
A Man Sewed a Fishing Net1 Frederick Book: 3-42  #21 
 

There was once a man who sewed together a fishing net.  After putting the floats on, 
he carried his net down to the beach where he could see that there were plenty of fish 
swimming about. He threw out his net and watched lots of fish swim into it.  He started 
pulling up his net, but as he did so many of the fish escaped through gaps he had left 
between the sections of the net.  By the time he had pulled the net up entirely, all of the fish 
had escaped.  Now this empty net puzzled that man.  He said, “Aga!  I saw plenty of fish 
when I started pulling up this net but now they are gone.”  He just stood there, examining 
his net.  He suddenly noticed the many fish still swimming before him and so he cast out his 
net once again.  The net filled up with the fish and he started to pull it to shore.  All the fish 
again escaped through the open gaps and so, by the time he pulled the net up completely, he 
found that again there were no fish left.  “Oh!” he said, “That net filled right up with fish 
when I cast it out.  What happened?”  While he was puzzling over this, a little bird perched 
on a branch above him began singing, “Sew them together ... sew them together ...”  The man 
could hear that bird’s song.  “What is this bird singing?” he wondered.  He glanced down 
and realized that the bird was telling him to mend the gaps in his net.  And so he sewed and 
sewed and sewed until the net was completely mended.  Now, while he was doing this work 
he was still watching all those fish swimming about.  He cast out his net and waited for the 
fish to swim into it. The net filled up with fish.  He pulled it to shore. Impressed by all fish 
that he had caught, he said, “Oh, that bird was telling me to sew my net together.  All those 
fish were escaping through the gaps I had left between the sections − that’s why I didn’t 
catch any.  That little bird told me to mend my net and so I was able to catch all these fish.”  
He strung the fish on lines2 and carried them to his canoe.  That canoe was so heavy it was 
almost sinking.  When he returned all the village people praised him.  They took the fish, 
cooked and ate them. 
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1.  Originally translated by Willie Sevaru. 
2.  Always five fish to a line when carrying them. 
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