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A man sat down to whittle sago palm sticks.  He made plenty of them and tied them 
into a siko net (cone-shaped fishing trap).  Once finished, he went down and sat on the river 
bank.  He placed his siko into the water and waited.  Plenty of fish — kamauya, yasiki, 
bebedadara, maddo, and  sava — swam into his trap.  It was heavy with fish.  The man took 
his trap up and poured the fish until they mounted high around his legs.  He looked at them 
and cried out, “Oh!  Who told you fish to come into my trap.  I didn’t want these kinds of 
fish.  What I really wanted were Doriri like Uruwa, Aima, Iyara, and Boriyara to get trapped 
inside my net.”  Saying that, he strung the fish he had caught, put them on a stick and 
carried them home to the village.  When he returned, they cooked the fish and ate them. 

Next morning, that man again took his siko down to the river and placed it in the 
water.  He waited as the trap filled up with fish.  He took the trap, heavy with fish, up and 
untied it.  The fish were so plentiful they piled up around his legs.  But the man said, “Oh!  
All you fish came into my net again.  But I didn’t want to catch you, I wanted to catch Doriri 
like Boure, Dibogi, Uruwa, Iyara and Boriyara.”  Finishing this speech, the man strung his 
fish, hung them from his stick, and walked backed to the village where they ate his catch.  
He did this many times. 

One day that old man was doing the same thing at the river.  He had taken the trap 
onto the shore and poured out the fish.  Then he made the same speech, “I don’t want you 
fish in my trap, I wanted Doriri to come inside.”  A man heard him saying this.  He watched 
the old man stringing his fish and returning to the village.  He followed him back.  Once in 
the village, the second man went to his own hamlet and made a fire in the plaza.  All the 
people gathered round.  He told them what he had seen.  “The old man,” he said, “has a siko 
that he takes down to the river.  He catches many kinds of fish in it.  He takes up the trap 
and dumps the fish around his legs.  But every time he does this he says, ‘I don’t want you 
fish, I want to catch Doriri like Boure, Dibogi, Uruwa, Aima, and Boriyara.’  I heard him 
making this speech.  Then he strung his fish and took them home.  So I came here.  We must 
go down and see that old man.”1 

The next morning the villagers put on their feathers for the fight.  They went down 
to the man’s fishing spot and waited.  Their leader told them to wait until the old man came 
down.  Eventually the old man made his way to the river, dipped his siko into the water and 
waited as it filled up with fish.  The old man took up his trap, untied it and let the fish drop 
around his legs.  Once again, he cried out, “Oh!  I didn’t want these fish.  I wanted Doriri to 
come into my trap.”  When he said ‘Doriri’ the waiting men came out.  The old man cried, 
“Yes, I want you Doriri to see my siko.”  They began to fight.  The old man forced them in 
one direction and then they pushed him back.  This went on and on. At last the old man 
chased them away. 

The people came back and sent a message to their allies, “These Doriri people went 
to fight that old man but he forced them back.  He killed some of them and chased the 
remainder away.”  Their allies said, “Oh, is that old man strong enough to do that?  
Tomorrow we’ll go down and see.”  They slept and the next morning tied their feathers for 
the fight.  The enlarged group came down to the river and waited.  The old man came along 
with his siko.  He placed the trap and, after it was full, took it up and dumped all the fish, 
saying, “Oh!  I don’t want these fish, I just want Doriri.”  As soon as he said ‘Doriri’ the 
waiting people shouted and went for the old man.  He forced them one way and then they 

                                                 
1.  Implying that they would fight him. 
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forced him back.  At last, the old man pushed all those Doriri back to the village a second 
time. 

This kept happening, so the Doriri sat together and made a plan. “Some of you,” the 
leaders decided, “will go out first and start fighting.  We will stay in hiding.  When he draws 
near us we will spear him.”  So they planned.  They came back to the river and waited.  Soon 
the old man came down to the river with his siko.  He put it into the river, waited and then 
took it to shore and dumped out the fish.  “Oh!,” he cried out.  “I wanted Doriri.  I didn’t set 
my siko for you fish to come into.”  As soon as he spoke, the waiting Doriri shouted and 
went for him.  They fought again.  The old man speared some of them and forced them back 
and sometimes they pushed him back.  It was going on like this when he came near to the 
hidden men as he was chasing the Doriri.  They speared him hard and true, just like they 
were spearing a tree.  And so that old man died. 
 
This translation, June 28, 1995. 
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