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consisted of tbree tents ; the land beyand, stretching
across the istbmus, was a treeless apea country, clothed

.À witb a sombre covering of brown fern. Onebunga was
uaoccupied save by the smali remnant cf a neighbouring
native tuibe, and the Bay of Manukau was a lone
expanse of unf requeated water. la those days af "lthe
streets before tbey were made "-as Swainson calîs them
after the aid disticb-when the infant capital was built cf
reeds and rushes, whea drays were abandoaed for weeks
together in the principal street, buried axle-deep in mire
and dlay, and when a native whare did duty for a police
court six days in the week, and fur a place of worship on
tbe seventb, locomotioa by aiglit was difficuit, and ia the
winter season decidedly uncomfortable along these streets
wbicb existed only on paper. But then, as now, dancing
was enjoyed with great zest, and thougli ta attend a bal
on a dark, wet night was, indeed, tbe pursuit of dancing
under difficuities, yet, ia the worst weather, its votaries

1: were neveu daunted-the ladies gallantiy wading tbrough
mire and water-tbeir -1twînkling foot " and"I light fantas-
tic tees," as the oiâ chronicler we have before us gai1 -
antly terme them, encased ia men's jack boots ; their
would-be partners-for life or for the dance-being carried
bigh and dry on the back of some friendly Maori. From
the very earliest period of the settiement loyers of dancing
had an opportunity of gratifying their taste at a bail gi ven
by the Queen's represeatative on the occasion of lier
Majesty's Birthday. Ia these, the dark ages cf the coiony,
a piano piayed by the gracious hostess, the wife of the
Gavernar, with a violonceilo accompanîment, vamped with
ail due gravity by tbe Quieen's Attorney-Generai, formed
the modest orchestra at Government flouse, remindiag
us of its days of simplicity recorded in Gray's "lLong
Story," wben

My grav e Lord-keeper led the brawls,
The seal and inaces danced before him.

Yet the balls ia those olden days cf the colany were said
ta bave been probably as enjoyable, and certainly as mucli
enjoyed, as the Gubernatarial Birtbday Bail of to-day
witb ail its state and ceremcny.

Ail the heartburaings and jeaicusies which came into
play in the early days cf the calonization of New Zealand
bave passed away, evIýn ta their very memory, except in
the miads of some cf aur earliest settiers. Europeans
and natives, iaymea and missionaries, Goverament immi-
grants and Company's settiers, naw work together as one
barmoniaus wbole, ail equaily baving the interests of the
calony at heaut, and equally priding themselves an the gia-
rions pragress it lias made.

Laokiug back thrugli the vista of years ta the year
1840 (fifty years ago), but littie will be faund with wbich
the Government of the colony, whetber under ilmperiai
regime or as a self -goveraing colony, bas ta reproacli itseif,

* and neyer was a colony estabiished in which the interests
af the aboriginai race have been considered and cared for
as tbey have been in New Zealand.

It 'is far tao general an opinion that the advent of the
caloaists bas proved fatal ta the native race, and that tbey
are slawly dwiadiing away owing to their contact witb
Eurapeans. We veature to exprcss in the mast emphatic
manner a contrary opinion, viz., that the colanization af
the colany lias aurested the destruction of the Maori race.
Their lasses ia wars waged witb the calonists were as noth-

ing compared ta the wlialesaie destruction that bad been rag-
ing among tbemseives for generatïans, and wbich was
finally put an end ta an tbeir subjugation by a stronger
race. The truc state cf the case is, we think, put farth
in the followiag words of an aid chief, as reiated by Mu.
Barstaw ia a lecture which lie deiivered same years aga ia
lie Auckland Jastitute. Mu. Barstow put the question:
"Suppose the white people bad neveu came lieue? " The

aged warriar paused, and tbea apostrophised: I see an
aid man standing on the look-out post of lofty Te Ranga's
pa. Hie strains bis eyes, peering in every direction ; no
sign of human beiag, noa uprising smake meets bis gaze,
and thon he cries to himself : 1'Nobady, nabady ; alas, not
one 1 Days bave- passed siace iast I tasted the sweetness
of buman fiesb. ls it ail finished 1 One thing at least-
no one survives to consiga my body to the hangi (cooking
oven). '"

Standingl an the suinmit of Maungawbao, the aid frown-
ing fortress cf the rnan-eaters-naw Mount Eden, the cen-
tre of smiiing gaudens and bandsome viilas-ooking down
upon the great city whicb lies spread at aur feet, with its
crowded tboroughfares, its bustie af commerce, and its
wealth cf sbipping; wbule to the horizon extend fair home-
steads, trim fields, and lowing berds ; wben we tura ta the
country we are reminded of Shelley's uines-

Wheue tite startled wilderneRs beiseld,
A savage conqueror staissed lu kindred blood.

While shouts and bowlings throtgi tise desert rang,
Sloping and smuooth tise daisy.spa,,ngied iawn,
Offering sweet lîscense to the siunrise suiiles.

Wbile the evidonci' beforo us cf the Lyr-atîtoss cf Ersglaud's
coionising power, and cf its enormouq eýxp:ansion ln trade,
in commerce, la ail tbat coustitutes national greatness
during the iast fifty years, shows that the dictum of Cow-
ley stili boids true, and that still more so than wben lie
wrote it-

All the liquid wcuid is oîse extended Thamnes.

The best poetical description cf a Mýiori war-canoe race
is that given ia Lhe followiug, verses by Mr. Alfred Domnett
in bis IlRanoif and Amobia"

Then rose tise single voice lu prouder strain,
Just as the lightning flasited again :

RIad yon died tIse deatb of glory
On tise field of battle gory-
Died the death a chief would choose,
Not this death so sad and gloonsy
Thets xith tuft and tassel plsmy.
Down of gaîsuet-Sea-kiug's feather-
(4aily-waving, snowy-flecking,
Every deep-red gnnwale decking-
Then a huudred brave cauces,

With elated
Warriors freighted,

Like one man their war-chant chinting,
Fierce deep) cries the paddles timing,
WVhile the paddies' serried rows,
Likle broad birds' wings, spread and elose

Thougis the wiit'ning
WVaves like lightuing

Had been starting altogether,
Forward through tise foami together,
Al lu quest cf vengeful slaughter,
Teariug thusgis the tortured water.

And f rom dusky figures seated round,
With savage satisfaction in the sound-
A steru deep pride witb sadness shadowed Wer
Like volleys ired above a soldier's grave,
Rang out the chorussed thundering gt-oaue oncse more

Ha! A hundrod brave catsoees
Crowding, crashing,
Darting, îsiashing.

i)artiug, dasling tbrough the wave
Forward-forward ail together,
Ail in qssst of foeme's siaughtsr
They had clef t the foamiug water,
Seeking vengeance for the brave-
For the brave-the brave-the brave!

We give four native chants of differeat kinds

No. I.
One voice My childuen, beres strength.

Chorus: Ha! ha!
One voice My oilidren, here's firmuess.

Chorus: Ha! ha!
One vo'ce: Behold a pro<sf cf unfiinchiug trength,

The head cf Te Kawaî-ta-taki,
Which 1 grasp ln my baud,

Chorus : Ha! ha i

No. Il.

Ah, see ye not there are sîgus lu tise heavens ?
And know ye not there are tisoughts lu the isart?
Hlew them ln pieces ! hew thetu ln pieces
Pone, pounceo nuthem,
Pounce upon tbem uow !

No. III.
Son of tise potet? Sou of the brave
Miglty lu hattie ou laud and the wave.
Great is the soui wbere true valour reigus,
Noble tise blossd that sweils in your velus
Crest of the Kawau yieid to your foe.
Chiefs cf the warriurs ! ye are laid low!

No. IV.
Kumara, onue, two, tbree
Kumara, two, thres, four
Nssw carry ont yeur plats.
Potce, ixtunce uspoîs thisu.
Rehearse your incantationss,
So ye tssay be strexsgthened lu tise strif(à
Oh, let your plots
Ripsu into action.
Say, are we not the deseudants
0f Pubikuku and Pulikaka?
Pounce upon thetu pounce nîson thiss
WVhen will your valour begintei rage?
Wheu will your valour be troîsg ?
Ah 1 wisen the tide inuriurs.
Ah ! when tise tide roars.
Bld farewell to your ciildreu,
For wisat else can you do?
Yous see iiow the brave,
Like tise iofty exultiug peaks of tise iouuutaits.,
Are comiug (s.
Tisey yiold ! tisey yield ! 0 faine1

THE ILA MBLER.

SU P SE for every wrong there is a right-somewbere.
Th eiterary lions of the past ten years bave been

visianary iRussians, prurient Frenchmea, shaliow Engiish.
women. At length we appeau ta have turned the corner.
Recently we witnessed a Wordsworth Wave in Boston.
Now Coleridge aad Southey, Charlotte Brontë and Jane
Austen, even Mus. Gaskell and Thomias Lave Peacock, ahl
are receiving that meed of attention which bas beea per-
haps somewhat tardily displayed by the growing genera-
tion. De Quincey is another eminent naine uadergoing
revival. A leading English paper styles hlm Ilthe greatest
essayist the century lias seen." Coventry Patmore, tac,
cames once more before the public in a powerfal thougli
uacharacteristic volume, IlThe Unknown Eras."

Coventry Patmore, inked-it seem-to a defunet
seneration, and yet, Mu. Patmore, alive, and with soute-
thing-a great deal-t,) say. 1 think no praise of mine
could be stroag enough for the following virile if occasion-
ally harsb paem wbicb is Mu. Patmure's conception of the
Romisb Churclu:

ARBOR VIVEi.
Witb boneysuckls, over-sweet, festooni
With bitter ivy bouud;
Tsrraced with funguses uusound;
Deform'd wth înauy a boss
And c1owed scar, o'ercushioned deels xith Mosq
Biinch'd ail about with pagan mististoe;
And thick witb neste of the boarse bird
That taikg, but understands net bis owu word;
Stands, and se stoofi a thousaud ysars agis,
A single tree.
Thunder bas dons its worst amng its twigs,
Where the great crest yet blackened, neveu prtîned,
But lu its beart alway
Ready to pusb uew verdurous lxsughs, wbeue'er
The rotting saplings near it f ail and leave it air,
Is ail atiquity and nu decay.
Rich, thusugh rejected by the forest-pigs,
Its fruit, beueath whcse rough, coucealing rind
They that wlll break it flnd
Heart.snccouriug saveur of Pacb several meat,
And kernell'd drink cf brain-renewing power,
Witb bitter condiment and scur,
And sweet economY cf sweet,
And odeurs that remind

O)f haunts cf childhood and a different day.
Beside titis tree,
Praising no Gods itor hlamng, sans a wi'dt,
Sits, Tartar-like, tihe Tiuse's civility,
And eats its dead-dog off a golden cish.

There is bere a relie of the strong, half-tuad music of
Maud, and more than a trace of the scientific spirit whicb
animates so many of the Laureate's great descriptive pas-
sages. That Tennyson is bis master-Coventry Patmore'H
-is even more evident from the following extract, em-
bodying the political niiatakes of 1867:

In the year of tise great crime,
WVion the faise English Nobles and their Jew,
By God demented, slew
The Trust they stood twice piedged to kzeep front wron
One said, Take up thy Song,
That breathes the nild and alinost inytitic tinie
Of Englands prinie!
But 1, Ah, iue,
Tise freedoin of tihe few
Tihat, in our free Land, were indeed the free,
Can soug renew ?
Ill siuging 'tjs with blotting prison-bars,
Ilw high s,,e'er, ietwixt us arnd the stars;
,111 siuging 'tis when there are noue to boa,'
And days are uear
When England slial forgot
'The fading glow which, for a littie while,
Munies lier yet,
The lovely smile
That grows so faint aud wan,
Her people shouting iu ber lying ear,
Are not two daws worth two of any swan!

Coventry Patmore is, of course, chiefiy known to, us
through "lThe Angel in the bouse," a remarkable and
highly original poem. You remember that the Country
Parson calied bim "lpre-eminently the Bard of Love," and
1 tbink hie was right. Il Vaughan " is indeed a creation.

1 rccommend "The Unknown Eros," despite its mis-
ieading and incongruous titie, to ail students of Engiish
literature.

A very interesting volume receatly issued by John C.
Nimmo is "lThe Heimskringla, or the Sagas of the Norse
Kings." It is a translation by an Englishman, unknown
except ta a few in this couatry, Mr. Samnuel Laing, wbo,
after having served a while in the army, occupied himself
almost altogether with the study of Scandinavian iterature.
This course resulted in the publication of a work now
further rcmodelled and furaisbed with notes by Dr.
Basmus Anderson, U.S. Minister to, Denmark. Ia the
preserit volume the fatalism and love of butcbery, belongiîig
ta the old Norsemen who helped ta colonize Britain, are
well illustratcd.

No one in these early days prizes his own life or that
of others. It is given or taken with unconcern. When
Thouer, seized by King Magnus, is led to the gallows, ho
singg, I"We were four companions gay, let one by the heins
stay." Treachery is rife. Nowhere is life safe ; even at a
man's own hearth he may be stabbed, or be may be
murdered as he feasts with a friend. Earl Thorfin, is
entertained by Thorkel, the forester. Thorkel discoversi
by lis spies that an ambush is laid for bim when he leaves
home. Hie puts off going with bis guests. At last the
Eari, growing impatient, asks, "Art thou ready at last,
Tborkel? " Thoukel answers, "Now 1 am ready," and
straightway struck the Earl upon the head, so that ho feil,
sore wotinded, on the floor near the tire. Then said grimiy
an attendant, "I neveu saw people so fooiish as not ta drag
the Earl ont of the tire," and witb a stick propped the
dying man upriglit. The Earl's men rushed in ta find their
master stark dead. The Norsemen prized above ail thiags
prowess in battle. But tbey esteemed scarcely less manly
beau ty. Vague and indefinite in their descriptions of the
maidens wbom they wooed, they expatiate upon the
excellence of their bieroes. Snorra daes not fail to tell us
of the bair of Ragnvald, son of Earl Brus--, I"long and
yellow as silk." The heathen Arneiot Gelline, who bas
neyer beard of "lthe white Christ," meets King Olaf, and
tbe poet waxes enthusiastic ; Ilvery bandsome he was in
counitenance, and bad beautiful fair hair. Hie was well
armoured, bad a fine heimet and ring armaur ; a red
sbield, a superb sword in bis belt, and in bis hand a gold-
mounted spear." King Olaf is depicted as well grawa in
limbs ; I"bis bair was yellaw as silk, and became bîm wel;
bis skia was wbite and fine ahl over bis body; bis eye
beautiful and bis iimbs weli proportioned." King Magnus
wears a billiant red cioak, and the chronicier doces not
omit ta note that bis brigbt yeilaw bair, like silk, fell aveu
bis shoulders.

Witb ail their savagery they love paetry and venerate
poets. Even their heroes are flot campleteiy accomplisbed
witbout tbe gif t of verse. Sigvat, tbe Skaid, caps tbeir
every saying with verse. Poetry oazes out of him ; he
cannot stir a step witbaut breaking out into song. And
tbe poet is, as of aid, samewbat akin ta a prophet, and is
honoured as one wbo sees deep inta the future. Hie is a
privileged personagp who may speak freely even ta kings.
Skald Sigvat upbraids King Magaus in plain words for al
bis shortcomings, asking bim such searching questions as
these:

IlWho is egging tbee, King, ta go back from the oatb
tbau hast sworn i A worthy king shouid be true to bis
word. It cani neveu beseem tbee, my lord, ta break thine
oath. Who is egging thee, Prince, ta silaughter the cattie
of thy thanes ?I t is tyranny for a king ta do such deeds
in bis own land. No one bas ever before advised a young
king so. This open robbery is mast bateful ta thy hencb-
men, I know. The people are angered, 0 King!

There has been cansiderable disturbauce in the Churcb
of Scotland over the matter of Ilcircumtabular oligarcy " ;
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