
The Master of Life.

flashing its eyes and clapping its great wings 
together. The Men of Men beheld the glorious 
form of their Uncle the Thundergod, wrestling 
overhead with the Stone Giants. In each 
detonation they heard him smiting them with 
loud-resounding blows. Neither nation moved 
or spoke, but the former bowed their heads and 
the latter held themselves erect.

Then Awitharoa recommenced :
“People of the Night-dawn, be not afraid. 

We are the Nephews of the Thunder.
“It was our Uncle who spoke, who approves 

of this our meeting. Our Father the Sun is 
also on high. The gods are with us.

“People of the Night-dawn! Our forefathers 
met yours here when they first landed on the 
Island before the memory of any of the living, 
and this Pine, which then was young, was 
chosen as the everlasting meeting-place. They 
cut upon it our Bear; they cut upon it your 
Rabbit ; and these totems have now grown to
gether. The Pine was then small : it has risen 
to the sky, and its roots are fixed in the couutry 
below the earth. That it may never be cut down 
I give to each of your head-chiefs a belt em
broidered with a pine-tree.”
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