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It was getting dark when the woman and her mother sat on the verandah talking.  An old 
man came and stood underneath, listening to what they were saying.  The daughter said to 
her mother, "Mommy, tomorrow let's go to the garden and pull my weeds up."  Her mother 
said, "O.k. then."  This was what they were talking about when the old man stood 
underneath the verandah listening.  The woman said, "Mommy -- o.k., let's go up and sleep."  
Then off they went to get some sleep. 
 
Early the next morning the woman and her mother went off to the garden.  The old man 
was watching for them and stole behind them.  When they arrived at the garden, the 
woman said, "Mommy, this is what we came for."  The she began working on the weeks at 
one end of the garden and her mother worked at the other.  While they were working the 
sun came up and they became very hot, so the daughter said, "Mommy, let's go have a wash 
and a drink, then we'll come back and finish the weeds at the ends."  Then they went down 
to the river for a wash.  Meanwhile, the old man had been watching them.  Now he went 
upstream.  He turned himself into a bit of dirt and began to float down the river.  The old 
woman lifting water to her mouth to drink.  So it happened that as the old man -- now a bit 
of dirt-- floated up to her, she scooped him up in a bit of water and drank him.  Their wash 
and drink finished, the two women went back up.   The mother said "There are just a few 
weeds here.  I'll finish them while you clean some taro.  Then we'll go to the village."  Then 
the daughter went.  She cleaned taro while her mother finished up the bittle bit of weeding.  
The mother said, "Have you finished cleaning the taro?"  Her daughter said, "Yes, I did it."  
Her mother said, "O.k., you put them together to carry and we'll go."  So she filled a netbag 
and off they went to the village. 
 
    They were staying when one day the mother's nipples began to turn black.  Her daughter 
saw this and said, "Mommy, sorry, but what is happening to you?"  The mother said, "My 
daughter, don't say that, I can feel it."  So they talked and talked when her mother's stomach 
started to grow big.  THe mother started to feel backache.  The woman's husband said, 
"Let's go to the garden."  The woman said, "Sorry, but your mother-in-law is feeling very 
poorly."  So her husband said, "O.k. we'll wait and see.  Tomorrow we'll go."  The old woman 
gave birth to a son.  The husband was sitting on his porch when he heard the crying.  So he 
went down and climbed up the ladder and stood at the top calling to his wife, "What is it 
that is crying?"  His wife said, "She has given birth to a boy."  The man said, "Are!  Do your 
work carefully and be sure to bathe him."  He and his wife were very proud and happy.  
They were adults so they were very proud and happy about their boy. 
 
Every night, that man would go down, catch fish and bring them up.  Then he urged his wife 
to quickly cook the fish with taro for her mother.  It would cook and later they weould 
prepare their own.  When her mother's had cooked, she took it down, dished it out and the 
mother ate.  She ate until she was satisfied.  Then she put the remaining fish and taro in the 
pot and put it up upon a shelf.  Then the old woman went down and went to the back of the 
village.  At that time, the little baby would climb out of his string bag and become the old 
man again.  He took down the pot and ate up all of the taro and fish, replacing only the pot.  
Then he climbed back into his stringbag, lay down and started to cry.  The old lady came 
back from the village edge and heard him crying.  She said, "Why are you crying?  Are you 
not eating?  My son-in-law brought this up here.  I am eating and you are eating."  This 
happened day after day.  She would finish eating and then put the pot with fish and taro up 
on the shelf.  Then she would head off for the back of the village.  The little boy would climb 



out of the stringbag and turn himself back into the old man.  Then he would take the pot, eat 
up the food and put only the empty pot back. 
 
One day she finished eating and again placed the pot on the shelf.  She only pretended to go 
down to the back to the village  but really came back up the ladder.  She was watching as the 
little boy climbed out of the stringbag, became an old man, took down the pot and, sitting 
down, began to eat the fish and taro.  She said, "Aga!  Who are you?"  He remained sitting in 
silence.  The old woman sat down with her back against the old man's.  Meanwhile, the man 
said to his wife, "Go to your mother and tell her to give you the little boy.  Bring him back 
here and we'll sit together on the verandah."  So the woman went to her mother and said, 
"Give me the little boy.  I'll take him down and we'll sit together on the verandah.  That's 
what your in-law said."  But her mother didn't listen to what she said and she became tired 
of calling. So the daughter herself went up to the house and looked inside.  She saw the old 
woman and old man sitting there.  She said to her mother,"Where did this old man come 
from?"  The old man said, "Your mother didn't give birth to a baby boy.  I turned myself into 
a bit of dirt and floated down the river.  She scooped me up and drank.  Then I made her 
pregnant and she gave birth to me."  The old woman returned to her husband and told him 
about this.  The old man and woman married each other. 
 
 
Notes: 
 
tinani timati:   expression - they were very hot in the sun 
 
sunsundo:    a piece of rubbish, dirt, mess - the man turned      
himself into this. 
 
23:  tinaka nombo ne:  she became pregnant. 
 
-- husband of old lady comes in half-way through page - bit  confused.  or else the old lady 
gave birth and gave to daughter. 
 
24: kan kesi:  you didn't eat, so you're crying. 
 
- Could be that the husband and wife had no children and so  hoped to get the child 
from the old lady. 
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