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The crane’s cousin was the turtle.  They were good friends.  When it is low tide, the crane would go 
down to the beach and look for small fish.  The turtle was also in the water looking for fish.  He 
would see his friend on the beach and go back again.  They were doing that.  One day, village people 
wanted to catch fish.  They took their nets down in the night, pulled their canoe and put their nets 
in and went out to fish.  They caught the turtle.  They tied up its paws and legs and took it up to the 
village.  They made an enclosure around it, covered it with leaves and left it there until the next 
morning.  People caught fish, shared them, took them to the houses, and baked them.  Early in the 
morning, the people said, “Today everyone will go to the garden, get firewood and leaves.  When we 
come back, we’ll kill this turtle.  The ladies got food from the gardens and the men cut leaves.  When 
they were going they said to the children, “Don’t go anywhere.  Stay and look after this turtle.  We’ll 
get firewood, leaves and come back to eat it.”  So all of the small boys and girls sat around the turtle 
and looked after it. 
Early in the morning, the crane went down to the beach to look for fish.  When he peered out at the 
sea he couldn’t see his cousin.  “What happened?” he said.  “I haven’t seen my cousin all morning.  It 
is low tide; where did my cousin go? It’s all right.  I will go and check the village.”  So the crane went 
back to his house, scraped coconut for his body, put on a new tapa cloth and decorated himself.  He 
went into the soa, got flowers and added them to his decorations.  He said, “That’s good.  I can now 
go.”  He took his yaati and went to the village.  He walked on the beach to the village.   
When he arrived there the onlypeople present were those small kids guarding the turtle.  All of the 
small boys and girls saw his coming to the village, so they  ran to see him.  He asked, “Who are you 
with?”  They said, “It is only ourselves in this big village.”  He asked, “Where did your parents go?”  
“They went to the garden.  Last night our father caught the turtle when they were fishing.  They 
went to get banana leaves and food.  It is only ouselves left here to looked after the turtle.”  So the 
crane then went to see his rukaman.  He asked, “What is going on?”  The turtle said, “Last night 
these people were fishing and they caught me.  They tied me up and brought me here.  Today they 
went to get firewood, banana leaves and food.  When they come back, they are going to kill and eat 
me.”  So the crane said, “My cousin, there are only children here.  They’ll be watching me.  You untie 
the string and come down.”  But the turtle said, “Cousin, I’m frightened.  I might be seen and they’ll 
kill me.”  But the crane said, “You can go because I’ll be dancing up and down and they’ll watch me.  
You watch what I do.” 
The crane took out his lime pot and stick and began to beat them.  He danced up to the far end of 
the village.  All the small kids followed him.  He said, “Cousin, do what I said.  They won’t see you.  
They’ll watch me.  Untie the strings and get down.”  So while the crane danced, the turtle untied the 
strings and came out.  His cousin sang, “rukan gisikon gisikon” (“cousin, more! More!”).  All the small 
kids watched him.  He went all the way up.  He came back, but not near the fence.  From the corner 
of his eye, he could see his cousin going.  Turlte was moving slow, slowly down to the sea.  He 
danced to the varo again and the children followed him up.  He saw that the turtle was about to go 
into the sea.  He turned around and sang his song.  The children followed.  When he looked around, 
he saw that the turtle was now in the sea.  So he said, “All right.  I must have a rest.  The high tide is 
coming in, so I must get back to my village.” 
He went down and started back to his village.  He looked to the sea.  The turtle dived.  When he 
came up, he saw his cousin on the beach.  “Oh, you are my best cousin!  I thought that I was going to 
die, but you helped me.  You are my good friend.”  So the turtle dived and the crane went back to his 
house. 
When the children returned to the enclosure they found that the turtle was no longer there.  They 
looked around and could see the foot prints around the fence.  So they followed the prints to the 
ocean.  “Which way did it go?  Oh, this way!”  Then all of them kept quiet.  They were frightened of 



their parents.  The women came back with the food and the husbands with the leaves and heavy 
firewood.  They saw that the turtle was missing.  “What happened to the turtle?”  “A man from 
another village danced here and the turtle escaped.”  They scolded the children.  “We told you to 
look after it but you didn’t and it got away.  Now what are we going to do with all of these leaves, 
food and firewood.  We thought that the turtle was here.  Now we can’t do anything.”  And so they 
went up to their houses. 
The crane was staying.  One fine morning at low tide, he got his spear.  He was fishing on the reef.  
He went right down.  He stepped on a clam shell.  It closed and his leg was inside.  The tide started 
to come back again.  It was up to his waist and he wondered, “You will I do?”  Then the turtle came 
back.  He called out, “Rukan!  What happened?”  “Oh, rukan, I was looking for fish here.  I shot my 
spear and went to get it.  My leg went into this clam shell and I can’t go up.  The tide too is coming 
in.”  The turtle said, “My cousin, I nearly died.  Those people were going to eat me.  Luckily you 
were nearby.  So, my friend, I will now help you.”   Then he said, “Stand there.  I will dive and break 
the shell.”  So the turtle dove in and broke the clam shell and so the crane’s leg was set free.  The 
turtle said, “You helped me, so I am helping you now.  You go up to your house and I’ll look for food. 
 
That is the end of the story and the light is still burning (traditional ending) 
 
Neene, timosa.  Lightie ka nenna kakarati.
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