traversed this country that in a few short
years the whistle of the iron horse would
ocho from cliff to cliff, and townships dot
the valley below ug; but such is already the
case,

Ag we sat over our luneh, Whara drew my
attention to the lofty Tongariro range, of
which she had known the name of every
peak since childhoed, Boldly outlined
againgt the azure sky stood the giant
Hauhungatahi which rises abruptly from the
Waimarino Plains, the not yeb extinet
Rusapehu, and the ever active Ngaurnhoes and
To Mare.

“You must know, E Eke,” zald wmy
companion, *“ that Ngauruhoe was one of our
ancestors. He it was who brought the
sacred fire from Hawaiiki in his cance. He
it wag who started the fire here on the hill,
named after him even to this day; and as
long as this fireburns shall we his descendants
enjoy the fruits of the soil of Aotearon. You
e Mount Egmontoverthere in the distance?
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Long years ago he stood by the side of Luke
Roto-aira. We Maoris called him Taranaki.
On the opposiie side of the lake stood, and
still stands, Pihanga, the mistress of Ton-
garviro. This wicked mountain Taranakt was
caught making fierce love to Mrs. Tongariro,
which aroused the wrath of the giant
Tongarvire. He hurled his fires in fary at
the wicked wretch, and made him fly to
where he now stands. Then he turned his
wrath on unfaithful Pihanga, and gave her
a good beating. When daylight came a
large round hole was obaserved in her side,
and on the self-same day a round island, just
the size and shape of the piece knocked ont
of Pihanga's side, made ibs appearance in
Lake Taupe. To this day it is called
Motntaiko, the child of Tongariro -and
Pihanga.  You must not langh at me, O
Eke! I am telling you the words which our
ancestors have handed down to us through
many generations, and we know that their
words are trne.”

“T am not laughing at you, my dear girl,
but at the manner in which Mrs. Tongarire
got her deserts,” T replied,

We now descended into a deep gully,
through which flowed the Mangaone Creek.
The underserub was so thick here that my
companion had to walk

on ahend and find the
old Maori marks cut on
the trees, thus directing
] me, while I cleared the
way for the horses with
my axe. We camped on
the margin of thesiream
and I eould not resist
the temptation of shoot-
|| ing some pigeons whick
| were feeding on the
lofty mire trees. Whara
made a Maori oven, and
cooked them to perfec-
tion by rolling them
1 in balls of eclay, and,
i putting them amongst
4 the heated stones. On
breaking the clay off.

I.HAD THE HORSES READY, AND WE WLRE OVF,

the feathers adhered to



