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I will tell above Keva.  People were staying in a village.  One man asked the people to clear 
his land, and they all went.  While the men cut, the women cooked.  They began clearing the land at 
one end and went to the other until they stopped.  One man caught a kingfisher and cried out, “Oh, 
my  son’s koaki!.”  He brought the bird out and sat with the rest of the people.  They ate and drank 
and then they started home for their village.  As they came home, the man put the bird on his axe 
handle and carried it that way.  His small boy was playing.  He looked and saw his father carrying 
the kingfisher on his axe.  He was very pleased and ran to get the bird. 

He was a little boy, so he played with the bird and with his friends.  When it got dark he 
took the bird and put it on the shelf inside his house.  Then the little boy went to sleep.  His aunt, 
who was pregnant, came to visit them.   She wanted to see her brothers.  While she was sitting the 
kingfisher flew up.  She cried out, “Ga!  My brother!  Where did this bird come from?”  Her brother 
told her, “We went to clear the land and I got it and brought it for your boy to play with.  He was 
playing with it.  He took it up into the house and now he is sleeping.”  “Ga!  You!  I will kill it, take it 
to the house, bake it and eat it.”  “Aga!  But this is the little boy’s bird!”  But that lady was pregnant 
so she really wanted the bird.  She went up and killed the bird while her son slept.  She took that 
little bird, baked it and ate it.  Then they slept. 

The next morning, because he was just a kid, the boy woke up and cried, “Mommy, where is 
my bird?”  “Aje!  What will we say?”  “Mommy, where is my bird?”  Then his parents told him, 
“Areh!  You were sleeping and your pregnant auntie took the bird to her house, baked it and then 
ate it.”  “Mommy, where is my bird?” 

He began crying.  He cried and cried and cried.  He kept on crying.  They went out and 
caught all kinds of birds, but he did not want them and kept on crying.  He cried through the night 
and was still crying at daybreak.  They brought all kinds of birds, but he did not want them.  “Aga!  
What can we do for this small boy?  His aunt killed his bird.  He is crying so we bring all kinds of 
birds, but he doesn’t want them.  This goes on all through the night.  What can we do?”  So they 
went in to get food.  They brought it out and cooked up pots and pots and pots.  The boy had been 
crying so much that when he went up to the house he fell asleep right away.  While he was sleeping 
they put some pots of food beside him.  All of the people got on their canoes.  They got their paddles 
and poles out and went off. 

They left the boy with a dog.  Soon after they left, while he was still sleeping, an old woman 
carrying a basket came out of the bush.  Inside her basket were coconut shells for fetching water 
and tapa mallets (fisiga).  She put all sorts of things into her basket and went into the village.  She 
began to examine the village carefully.  First she walked up one side of the village to the end and 
then turned back.  “No, there are no people around here.”  She came back along the other side of the 
village.  The small boy was lying down and the old woman smelled him.  She said to herself, “Oh!  
My pig is here, lying down.”  The little boy heard her say this.  He got up and said to his small dog, 
“This old woman is trying to kill us.  When she comes up to the door go and bite her on her face.  
Then she’ll go back and try again at the dog’s door where you must bite her again.  You must do 
this.  When she comes up she will try to kill us.”  The old woman tried to get in the door.  The small 
dog ran up and tried to bite her, forcing her back.  “Ga!,” she was saying.  So she tried to dog’s 
entrance.  But again the dog snapped at the old lady.  “Ga!,” she said.  They went on like this through 
the night until daybreak. 

At dawn, she left them there and followed along the other side of the village until she came 
to the end.  While she was going, the small boy was lying down.  He got up, went down, and said to 
his small dog, “We’ll go this way and see if we can save ourselves.  If we stay here, she will come 
back and kill us.”  He went down with his dog.  At the back of the village there were some sweet 
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warubi bananas.  He pulled out a young tree.  Then they went to the beach and started running.  
They were running and running and running and running.  They ran along the beach.  In the 
afternoon the old woman came back.  The coconut shells in her basket clicked as she walked.  She 
came up and looked inside the house.  “Oh!  Oh, areh!  Your dog was able to save you.  If you had no 
dog, I would have killed you in night and eaten you.”  She then went to the other side of the village, 
smelling the direction the boy had taken.  “He went this way,” she said.  “Oh friend!  Where are you 
trying to go?  I know all of these places.” 

She was an evil spirit, so she soon began overtaking the boy as she ran.  She cackled, “Heh 
heh heh!  Friend!  Where will you go to save yourself?  I know all of these places.  I am getting close 
to you now.”  “Ejeh!,” cried the boy.  “The old woman is getting close.”  The boy quickly planted the 
banana.  The banana grew up immediately and was very ripe.  He took the young shoots out and 
then started running again.  The old woman came and saw the bananas.  She sat underneath the 
tree and started to eat.  While she ate, the small boy was running, running, running, running.  She 
sat there and finished eating.  She then got up and said, “I know all of these places.  Where are you 
trying to run to?”  

She raced after him.  She came up close to the boy.  “Heh heh heh...  Friend!  Where are you 
trying to get to?  I am behind you.”  While she spoke, he again quickly planted the banana.  It grew 
up and was very ripe.  He got the young shoots out and started running.  He was running, running.  
The old woman saw the bananas, so she sat down and began eating.  He was running, running, 
running, running.  She finished and then got up to follow him.  She came close again, crying out, 
“Heh heh heh...  Friend!  Where are you trying to go?   I am very close behind you.”  Again, as she 
said this, he planted the banana.  It grew up and was very ripe.  He got the shoots and kept running. 

While he was running, there was another old woman sitting in a tree sewing her stringbag 
mataun.  She was rolling the string.  One end was on the ground.  When she looked she saw the 
young boy.  She said, “Aree!  Where are you going?”  He asked himself, “What shall I say — 
‘grandmother’, ‘aunt’ or ‘mother’?  I shall call her ‘grandmother’.”  So then he called up, “Grannie!  
My father went with some other men to clear land and he caught a bird.  My auntie was pregnant.  
She killed the bird and ate it.  So I started to cry.  They brought all kinds of birds, but I didn’t want 
them.  So in the morning they cooked some food.  They took it up and put it beside me.  Then they 
left me and went away.  While I was trying to sleep, the old woman came out and was disturbing me 
until the next morning.  While she was away, I came down and started running this way.  I was 
running and she came close behind.  She chased me as we came along.  I planted the warubi banana 
and she was eating that as I ran along.”  The old woman cried out, “All right, you get your small dog, 
hold onto the string and I will pull you up.”  “But Grannie!” the little boy cried.  “No, I won’t do 
anything to you.”  He bent down and held his dog, then he took hold of the string. 

As he was going up, the old woman came to the place.  “Aree!  Aree!” she called out.  “Old 
woman, that is my pig going up!”  “Don’t worry,” the other woman said.  “You came a very long way; 
so just lie down there and have a rest.  I’ll pull him up, kill and butcher him.”  After she had pulled 
the boy up, she put him in a good place and made a big fire.  She took all of the stones in her house 
and put them on the fire to boil water.  Soon the water was boiling and the stones were very hot.  
She called down, “Na!  Sit down properly and wait.  I am taking him down from the fire.”  After 
saying that, the good woman sat down and chewed betelnut.  She spat it out and said, “The blood is 
pouring out.  Sit down properly and wait until I finish butchering it.  I’ll pass down a share to you 
and then I shall cook my own.”  She then stood up.  She took down the hot water and poured it 
down upon the old woman.  The hot water burned her and she tried to move, but the good woman 
threw the hot stones down until the spirit woman burned up and died. 

She took her grandson and look after and fed him.  She said to him, “You won’t go down and 
go away.  You will stay here in this tree.”  He grew up and became a big boy.  She said, “Aga!  He is a 
big boy now.  A very big boy.  I have not been preparing his armlets and he is growing up.”  After 
that she said, “Look over there and you will see smoke rising.  One of the kawo men told the people 
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to start cooking, eating and dancing there.  That kawo man’s wife has made coconut armlets and 
hung them beside the verandah.  You fly down there and get those armlets.”  So the boy became a 
big bird after she told him this.  He got up and flew, flew, flew.  While the people were dancing, he 
went down just above the coconuts.  He flew here and there.  He looked down and saw the armlets.  
He said to himself, “My grannie talked of these armlets.”  He flew around and around.  Then he 
came down and took the armlets.  The people dancing saw this:  “Oh!  A big bird came down and got 
the kawo wife’s armlets.”  While they were speaking, the boy flew up and returned to his 
grandmother.  He said, “Grannie I have them here.”  “All right,” she said, “put them there.” 

After this, the people sat down and tied long and short strings of shell ornaments together.  
The grandmother said, “They have hung up that bag of ornaments while the ladies are busy 
cooking.”  So while they were busy with this, the boy flew up — going, going, going, going...  They 
were dancing and cooking.  He flew first to one said and then to the other.  He did that several 
times.  He went down and got the bag of nomo (ornaments).  They shouted, “Oh!  This same bird has 
returned and taken the bag and is now flying away!”  But they did not do anything.  He flew up and 
around.  He did this, collecting all of the ornaments, and then took them to his grandmother.  She 
said, “All right.  Today I shall cut your hair.”  Then she scraped coconut.  She cut his hair and rubbed 
the coconut oil over his body and hair.  When she finished, she put on the ornaments.  She put them 
all on.  Finished.  He had really changed.  He no longer looked like the young Keva. 

On a later day, the people decorated themselves and went to dance.  After they danced, the 
kawo man hung his drum beside his verandah.  The boy’s grandmother said, “They were dancing 
but they have stopped.  They will wash and sleep.  Then they will dance again.”  The women went to 
the gardens and the people hosting the feast left for the bush (to hunt) to went to catch fish.  While 
they were busy with these tasks, the kawo man hung his drum beside his verandah.  The 
grandmother said, “Go and get it.”  So he did the same thing — he flew down and took the drum.  
And she said, “All right now, you will dance with this foki drum and I shall watch.” 

 
II 
 

The people went to their gardens and brought food back to the village.  The women then left 
to get water with which to cook the food.  The kawo’s wife came after them as was just about to 
fetch water as they turned back.  She came down to the river and tried to wash the inside of her pot.  
She let a little water in.  She looked inside the pot and saw the image of a man.  He was dancing up 
and down, from branch to branch.  He was singing biriko (an eastern type of song): 

 
irima kafa vireyo 
o vireyo go 
o irimo kafo vireyo 
o vireyo go vireyo  (repeats) 
 

He was singing like this and springing between the branches as she watched.  She cried out, “Aree!  
What will I do?”  And then she dived into the water.  She dived in to look for him but was not able to 
find him.  She did that repeatedly.  He continued dancing from branch to branch, singing his song.   

On succeeding days, the women went to their gardens, returned, and set off for the river.  
But the kawo man’s wife had already seen this man, so she went apart from the others in order to 
catch him.  She never did accomplish this.  After failing, she would return home.  One day the 
women found out why she left after they did.  They said, “This is why you are going later.”  After 
this, each time the women returned from the gardens they went to the river and dropped their pots 
there.  They tried to climb the benomba tree but could not.  They tried to catch the man and pull 
him down, but he merely danced downward to a branch and then upwards to another.  The women 
tried to get him down.  They tried and tried, but they failed. 
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It was the season to burn the grasses.  The people went to the gardens and came back in the 

afternoon.   The kawo man went down and made a fire.  He said, “Every time you go to the gardens 
and then come back and sleep in your houses.  But sometimes we should sit together, make a fire 
and tell stories before we go to sleep.  This fire is for that purpose.  We will sit together, make fun, 
and tell stories before we go to sleep.  That is why I made this fire.”  The people shouted, “Atai!  Big 
kawo!”  On both sides of the village, the men took down their stringbags and came along.  They told 
those who had not yet heard what the kawo man had said.  All of them sat together, telling stories 
and making fun.  The people said, “It is a good idea to sit together, tell stories and have fun before 
we sleep.”  So they were in the midst of telling stories when one man said, “Eh... Whenever we go 
hunting or fishing we find that these woman have not cooked food in time for our return.  They 
only start when we get back.  Tomorrow we are going to burn the grasses.  One of us should stay 
back and watch those women and see what they are doing that delays their cooking until our 
return.”   

Now the kawo man’s brother had sores over all his body, so they called him Bedobedo (i.e., 
“many sores”).  The kawo said, “He will stay back.  We will go while he sneaks back and watching 
the women.  When they go to the river, you follow them.  You follow and spy on them.  Find out 
what they are doing.  They don’t cook the food quickly enough.  Sometimes we return and find 
them cooking the food only at that moment.”  They all repeated this.  The kawo man added, “If you 
go and find the reasons, then watch me.  I will hang a bandicoot for you at the end of my spear and 
carry it home.  If you find the reasons, run and grab the bandicoot from the end of my spear and 
take it home.  Do this if you find the reason.  If you do not, let me carry the bandicoot right into the 
village.  That will be the sign.  You will do that.”  He said this and everyone agreed.  They went back 
to their houses and told their wives, “Tomorrow we will go and burn the grasses because it is the 
dry season.  This is what the kawo man said.  We are letting you know.  So if you have any leftover 
food tomorrow morning when the cock crows, you should get up and cook it.  When the day breaks, 
we will start to move.  We are going to burn that grass.”  And their wives said, “All right.” 

They told their wives this and then went to sleep.  Eh!  The rooster crowed.  They woke up 
their wives and had them cook the food quickly.  When the day broke they took the food, dished it 
up and put it in their baskets.  The husbands ate, put the remainder in their baskets to carry, and 
set off.  Bedi Sii (Bedobedo) left with the rest of the men, but soon hid himself at the back of the 
village.  He was standing there when the husbands went off.  The women said, “Ove!  We will go and 
fetch water and then return to cook food while our husbands burn the grasses.  When they return 
we will add pig and wallabies.”  The kawo man’s wife said this.  The village women got their pots 
and went.   

When day broke the man [Keva] took his foke drum and sang his song.  He sang it on one 
branch and then jumped to another.  He danced up the tree to the very top.  The women came up 
and dropped their pots as they tried to get that young man.  They struggled to climb the benomba 
tree.  In their efforts their skirts fell off.  That small boy, Bedo Sii, hid himself and said, “Oh!  These 
women are doing this and that.  That’s why they are so late in putting food before their husbands.”  
He remained watching them.  When they finished, he returned to his hiding place and waited there.  
They fetched the water and returned to the village.  They got their string bags and went to the 
gardens.  They said, “Your husbands are not staying home so you won’t be in the gardens for too 
long.  They went to burn the grasses so they will soon come back.  Get the smaller taro so we can 
get home and prepare for their arrival.” 

The men fired the grasses and speared pigs and wallabies.  The grass finished burning.  
They tied the paws together and carried them off.  As he told his brother, the kawo man tied a 
bandicoot on the end of his spear.  He tied it and carried it back to the village.  They brother stood 
and watch as they came.  “Everybody!  Everybody!  Your husbands are returning!” shouted the 
women from both sides of the village.  The elder brother carried the bandicoot and stood there.  
Bedo Sii ran up, jumped and broke the string as he snatched the bandicoot.  The kawo said, “All 
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right, little brother, carry it home.”  They went into the village.  The kawo said, “Eh!  Butcher the 
pigs and wallabies that you have carried this afternoon and give them to your wives.  They will 
cook them and we will sit together, tell stories and go to sleep.”  “All right, big kawo,” they said. 

They butchered the pigs and wallabies and gave them to their wives.  While the meat was 
cooking, they took their string bags and sat down where the kawo man had put a fire beside his 
house ladder.  Both sides of the village went down and sat there.  They sat.  The big kawo said, “My 
people, remember what we said last night.  Bedo Sii found out something and so he ran and 
snatched the bandicoot from my spear.  All right.  Now he will tell us.”  He got up and said, “My 
brothers, my fathers, my uncles — what will I say?  Your wives are doing this:  There is a very 
handsome man who lives there in that irimo tree.  He stays on the top.  He will sing the biriko as he 
dances upwards, going from branch to branch.  While he’s doing this, you wives try to get him.  
Their skirts tear apart and they are left naked.  Later they fetch water and go home.  They go to 
their gardens and get food.  That is why they are so slow cooking food.  Your wives are doing that.”  
“All right, big kawo,” the people said.  Dawn was approaching, so they left and went to sleep. 

Next morning they got their stone axes and started chopping that tree.  They kept chopping, 
chopping, chopping.  As they chopped, he danced up and up and down again between all of the 
branches.  They chopped and chopped.  It was getting dark so they stopped.  They went to the 
village.  As they were sleeping that tree returned to its former shape.  It became as it had been.  In 
the morning they came back and said, “We were chopping that tree.  What happened?  It is like it 
was when we first started chopping it.”  So they started chopping again.  They chopped and 
chopped.   At the time this was going on, people from Baiawa, Doga-Dimadima, Arave-Kafuriri, and 
Faiya-Matagara had not yet heard of what was happening.  Goodenough Islander neither.  Word 
had only come as far as Kewansasap and this side:  we were involved in this.  Oh, Baiwa and that 
side (to the east) had not yet heard about this. 

They were chopping until it was dark and then they returned to the village.  The tree 
became whole again.  The next morning one of the women left her children with her husband when 
she went to the garden.  The men came down and were chopping, chopping, chopping, until the 
afternoon.  The children played with the chips from the tree.  They took these home.  In the night, 
the pieces nearby went back into the tree.  But there was now a hole!  They had taken away those 
pieces and so there was a hole.  In the morning the men came back and saw the hold.  They talked 
about it.  The man said, “Yesterday I brought my children.  They played with the chips and took 
them home.  When we chop we must not leave the chips here — we will take them away and throw 
them out of this area.”   

They kept chopping all the time and when to sleep.  The said, “Our axes are making no 
impression.  Go down to Goodenough.  Tell them to bring their axes up.  With their axes we will 
chop this tree down.”  As we chopped, we Maisin talked a lot so that we did not hear his song as he 
sang it.  The message was passed to Doga-Dimadima, Aravae-Kafuriri, Are-Daviraga and also Faiya-
Matagara.  The message went right down to Goodenough Island.  There were two brothers there 
who brought their axes.  They came up and all of the Faiya-Matagara, Doga-Dimadima, and Arave-
Kafuriri came as well and stayed at Gobura.  Gobura was far away, so when Keva sang his biriko 
they could hear it.  But the people at the base of the tree were busy chopping and talking and so did 
not hear what he sang.  But Doga-Dimadima, Arave-Kafuriri, Favia-Matagara, and Are-Daviraga all 
heard it. 

The two brothers took their axes.  They chopped and chopped until the tree was about to 
fall.  The grandmother told [Keva] to go into one of the branches.  He made a hole and climbed in.  
They kept chopping and the tree finally fell towards the east.  The branches fell towards Airara.  
Before the tree fell, up to the time we were all chopping, we all spoke one language.  But when we 
chopped it he distributed a language to every people (iyon).  He said to one iyon, “You will speak 
this language.”  To another he said, “You will speak that language.”  That is how he shared the 
languages.  But the biriko was given to the eastern side.  And so from Doga downwards they play 
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the biriko.  When the tree fell it went across Airara.  That is why the eastern side people are small.  
As for us, the tree fell and shook the ground as it hit.  And so we on the northern side grow to be 
very big.  The leaves and branches went on them — that is why the eastern people are small. 

The branches broke off as he and his grandmother came down around Airara.  He was 
floating around.  He floated on the sea.  There was a woman who had a sore on her leg.  She had 
been born with this sore, like some women are today.  She went down and washed her festering 
leg.  Keva came floating up.  The waves pushed the branch he was in against her leg.  “Ga!  Rotten 
thing!  There is no real sun and so I am washing my bad leg and now you come up and I bump it 
against you.”  She took the branch and threw it away.  But the same thing happened again.  The 
waves brought it back and it bumped her leg.  She took it up to her house and put it underneath. 

That man came out from the branch during the night.  He went up into the house and cured 
her by hitting her on head with a yovi shell.  All of the sore disfiguring her leg vanished and she 
became a beautiful woman.  They stayed together and slept.  They stayed together in the house.  
Her brothers told their songs, “Go and see your aunt.  This morning she did not come out of the 
house.”  When they went to the house and looked in, they said not a word to their aunt and her 
husband.  They went back and greeted their parents:  “Our aunt went away somewhere.  A beautiful 
girl and a man are staying in our aunt’s house.”  “Oh, you children tell lies!  Your aunt — to have 
such good fortune!”  “A-aa, we do not lie.  Come down and see.”  The men stayed while only the 
women went.  When they looked into the house they saw only their sister-in-law and her husband.  
They returned after seeing this with their own eyes and said, “Our children do not lie.  What 
happened to make their aunt like that?  She became a beautiful woman and she is staying with a 
handsome young man.”  The men went and saw their sister.  They went out and beat sago, hunted 
and prepared a feast.  They took their sister and her husband from the house.  All of the people 
gathered together.  They looked at them into the night.  Then, after the people had gone up to sleep, 
the couple also went up and slept. 

 
Notes 
1.  “The tree was at Sinapa and the place itself is called Daruruki (cf. Asor’s version).  The tree was 

cut down there.  The branches fell at Airara.  It used to be surrounded by the axes and handles.  
I remember seeing them.  But they have all rotted away now and no one can find them.”  
Didymus 

2.  For other versions of this well-known story, see Asao, Waiko (Binandere), Burridge (Tangu), and 
Seligmann. 

 

 

Additional Notes:  30 May, 1983 

This story came to our grannies and to our fathers; they told the oldest sons and they 
passed it on.  I heard it from my elder brother.  The small ones don’t think properly, so the elder 
ones hear it and when we grow up big they tell us the story. 

This story is not just for the Maisin.  At yevaisi they tell it.  I heard it again from Amos 
Yaramei, in the Baniara area.  Most of the people know this story. 

It was the Maisin people who cut the tree.  The eastern people at the same time heard the 
biriko and that is why it is their song.  The Maisin made too much noise to hear it. 

He gave only languages and the biriko, not any kawo (this last was Mununga’s gift). 
This is not yawu kikiki but sirorari ari kikiki — a story that comes from the beginning. 
Doesn’t know about other kikiki.  This is the same as saying “from the hole”. 
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Tribes:  Baiawa, Doga-Dimadima, Tuwamara (past Midino), Arave-Kafuriri (part of Doga); Faiya 

Matagara — near Rabaraba.  Stayed at Gobura village, near Baiawa island. 

Fate of Grandmother:  They say that his grandmother was at Airara — don’t know place of final 
event.  Some people say she went to Reaga.   

 This time Copland King says that it was when the tree fell and all the branches broke — that 
this caused the spread of languages. 

 The water is deep and that she is still there.  When she was  at Airara, the water was very deep 
there.  Now it is shallow.  But I don’t really know about this. 

 [Asked about Musa, but he could only say that it came from the grannies.  Then started to tell it 
again]:  “The grannies didn’t bring this from the hole, but they found it once they came to 
Sinapa 

— tree fell with head at Airara 

— he went out to every village to get things, so it may or may not be Maisin 

— cutting the tree:  all the northern side people, “Those who wear koefi/embobi, cut the tree” 

— Keva — don’t know whether was yawu or a man; only knows the story. 

 
Spelling check:  May 3, 1995 
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