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      Tape 39 - #4 
      cf. 
 
 There was a woman who gave bith to a boy.  He had a feather at the back of his head 
(fagaa).  He grew up and they did his kisevi.  One day he went out fishing.  As he was fishing 
along, the feather gell out from his hair.  So he was walking along when he saw from his 
shadow that the feather had fallen out.  He turned around and saw the feather floating.  He 
asked, "I was born with this feather.  Why did it fall out?" He turned around to pick it up.  
But as he tried to pick up the feather, it moved away from him.  He bent down again.  The 
feather was heading out for sea.  So he followed it until the sea was above his neck.  Then he 
started swimming.  He did that for the whole day.  As the evening approached he came up to 
an island.  He went up and took his tapa cloth off, squeezed the water out and wore it again. 
 
 That night there was good light from the moon.  All of the boys and girls gathered 
together and were beach playing (mangu-via).  This man walked in from behind, stood and 
watched them as they played.  When the moon was going down, they decided to stop.  
There were two young and beautiful girls.  They went to the house.  The younger one said to 
her sister, "I want to go down and urinate." As she was going down, the young man stood at 
the back of the house.  She went down and found him there.  She said, "Where are you 
from?" He told her the story of what had happened.  She said, "All right.  You are my 
husband." But her older sister said, "You are younger, so he will be my husband." The 
younger girl replied, "I am not a small girl!  He will be my husband." 
 
 While they were talking like this, their father called out, "Come and close my door.  I 
want to sleep." They went up and the parents found out.  They put down a mat and the boy 
sat in the middle with the sisters on either side of him.  They all sat and ate and drank.  
Then they went to sleep.  He lay in the middle, between the two sisters.  He married both of 
them. 
 
 The next morning, the boys [in the village] did not see those girls.  Later on they 
found out what had happened and said, "We were trying luck with those girls and this 
stranger came and took them.  He won't stay with us.  He is going to die!" The boy knew that 
he was going to die.  He told his wives, "When I die don't bury me where you bury your own 
people.  Bury me right on the beach." So he stayed with them and made gardens for his in-
laws and himself.  Then the people made magic and he died.  His wives were crying.  They 
said, "When he was alive he said to bury him just by the beach." So they took him down and 
buried him there. 
 
 In the night, he turned himself into a spirit and went to his parents.  He told them 
that he had died and he went up to them.  So the next morning his father took a very big pot 
(sabeti) out and got coconut leaves and some rattles and put them inside.  He took it to the 
sea and said to the pot, "You go straight down this way." So the pot floated down to the 
place where the man was buried.  As the waves took the pot along the beach the rattles 
made their noise.  The dead boy climbed into the pot and floated back down the beach to his 
parents.  His father got him and put him on the platform.  He made a fire under him and 
smoked the dead boy.  He was alive again.  He married again and lived with his wife. 
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