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Tebokamarawa\fn{A fire spirit (anti) who waylays voyagers in canoes and destroys them } was a man of the deep sea and
Nei Bakatorotor\fn{A demigod (anti-ma-aomata), said to be the wife, not the mother, of Naibukanaki} was a woman of the dry
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land. Tebokamarawa was the husband of Nei Bakatorotoro who gave birth to a crippled son. They were ashamed
to care openly for the child and put him in a basket which they hung up in a place where no one would see him.
They called him Bebeti, which means a person of no importance, like an idiot or an anti that has no
mana.\fn{Supernatural power, effectiveness or prestige}
Later on, Tebokamarawa and Nei Bakatorotoro had two more sons one of whom was called Naikamawa, a
name which means handsome and strong. The name of the second boy is uncertain but some accounts say that he
too was handsome and was also called Naikamawa. So there were three sons and Tebokamarawa was very
attached to the handsome, younger ones. Every day he would fetch them food and drink while neglecting his
eldest son, Bebeti, who was left hungry lying in his basket.
One day, Bebeti heard his mother’s voice as she walked nearby and he cried out to her. She heard him.
“My son,” she answered, “are you still alive hanging up there in that basket? I will look after you for your
father doesn’t love you and is ashamed to own you as his son because you are a cripple.” Bebeti then asked his
mother to release the basket in which he lay and she lowered it to the ground.
“You must take me to live far away from father,” he said, “for I am to be pitied because he dislikes me so
much.”
His mother picked up the basket and took him to a far-off place where they settled down. One day, Bebeti
asked Nei Bakatorotoro to make some string; she did so and he climbed out of his basket and went fishing. He
came back with far too big a catch for them to eat so they spread some of the fish out in the sun to dry.
Meanwhile, Tebokamarawa searched high and low for Nei Bakatorotoro and the child and, when he found them,
he wanted to take them back home. But Bebeti refused and Tebokamarawa left saying he would return the next
day.
“We had better go on,” said Bebeti to his mother, “since Tebokamarawa will be back again tomorrow.”
So they moved farther away and Bebeti again went fishing and caught enough fish for eating and drying in the
sun. Tebokamarawa searched for them again and at last found them.
“Look,” he said, “I’m tired of hunting for you, first where you were yesterday and now here. I want you to
come home with me.” But Bebeti again refused and Tebokamarawa walked away saying,
“I’ll be back here for you tomorrow, so don’t run away before I return.” Bebeti refused to stay and asked his
mother to go farther away.
“Come let us go. You needn’t carry me now. I can walk.” On they went and Bebeti spoke about Tebokamarawa to his mother.
“I’m sure he’ll follow us and try to take us by surprise on the way: then he’ll want us to go back with him.
Why shouldn’t we trick him when he comes? Suppose you were to call me Naibunaki\fn{ A demigod} and speak in
a trembling voice: then, he might not recognize either of us.”
After they had walked a good distance, they turned and saw Tebokamarawa approaching.
“Naibunaki!” called out Nei Bakatorotoro in a trembling voice, “wait for me there’s a good boy.” She called
out again and Tebokamarawa, hearing the name Naibunaki and the woman’s trembling voice, stopped and spoke
to her:
“Have you seen anyone else on your walk?”
“Yes, a woman went on ahead of us carrying a funny little child in a basket,” replied Nei Bakatorotoro.
Tebokamarawa did not realize to whom he had spoken and thought:
“I might as well go back home since I’ll not find out now where they’ve gone to.” So he went home to
Bikentoka on Tarawa and his body became a flaming fire, like a torch that is used on a canoe out night-fishing.
Naibunaki or Bebeti settled down on an uninhabited neck of land which had only a lone fen tree growing on it
and under which he and his mother took shelter. There was a village to the north of them ruled over by Nei
Teareintarawa and another to the south where Naikamawa\fn{ A demigod} was chief, the man who was Naibunakis’s brother and the favorite of his father.
Now, under the fen tree where Nei Bakatorotoro and Naibunaki continued to live, was a hole which went
straight down to Mone, the underworld\fn{ Which, like the world above, contained good and bad people, many of whom are the
ancestors of Kiribati still living} home of Nei Bakatorotoro. She was a princess of Mone, though Naibunaki did not
know this, and she put a cover on the hole and sat on it. After a time, they grew hungry and Nei Bakatorotoro
lifted the cover and ordered food for herself and her son. She was given freshly-prepared food—fish, babai and
kamaimai already mixed in coconut shells.
“Come and eat this food I’ve found,” she called out to her son who was astonished to find it so tasty and hot.
They ate and drank their fill and, although Naibunaki did not question his mother, he thought a lot about her every
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day. Had she, he wondered, really abandoned him when he was a baby or had she, in fact, cared for him without
his knowing? Had she helped with their flight and his good luck at fishing? And had she been responsible for
Tebokamarawa’s failure to recognize them when they spoke to him? The answers to these difficult questions
seemed clearer to him when, living as they were on a barren neck of land with no coconut tree, taro pit nor water
well, they were able to eat good food and drink cool water, newly supplied each day.
Naibunaki had a horrible-looking skin disease; and the news soon reached the two villages that there were
people living on the neck of land which lay between them who were hard up and homeless, sick and starving. But
the villagers had no wish to be friendly with or help the newcomers.
A sports festival was due to be held in the northern village where the chief, Nei Teareintarawa, was very fond
of the games of tie and oreano. Naikamawa heard about the festival and wanted to take part in it. He went alone
because he wished to show off and, crossing the neck of land, he saw Naibunaki sheltering under the fen tree.
“Naibunaki, come and watch the games in the northern village.”
“No, I don’t think I’ll go. See, I have this horrible scaly skin.”
“Oh, never mind that! You won’t be taking part. You can just watch until we return at dusk.”
Bebeti was still reluctant but Nei Bakatorotoro persuaded him to go. Off they went together and the aura of
Naikamawa preceded them and made him look even more handsome. The villagers therefore knew that he was
coming to their games and Nei Teareintarawa was delighted. She jumped on to the swing and ordered her people
to give her a push before Naikamawa arrived. The two brothers at first stood and watched and Nei Teareintarawa
invited Naikamawa to push the swing.
“Why,” she cried out loudly, “have you brought the scabby Naibunaki to see me?”
“What does it matter?” he replied. “He’s a long way from your swing.”
Naibunaki overheard Nei Teareintarawa’s heartless words and moved the stone he was sitting on farther away.
Towards evening, Naikamawa called out that it was time to go home, Naibunaki to his fen tree and Naikamawa to
his village, and proposed that they should return to the games the next day. When Naibunaki told Nei
Bakatorotoro that Nei Teareintarawa had taken a dislike to him she said,
“Go with Naikamawa when he calls but sit on your stone again and don’t take any part in the games.”
Next day, Naikamawa and Naibunaki went off again with Naikamawa’s aura preceding them and warning the
villagers that he was coming. Nei Teareintarawa ordered the games of oreano and ikatokatoka to start and invited
Naikawa to join in when he arrived. Naibunaki sat down again on his stone and, when the ball dropped beside
him, Nei Teareintarawa exclaimed:
“Did my ball touch Naibunaki?”
“No, it fell some distance away.”
“Well, if it does touch him, throw it away at once for he has a nasty, scabby skin.”
Naibunaki heard this and was very hurt. Towards evening Naikamawa summoned him to go home and
promised Nei Teareintarawa they would return the next day also.
Back home, Naibunaki told his mother how ashamed he felt when he heard .Nei Teareintarawa’s unkind orders
if the ball were to touch his body and said he would not go again with Naikamawa. Thereupon, Nei Bakatorotoro
opened the door to Mone and spoke to the folk down there, some of whom came up and took Naibunaki away to
treat and cure his sickness. Towards dawn, they brought him back to the fen tree and his mother saw how changed
he was.
“You are indeed a new man now,” she told him. “No one could be more handsome than you. When you go
with Naikamawa again, Nei Teareintarawa is sure to invite you to join in the games. Refuse to take part but go
and sit on your stone until it is time to come home.”
Later in the morning, Naikamawa arrived and they set off together, each accompanied by his own aura. It
surprised the villagers that there were two auras, one of which was far brighter than the other. They knew that the
dimmer one was Naikamawa’s but the brilliance of the other was new to them and they exclaimed,
“Look, there’s a finer man than Naikamawa coming!”
Nei Teareintarawa was overjoyed and ordered the games to start. When the two visitors reached the village, it
was evident to all that Naibunaki was handsome and healthy and, when he went and sat on his stone while
Naikamawa played, Nei Teareintarawa called out:
“Naibunaki! Come here and give my swing a push.”
“No,” he replied, “I don’t want to taint your swing with my scabs.”
“Then I shall get down,” cried Nei Teareintarawa.
“Don’t do that. Naikamawa can push you. You know this disease of mine is a nasty one.”
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Since Naibunaki would not come to her, Nei Teareintarawa got down, picked up a ball and threw it at him. But
Naibunaki took a stick and pushed it away so that his hands should not touch and soil it.
“Don’t you push it with that stick,” commanded Nei Teareintarawa.
“Pick the ball up and come here at once. I’m waiting to play ikatokatoka with you.”
“I’m sorry that I can’t join you. I must leave ahead of Naikamawa and lie down. I don’t feel very well. My
scabby skin is quite sore.”
When he moved off, Nei Teareintarawa got up to go with him but he waved her away because there was
neither food nor shelter fit for her where he lived. But she insisted:
“I don’t care about your poverty. I love you and won’t be left behind. Remember how harshly I spoke about
you so let me come and be your servant.”
When her family saw that she was determined to go with Naibunaki, they tried to hold her back:
“Look, you’ll die if you go and live with that man. They’ve no food and their only shelter is a fen tree.”
“Be quiet,” cried Nei Teareintarawa, “I’m going.”
“All right then, but we’ll come along in a day or two to make sure you and his mother are not used to babai
and kabubu and have to go and bring you non fruit since Naibunaki looks for non fruit to eat.”
Nei Bakatorotoro kept watch to the north and, seeing that her son had a woman with him, called down to Mone
for newly-cooked food which was quickly delivered.. When her son arrived, they sat down under the fen tree. Nei
Bakatorotoro liked Nei Teareintarawa and promptly put the food before them. When Nei Teareintarawa saw the
splendid food she exclaimed to her husband,
“Where did this marvelous food come from?”
“Oh, Nei Bakatorotoro found it in the sea,” replied Naibunaki. “It’s probably food which Naikamawa has
thrown away and which has floated on to our shore.”
“Nonsense! These lovely dishes have just been prepared.”
A couple of days or so later, Nei Tearintarawa’s family decided to visit her in case she was starving. They
assembled and, after gathering some non fruit, set off by canoe for Naibunaki’s place. Nei Bakatorotoro saw the
canoes making for the shore and knew they were from Nei Teareintarawa’s village. While Nei Teareintarawa lay
asleep in the early morning light, Nei Bakatorotoro ordered the people of Mone to bring up a well-finished house
in which her guests could shelter; and plenty of food—babai, fish, kamaimai, tuae, kabubu and drinking coconuts.
In a moment, a fine house stood there with the food set out in one place, leaving the rest of the space clear from
end to end for the guests.
When Nei Teareintarawa awoke, she looked around and was astonished to see the fine, big house. She walked
towards it and was even more surprised to see a great amount of food inside which had miraculously appeared
from somewhere. Shortly, her family’s canoes drew near and she went down to meet them. They saw her and
shouted from aboard the canoes:
“Come closer, come closer! How are you feeling? Are you dead or alive?”
“What’s all that stuff you’ve brought in your baskets?” she replied.
“Oh, that’s non fruit. Call your husband to help us carry them for they’re really big baskets.”
“You put me to shame bringing that kind of food,” said Nei Teareintarawa angrily. “Throw it into the sea at
once! These good folk here haven’t had to eat non fruit since I came. We’ve feasted on nothing but babai, tuae,
kabubu, fish, kamaimai and drinking coconuts and, what is more, all the food has been freshly prepared. Now,
come with me and you’ll see a house like a maneaba which has just been built to receive you and, inside of it, a
great spread of food. You’ll be very ashamed when you see all this and sorry you’ve mocked these folk by
bringing them non fruit to eat, a food fit only for birds and hermit crabs.”
When Naibunaki came down to the canoes, they were quickly throwing their cargo overboard into the sea and,
recognizing it as non fruit, he hauled it ashore.
“Please don’t bother with that stuff,” they pleaded. “It’s not worth it.”
“Oh, we’ll be happy to have the non fruit,” replied Naibunaki, “for we only get tasty food when it floats ashore
as it did recently.”
The guests landed and entered the house where they saw a great feast of food. They ate well but Naibunaki and
his mother ate only non fruit. Three days later, the guests prepared to depart and Nei Bakatorotoro had provisions
brought to give them as a parting gift. There was kati, kobo, tangana, buatoro, korokoro, ririniman, kamaimai and
kaben. It is said there was more than could be loaded into the canoes.
The name of that place is Tebonua which means “shame on those who come for a meal with pride in their
hearts.”
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Beia and Tekai were brothers and chiefs who lived at Buariki on Tarawa in a maneaba built on a raised stone
platform. They had a servant called Naubwebwe who used to prepare, fish for their meals and who came from the
village of Matang. When the maebo shoaled at Buariki, Naubwebwe was summoned to gut the fish, wrap them up
in coconut leaves and cook them.
By a ruling of the old men who counseled the chiefs, if the fish were underdone or were burnt or not properly
gutted, Naubwebwe was beaten about the head. This happened each time the maebo shoaled and it was only when
the shoaling was finished that the beating stopped and the wounds healed. Naubwebwe did not get angry at this
treatment nor did he try to escape from his work as fish-cook.
One day after the maebo had gone, he returned to his home in Matang and walked across to the ocean beach in
search of a cooling breeze. His body was hot from work and the ill-treatment he had received, so he lay down on
the ground in the shade of a coconut tree and fell fast asleep. Time passed by; he awakened with a start and saw a
woman standing near his head who was clearly no Tarawan.
“Excuse me, but where have you come from?” he asked.
“I’ve just swum ashore,” she replied. “I was thrown off the canoe on which I was traveling to Maiana with
people from Marakei. They didn’t want me to get there because I had humiliated them with my knowledge of the
creation of heaven and earth. They must have resented the loss of face but I didn’t suspect they were plotting
against me. So it was a surprise when they threw me overboard and sailed on without me. I swam to the shore and
landed right here. When I stood up, I saw you lying under this coconut tree and came over to waken you.”
“Come with me,” said Naubwebwe, “let us go to my home. You will be most welcome for I have no wife and
we shall be able to take care of one another.” The woman agreed and, as they moved off, Naubwebwe asked her:
“What is your name?”
“Nei Nimanoa. What is yours?”
“Naubwebwe.”
They reached home and settled down together happily.
Several months passed by and quadruplets were born to them whom they named Tabutoa, Uamumuri,
Nanikain and Teang. Three of them were human but the fourth, Teang, was a wind. As they grew older the
children often used to play in the shallows.
In due course, the maebo shoaled again and Naubwebwe was summoned to cook the fish. Nei Nimanoa did not
know he had the job of preparing the chiefs’ food and she asked him:
“What have you been called for?” Naubwebwe concealed the truth.
“Probably to help with the nets when the fish shoal. It will give me the chance to bring home some maebo for
eating.”
His wife told him to go and off he went. When the shoals had gone, Naubwebwe came back home with a small
basket of fish for his family and Nei Nimanoa, seeing that his head was wounded, asked him how it had
happened.
“While I was running around fishing,” he replied, “I fell and hit my head on a sharp stone.”
The next time there were shoals of maebo Naubwebwe was again summoned to Buariki and, when they had
finished, he again returned home with a basket of fish and wounds on his head and forehead. His wife could see
that his forehead had been cut by a blow with a stick and she questioned him:
“How is it you again have a cut on your forehead, Naubwebwe?”
“Why are you questioning me, woman!” he answered. “I was hanging from the branch of a tree. It was a weak
one and it snapped; and the tip of it struck my forehead. That’s all!”
Nei Nimanoa thought a lot about the injuries which Naubwebwe suffered. Each time he came back from
Buariki the top of his head was bruised and there were cuts about his forehead. So, when the maebo shoaled again
and Naubwebwe was summoned to gut and cook the fish, Nei Nimanoa called her children together.
“I want you to follow your father,” she said to them, “and find out what kind of work he does and what else he
gets up to. Keep out of sight—don’t let yourselves be seen; and come back and tell me what you’ve found out.”
“If we all go we’ll be seen by everyone,” they replied. “It would be better if Teang were to go alone for, since
he is a wind, he is invisible.”
Teang agreed and went off at full speed. He passed over the sea, not the land, and the people of Buariki saw
nothing but high waves whipped up by a strong wind. On reaching the village, Teang swept through it destroying
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many houses as he looked for Naubwebwe. He found his father gutting the maebo and Naubwebwe, realizing that
Teang had come, ordered him to. stop the destruction. The wind dropped and Teang whispered softly in his
father’s ear:
“What is it you’re doing, Naubwebwe?”
“I am preparing this food for the chiefs, Beia and Tekai.”
“Nei Nimanoa has sent me to find out what kind of work you do,” whispered Teang. “I have to report back to
her.”
He then returned to his mother and told her that Naubwebwe was the chiefs’ cook and that, if the fish were
burnt or underdone, he was punished and beaten about the head.
“I thought so,” said Nei Nimanoa, “it explains why he always comes back from the north with his head and
forehead hurt. I want all of you to go and help him with his work for your poor father is being treated like a slave.
When you arrive at Buariki, lay the fire, fetch the hearth-stones, collect the coconut leaves and wrap up the fish in
them; and when the fish is cooked, take it to Beia and Tekai to eat. Do everything just as your slave of a father
does.”
The children followed Naubwebwe as their mother had requested. They were big, young men and strong as
well, each as big as any three men together. When they reached Buariki, their size caused alarm and Beia and
Tekai gave orders that they should be treated as respected guests lest they should destroy the village. So they were
given a warm and hospitable welcome. They told the villagers that they intended no harm since they came as
servants to help their father prepare the chiefs’ food.
Thereupon, they fetched a huge hearth-stone which no one else could have carried and put it down beside the
fire; and they prepared the fish, cooked it and took it to the chiefs when it was ready. Beia and Tekai still felt
uneasy about Tabutoa, Uamumuri and Nanikain and begged them not to prepare the food again. They also urged
Naubwebwe to wash and tidy himself and not to carry on working as their cook. But Naubwebwe replied that he
liked his work and did not mind the punishment he received. The chiefs pleaded with him:
“Please go, we are afraid your sons will be upset if they see you continue at this menial work.”
“I do not wish to leave,” answered Naubwebwe. “Anyway, Nei Nimanoa has told the boys to help me in my
honest toil.”
When Beia and Tekai realized that Naubwebwe had made up his mind not to leave the post in which he had
suffered so much persecution, they commanded that he should be set in authority over their people to make
amends for the beatings he had received on head and brow. So Naubwebwe assumed authority throughout the land
because of the mana of the big, strong young men who were his sons. The huge hearth-stone which they brought
from the ocean beach for their father’s fire can still be seen today. It is the stone which stands by the roadside at
Buariki and it is called atini maebo.
There is also a story told about what Teang did when his brothers followed Naubwebwe to Buariki. He picked
up baskets full of maebo and flung them against the coconut trees. Many palm fronds were torn to shreds and
many sickly trees were knocked flat. When this gale blew up, everyone was taken by surprise. They wondered
why it should have so suddenly risen, not everywhere but only in the lands of Beia and Tekai, and why it died
when Naubwebwe whispered that there were more than enough filled with fear of Naubwebwe that day. He who
once had been persecuted became the victor!
3
There were but few people in the old days, only a handful of them living in scattered hamlets on Tarawa. It is
claimed that Buariki was the first village to be established and that the others came later. I do not know if Kewe
came before or after Beia and Tekai.
Kewe had a stone throne made for him in Buariki. On one occasion, a gale-force wind struck the village and,
after it had died down, a huge tree some ten fathoms high was left behind. Some of the people went down to the
tree and dragged it up to the palace of their chief, Kewe, who was delighted when he saw it. He hardly moved
away from it and used to sleep in it at night. No one realized there were creatures living in the tree, one of whom
was Nei Aromaeao, daughter of Bakoa, who came from Mone under the sea.
Kewe slept in the tree each night and when he felt cold, about midnight, he would wake up and go off to his
maneaba. It had been ordained, however, that the tree should remain on earth for only six days and that it should
disappear again on the night of the sixth day.
On that night, Kewe was fast asleep in the tree when a very high tide swamped it and a swift current carried it
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out to sea. Kewe slept on until the cold wakened him. He then prepared to go home but, surprised and frightened,
he found himself out at sea. At that moment Nei Aromaeao spoke to him from the middle of the tree:
”Don’t be afraid, I have come to claim you as my husband. Grasp the tree firmly for it’s about to be pulled
down into Mome and you’ll be drowned if you let go. Don’t be worried either if you feel you’re suffocating for
the journey won’t last long.”
He could not see Nei Aromaeao hidden deep in the tree so he hung on fast and, when it began to descend, he
tightened his grip even more and held his breath. Even so, he nearly let go as the tree dropped ever more quickly
into Mone where he found people who looked just like ourselves.
When Nei Aromaeao and Kewe arrived, all the people of Mone were assembled in their maneaba. They were
given food to eat and the people of Mone recited these words:
Nei Aromaeao is our obedient daughter.
We are fortunate she has found a fine husband.
She has remembered us and brought him home
So that we may eat him.
How good to us is our daughter, Aromaeao!

Kewe was not happy with this recitation and wondered:
“Who can possibly save me? I am in real trouble!”
Morning came and the folk of Kewe’s village went out to look for him. They found the tree he had slept in had
vanished so they launched their canoes and searched the seas. Then, when evening came, one of the inhabitants of
Mone crept up to Kewe and wakened him.
“Sh!” he said. “You ought to be thinking about going; you’re to be eaten at dawn. I’ve come to warn you even
though it is forbidden to come near you in case you should find out and escape. I have taken the risk so that you
may live.”
“Tell me please, how do I find my way out?” answered Kewe. “Can you help me?”
“Come with me,” the stranger said, “and I’ll show you the way out so that you may be gone before the sun
rises.”
They crept softly away from the crowd and made off without being seen. The stranger gave Kewe a push up
from behind and reminded him to hold his breath as he passed through the water.
When Kewe surfaced, he saw his people busily looking for their lost chief and the tree which had taken him
away. He called out to the crew of the nearest canoe and, full of joy, they quickly came and picked him up. But
the stranger who had pushed him to the surface of the sea had turned back so no one knew he was from Mone.
Kewe went home and his people held a great feast to celebrate the return of their chief alive.
Meanwhile, the inhabitants of Mone had gone looking for Kewe at daylight to kill and eat him and, when they
could not find him anywhere, arguments broke out about who had helped him escape to the surface. They became
cannibals: fish ate fish and man ate man because Kewe, their prey, had gone.
Some time later, another gale blew and the tree was seen again floating near Kewe’s village. The people
laughed out loud when they saw it and chanted:
What kind of creatures are these who come again?
Let us pull the tree ashore and cut it up
So that those who come to take our chief away may die.
Let us cut it into pieces and destroy it.

The tree was hauled on to the beach and, when it was cut in two, Nei Aromaeao cried out and sought mercy.
But they did not heed her and there she died.
There is still evidence of Kewe and this story at Buariki: his stone throne is there and the blood of Nei
Aromaeao lies close to Tekaunuea. Anyone who goes there to look can see them.
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The old folk say that Nei Manganibuka came from Tebongiroro\fn{ The line of western islands beyond which the sun
was said to plunge into the depths and the darkness of the underworld each night } in Mone. Bike and Nei Tai\fn{ The sun;
essentially feminine to the Kiribati } lived there and they had a son called Noumati who left his aged parents to live on
the earth above. That place was also called Tebongiroro after the village of his birth in Mone and both places were
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situated on Makin, north of Butaritari. Noumati lived on his own lands in upper Tebongiroro and was a master
mariner, an expert traveler by land and sea, with special knowledge of ocean currents learned from Bike and Nei
Tai.
Noumati married Nei Noumauareke and they had six children: Teraka\fn{ A famous Kiribati navigator} was the
oldest, then came Kabaki,\fn{ A sea-mark to the west of Kiribati, where the currents gather wreckage and floating rubbish, making
the ocean there appear reddish in color} Tearoba,\fn{Another sea-mark due south of Marakei and consisting of a large periodical wave,
traveling due north across any prevailing swell, with a curling crest } Nei Bantongo,\fn{One of the islands in Tebongiroro, according to
a Butaritari tradition} Nakuaumoi and Nei Manganibuka.
Nakuaumoi died, his body was cremated and the remains were thrown into a hole in the reef where they turned
into the fish known as the kuau. The other five children survived and were taught seamanship and fishing. They
were happiest when out fishing, improving their skills, none more so than Teraka who also knew a little about
navigation. Only Nei Manganibuka stayed home with her aged parents, preferring to learn as much as she could
from them about navigation and deep-sea sailing.
While Nei Manganibuka was mastering the skills of seamanship and how to recognize good, and how to
forecast bad, sailing weather, her three brothers enjoyed fishing more. They would acquire a little knowledge and
then rush off to try it out but Nei Manganibuka stuck to her task so that she might quickly learn all her parents
could teach her.
One day when her brothers and sisters were out, Nei Manganibuka sat alone—thinking. She decided that she
had now learned all she could from her father and mother and that she should kill them before her brothers and
sister could acquire the same knowledge. And so, when Teraka and the others came home, they were surprised to
find Nei Manganibuka in tears beside the dead bodies of Noumati and Noumauareke. A sudden sickness had
struck them down she explained and, even though she had done her best to save them, it had been fatal. Her
brothers and sister accepted her word not thinking for a moment that Nei Manganibuka, who was weeping
bitterly, had killed their father and mother.
In truth, Nei Manganibuka’s tears were partly caused by fear that her brothers would find out she had
murdered the old people and would kill her in turn. After the death of Noumati and Noumauareke, Teraka called
his brothers together and spoke to them:
“I have asked you here to discuss whether anyone of us is a skilled navigator. I am only a novice myself.”
“We’re no experts either,” replied Kabaki and Tearoba.
“Surely you, as the eldest, ought to be qualified!”
“No, I’m a good enough fisherman but no navigator,” said Teraka and he called out to his sisters.
“Has either of you learned much about navigation?” he asked.
“No, I’ve not learnt a thing,” said Nei Bantongo. “I thought the old folk were a long way from dying and that
I’d plenty of time to learn from them. They seemed to be quite healthy and not the least bit sick, so I didn’t bother
much with navigation. I’m sorry but I can’t help you.”
They then questioned Nei Manganibuka who said only that she was unskilled.
*
Some time later, Nei Manganibuka became tired of the nagging of her brothers and sister, all because they had
not bothered to learn about navigation before their parents died. She concealed her feelings so they did not suspect
she was annoyed; and one day she ran off into the bush and hid. They searched for her in vain, so she made her
way to the end of the island where the ocean lay before her. A buka tree was standing there from which she broke
off a branch, went down to the water and swam out to sea in the direction of the far, southern island of Nikunau.
She swam by night and day making use of the ocean currents and passing all islands to the south so that she
would bear down on Nikunau.
When she arrived there, some local fishermen found her on the eastern shore and took her to their home village
where a navigator, Taburitongoun, fell in love with her. They wed and, when their first child was born, Nei
Manganibuka asked her husband:
“Now that we have a son, are you going to name him or will you let me do it?”
“I am. He will be called Kobure after his grandfather,” replied Taburitongoun. “We’re going to teach him all
we know about navigation so that he’ll not be outclassed by other mariners.” Nei Manganibuka did not argue.
“Very well,” she said, “then make sure you do a good job so that he’ll not be disgraced.”
When the boy grew up, Taburitongoun’s family built him a canoe so that he could travel to the northern
islands: and his grandfather taught him how to navigate and fish. Young Kobure and a crew of nine young men set
sail for the north and, off Makin, their canoe was seen by Teraka and his brothers, Kabaki and Tearoba, who put
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out to sea to intercept it. They did not, of course, realize that Kobure was the son of their sister, Nei Manganibuka,
who they thought was long since dead. Neither did Kobure know that they were his mother’s brothers, nor
anything at all about the lands of upper and lower Tebongiroro—about the navigable passages, where sails were
stored, where to wash nor where the house stood in which they would meet their death.
All this was unknown to him because, when Taburitongoun took charge and taught him about the sea, Nei
Manganibuka kept silent. Kobure never returned to Nikunau: he was killed by Teraka and his brothers and they
laid his body in the house called Te mauna-n-aomata. This was a building erected as a resting place for the bodies
of skilled navigators—where all who visit may see that even the best of mariners count for nothing when they lie
there. So when Kobure’s body was laid in that house by his uncles, it showed that the seamanship of Kobure of
Nikunau was not as good as that of Teraka of Makin and Tebongiroro.
*
Old Kobure held firm in his belief that his first grandson was not dead and would soon return alive. Nei
Manganibuka tried her best to convince him that the boy was indeed dead but the old man only grew angry with
her. Had he not taught young Kobure and his crew how to survive the perils of ocean navigation! It was not long
before Taburitongoun and Nei Manganibuka had another child of whom grandfather Kobure again took charge
and whom he named and taught the skills of seamanship. He called him Rubeitetaua and had a new canoe built for
him so that he could sail in search of his lost brother. There was a crew of ten, including Rubeitetaua, and they
sailed the same course to Tebongiroro where they also were put to death.
Those two children of Taburitongoun and Nei Manganibuka lost their lives because, in contest with Teraka,
their knowledge of navigation and seamanship could not equal his.
As the months passed by and young Kobure and Rubeitetaua did not return horn, the old man and his son,
Taburitongoun, came to accept that they were dead. Then, when Nei Manganibuka’s third child was born, old
Kobure agreed that she could name him. She called him Teraka and taught him all she knew about navigation and
also about the land of Tebongiroro which he would inherit. She knew that he would be a far better mariner than
her brothers and sister and she taught him the ways of a chief of Tebongiroro on Makin in the north and of
Nikunau in the south.
Just before he sailed north, Teraka collected ten ibu, one for each member of his crew, and a short stick to
crack the ibu with if the northerners tried to kill them. They set a course which took them close to Tebongiroro,
the home of Teraka, Kabaki and Tearoba, brothers of Nei Manganibuka, and watched as a canoe put out from the
village. Young Teraka told his companions not to greet the Tebongiroroans, nor to answer their questions but to
leave all the talking to him. He also told them not to use his proper name, which he wished to keep secret, and to
call him Ten Tennao instead.
The two canoes met in the fishing grounds off Tebongiroro and, when his uncles dropped sail and prepared to
fish, young Teraka drew up alongside and did the same. While they were drifting, Teraka of Tebongiroro called
out:
“Where do you come from?”
“We have come from Nikunau to visit you, Teraka,” replied Teraka of Nikunau.
“You’re most welcome and when we’ve finished fishing we’ll go ashore so that you can see Tebongiroro,” the
elder Teraka said. They fished a while longer and young Teraka called to his uncle:
“Pull it in Teraka! You’ve had a bakati on your line for some time now.”
“I’m about to do so but it’s an awai not a bakati,” replied Teraka the elder. But when the fish was landed on the
canoe, it was indeed a bakati and Teraka spoke to his brothers:
“I wonder what that canoe’s come for? The young captain seems to be smarter than we are. He knew my name
was Teraka and that I had caught a bakati. We’d better set a trap for him when he goes ashore.”
The canoes sailed for the beach together and they let Teraka of Nikunau take the lead hoping he would steer
the wrong course through the reef passage, wreck his canoe and drown. As the Nikunauans made for the entrance
which was hidden by a screen of sticks, Teraka of Tebongiroro shouted out to them:
“Pull hard to the west or your canoe will run on the reef ahead.”
But young Teraka took no notice: he carefully lined up the sticks and, when they were level with the bow of
his canoe, swung east into the passage and sped through it towards the beach. He dropped anchor in quiet water
and lowered his sail.
When they had landed from their canoe, twenty bowls were put in front of them—two for each of the ten-man
crew. The ceremony of the bowls was performed in a special way: one of the two bowls contained water and the
other held kamaimai. Teraka of Nikunau led the way to show his companions what to do: he picked up a bowl of
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kamaimai first and drank it; then took a bowl of water and washed himself. All nine members of his crew copied
him.
Afterwards, they were offered hospitality, kabubu and babai, and Teraka, the guest, knew which portion of
each to select first, for his mother, Nei Manganibuka, had taught him the proper way.
*
At dusk, they were led to the house of death which was built so that it would fall and kill those who were
asleep inside. They slept soundly until midnight when the house fell down upon them. In the morning, as they lay
under the house, Teraka of Nikunau picked up the ten ibu he had brought with him and waited. Shortly, the people
of Tebongiroro arose, crept up to the house and listened to find out if the visitors were dead. Teraka heard them
and smashed each of the ten ibu in turn and those outside who were nearest, catching the sound of ten sharp
cracks like breaking bones, cried out that the visitors were all dead.
All together, they lifted up the fallen house only to find all the occupants alive and well. Then the people of
Tebongiroro were ashamed; their cunning plot had been defeated by Teraka of Nikunau who now told them he
was the son of Nei Manganibuka and invited her kin to visit her. They wept bitterly because they had killed Nei
Manganibuka’s two sons, Kobure and Rubeitetaua, who had visited them before.
Teraka of Nikunau returned home with the bones of his brothers. He was accompanied by Teraka of
Tebongiroro, Kabaki, Tearoba and Nei Bantongo who wished to see their sister, Nei Manganibuka, and beg her to
teach them more of the skills of deep-sea navigation and seamanship.
5
Nei Taing and Nei Teriba were true sisters, daughters of the same father and mother. Nei Taing was older than
Nei Teriba and they lived together at Maungatabu, near the village of Eita on Tarawa. They were very shrewd
women who looked after their food supplies and other possessions with great care. They had a young brother
whose name is not known and, since their parents were long dead, they must have been grown up and well able to
look after themselves. They owned a plot of land at Maungatabu but in those long ago days not much food was
grown anywhere. In fact, it is said that only two coconut and three pandanus trees were bearing fruit on their plot
of land.
The three of them agreed how to divide up the work so that they would be able to see the fruits of their labor—
one to cultivate the soil, another the babai pit and the third to collect toddy and fish. And so it was decided that
Nei Taing would look after the small pit: there would hardly have been a dozen plants in it but she toiled away,
digging and cultivating them tenderly. Nei Teriba worked the land, keeping it clean and planting up many young
coconuts; and their brother went fishing and collected the toddy.
That was the division of labor and, as a result, they made a living off their single plot of land. They liked to
work as individuals so that they would know what each produced but were content to hold their possessions in
common and eat together. They lived together happily.
It was their habit to prepare two ripe coconuts for eating which would last the three of them for five whole
days. It was Nei Teriba’s duty to care for the coconuts, to collect and count them, and this is the sort of
conversation that would take place when she brought a couple in for eating. Nei Taing would ask,
“How many coconuts have you collected this time?” and Nei Teriba would reply,
“I have gathered the nuts from our two trees and there were fifteen, less these two, leaving thirteen.” Then they
would break open the two nuts into four pieces; each of them would take one half nut for eating and they would
keep the fourth half. They grated the nuts on a koikoi shell, the sharp points of which they first made smooth on a
stone which can still be seen today and which visitors often go to look at. It is a large stone set fast in the ground
and it has a hollow in it worn out by the sharp koikoi shells. They rubbed off the points of the koikoi so that their
food would be free from sharp little pieces of shell.
They used to eat twice each day off their own halves of the coconut, morning and evening, for five days; and
they only drank water. They were content with their half coconuts and a little water for the five days and they
continued in this way until they died. So that they could live on so little food, Nei Taing and Nei Teriba used to
prevent their stomachs from bulging by binding themselves tightly with coconut string and pandanus leaves.
Usually, their brother would collect only a little toddy in his ibu although, sometimes, it would be full up. He
could not fill two ibu for he only cut one spathe of one tree, the other spathes being left to flower and produce:
coconuts. They never drank the toddy: they boiled it over the fire and stored it away.
After a long, long time one large shed was filled with ripe coconuts, the surplus fruit of the two trees which
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was not required for food. Some say there were ten to a hundred thousand nuts in store! In addition, the platforms
of their houses were full of kamaimai, all collected from one tree: their pit had produced many large babai plants;
and they had much kabubu as well.
*
Now there were other inhabitants of Maungatabu who were not close relatives. They owned plenty of fertile
land but they did not look after it. In due course, a severe famine came and many people were dying of hunger.
Woo and mtea\fn{Both well-known famine foods.} were eaten and when they had been used up everyone was starving
—parents and their children as well. The young cried out to their fathers and mothers for food but there was none.
All the coconuts were finished, no toddy could be cut for the spathes did not develop and there were no other
plants and trees bearing fruit fit to eat.
Then the people made up their minds to go to Nei Taing and Nei Teriba to beg for coconuts, promising to
replace them when good times came again. Nei Taing was cautious, pointing out that, while she owned only a
small plot of land, they all had large holdings. However, she would give them food until the next good season if
each family were to give her a piece of land.
The people of Maungatabu agreed willingly to the proposal of Nei Teriba and Nei Taing and surrendered their
lands without further thought. They gave away plots close by; each and everyone of them gave land away whether
they owned it or not. No one disputed any title for no one expected the trees and plants, their sources of food, to
grow again. They were content just to remain alive on the food provided by Nei Taing and Nei Teriba.
The whole of Maungatabu passed into the hands of the two sisters and so it remains to this day. Those who
surrendered their land at that time never regained possession and Maungatabu is known as the land of the careful
women.
This is a true story for, today, Maungatabu has only a few inhabitants—the descendants of Nei Taing.
6
Nei Tabonabarao and Nei Tabonatanga were demigods who lived on a lonely neck of land near Eita on Tarawa.
They were not related to each other. One of them lived alone at Abarao and the other a short distance to the west
at Atanga. Both places lay to the east of Eita.
The women were not often seen about and no one knew whether they lived in houses or not. The residents of
Eita did not like to visit Abarao and Atanga but, when fishermen crossed over to the ocean shore, they would
sometimes see the women busily fishing for small fry off their lands up east. If anyone were to approach them,
they hurried away for, as they were anti, they never mingled with the villagers.
Once when Nei Tabonabarao and Nei Tabonatanga met on their way to fish for fry, they complained to each
other:
“O! If only a kuaroun were to drop from the heavens and save us the tiresome work of fishing for our food. All
we’d need to do then would be to harvest the fry caught in the basket.”
Nothing happened of course—only a fool would expect a basket to fall out of the sky! Some time later they
met again.
“O, let a basket drop from the sky above!” they pleaded. “Then shall we be happy and forever light of heart.”
Their plea was answered this time but it was a strange basket that fell from the sky to lighten the burden of
fishing for their food. It was a solid and heavy thing and it killed them stone dead. Their bodies were never found
for they were buried under that kuaroun. It may be seen to this day in the form of large rocks named Nei
Tabonabarao and Nei Tabonatanga after the two women.
7
There are different stories about Tabuariki and Nareau and this is one of them.
Tabuariki, the Thunderer, originally dwelt in the heavens and came to live on earth because his wife, Nei Teiti,
was human. He is said to have spent most of his time on Maiana and to have visited other places occasionally.
Nareau was the son of Tabakea, a man renowned for his wisdom. Some say Nareau’s home was at Temaiku on
Tarawa; that it was there he was burnt to death as a baby by Tabakea who then collected the ashes and breathed
new life into them; that he was both wise and wicked; and that, after the burning, he was as strong as ironwood, te
ngea.
Each day, Tabuariki used to go to sleep in his leaf house. No one dared to make a noise because, if he was
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suddenly awakened from his sleep, he became angry and bloodthirsty. Nei Teiti would sit beside her sleeping
husband, keeping watch for anyone who might disturb him. She was a kind-hearted woman who would warn
people who approached not to be noisy lest Tabuariki should awake in anger and kill them.
When Nareau heard about Tabuariki’s bad temper, he went up to Nei Teiti looking for fire.
“Teiti,” he shouted out aloud, “could you let me have some burning embers?”
She was worried and waved to him with her hands not to make such a noise in case Tauariki should awaken.
But Nareau persisted and again shouted out:
“Teiti, have you any fire?” She got up and hurried towards him carrying some embers which Nareau took from
her.
“Here you are,” she said, “but please don’t come back making such a noise or Tabuariki will waken up and kill
you.”
“So Tabuariki can be bad-tempered, can he?” said Nareau moving off.
“Oh, why do you keep on talking!” replied Nei Teiti turning her back on him. “Don’t you know how fierce
Tabuariki can be?” Then Nareau went away, plunged the burning embers into a pool of water and promptly
returned.
“Teiti!” he cried out. “My embers have died. Perhaps they weren’t properly alight when you gave them to me!”
Nei Teiti hurriedly gave him some more, begged him not to return for Tabuariki was about to wake and went to
her vigil. Nareau remained where he was. He again put out the fire, by burying it in the sand this time, and called
out at the top of his voice:
“Teiti, Teiti, my embers are dead again. You gave them to me in a damp container. Look, they really are dead!”
By now, Nei Teiti was thoroughly alarmed for Tabuariki was getting to his feet, awakened by Nareau’s loud
shouting.
“Who is that noisy man? Tell me! Where is he so I can kill him?”
He stood up straight and, catching sight of Nareau, picked up a club to strike him with. But Nareau jumped on
to Tabuariki’s right shoulder, grabbed his arm and with a jerk snapped it. The club fell to the ground and Tabuariki
cried out in pain. Nei Teiti heard the club fall and, thinking that Nareau was dead, quickly ran up to Tabuariki,
who was sobbing:
“Teiti, I’m hurt and in pain. My strong right arm is broken.”
Nei Teiti felt humiliated. Tabuariki had always boasted about his strength and there he was, crouching,
defeated by Nareau.
It is said today that, when Tabuariki strikes and there is a low rumble of thunder, he is using his left and not his
right arm; and that, because Nei Teiti used to keep watch for him, the lightning flashes before the thunder rolls.
Just as Nei Teiti used to be the guardian and eyes of Tabuariki so the lightning now pierces the darkness before
Tabuariki thunders across the skies.
8
Tabuariki, Auriaria, Taburimai and Nareau met for a contest one day and decided to hold an ocean race. Each
of them was to select the fastest craft he could think of. Tabuariki chose a porpoise, Auriaria a shark and
Taburimai a swordfish—all of them deep-sea fish, fast and powerful. Nareau had different ideas about speed and
chose a crab—a hermit-crab that crawls along the ground. When the others heard of Nareau’s choice, they
laughed at him for the hermit-crab was among the slowest creatures on earth—and the penalty for losing the race
was to be a feast for the others.
On the morning appointed for the race, they met together on the lagoon side—possibly the Tarawa lagoon
since Nareau was living at Temaiku and Auriaria at Eita, both of them Tarawan villages. The rules provided for
four referees to be chosen, one for each craft, and Nareau gave careful instructions to his referee. When he felt the
crab nip his toe, he was to press it into the sand under his foot and, when the race was truly under way, to pick it
up and show it to the other referees as proof it had come in first.
At the start of the race, each of the contestants took hold of his craft—Tabuariki of the porpoise, Auriaria of the
shark, Taburimai of the swordfish and Nareau of his hermit-crab. Meanwhile Nareau’s referee had trodden a crab
under his foot waiting for the contestants to let go their hold and for the race to start. Off all the fish swam and,
almost immediately, Nareau’s referee picked up the buried crab and shouted out to his companions in triumph:
“Look, here’s the crab!”
The other referees inspected it and confirmed it was indeed Nareau’s chosen craft. When the four contestants
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went up to the referees to hear the result of the race, they were told:
“The hermit-crab came in first by a long way. Nareau’s referee showed it to us.”
Then Tabuariki and his companions, Auriaria and Taburimai, called for another race. They each let their craft
go and the crab again beat the porpoise, the shark and the swordfish. The same thing happened a third time—the
crab won again, beating the big, fast deep-sea fish.
There is no doubt that Nareau was smart in planning victories.
Some clever people say the race was won in the following way. Nareau started off with three crabs. He let two
of them go, one after the other, and each of them in turn reached the referee standing up in front. Nareau held the
third crab in his hand until the first race started. Before each race was under way, one crab had crept up to the
referee’s feet so, when the fish set off, a hermit crab was already there.
9
One morning some women were going fishing and came across a new-born baby lying, crying on the path.
They were touched by the cries and one of them, the wife of Nautima, took the baby home and said to her
husband:
“It seems we have a son at last, Nautima! My friends and I found this little baby along the path. It looks as if
his father and mother have abandoned him!”
“Let’s keep him then,” replied Nautima. “Even though his parents come looking for him he’ll be ours because
we’ll have taken care of him as our own son. If we don’t do so, he’d be sure to die.”
They did not know that the child was the anti, Nareau. When Nareau had grown up a little, he asked Nautima,
“What is the best way to catch fish? I’d like to try.”
“I usually dive for fish in the ocean,” replied Nautima, “but you haven’t learnt how to do that yet and, in any
case, you can’t swim.” Nareau thought about this reply.
“If you’ll make me a strong string to hang the fish on,” he said at last, “I’ll go and find a place where there are
plenty of fish.”
Nautima’s wife heard this conversation and, amused at the idea of the young boy’s going out fishing, plaited a
length of string for him. When it was ready, Nareau asked his foster-parents to cut logs of ironwood, coconut and
other trees and light a big, red-hot fire. They did so and, when the fire was burning well, he called out to them to
watch. As they came near Nareau told them,
“I’m about to go fishing and this is what I want you to do. I shall jump right into this fire and, when I fall
down, you must cover me up as quickly as you can. After a while you will hear a sharp crack from the fire as I
clap my hands to tell you I’ve returned. You must then throw off the covers and there I’ll be—back from fishing.”
Having given these instructions, he picked up his length of string and leaped into the fire. Quickly, they
covered him up with anything they could find and then went and sat down to wait for the clap of Nareau’s hands.
Would he be burned to death, they wondered? Was he lying about going to fish? Perhaps he felt ashamed because
he had been abandoned as a babe!
These were the sad thoughts of Nautima and his wife as they waited. They still had no idea that their child was
the famous Nareau the clever deceiver.
After a while, they heard the clapping of Nareau’s hands coming from the middle of the fire. At once, they
jumped to their feet and pulled off the covers. There sat Nareau in the glowing fire with a string of fish—big fish,
fish of the sort they loved to eat. Both Nareau and the fish were dripping wet and, when he shook the water out of
his hair, the fire died away.
Nautima and his wife were amazed and the woman stopped her crying when she saw Nareau and the string of
fish. The two of them began to talk in low voices. How did the child manage to get so splendid a catch? We must
warn him not to waste such food on other people!
Then, Nautima’s wife turned to her husband and said, “I think you ought to find out how he did it;” and, that
evening, as the three of them were sitting together, Nautima asked Nareau to tell him how he had caught so many
fine fish.
“It is quite easy,” answered Nareau. “When you drop down in the flames, you suddenly find you are in a
lagoon full of all kinds of fish, shoal upon shoal of them, such as you’ve never set eyes on before. Each kind of
fish keeps to its own waters—porpoise in one place, tuna in another and so on. All are separate and they are so
tame that they do not even swim away while you are catching them. Choose any fish you like and they will be all
together in the one shoal and you can easily string up a catch.”
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When Nautima heard this, he was as happy as could be and wanted to go off to that lagoon at once. But Nareau
started speaking again.
“Look,” he said, “build another big fire and I’ll go fishing once more myself. A small fire is of no use since it
will take me longer to get to the lagoon. A red-hot fire is what we need to get me there and back quickly.”
So Nautima and his wife lit a bigger, far hotter fire than before and Nareau, standing up straight in front of
them, repeated his instructions. Then he jumped into the fire and, because it was so much hotter this time, they did
not have so long to wait for the sharp clap of his hands. They ran to the fire, pulled off the covers and, again, they
saw a magnificent catch of fish, all wet and shiny—alive because the journey had been such a quick one. In great
excitement, Nautima cried out,
“How were the fish when you left?”
“There are more and more every day,” replied Nareau. “More than enough for everyone on earth if they were
to go fishing there.”
Nautima made up his mind at once and told his wife he was going to ask Nareau to teach him what to do.
“I’ll go tomorrow,” he said. “Make me a longer string than you made for the boy, I can handle a bigger catch
than he. After that, build up a really fierce fire so that I can be back quicker than he was.”
So Nareau and Nautima’s wife lit a red-hot fire and got the covers ready. Nautima came and stood thoughtfully
by the fire and, seeing that he was afraid of jumping in, Nareau sought to encourage him.
“Your eyes will covet the fish you’ll see and you’ll be able to pick any you like. If you go to the north of the
lagoon as I do, you’ll find them very easy to catch.”
“And don’t waste time looking around,” added Nautima’s wife, “just go and get the fish we like best.”
“Right,” said Nautima, “I’m off. But do remember to uncover me quickly when I clap my hands in the fire.
You’ll see then what a catch I’ve made!”
As soon as he had finished speaking, he leaped into the fire. But when his wife and Nareau began to cover him,
he started to struggle to get out. The pain was unbearable! As he struggled, Nareau pushed him farther down and
called to the woman to help.
“Why does he struggle so when we push him down?,” she asked.
“Oh,” replied Nareau, “he’s probably caught hold of a porpoise or another big, delicious fish and is struggling
with it.”
Little by little, the struggles of Nautima grew weaker and then stopped. Nareau continued to press down on
him and said to the woman,
“Go and sit down and listen for Nautima. He must be about to clap his hands to show that he is ready to
return.”
She did as she was told and then Nareau jumped into the fire and clapped his hands as if Nautima had returned.
The woman heard him and called out:
“Nareau, did you hear that handclap?”
He pretended he had heard nothing and sent his spirit back into the fire to clap again. This time Nautima’s wife
ran to the fire and, while she was pulling off the covers, Nareau moved away laughing as he went. At first, when
she looked down, she thought it was a cooked fish that lay there; but soon she saw it was a man’s body—the body
of her dead husband. She broke into tears and looked for Nareau, who came up to her saying,
“Has Nautima had any luck?” She did not answer him but, through her tears, said bitterly,
“If only we’d known about you earlier, you wicked, cruel boy.”
But Nareau was unrepentant.
“You’ve no reason to be angry with me. It was not I who harmed your husband. The fault lay with both you
and him. I, not he, was the fisherman and, when you buried me in the fire, I did not die but came back alive and
with a good catch. Nautima wanted to fish in the way I did and, as I had not died in the fire, could I know that
other people would be burned to death?”
A short while later, Nareau disappeared and went off to another place.
10
One evening Nareau, Tabuariki, Auriaria and Taburimai met on open land near Temaiku on Tarawa to take part
in a tournament of burning lances. Nareau stood aside, sure of his own skill, and suggested to the others that each
should combat him in turn. They agreed and Taburimai accompanied by a carrier or second was the first to
challenge Nareau.
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Taburimai was armed with ironwood lances, some of which already had glowing tips and some of which,
carried in a basket by his second, were not yet alight. Nareau chose not to carry wooden lances but nimatanin
shells which he had collected before nightfall. When Taburimai and his second approached, Nareau met them
carrying two shell-lances which were filled with dry coconut husk.
Taburimai began the contest, hurling an ironwood lance, point aglow, at his [opponent] to catch a light for his
own weapon. It traveled on for some t coming and leaped upon it distance taking Nareau with it;\fn{ So the text of
this clause:H} and Taburimai and his second, hearing no sound, thought he had been struck down. Believing Nareau
to be dead, the second let out a shout of triumph:
“Where’s the boaster who thought he was better than Taburimai? Just a single throw and he’s struck down
dead!” A moment later Nareau stood up.
“On guard, Taburimai!” he called out.
They were taken by surprise and Nareau flung his shell-fish lance at Taburimai. The nimatanin was not aimed
at Taburimai’s body and, unknown to him, it lodged in his hair. It set his hair alight and he tried in vain to beat out
the flames.
“Watch out, Taburimai,” his second shouted in alarm, “put your head in the sea or you’ll have no hair left!”
Taburimai promptly dived into the water and, when he got out, he had no hair left except a fringe around the
back of his head. He felt humiliated to be seen in such a state for, in those days, a good head of hair was highly
prized; and Taburimai’s hair had been a source of pride to him—frizzy and all fanned out.
Next night, it was Auriaria’s turn to compete with Nareau and he, too, lost the contest—and his hair. On the
third night, Tabuariki met the same fate and the tournament was over. So the three losers, bald and angry, made
plans to kill Nareau.
They agreed together to ask Nareau to dig a well for them in which they could trap him. They sent him a
message and, when he came, said to him:
“Nareau, we’ve called you because you’re an expert in digging wells. Would you please dig one for us?”
Nareau agreed to do so and, while he was digging away, the three of them stood nearby, ready to kill him. But
Nareau had read their thoughts and, instead of digging straight down, he built a hole in the side of the well where
he could take shelter when they attacked. When the well was deep enough, the three plotters picked up stones and
threw them down into it. Nareau hid in the hole he had dug in the side of the well and the stones missed him.
Thinking he was dead, they filled up the well with more stones and went happily away.
“Let’s have a feast,” they said, “to celebrate the death of our good friend, Nareau.”
They feasted on tangana nibabai, a coconut and taro pudding, in their maneaba convinced that Nareau the
Rogue was no more.
Little did they know that Nareau was alive and well; that he had pushed aside the falling stones so that gaps
between them allowed him to breathe. So, when he saw the three plotters sitting in the maneaba, he determined to
humiliate them further.
He got ready a canoe so that he could quickly escape if he were attacked and crept into the maneaba under
cover of darkness. He left the canoe in the dark outside and, keeping out of sight of the plotters, climbed on to a
beam. Just before they began to eat Tabuariki, Auriaria and Taburimai jested:
“O, if only Nareau were here to join our feast!”
They began to eat and, as they jested again about his absence, Nareau snatched the food out of their hands and
hurried away. They gave chase.
“It’s Nareau!” they cried loudly. “Come back or we’ll chase you and kill you!”
But he ran to the canoe he had hidden in the darkness, raised the sail and set out to sea. They followed on foot
and had nearly caught up with him when he pulled out a sharp tooth and cast it into the sea. It struck Tabuariki in
the leg and he fell down. Auriaria and Taburimai continued the chase but they were halted by two more teeth in
their legs and Nareau escaped. By now, the three men were very cross indeed and returned home full of
resentment that Nareau had again humiliated them. They would dearly have loved to kill him but he was far too
cunning for them.\fn{The compiler adds a note to this story: Te Ikarereai was a tournament or test which used to be held before the
British Government was established [1892]. It was practiced in the Northern Gilberts right up to the time when the Government stopped it.
The Tournament was held at dusk, everyone having made preparations during the day. Each contestant, man and speedy youth, would
collect tough, dry branches or lengths of timber—hard, dry uri or pieces of coconut wood. They were carried in baskets with large handles,
usually over the shoulder. The contestants would assemble before the start to make sure they could recognize their teammates, for there
were only two sides and it was important to know who was on which side. If each team had thirty lances, for example, fifteen would be
carried by the lancers and fifteen by the seconds or carriers. As the sun set everyone would get ready, lighting the ends of their lances so as
to be prepared for action the moment darkness fell. There was a common pattern to the tournament in all villages and each would carefully
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train their lancers before a contest. All villages used to take part because the elders considered it good training for young men to
experience pain by fire and spear as a preparation for war. In the Northern Gilberts, the tournament was conducted as follows. A lancer,
accompanied by his second, would hurl a burning lance at an opponent. The seconds would also come under fire and, if a lancer were to
flinch and run away, a courageous second would take his place so that there would be no shame when the tournament finished. Many a
man was injured by a burning lance and many used to die of wounds or burns}

11
Nei Nibarara lived in the heavens and Nei lkuku lived on earth.\fn{ They are two of the three wives of the Moon, Nei
Nibarara being the blind toddy-maker and Nei Ikuku the wielder of the mallet or pestle. The third wife was Nei Matanoko, maker of mats }
Nothing is known about Nei lkuku’s husband, not even his name, but she had three daughters all of whom were
called Nei lkuku after their mother.
When the girls grew up they used to wander about and, on one occasion, the eldest fell ill and hurried back to
her mother.
“Go and see your grandmother who will be able to cure you,” she was told.
Not long after this, the second daughter became ill and hurried off to see her mother also who gave her the
same advice she had given her eldest sister. Then the youngest Nei lkuku felt sick and went to her mother just as
her two sisters had done. When Nei lkuku, the mother, heard the voice of her youngest child, she spoke sharply.
“My girl,” she said, “you’ve been misled by those two sisters of yours. How could you know anything about
sickness?”
When the child heard the sharpness in her mother’s tongue she wept and, hiding her distress within her, joined
her two sisters.
One day they were playing hide-and-seek and Nei lkuku, the youngest sister, ran away in a tantrum and her
sisters could not find her. But she found a tree called kimatore which grew on the land Te Kimatore about which
the old folk used to speak. There is no tree like it in Kiribati nowadays and this is how Nei lkuku discovered it.
She was wandering on waste and uninhabited land far from her home when she saw a half coconut-shell lying on
the smooth sand. Thinking there might be flesh in it she turned it over and, to her great surprise, found a tiny tree
growing underneath. She sat down nearby but got no pleasure from the little tree—she felt only sadness in the
lonely place. Remembering her mother’s sharp words, she began to cry and was wiping her eyes when she saw
that the tiny tree had grown a bit. She touched the trunk then, holding it tight with her fingers, sang out:
“Grow up my little kimatore lest I die of sunstroke. Grow up, grow up.”
As the tree grew up into the sky, it spread over her as she sat there, growing higher all the time. Nei Ikuku
repeated her chant:
“Grow up my little kimatore lest I die of sunstroke. Grow up, grow up.”
The tree grew taller and developed branches; and Nei Ikuku climbed into them, constantly repeating her chant.
The tree became a giant: she went higher with it and, looking down, could no longer see the earth. Still she
coaxed it higher with her chant until it reached the sky where she stepped off and walked around.
She saw a maneaba without people in it, a house with screens drawn and a hut from which smoke came forth.
She peeped into the hut and saw a woman inside who was boiling toddy over a fire. The woman was Nei Nibarara
who was blind and, consequently, had to take great care when walking. As she sat by her fire, she sniffed and
smelt the smell of earth.
“How odd,” she said, “there’s a smell of Manra here as if there were people from there nearby.” (Manra was
the name given to the earth by the ancient people of the heavens.)
“Yes, there’s certainly a small of Manra here,” repeated Nei Nibarara and Nei Ikuku, fearing that Nei Nibarara
might be a cannibal, hid herself.
Soon, Nei Ikuku felt a strong desire to have a drink of the toddy and she cautiously approached the fire. Now
Nei Nibarara kept count of her toddy shells and quickly noticed that three had gone. Nei Ikuku was not yet
satisfied and took more toddy from the fire. Nei Nibarara counted the shells again and found that two more had
disappeared. As Nei Ikuku stretched out her hands to get yet another bowl of toddy, her fingers and Nei Nibarara’s
touched over the fire and Nei Nibarara held on tightly.
“Who’s this who keeps on taking the drink I’m preparing for my children?” she cried. “I’ll kill you!”
“Please do not kill me,” pleaded Nei Ikuku.
“Indeed I shall. You have been wicked stealing my children’s drink just when they are about to come home.
I’m going to hold on to you so they may kill you.”
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“Please,” cried Nei Ikuku, “let me be your servant.”
“I have servants enough—my sons Taurikiriki, Tauroro and Taunabanaba.”
“Hide me then, please, so that I may gather food for you.”
“I have gatherers enough—Taurikiriki, Tauroro and Taunabanaba.”
“I’ll carry you to the lavatory or anywhere else you want to go,” pleaded Nei Ikuku.
“I have my carriers—Taurikiriki, Tauroro and Taunabanaba.”
Nei Ikuku made many suggestions but the reply was always the same—I have Taurikiriki, Tauroro and
Taunabanaba to do that. At last Nei Ikuku said:
“Look here! Hide me and I’ll open your eyes for you.”
“Are you telling the truth?” replied Nei Nibarara. “If you are I’ll be kinder to you than I am to my own
children and I’ll give you gifts which are better than anything they have.”
Nei Ikuku told Nei Nibarara to lie down in front of her and she opened Nei Nibarara’s right eye. A host of birds
flew out of it—the eitei, mouakena, makitaba, taira, korobaro, kibui and the naru. When these birds flew off, they
attracted much attention. They were seen by Nei Nibarara’s children who asked each other,
“Where have those birds come from? It looks as if they’re flying above Nei Nibarara’s home.”
Those were the birds that flew out of Nei Nibarara’s right eye and, when her left eye was opened, these were
the birds that flew from it: the kai, kewe, kaka, kitiba, kun, kiriri, matawanaba, karakara, mangkiri, io, rube,
kabarei and the nna. All of these birds flew out of Nei Nibarara’s eyes and she could see clearly when they had
gone.
Nei Nibarara was so happy she could see that she treated Nei Ikuku very generously and could hardly wait to
show off her eyes to her children. When they arrived home, Nei Ikuku had hidden herself under a large, wooden
bowl made of itai wood such as the people of the north, and probably of the south also, used to use for holding
food and drink before the white man came. The Gilbertese used to mix sweet toddy and water in such bowls, keep
sour toddy and mix tuae with water in them; and the old men used to say there was such a bowl that could be seen
in the night sky as a cluster of misty stars. The children were filled with astonishment and joy when they saw their
mother:
“Tell us, who opened your eyes for you?”
“Why, no one! I did it myself.” They sniffed the air.
“How is it there’s an earthly smell here?” they asked. “Is there a human being about?”
“Where would a human being come from?” replied Nei Nibarara. “How could one reach the heavens?” They
questioned her again and again and, at last, Nei Nibarara said:
“Listen and I’ll tell you everything provided you will behave yourselves. I’ve been lucky that a woman came
who was clever enough to open my eyes out of which flew a great number of birds. I want you to treat her with all
the respect I have promised her and allow her to do what she wants to do. You are to be friendly to her because
she is a visitor from earth.”
“We agree,” they replied, “but let us meet her.”
Nei Nibarara told them that Nei Ikuku was hiding under the bowl and they went and turned it over. They were
happy at finding her and led her away and looked after her.
Nei Ikuku stayed in the heavens and lived there, all because a tiny kimatore had grown up and up. Nei Nibarara
and her children made her very welcome and provided many comforts for her.
12
Nei Tinakaruoki was a woman about whom little is known. She had no husband but she did have three
daughters each of whom was also called Nei Tinakaruoki. They had two houses built for them—one for the
mother and the other for the children in which each daughter had a separate room. Nei Tinakaruoki kept her
daughters in their rooms so that they would not meet each other and used to take food to each of them
individually. She would take tasty food to the older girls but, when she went to her youngest child, she would take
food that had no taste. The older girls had no idea their mother was being unkind to their sister: they thought they
were all being treated the same for they never saw one another at meal times. But such was their mother’s way—
the youngest sister always received tasteless food.
On one occasion when their mother brought their meals, the three girls gathered in the eldest sister’s room, the
two younger ones bringing their food with them. When they saw the horrid food of the youngest sister, the others
were upset.
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“Is your food always like this?” they asked.
“Yes,” she replied, “it’s always the same and, now I’ve seen what you get to eat, I know that mother is being
unkind to me and loving to you. But that’s the way it is and I’ll just have to put up with it.”
“Tinakaruoki,” said her sisters still upset, “get rid of that rubbish and let us share our food;” but she was so
used to obeying her mother that she did not like to do so. Thereupon, her sisters got up and threw the meal away.
“Mother has behaved very badly to you, sister,” they said. “We thought our meals and yours were the same and
we should never have known how unkind she has been to you if we hadn’t got together now.”
“Don’t be upset because mother loves you more than she loves me,” replied the youngest sister. “Perhaps I
should go away and find another place to live.”
“O, please don’t leave us! We love you far too much.”
“But if I don’t go I’ll die here beside you for I could never again eat the food mother brings me.”
The two older sisters listened quietly and did not say anything for fear she should starve herself to death. When
she got up to go, however, they cried out,
“Wait for us. We’ll come too!”
She tried to leave them behind but they loved her too much to stay and they all set off together. Their mother
did not know they had run away when she went out gathering food and, when she discovered it, she mourned for
them every day until, at last, she killed herself by hanging.
*
The three girls came quite close to a village and, while they were still a little way off, they hesitated.
“What would you think, Nei Tinakaruoki, the Eldest if we were to change your appearance by covering you
with dust so that you’ll not be carried off by the inhabitants when we reach the village?”
As they drew nearer the village, the news spread that there were three beautiful women approaching; and the
three sons of Bukewe, each of whom was also called Bukewe, rushed off to take a look at the strangers. The eldest
and second sons arrived first ahead of the young Bukewe who could not run so quickly; and they chose two of the
women to be their wives. They did not bother with the eldest sister who was dirty and looked as if she had
scabies.
When the young Bukewe arrived, he saw the woman who had been left behind and he plucked a young palm
frond, wet it with spit and rubbed her gently with it. He saw at once that she was not diseased but only dirty and
he took her as his wife. He persuaded her to bathe in three pools, one after the other, and, when she had washed
herself in the last one, he saw she was more beautiful than her sisters whom his brothers had carried off.
On reaching the village, the news spread quickly that the young Bukewe’s wife was more beautiful than his
brothers’ wives so the brothers soon called to see her for themselves. Being satisfied it was true they questioned
their own wives.
“Why didn’t you tell us,” they asked, “that your eldest sister didn’t have scabies? You have deceived us. The
eldest son should have married the eldest daughter; the middle son, the middle daughter; and the youngest son, the
youngest daughter. See what has happened now! The youngest Bukewe has married the eldest daughter and that is
quite wrong.”
After a while, the two older brothers plotted to trap and kill the young Bukewe because he was married to the
beautiful, eldest sister. One day, they made plans to go out net-fishing and sent a small boy to invite their youngest
brother to join them. The child arrived at the young Bukewe’s house and called out:
“Bukewe, your brothers have sent me to ask you to go fishing with them to fish for fresh fish by net.”
“It might be a good thing if I were to go,” said Young Bukewe to his wife. “We’d get some fresh fish and some
of the raw fish you like so much.”
“Don’t go,” she replied. “I don’t feel like eating fish today, not even raw fish. I’m sure your brothers intend to
kill you—you’d better stay here.”
Bukewe called the boy and told him to tell his brothers he was sick and could not go. When the brothers
learned that young Bukewe could not accompany them, they did not bother to go out fishing.
The next day, they again sent the boy to ask young Bukewe to go fishing but Nei Tinakaruoki again stopped
him from going. On the third day, they decided to deceive young Bukewe and sent the boy to him with a message
“Bukewe, a lot of fish have been seen close by so hurry up and come! If you do, there’ll be plenty of food for
the women including good raw fish as well.”
On hearing there were fish close to land, young Bukewe told his wife he would go straight away so that he
could return early. He did not want to disappoint his brothers but Nei Tinakaruoki was not happy:
“So you’re going to go?”
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“Yes, I’ll get some food for you. I won’t be away for long.”
“Go if you must,” said his wife. “You’ll not listen to me but you’ll find out soon enough if I’m lying to you or
not.”
Bukewe went off fishing with his brothers, three of them to the canoe, and they took just one net with them.
Out to sea they sailed and, when the land was almost out of sight, they let down their sail and looked around.
“There’s plenty of fish here, let’s cast our net,” they said; and they sent young Bukewe to pull out the fishing
net.
“Is that far enough?” he asked.
“No, take it farther out,” they replied.
They repeated these instructions twice more until young Bukewe was out of earshot and then they cast off the
net, raised sail and abandoned their brother. Young Bukewe saw the raised sail and realized that they had left him
behind. He remembered what his wife had said—that his brothers would trap him because of her.
“It’s my own fault,” he said to himself. “I wouldn’t listen to Nei Tinakaruoki.”
So he drifted in the ocean while his brothers sailed towards land intending to take his wife in their canoe. As
the canoe approached the shore, Nei Tinakaruoki walked down to the lagoon and saw that there were only two
men aboard it. She guessed that they must have killed their youngest brother and she hurried back to her house
where she climbed up on a beam, tied a rope around her neck and hanged herself.
As soon as the canoe grounded, the two brothers did not wait to lower the sail or drop anchor but rushed off to
find Nei Tinakaruoki the Eldest. One of them reached her house first but could not see her; and he turned to his
brother who had just arrived.
“Nei Tinakaruoki is not in her house,” he said. “She must have gone off somewhere.”
Then they saw that she had hanged herself and they were sorry for her.
“What a shocking thing! How sad that such a beautiful woman is dead! What good has our treachery done us!
We loved her but she loved her husband more. Let her down gently and take the rope off her neck so she can be
buried.”
They buried her close by on the eastern side of their dwelling because they loved her so.
*
Now young Bukewe did not die drifting in the sea. He landed at a spot where ordinary folk did not come
because a cannibal lived there. She was called Nei Maneaba, a big and strong person who was likely to kill and
eat a man or woman if her meals were not ready on time. Nei Maneaba used to sleep during the day and stay
awake all night. She had a daughter called Nei Bata and a cook named Nei Teuma. Bukewe landed in the evening
and, being tired out after many days of swimming in the sea, he could not stand up and walk. He was so weary
that he just lay on the sand with his head out of the water and his body and legs in it.
A short while later Nei Bata, daughter of Nei Maneaba, went to the beach to relieve herself and, as she passed
along the edge, she saw Bukewe’s head on the tide-mark where he lay. Surprised and a little frightened to see a
human head, she drew nearer and stood over him while he slept on. Perhaps he was dead she thought but, when he
moved his hand, she took hold of his head and gave it a good shaking. Bukewe awoke with a start and, seeing the
woman, cried out:
“Who are you?”
“I am Nei Bata. Who are you?”
“My name is Bukewe. I am stranded on your shore because the ocean current carried me here. I have been so
long in the sea that I cannot walk.” He also told Nei Bata about his brothers’ plot to kill him.
Nei Bata felt sorry for him and told him to go away for she was afraid that Nei Maneaba would want to eat him
if she saw him.
“My dear,” replied Bukewe, “I have fallen in love with you and would like to be your husband. Do you agree
with that or not?”
“I don’t think so,” she said. “My mother is a cannibal so you have no chance of living a peaceful life here. If
she sees you, you can be sure she’ll want to eat you.”
But Bukewe had fallen deeply in love with Nei Bata.
“I could stay here if you were to hide me,” he pleaded.
“All right,” agreed Nei Bata, “we’ll try it. Remember that Nei Maneaba does not sleep at night, only during
daylight. Even now she’ll be watching out for me and, since she’d be sure to see you if you were to walk, it might
be better if I were to carry you.” So she carefully wrapped him up in a mat and took him home with her without
being seen by Nei Maneaba.
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One day, Nei Maneaba heard a conversation and called Nei Bata:
“Who were you talking to?”
“Who indeed!” replied Nei Bata. “Who ever comes here?”
“You are not hiding anyone?”
“No, of course I’m not.”
“Very well then. You can go back to your house though I think there’s someone there.”
Another day, Nei Maneaba again heard a conversation and called her daughter to come to her.
“You mustn’t hide things from me,” she said. “Tell me truthfully whether you have a friend over there or not. If
it’s a woman we’ll treat her as a companion: if it’s a man you can take him as a husband and gatherer of food.”
“If there were someone with me, you’d only trick me so you could have a feast.”
“I wouldn’t, provided you really love the person. Now come on, tell [m]e[; I have] a right to know.”
“Yes, there is someone there,” said Nei Bata slowly. “A man called Bukewe.”
“O indeed! And why did you keep it hidden from me? Take him as your husband.”
*
The old woman, Nei Maneaba, used to spend a lot of time fishing for food for Bukewe who was very happy to
hear that she did not want to eat him. From time to time she would come and ask,
“How is Bukewe, is he well or not?” Nei Bata would reply,
“He is fairly well.”
After a while Nei Maneaba saw that Bukewe was becoming nice and plump and she started to feel a powerful
desire to eat him. So, when she was preparing his food, she put something in it which would kill him and got
ready quite different food for her daughter to eat. When Nei Bata came to get the food, Nei Maneaba said to her,
“This large helping is Bukewe’s.”
Nei Bata took the food but told Bukewe not to eat his helping because there was something in it which would
harm him. So they threw it away. In due course, Nei Maneaba returned.
“Have you finished eating yet?” she asked.
“Yes we have,” they replied and off she went to await Bukewe’s death. But Bukewe did not die because Nei
Bata had told him what to do and so Nei Maneaba plotted to trap him. She did not worry about her daughter’s
feelings because her desire for human flesh was so strong. Nei Bata and Bukewe quickly realized what was going
on in Nei Maneaba’s mind and decided to run away from her.
“Let us go to your home,” said Nei Bata, “the old woman longs for human flesh and will kill you if you stay.
When you are safely home, I’ll come back here.”
“But how shall we travel?” replied Bukewe.
“There is a canoe with no sail but, if you collect and strip a hundred or so mid-ribs of coconut frond, we can
punt it.”
“How many poles shall we need?” asked Bukewe.
“As I have said, a hundred should be enough.”
Bukewe collected the mid-ribs and laid them down beside the canoe; and, at dawn when Nei Maneaba fell
asleep, they launched the canoe, loaded the mid-ribs and quickly punted away—one of them in the bow and the
other in the stern. They both punted vigorously so that the journey would be quickly completed. After a while, Nei
Bata spoke to Bukewe:
“Keep an eye on your pole; let go of it at once if you see any sea-moss on the end and take another one. I’ll do
the same, for the sea-moss is the flesh of the old woman: if we do not let go of the poles quickly the moss will
cling to our canoe and we shall be stuck fast.”
They followed Nei Bata’s instructions and reached their destination safely, using up the hundred poles on the
way.
*
Night fell and Nei Maneaba awoke. She looked around but could not see them; so she got up to search and saw
the trail left in the sea by the sea-moss they had disturbed. She followed them to Bukewe’s home and hid herself
under the canoe which was covered with coconut and pandanus mats and kept watch on the beach.
No one who came to the lavatory there ever returned; all of them were eaten by Nei Maneaba—men, women
and children. The villagers wondered why no one who went to the lavatory ever returned and they were frightened
by the mystery. When Nei Bata heard about this, she guessed that her mother had arrived and went down to the
beach to find her.
“Why have you come here, Nei Maneaba?” she said angrily. “Do you want to eat up all the village folk?”
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“You’re a wicked girl,” answered Nei Maneaba. “You left me without any thought for my feelings. I’ve
followed you because I love you but you do not return my love. Don’t try to stop me and don’t despise me
because I like to eat human flesh.”
“That’s no good,” said Nei Bata. “You must go away at once. No one in the village knows about you yet but, if
you do not go and they find you out, they will kill both of us.”
Nei Maneaba went away and so ended the killings in the village; and Bukewe made friends again with the
brothers who had betrayed him.
13
Nei Ue had no husband but she had a child which was an eel. She looked after the eel-child and when it was
grown up it had a white skin.
Nei Ue used to spend a lot of her time weaving and the eel-child would lie under the strips of pandanus leaf
looking for water to bathe in because he was hot.
“Nei Ue,” he said to his mother, “I’d like to bathe. Where is there some water?”
“Eel-child,” answered Nei Ue, “can’t you see how busy I am making a mat? You can go and bathe in the sea
and come back here when you’ve finished.”
“No, I’m afraid I’d be eaten by a shark.”
“Go and bathe in a pond then,” said his mother; but he replied,
“No, I’m afraid Nei Bokabokanei would eat me.”
“Well then, go and bathe in a rock pool.”
The eel-child wriggled off, reached the ocean beach and slid down into a rock pool. When it was nearly
nightfall, he wriggled back to the lagoon side, came to his mother and returned to his lair under the strips of
pandanus leaf.
Another day dawned and the eel-child again wanted to bathe. His mother made the same suggestions to him as
before and he again refused to go into the sea or a pond. He returned to the rock pool where he had been before.
After a little while, two women came there to fish—Nei Ririantamaia and Nei Ewewentamaia; and they saw an
eel in the pool.
“We shan’t need to tire ourselves out fishing today,” said the one who saw the eel first.
“Oh and why not?” asked her companion.
“Because there’s a nice fat eel in here which will provide us with enough food.”
They clubbed the eel-child, who cried out to his mother:
“Nei Ue! Nei Ue! You told me to bathe in the sea but I was afraid of being eaten by a shark. You told me to
bathe in a pond but I was afraid of being eaten by Nei Bokabokanei. You told me to bathe in a rock pool but two
women called Nei Ririantamaia and Nei Ewewentamaia have found me and they are killing me.”
The eel-child called out twice in this manner before he died but the two women did not understand the cry. His
mother heard only the second call and went to find her child just as he cried out “they are killing me.” Nei
Ririantamaia and Nei Ewewentamaia had not yet left for they had lit a fire beside the rock pool and were busy
eating the eel. Nei Ue arived and saw them sitting and eating.
“What are you eating?” she asked.
“An eel, a big one, come and join us,:” replied the two women who did not know it was her child.
Nei Ue grew angry and was so unhappy that she could not speak. She rushed up and killed the women with her
butu.\fn{Toiroba notes that a butu is a woman’s weapon, made with a tooth of a fierce fish, such as a shark, into a small weapon by and
for women. It is short, about six inches long, and usually carried under a riri. Elsewhere it is described as a cutting or scratching weapon
from four to six inches long, with from one to four shark’s teeth fastened to it, and a string of coir sinnet arranged as a loop to put one or
more fingers through; and used by women to cut and disfigure one another. } She took away her child’s bones; prepared coconut

milk in a shell, put the bones in it, covered it up and left it. In a short time, the eel-child came back to life and
went on living just as he had done before. He lay under his mother’s strips of pandanus leaf and he continued to
bathe—for those women who had killed him were themselves dead.
14
This is the story of the butterfly which visited all lands carrying gifts so that they might be productive; and
which then returned to the place from which it had begun its journey.
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It flew out of the east from the rising sun into the west. When it reached the western lands, it called out , “Nei
Maeao, Nei Maeao O!” and Nei Maeao heard the call and looked up. She saw the butterfly flying over the land
and it was lovely to look at.
“Call out again, call out again, O Butterfly!” she cried; and the butterfly, flying closer to the village called
again, “Nei Maeao, Nei Maeao O!” and everyone cried “O-O-O” in reply.
The butterfly fluttered lower:
“I will stay, I will stay here,” it said gently.
“No! Do not stay in our lands, Butterfly,” replied Nei Maeao, “we do not like your voice which has the sound
of famine in it. Please fly away.”
They did not want the butterfly to stay in case it should eat all the food they had planted. They therefore sent it
away from their lands and it flew off to the south. It drew near a village and called out:
“Nei Maiaki, Nei Maiaki O!” and the villagers replied, “O-O-O.”
“I will stay, I will stay here,” whispered the butterfly.
They looked up and saw a tired butterfly and they too sent it away.
“Do not stop here in our lands, Butterfly!” they cried. “We do not like your voice which has the sound of
famine in it. Please fly away.”
The butterfly then flew north and, approaching a village, called out as before. It did not stay there either
because the people of the north also sent it away. Before it left it said:
“Nei Meang, this is the last stop on my travels for I have come from the west and south. I know now you are a
silly people. You have not noticed how big my stomach is. It is full of all kinds of good things yet you will not let
me stay with you. I shall return to the east with all my gifts and it is on the east that your future livelihood will
depend. Nei Mainiku will rule your lives.”
The butterfly turned round and carried its gifts away to the east—to the east of all lands. When it arrived there,
these are the gifts it emptied from its stomach: ripe coconuts, pandanus fruit, boiled toddy, boboi and fish.\fn{Ten
Tiroba notes: “There is a Gilbertese saying that, when people are short of food, they can lighten their hearts with these words: ‘Do not be
sad for Mainiku (the East) is coming, or Mainiku will triumph.’ The word Mainiku is celebrated for it brings abundance with it. The coconut
tree bears well, the pandanus carries plenty of flowers to set fruit, babai grows strongly, toddy flows abundantly and fish frequently shoal.
Together, all these things are called Te Mari (season of plenty). Truly Mainiku has come. The old folk used to say that when Mainiku did
not come the whole land would suffer famine. Mainiku held sway just as the butterfly had told Nei Meang when it had finished its journey
it would leave its gifts in Mainiku and not in the other three points of the compass it had visited.” }

15
It is not known who Teng Keneia’s parents were nor where he lived. One day, the people of his village were
about to leave for a far-off village on another island to take part in a dance. Canoes were launched and everyone
was on board but Teng Keneia decided to stay behind. He was afraid he might die if he were to leave his toddy so,
although he was urged to go, he refused.
“Don’t stay behind,” his family begged him, “you’ll have no company. You’ll be lonely and we don’t know
when well be back from the dance.”
“There’s no need to worry about me,” he replied. “I shan’t be lonely. I’ll find a spot where I can lie down and
sleep.” So they left him.
As evening was approaching, Teng Keneia hurried to cut his toddy so that he would have time to find a quiet
place where he could sleep in peace. He wanted to get it ready before night fell. He built a hut on the lagoon shore
and took with him a fishing net which had been left behind in a shed. Before it was dark, he wrapped himself up
in the net to hide and it was not long before a host of anti (spirits) arrived and assembled beside his hut. They
knew quite well that Teng Keneia was there but they were in no hurry to catch hold of him for they wanted to
have some fun first.
“It’s a strange thing,” they said, “not a single person has remained behind. How shall we find someone to
amuse us?”
When Teng Keneia heard this he trembled in fear and, thinking he had not been discovered, said to himself,
“I’d have been caught by them if I hadn’t hidden under this net. There’s a lot of anti out there to be sure!” He
hardly dared breathe under the net while the anti continued to talk:
“Look, there seems to be no one here, let’s go.”
Teng Keneia laughed under the net when he heard this, feeling sure he had not been discovered. The anti of
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course were tricking him and making fun of him: they had no intention of going away.
“Don’t let’s go!” cried some of them, “there’s a net here, let’s pick it up; it seems to be a good one.”
Teng Keneia, hearing they were about to take his hiding place away, shook with fear. They picked up the net
and, pretending not to have seen him, left him lying there. Then, while they inspected the net, they walked all over
him—all over his head and stomach. Teng Keneia was far too frightened to make a sound and did not care about
the pain he was suffering.
“Why was I so miserable when I was with my friends and family?” he said to himself. “They wanted me to go
with them but I thought they were trying to make a fool of me and I refused to go. Now, if these spirits discover
me, how much more miserable shall I be!”
The anti then sat on Teng Keneia just as if he were a pole left behind after the net had been removed. A lot of
them sat on him—from his head to his feet; but he did not move even though he was in severe pain. The anti
tormented him; they pulled his ears and cried out:
“Let’s throw away these things stuck on the pole so that the net will not get torn.” They pulled his ears again
and poked his nostrils with their fingers saying,
“This is a rotten pole, there are holes in it; we ought to throw it away.”
So they picked up Teng Keneia roughly and threw him down again but he did not cry out because he thought
the anti had not realized he was a man. He was afraid of being killed therefore he was determined not to show
pain. Of course, the spirits knew him but they wanted to have more fun and they continued tormenting him until
daylight came.
“Why,” they then cried, “it’s a man and we thought it was a pole last night; that’s why we sat on it! There are
his ears which we pulled thinking they were useless things and there are his nostrils which we poked because we
thought the pole was rotten and which is why we threw it away. Why didn’t he speak and make himself known to
us? Never mind, we know him now and we’ll come back this evening to have some more fun with our good
friend. We shan’t be late; we’ll be back as soon as it’s nearly dark.”
Teng Keneia was too scared to answer them and he was tired out too for he had not slept. As they left him he
thought:
“How miserable I am! Where can I hide myself! I wish I were a bird and could fly to join the other folk
wherever they are. Why did I stay behind? I was a fool! I can’t go now as I would need a canoe to cross the ocean
—even if I knew where they were.”
During that afternoon, Teng Keneia was worried about the coming evening. He cut no toddy but spent his time
thinking where he could hide. He climbed a pandanus tree which had large, spreading branches, and tried to lie
down there. He found it too prickly and, when he moved, he was in danger of falling off. He got down and
climbed into the roof of a maneaba; he took a coconut leaf mat with him to cover himself. The place he chose to
hide in was the upper part of the gable near the ridge-pole.\fn{ A note says that at this point the editor has omitted a brief,
general description of a maneaba (meeting-house)} When evening came, the anti returned for they already knew that Teng
Keneia was hiding in the gable of the maneaba. They gathered beside it and shouted:
“Where is our friend, Teng Keneia? Let us call him! He may have gone swimming or perhaps he is sleeping
somewhere “.
They called out but, being sure he was well-hidden in the roof, he made no reply.
“It seems he must have gone away from here,” they cried, “but, if he hasn’t gone and we find him, we’ll make
him pay the penalty. We’ll beat him until he’s nearly dead—and pull off his arms. We’ll torment him until dawn.
Come on, let’s find him and have sport with him!”
Teng Keneia shook like a leaf when he heard this and then one of the spirits suggested that they should play in
the gable. They pulled off the mat which hid him and one of them cried out aloud,
“Who’s there? Why, it’s Teng Keneia!”
They picked him up and threw him down to the ground:
“Hide yourself in the gable of the maneaba would you! We’re tired of searching for you and now we’ve found
you we’ll beat and tickle you till daylight.”
“I’m nearly dead, please leave me alone,” begged Teng Keneia.
“We won’t leave you alone until your family and friends return. It’s your fault you stayed behind.” They beat
him until daylight broke and then left him saying,
“We’ll be back again this evening to have more sport, so don’t hide yourself.”
When the spirits of the night had gone, he lay down tired out. That afternoon Teng Keneia was miserable
again. He dug a hole in the ground and got into it. Night fell and the anti returned; they called out to him and
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hunted for him but he did not reply. He thought he was well hidden in the hole.
“Teng Keneia’s disappeared again,:” said some of the anti.
“Have you looked for him?” others asked.
“Yes, but we can’t find him.”
Then they decided to play a trick.
“We’ll pretend to leave and we’ll call out from the sea. We’ll alter our voices to mimic those of his family and
friends who are traveling. Come on, let’s go.”
Teng Keneia was happy when he was left safely hidden in the hole. After a while, the spirits called out as if
they were the travelers coming home:
“Keneia, Keneia, come and help us with the canoes.” Teng Keneia heard them from his hiding place.
“Where’s that fellow, Keneia? Perhaps he’s dead. How sad! The anti might have devoured him. Oh well, let’s
get our things ashore.”
They called out in voices which sounded like those of Teng Keneia’s family—voices of the men, women and
even the children. He recognized each of the voices, some of which broke into tears as if he were dead. He was
full of joy and he quickly climbed out of his hole.
“Here I am,” he cried, “I’m alive. Why didn’t you come back earlier? The anti almost killed me after you left.”
The spirits saw him and called out in astonishment:
“Teng Keneia’s alive and well. Come closer and let us hear your story. Tell it from the moment you were left
alone.”
“When you went away,” replied Keneia, “the anti arrived before the sun had set. I had hidden myself under a
fishing net long before and they did not see me. They lifted the net off me and, thinking I was a pole, they sat on
me. They pulled my ears, poked their fingers into my nostrils and declared I was a rotten piece of wood. Then
they picked me up and threw me away and it was not until daylight that they knew who I was. They came back
again the next night and found me in the gable of the maneaba, and they returned again just before you arrived. I
was too clever to let them catch me this time for I had dug a hole in the ground and waited for you in it. At first, I
thought it wasn’t you calling me and I wanted to be sure so I waited until I recognized your voices.”
“Perhaps you are alive because you were so clever,” they said.
“Yes,” he replied, “I certainly was clever and that probably discouraged those anti.”
They lit a fire to warm themselves because it was cold after sunset and, when it was burning brightly, they
became spirits again. Teng Keneia looked closely at them, surprised that they were not his companions whom he
saw.
“Where are your family and friends, Keneia?” asked the spirits, “Don’t you recognize anyone?”
He looked again closely but could see no human beings, only anti. He grew very frightened as he remembered
he had boasted how clever he had been to hide from them.
“Oh yes, you were indeed clever,” said the anti. “We’ve seen how clever because we were not able to find you.
Now, you’ll see how clever we are.”
They picked him up and threw him to the ground; they pinched him and beat him until morning when they left
him saying they would return in the evening. When they came back, they lifted Teng Keneia high into the clouds
and dropped him into the sea off the bow of his family’s canoe, where he died. His family saw him fall and
recognized him. They took his body aboard and laid it out on their canoe; and they wondered how he had come to
fall from the skies and why he was so far from home.
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Nei Atutababa was a demigod, a cannibal who lived all alone far from other folk. One day, she was walking
through the bush looking for food—for coconuts and pandanus fruit as well as any stray human being she could
find. It happened that there were three young girls there also perched in the top of an uri tree picking flowers for
garlands. Nei Atutababa saw them, seized them and took them home with her. Then she built a wall of strong
coconut laths around her house to imprison them. The girls’ parents grew tired looking for them and guessed that
they had been captured by Nei Atutababa.
It was not long before Nei Atutababa decided to eat one of the girls so she went off to her wood store to collect
some big pieces of firewood. Meanwhile, the girls who were left behind in their prison were discussing their bad
luck.
“There’s no sense in our lying down waiting. Let’s get up and see if we can knock down the side of this
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house.”
They got up and tried with all their strength but they could not knock it down because it was too strong and the
stones supporting it were too heavy. They rested a while and then decided to try again, “but this time we’ll sing
this song:”
We’ll knock it down, knock it down
The door of Nei Atutababa’s house.
O, let if fall down, down, down, down!

But when they had finished singing, the door still stood firm so they tried again each singing in turn this time.
The eldest girl sang first but the door did not fall down so they asked the next oldest to sing. She stood up and
sand the same song but still the door did not fall. Then, they made the youngest girl stand up to sing.
“How should I be more successful than you?” she asked.
“You are stronger than I and you have better singing voices. However, I want to see the door knocked down so
I’d better try.”
She stood up and sang and the door fell down. They were glad to be free and quickly ran off.
At that moment, Nei Atutababa came back and saw them running away. She put down her firewood and chased
after them. They saw her coming so they climbed up into a big, strong bingibing tree which grew beside a large
pond and squatted in the branches which hung over the water. Nei Atutababa came near and, not realizing they
had climbed into the tree, thought the girls were hidden in the pond. She reached for them and, seeing their
reflections in the water, cried out:
“O, there you are in the pond! You want to look out for yourselves because I’ll kill you when I catch you.”
Then she jumped into the pond after the reflections which she really thought were the girls themselves. On
high in the tree, the girls laughed out aloud but Nei Atutababa was very angry because she had hit her head on a
stone when she jumped into the pond and it hurt. She looked up when she heard the laughter overhead and saw
the girls in the branches of the bingibing tree.
“So, you’d try to kill me would you, you up there in the tree?” she cried.
She tried to climb up but did not know how to, so she cut into the trunk of the tree with her clam-shell ax.
There is a saying that a song makes work easier so she sang as she cut:
I will cut it, I will cut it,
Cut the trunk of this bingibing tree,
So it will fall, fall, fall, fall!

Frightened to death, the girls cried out in alarm because the tree was about to fall. They looked around for a
way of escape but could find none. They climbed higher until they saw a flock of birds led by Na Eitei.
“O frigate-bird,” they cried, “Let us ride on your long tail-feathers.”
“No,” replied the frigate-bird, “wait for No Koroboro.”
“O shearwater,” they called, “let us ride on your tail feathers.”
But the shearwater told them to wait for the birds that were following; and those birds said the same thing
because none of them wanted to carry the girls. Then Na Kai the reef heron, perched on a branch of the bingibing
tree and they begged him to carry them away. The heron agreed and took them but Nei Atutababa saw them and
ran beneath. them crying,
“Shake your tail, Na Kai!”
Although the heron told the girls to hold hands, one of them nearly fell off when he shook his tail. Nei
Atutababa kept on running and calling out “Shake your tail, Na Kai” and eventually, the girl nearest the tail lost
her grip and fell. The other two girls tightened their grips on the heron’s neck and did not fall. They looked down
and saw that Nei Atutababa had caught their sister and they were very, very said indeed.\fn{ Ten Tiroba notes here that
the site of Nei Atutababa’s house was still known to the villagers of Buariaiki in his day, as were the pond and the bingibing tree. The
platform of the house, old and broken, could still be seen and, although the pond had been filled in my government order because it was too
close to the road, a depression in the ground marked its location }

17
This story tells of Taroka who, after his wife’s death, lived with his three sons. Two of the sons were married
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but the third was still a small boy who was dependent on his father. There was a famine throughout the land and
food was scarce. The two older sons were mean with their father and he and the small boy were often very
hungry; some days they would be given a little food to eat but on other days they would get nothing at all. Taroka
used to go without food himself for the sake of his small son and he grew weaker. At last, he could not stand up
and he told the boy to bury him under their house when he died.
When the two older sons heard that Taroka was dead, they were glad because collecting food for him had kept
them very busy.
“Where’s father?” they asked their young brother.
“He’s dead but he was too heavy for me to move far so I buried him under the house,” replied the boy. “He’ll
rest in peace there.”
They left him sitting beside their father’s dead body and, after a while, Taroka’s spirit stirred and got ready to
speak to his young son.
Now the boy was too small to know how to fish or cut toddy and, when he was very hungry, he cried out to his
father:
“Taroka, I’m so hungry. What can I eat?”
“Don’t cry,” his father replied. “First of all, take a drink of water.”
“It’s not nice enough to drink,” complained the boy.
“Drink it up, I tell you,” Taroka commanded, “then go and join your brothers fishing. They are launching their
canoe to go out to sea.”
“They’re likely to say no to me because I’m no fisherman. Besides, I have neither line nor hook.”
“Take a fish basket and a strong rope with you,” said his father. “It doesn’t matter about a hook. You’ll get
nothing to eat from your brothers but you’ll catch enough yourself.” The boy ran off and joined his brothers.
“Please take me with you,” he begged.
“Where’s your line?” they asked, laughing at him. He showed them the rope with no hook on it and they
laughed even more heartily.
“Where’s the hook for your line?” they wanted to know as they went off.
“I haven’t one, but don’t you have an old hook I could use?”
They made fun of him by giving him an old, broken hook which he baited. He cast his line and waited
patiently while his brothers caught several small fish.
“What have you caught? A big shark?” they jeered. He tested his line and it was heavy.
“How’s your line?” they demanded.
“Heavy.”
“Be careful. You’ve probably caught a giant of a fish,” they teased, thinking his line had become entangled
with a rock.
He hauled in the line and, as it drew close, the older brothers bent over to see what he had caught. To their
great surprise it wasn’t a rock but a fresh babai. When they saw how big it was, they were jealous and exclaimed,
“How lucky the child is to have caught a babai! It must have floated away from some place or other and
become entangled in his line. When we get ashore, we’ll give him one of our fish and cut up his babai for a
meal.”
They continued fishing and the older brothers caught more fish. Then the boy cast his line into the sea and
when it felt heavy he hauled it in. There were ten ibu of kamaimai on it.
“What have you caught this time?” they asked.
“Ten ibu.”
“What, full of salt water.”
“No, full of kamaimai,” he replied, tasting one.
They were astonished by, and envious of, the child’s catch of the good fruits of the land. They cast their lines
again but caught nothing. Then the boy cast his line and it was heavy when he pulled on it.
“The child’s line is heavy again,” they said, and up there came twenty ripe coconuts which were not yet soaked
with salt water.
“How do you do it?” they asked.
“I don’t know. You gave me this fish-hook.” They returned from fishing and carried the boy’s catch ashore.
“What do you want to do with this food?” they enquired.
'”Divide it up into three shares of babai, three of kamaimai and the same for the coconuts.”
They made the division but they did not share out the fish in the same way. They gave the boy one small one
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only. The boy took his food to where his father’s body lay.
“Taroka!”
“Yes, I’m here. So you’ve come back.”
“I have, but I didn’t catch any fish. I caught babai, kamaimai and ripe coconuts. My brothers gave me one
small fish but I shared my catch with them because they caught nothing like it.”
“Now you have enough food,” said his father, “you must prepare it for eating.”
“But I don’t even know how to light a fire,” answered the boy. So his father taught him how to light a fire and
put it out; and how to do all kinds of things so that he became a good cook.
*
Next time they went out fishing the older brothers again caught fish but, when the boy cast his line, it stuck
fast. They very much wanted to know what was on the line and they thought about what they should do.
“I’ll try diving,” said the boy at last. “Wait here for me.”
The brothers waited for him wondering whether he would be able to dive deeply enough or not. Down, deeper
and deeper, went the boy after his line and, to his great surprise he landed beside a house in Mone where there
was no water. He saw a man sitting in the house making fish-hooks.
“Excuse me but is this a village?” he asked.
“It certainly is. It is where you are always fishing. Look, there’s your line tied to the gable of the house and
there’s the hook to which we tied the babai, kamaimai and coconuts.”
“What are you doing?” the boy wanted to know.
“Making a fish-hook.”
“Could I have one of your hooks, please? Mine is a poor one for my brothers were teasing when they gave it to
me. It’s of no use for catching fish.”
“You’ll have to go to the fish-hook maker,” replied the man. “When you see him, he’ll offer you really good
fish-hooks but don’t take any of them. Insist on seeing the damaged hook he is hiding.”
Off went the boy and he found the craftsman busily working away on his hooks. He went up to him and stood
nearby.
“Where have you come from?” asked the man.
“From up there. We were fishing, I came down here because my line got entangled. I dived after it and was
astonished to land beside that house over there. I saw my line tied to the gable of the house and came to you to
beg for one of your fish-hooks for mine is an old piece of coconut-shell given to me by my brothers as a joke.”
“Have a look and see which hook you’d like. There’s plenty of good ones there.”
“They’re all splendid hooks but keep them until I’ve seen all you have,” said the boy. “Don’t hide any from
me.”
The craftsman showed all his fish-hooks except the damaged hook which he had hidden on his person.
“Are there any other hooks which you haven’t shown me?” enquired the boy.
“No, I’ve none except those lying there.”
“I hoped you’d have pity on me,” the boy said sadly. “I am badly treated by my brothers and my father is
dead.”
“Who was your father?”
“Taroka.”
When the fish-hook maker heard this, he was ashamed he had hidden the damaged hook because it was Taroka
who had told the boy about him and had tied the line to the gable of the house. The boy, of course, did not realize
it was Taroka who had sent him to the fish-hook maker because, when they were living together on the earth up
above, he did not know his father’s spirit dwelt in this village down below. So the craftsman took out the hidden
hook and showed it to him saying.
“This is the only hook I have which is not perfect. You can have it if you wish.”
“All right,” replied the boy, “I’ll take it even though it’s damaged. I’m to be pitied the way my brothers treat
me.”
“Yes, take the hook. It is called ‘Ten Tuanga’ and the owner of it must take the name ‘Taninganikauongo.’
Forget your present name if you have one so that Ten Tuanga will know who you are and will carry out your
wishes. I will not be known as Taninganikauongo from now on because Ten Tuanga has left me.”
The boy left the fish-hook maker and returned to see the man near whose house he had fallen.
“You’ve come back from the fish-hook maker?” asked the man.
“Yes, I’ve returned. Will you please tell me who you are?”
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“I am Taroka. It was I who gave you your catch of babai, kamaimai and coconuts and who tied your line to the
house so that you’d come after it. I wanted you to get the celebrated fish hook, Ten Tuanga, which can catch all
kind of good things. Also, you’ve now been given a name which Ten Tuanga will recognize. You must take good
care of the hook: it will be like a father and a mother to you and will never be hard up again. Now, go back to your
brothers and tell your hook to catch whatever kind of fish you want. Also, tell your brothers that, from now on,
your name is Taninganikauongo.”
He had been so long away that his brothers were tired of waiting for him. They thought he was dead and were
about to go home when he surfaced alongside the canoe. Feeling a little angry, they waited to hear what he had to
say.
“My line was caught on a rock,” he said breathlessly, “and I struggled until now to release it.”
All three of them went off fishing and the boy told his brothers that he had changed his name. When they
asked him what his new name was, he told them it was Taninganikauongo and they called him by it. They all cast
their lines and the older brothers noticed that Taninganikauongo’s line still had the broken coconut shell tied to it.
But they did not know that the boy had already told Ten Tuanga to catch a certain fish he liked: Ten Tuanga
promptly caught it. This happened time and time again and the boy’s brothers were amazed.
“Show us your hook,” they demanded; and, when they looked at it, they saw it was the shell they had given
him as a joke.
“How did he catch anything at all?” they wondered; “the hook has no barb to catch a fish with. Perhaps the fish
are not frightened by the coconut-shell.”
They took the shell from Taninganikauongo and tried fishing with it themselves. They caught nothing.
Taninganikauongo hid his fishhook, Ten Tuanga, so that his brothers would not know about it and he had the best
of good fortune. It was true what he had been told—that Ten Tuanga would look after him like a father and
mother. Whatever Taninganikauongo wanted, the hook caught and brought it to him.
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Our ancestors believed that the sky used to be wrapped tightly round the earth; that there was no sun, only
darkness over the land; and that the few inhabitants there were used to live in pits and not on the flat surface
which was covered by the sky.
The first people met together in council to decide how the sky could be prised loose: they were Nabawe,
Ngkoangkoa, Toronteaba and Riki. When they had finished their discussions and were about to prise loose the
sky, a small hole was knocked into it which was just big enough for Riki’s head to fit into. Riki was taller than his
companions and therefore stood in the middle where the sky would be highest. The hole had been made by
someone on top of the sky but they didn’t know who this fifth person was. The tradition is that it was Nareau.
The man on top sent a dragonfly to find the four men for he wanted to know their names and where they would
be standing when they lifted up the sky. The dragonfly went off, learnt their names and returned to report:
“Nabawe is standing to the north,” it said. “Ngkoangkoa is in the South; and Toronteaba and Riki are standing
in the middle.”
They lifted the sky a little and Riki put his head into the hole with Nei Kika, the octopus, perched on his
shoulder as food in case he should become hungry.
Higher they pushed with all their might and the man on top, sitting in the sky’s highest point, shouted out at
them:
“Straighten yourself out, Nabawe, and push the north up higher; you, Ngkoangkoa, stretch yourself as far as
you can and let the south go free; and you, Toronteaba and Riki, stand up straight and loosen the middle sky.”
In no time, Nabawe and Ngoangkoa were at full stretch and the man on top kept encouraging them. When the
sky had been lifted higher up, however, it was beyond their reach and it was the giant Riki who finally tore it free
of the earth.
“Will that do?,” he called out.
“No, raise it higher,” they kept on replying until it was lifted right up.
When the sky had been put in place, Riki’s arms remained attached to the heavens and became the Milky Way.
His body fell shattered into many pieces and became the conger eels.
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There was a time when Nei Katama and Nei Kimoa\fn{ The Cat and The Mouse} were friendly, like sisters, and
they lived happily together, sharing both their food and their home. When it was time to harvest pandanus fruit,
they made kabubu and rolled it up in a leaf-tube.
“Nei Katama, O” said Nei Kimoa.
“Yes, what is it you want?”
“Let’s not use our kabubu yet in case we should be short of food later on.”
“All right, take it and look after it, Nei Kimoa,” who then climbed up and put it on a shelf in the house.
“Now that you’ve\fn{The text has: you’re.} stored our kabubu away,” continued Nei Katama, “we’ll have to go
out after our food. We could go fishing or collect whatever we can find.”
“Yes, let’s go,” replied Nei Kimoa; and off they went together. After a little while, Nei Kimoa turned to her
friend and said,
“Nei Katama, what would you think of me if I were to return home? That silly girl is about to have a baby and
is waiting for me in pain.”
“Who do you mean?”
“My daughter.”
“Very well,” said Nei Katama. “It is right you should go. Your daughter has my sympathy. Go and attend the
birth.”
“Thank you. I’ll come after you when it’s all over,” and Nei Kimoa went off.
It was certainly true that Nei Kimoa had a daughter who was about to give birth; but she lied all the same
because she very much wanted some of the kabubu that had been stored away on the shelf in their house. She
climbed up to the shelf; ate the end of the tube of kabubu; and, when she was satisfied, hurried down again and
chased after Nei Katama. They met on the roadside.
“Was all well with your child when you arrived?” asked Nei Katama.
“Yes, all was well. The baby was born so I came away,” replied Nei Kimoa.
“Was it a boy or a girl?”
“A girl.”
“What is she called?”
“She’s been given an awful name. I’m quite ashamed to tell it to you.”
“Even if you’re ashamed, it’s still her name. Come on, tell me what it is.”
“It’s “E-a-bane-tabona.”
This of course, was a lie. Nei Kimoa had eaten the end of the kabubu and given this as the child’s name. E-abo-tabona or E-a-bane-tabona is the name used when the end of the tube of kabubu has been eaten..
The two of them again set off to look for food the next day and, on the way, Nei Kimoa gave a sudden start of
surprise. “Nei Katama,” she said, “I had nearly forgotten.”
“Forgotten what?”
“Another of my children is about to give birth. I think I ought to go back and help with the baby. I’ll follow
you when it’s all over.”
“Go quickly,” replied Nei Katama, “she’s sure to be miserable.”
Nei Kimoa went back home and again climbed up to get the kabubu. She nibbled up the middle bit, quickly ran
down again and followed Nei Katama whom she met on the way home.
“Has your child had her baby?” asked Nei Katama.
“Yes, she has given birth so I came to look for you,” replied Nei Kimoa.
“And what is its name?”
“It’s also got an awful name so I don’t think I’ll tell you.”
“That’s the way of some names, don’t be ashamed to tell me,” said Nei Katama.
“All right.” The name is E-a-bo-nukana which is the name used when half the kabubu is finished.
Next day, they went out together again. Nei Kimoa told the same kind of tale as before and said that the name
of the child was “E-a-bane” because she had finished off the kabubu. Yes, she had eaten up all of it and only the
empty leaf-tube was left. After some time the day came when Nei Katama felt like some kabubu after eating her
fish.
“Nei Kimoa,” she said, “how would it be if we were to have a little drink of our kabubu? Just this once, then
we’ll leave it alone.”
“Do you really feel like some kabubu?” questioned Nei Kimoa.
“Yes, go and get it will you? We’ll have one drink today then we’ll store it safely away again.”
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Nei Kimoa was afraid to go because she had eaten up all the kabubu so she said she did not feel well enough to
climb up to the shelf. Nei Katama then climbed up herself and Nei Kimoa, who was very frightened, hurried away
and hid. Nei Katama soon found there was no kabubu left and she quickly ran down to chase Nei Kimoa and kill
her.
In this way arose the enmity between them which still exists. Their mutual love and friendship were broken
because Nei Katama was cheated by Nei Kimoa; and, to this day, she hunts Nei Kimoa who always runs away.
20
Tekoa lived at the southern end of the island and Koronama at the northern tip. In between them, in the middle,
lived workers of several different skills: Nakabenga, Nakoro, Nabaene, Natanai, Nabutika, Nakainibwena and
Nakainiri.\fn{The artisans’ names consist of the Northern Gilbertese male prefix Na and the relevant skill, e.g., Nakanbenga = lashing
for feet to help the less skilled climb coconut trees, and Nakainiri (sticks for fire-making) }
A time came when there was plenty of food in the north and a famine in the south. So Tekoa set off to collect
food on Koronama’s land and, on the way, Nakabenga saw him and went up to him:
“Where are you going, Tekoa?”
“To the north to get some food from Koronama’s land.”
“Shall I come with you or stay here?” asked Nakabenga.
“What help would you be if you were to come with me?”
“I could be useful. I could help you climb the coconut trees by tying your feet around the trunks so that you
would not quickly tire. This pleased Tekoa and he took Nakabenga with him to help with the climbing.
Tekoa was next met by Nakoro who spoke to him in the same way as Nakabenga had done.
“What help would you be?” asked Tekoa.
“I could take the husks off the coconuts when you collect them,” replied Nakoro.
Tekoa was happy to take Nakoro with him, for husking coconuts would be very useful.
Similarly, Nabaene accompanied Tekoa for it would be handy to have a basket in which to put coconuts,
pandanus fruit and other things. Natanai also went along with Tekoa because an adz would be useful; Nabutika,
because it would help to have a tool to cut down the pandanus fruit; Nakainibwena, to provide a tool for digging
up babai and Nakainiri, to help with fire-making for cooking food.
That is why these workers accompanied Tekoa—each had his own skill.
When they reached Koronama’s land, they quickly set to work collecting food because they were robbing him.
They returned home as soon as they could, afraid he would find them out.
One day, Koronama noticed that his land had been raided and that his babai, coconuts and pandanus fruit had
been damaged and stolen.
“Who has been stealing from my land?” he asked himself. “It’s probably those people from the south of here.”
It happened again and, as he did not know about this second visit until later, he plotted to trap them next time.
So he hid himself in a heap of rubbish and waited for Tekoa and his companions to raid his land again. They did
not know Koronama was waiting for them and were surprised when he sprang out and chased them.
Some of them he caught and killed: others persuaded him how useful they were and he spared their lives
because of their skills.
21
There is an old story about a large kekenu\fn{One of the totems of the boti Teborauea, a small crawling animal found on the
seaward edge of the ocean beach, having no face or head that is separate from its body, and dug up by children as a plaything. When they
drop it, it quickly digs into the soft sand to hide, but it cannot run across hard sand } owned by Konono, which was about the size
of a cat. Nothing else but this story is known about Konono nor is there any record of a large kekenu from that day
to this. The kekenu could eat far more than any other animal but, no matter how much it ate, it never grew any
fatter or bigger than it was when Konono first got it.
One day, a large crowd gathered for a friendly meeting in the village maneaba in the middle of which a lot of
food was laid out ready for a competition. The competition which was for men only, had been organized by the
village and the object of it was to find out who could eat the most. The men were to sit around the food, the same
amount of which was to be handed out to each one of them. He who could eat up all his share was to win and take
home all the food left in the middle of the maneaba.
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All the men of the village took part in the competition for anyone of them might have the biggest appetite and
win the prize. Everyone knew about the competition and the men had not eaten from the night before the day on
which it was to be held. When the men gathered together, Konono joined them with his kekenu hidden under his
dancing mat and, when he was given his large share of food. he let some of it fall under his mat for the kekenu to
eat. Soon nothing was left of Konono’s food but the kekenu looked no different—no plumper, no thinner, not
changed in any way. The other men did their best to eat up all the food set before them but they could not do so.
Konono won a lot of food on that occasion because he was the only man who finished his share. Like the others,
he would not have been able to do so if the kekenu, his faithful companion, had not been there to eat the food for
him.
That is the story of the kekenu. There are others like it telling how they can never have too much to eat and
how they never get any fatter. The kekenu lived underground most of the time and no one other than Konono ever
saw them. They were said to exist in places where food had nearly run out.
Today, we Gilbertese talk about the kekenu in the following way. There are people who sometimes have plenty
of food and at other times very little. They are likely to be asked,
“Where is your food, has the kekenu eaten it?”
This is a humiliating question which is not limited to food: it may be asked to humiliate anyone who is not
modest and who wastes food, money or other things.
22
Ruaibong was a cannibal. Like an animal, he lived in a hole in the ground in the bush and not among other
people. He would sit patiently beside his hole waiting for someone to come along whom he could trap for eating.
He also used to keep a fierce fire burning nearby.
One day, a child was sent by his parents to ask Natu-teuana through to Natu-tebwina\fn{ I.e., child number one
through child number ten} for fire. He was told that if, after arriving at Natu-tebwina, he still had no fire he was to
return home. The child set off and came to Natu-teuana:
“Do you have any fire, Natu-teuana?”
“No, go and ask Natu-uoua.”He did so.
“Natu-uoua, do you have any fire?”
“No, go and try Natu-tenua.”
So it went on through all ten of them. None of them had any fire but Natu-tebwina said to the child:
“I haven’t any fire but go and ask Te Ruaibong. He keeps a fierce fire burning.”
Now the child knew nothing about Te Ruaibong so he went to find him instead of returning home. He soon
saw the fire which Te Ruaibong kept burning brightly beside the hole and asked if he could have some.
“Yes, of course,” replied Te Ruaibong, “come here and take it.”
When the child was close enough, Te Ruaibong seized him and cast him into the deep, dark hole.
The child’s parents grew tired of waiting for him to come back and set out to find him. They asked Natu-teuana
right through to Natu- tebwina about him and Natu-tebwina told them he had gone to see Te Ruaibong. When they
reached Te Ruaibong’s place he was not there. They saw the deep hole beside the fire and, in it, their child who
had not yet been eaten—perhaps Te Ruaibong wanted to fatten him up. Quickly, they threw a rope down into the
hole so that the child could hold on to the end and they could pull him up. The child reached the surface safely
and so escaped from Te Ruaibong.
1920
182.37 & 300.142 1. Abatekan 2. Sister Alice, The Handmaid Of Tabwiroa\fn{by Vianney Kianteata Teabo (1962-)}
Kiribati (M) 9
On an island called Abataningo, life was not so good for the islanders because the lands were overcrowded
with people, animals and man-made things.
Its resources included coconut trees, pandanus, breadfruit and babai\fn{Taro} on the land, with fish in the sea.
In the old days there was only one tribe who were king of all the island. But as time passed, with the coupling
and marriage between members of the tribe, it increased to five and yet more tribes. After fifty years, the islanders
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were too many for their land resources and each family began to have problems cultivating the land and feeding
themselves.
One of the tribes, known as Kaubai, had six nuclear families, but there were only five pieces of land for the
tribe to share among themselves. The head of the tribe, when he was very ill, called all of his six sons to share the
heritage, as was the tradition of Abataningo.
The five elder sons were given one patch of land each. When the sixth son, Kekeiaki, sat beside his father’s
bao, his dying father said this to him:
“My son, I have no other land to dedicate to you.” The father’s eyes were full of tears, and Kekeiaki tried to
hide his disappointment behind sadness for his dying father.
“My son, your elder brothers have got one piece of land each, but I can only give you an islet called Abatekan
which is not very far from here. The island has only foliage and one big lake in the middle. Nobody has ever lived
there because the soil is barren, there are no edible fruits and the water is salty. There are some secrets about
Abatekan, only nobody has ever dared to explore the island. Go there my son and take care of the baby that your
wife will bear. If it’s a boy, name him Tebotu. Leave me, son. Be humble, and good luck.”
Kekeiaki cried “Thank you” over the dying man and made his way out of the hut, feeling ashamed at his lack
of a share in the family’s heritage. What was he going to tell his pregnant wife? On reaching the house he heard a
baby crying. He ran into the house and saw his wife Baeao holding a baby in her arms. Smilingly she said,
“It’s a boy!”
“Just as I hoped,” Kekeiaki shouted happily, but suddenly something changed his happiness into disappointment. There were tears in his eyes, and he hurried away.
“What’s happened? Aren’t you happy about having a son?” asked Baeao.
“It’s not that, my love,” Kekeiaki’s voice shook. “It’s something else that I am too ashamed to tell you about.”
“Well, whatever it is, you’ve got to tell me,” his wife said. “If it’s your problem, it’s mine also, isn’t it? Please
tell me and don’t be ashamed. Remember, I wasn’t ashamed when I told you that—”
“Stop it!” Kekeiaki now remembered his father’s final advice to be humble in heart. He walked to his wife and
sat close to her, looking over the baby who was now asleep on Baeao’s lap.
“Please tell me what makes you so sad,” she insisted.
“Okay, I’ve just come back from my dying father,” he paused, “where I found out, to my embarrassment, that
all the lands my father owned were given to my elder brothers, and none was left for me, only that islet,” he
pointed to the west, “which is without water, food or shelter.”
“That is good,” replied Baeao. “At least we have somewhere to live. You are a man, I am a woman. We have
both been brought up by our families’ sweat. We could work the land, and plant germinating coconuts, breadfruit
and pandanus.”
“But what about the baby, and the journey, and life on that remote islet? We could never enjoy our life out
there,” Kekeiaki said.
But, as women often did, Baeao quickly calmed down her husband with sweet talk and encouragement. She
explained how easy things can be if a couple have the will to work, determination and love to share between
them. Kekeiaki kept silent for a few minutes and finally nodded his head in agreement. He was now willing to
live on Abatekan, and to explore its secrets.
“All right, we’ll set out in a week’s time. But first we’ve got to be able to take with us coconuts, breadfruit
plants, pandanus—”
“And also kabubu,\fn{A preserved food made from pandanus} tuae, bero\fn{Small berries, like figs} and kamaimai\fn
{Toddy molasses from coconut},” added Baeao.
They laughed happily, forgetting the baby, whose sleep was interrupted. The baby on Baeao’s lap cried with
irritation, and this reminded Kekeiaki of the old man’s wish for the baby. He took the baby in his hands, and
whispered caressingly in its ear.
“Do not be disturbed, little boy. From now on your name is Tebotu. I could think of other fancy names for you
as you are our prime treasure, but the will of your grandpa shall be done.”
“So his name is Tebotu,” said Baeao. “I think it suits him.”
“What do you think about his future on that lifeless islet?” Kekeiaki asked.
“Well,” Baeao replied, “to me, his future looks as bright as ours—as long as we work together to make
Abatekan a resourceful and productive home.”
“For that island to be productive will take three years or more,” Kekeiaki put in, “and for plants to bear fruit
and nuts, even longer.”
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But Baeao was still hopeful.
*
It was Sunday dawning. The baby cried loudly, awakening his father and mother, who had forgotten that the
week had ended.
“Kekeiaki, Kekeiaki, wake up! It’s Sunday, wake up,” the cry seemed to say.
Kekeiaki got up and went quickly out of the hut. He packed everything up and dragged it on his shoulder
towards the sea. Baeao took the baby in her arms and made her way out of the hut, following her husband. They
both moved without making any noise. They did not want neighbors to know about their departure.
The canoe was ready, so they loaded everything and got ready to set out. On board the canoe were germinating
fruits, bananas, breadfruit and pandanus, together with traditional long-lasting foods—bero, kabubu, tuae and
kamaimai.
Kekeiaki and Baeao speculated that their food supply was just about enough for one year if they limited their
eating. About the future, when their food would run out, they did not think. They left everything about the future
to Time, God and Nature itself. The sail was set and the canoe made its way through silent seas toward Abatekan,
which stood in the distance.
Kekeiaki and Baeao, with their one-week-old baby, did not talk too much on the way. They both wondered if
their happy memories of their old home on the main island would soon fade away. But they faced the future with
patience, hope and determination. The baby, with his hands and feet curled up because of the cold of the trade
winds and the dawn, clung to his mother’s warm body.
Back on the mainland, people rose early as usual and went out collecting coconuts, but because it was the
Sabbath day, they did only easy morning tasks. Part of the tradition of Abataningo was that there was a feast held
in the maneaba after mass and prayers. Kekeiaki and Baeao attended mass and the feast regularly. Their absence
that morning would surely give away their secret.
*
The couple reached Abatekan in the semi-darkness of early morning. Kekeiaki helped his wife carry Tebotu to
the shore, then off-loaded everything onto the sandbank. When the canoe was cleared of their supplies, they
dragged it ashore. The day was fine and the sun was now rising in the east. Kekeiaki explored the island.
Abatekan had salt bush, less than ten fruitless coconut trees, wedelia biflora trees covered with birds’ nests,
and a lake right in the middle. Kekeiaki studied the lake for some time.
“Is the lake fresh water or salty?” he thought.
Finally, he decided to taste it. To his astonishment the water was not salty. He walked round the lake, tasting
every part of it. There was something special about the lake. It seemed to have been divided into parts—the first
division tasted partly salty, the second tasted like pure drinkable water and the third tasted salty.
“So this is the mysterious thing about the island,” Kekeiaki said to himself, and then he thought,
“We can have water from the lake and we can have salt.” He was still looking down on the lake when he saw
bubbles coming up from the water.
“There could be some living creatures down there,” he told himself.
Without thinking, he dived into the lake. Down, down, down he went, into a seemingly bottomless hole. He
kept going down, but he saw no sign of anything, except the bubbling that came up from the bottom. He thought
he heard his father talking to him:
“If you want to find something, don’t give up.”
So he kept on. At last, he touched something solid and muddy. He picked the thing up, but because the water
was muddy, he could not make out what it was. He knew that, whatever it was, it was down there in abundance.
Kekeiaki made his way to the surface of the lake and took a deep breath. He opened his eyes and found that he
was holding babai in his arms.
“Oh what a mystery!” he shouted, and threw the babai corn to the bank.
“Now we can have fresh food from the lake.”
He was still contemplating the wonders of the lake when he saw something moving underwater. He waded
through the water to the whirling objects. He went close and, to his amazement, found a huge school of milkfish.
The fish were so close to him that he could touch them. Kekeiaki could not begin to express his pleasure at what
he had found in the lake. He called his discoveries “miracles.” He ran back to where he had left his wife and son.
Tebotu’s cry directed him, but on reaching the baby, he discovered that Baeao was not there.
“Now where’s your mummy, boy?” he asked Tebotu. “Baeao, Baeao-o,” he called out at the top of his voice.
“I’m here, Kekeiaki. Come over here,” was the faint answer from the other side of the islet. Kekeiaki picked
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up the boy and made his way to where the voice came from.
“Well,” he started when he saw Baeao sitting with her face down to the sea, “what are you doing there, dear,
leaving the baby alone to cry?”
“Come and see,” she beckoned, “there are fishes, red fishes in great number in this hole.”
“So you’ve also made a discovery?” he replied, and went to examine the hole. There was something suspicious
about the fishes and the hole itself. The hole seemed like a tunnel that led under the islet.
“Now I understand,” Kekeiaki nodded, “this hole is a tunnel that ends up in the lake in the middle of the islet.
Let’s go back now and build our shelter.” On the way Baeao still talked about the hole.
“Does it mean that seawater makes the lake salty, darling?”
“Yes, but not all parts of the lake,” he replied. “The lake itself is a secret that my father told me about.”
They kept silent until they reached a spot that Kekeiaki thought was a suitable place to make a home. Kekeiaki
chopped wood and collected coconut leaves and built a small hut just big enough for the three of them. Baeao,
after feeding the baby, laid the mats under the hut, comforted the baby to sleep and left him lying there.
*
It was about midday on Sunday, and Baeao decided to cook some food for their dinner and supper. She
produced bero biscuits from one of their bags and cooked them in a pot. Then she took out three salt fish from a
sack and fried them in a pan.
Kekeiaki built another hut for storing their supplies, and later dug holes in rows for planting their germinated
nuts, pandanus and breadfruit. It was hard work, but he did not want his plants to die, and he had to do everything
in one day, even though it was the Sabbath.
It had been said on the main island that Abatekan was a lifeless islet, with barren soil and bushes and a salty
lake in the middle. Kekeiaki laughed at this now, as he came to realize that Abatekan was in fact a paradise.
“We have fish both in the sea and on land, we have babai, and most important of all, water, and after three
years these plants will bear fruit and nuts. We have everything we need,” he shouted inwardly.
He laughed when he remembered how sad he had been when the old man had given him Abatekan. For hours
he thought about their bright future on Abatekan and about their fortunate discoveries. But his thoughts vanished
when he smelt the odor coming from Baeao’s frying pan. He realized that he had not eaten since that morning. He
turned back and followed the smell.
“What do we eat tonight, dear?” he asked.
“Oh, you’re back,” Baeao answered in her soft voice. “There is bero, and fried fish and boiled toddy. It is
nearly cooked.”
“Tomorrow, we’ll have some fresh food,” he boasted.
“What do you mean?” Baeao was suspicious about this. “Where are we going to get fresh food from?”
“From the lake, of course.” He told her everything that he found when he explored the lake.
“Oh, how unbelievable,” Baeao exclaimed in wonder and pleasure.
“What is unbelievable,” Kekeiaki laughed and pointed to the cooking pan, “that?”
Baeao looked down and saw that the fish was overcooked. She looked up at her husband and they both
laughed, pointing the blame at each other. Tebotu, who had been sleeping, heard the noise and woke up crying.
They both stopped laughing and Baeao took the baby in her arms whilst Kekeiaki lit the oil lamp, as it was getting
dark. In spite of the fish being overcooked, they both ate their supper eagerly.
After supper they went with Tebotu to bathe in the lake and then slept their first night on Abatekan. The night
was glorious, with the sounds of the trade winds, the waves, and the songs of the birds slurring the tired persons
soundly to sleep on the isolated, lonely but resourceful land.
*
In the morning, Kekeiaki woke up before the others and went out to chop down te buka trees to build a
maneaba-type of house for Tebotu. The birds were alarmed when their habitat was disturbed, and they soon filled
the air with their cursing cries. Kekeiaki regretted what he was doing, but on the other hand, he needed those big
trunks for the pillars of the maneaba, and branches for the frames.
“The birds won’t mind what I’m doing since they have other trees to build their nests in,” he argued to himself.
When the te buka trees fell, he cut off the branches and took all that he needed for the building.
Back in the hut, the sound of crashing made by the felled trees was enough to wake Baeao. She opened her
eyes, wondering about the thrashing sound that she had heard just a while ago. Then she heard the chopping, and
guessed what it was. She felt ashamed of her laziness—it was not the right kind of behavior for a woman. She
knew that on the mainland the first to wake were the women, who prepared breakfast before their husbands set
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out for their morning tasks.\fn{The largest island of the Orkneys is also called “Mainland” by the people living there:H }
Anyway, she argued, this was not her fault. Kekeiaki had awakened before the coldness of the night had left
the land. There were still some stars visible in the sky.
Baeao crawled out of the hut, leaving Tebotu sleeping, and cooked food and boiled water. Kekeiaki, from the
other side of the islet, noticed the fire and laughed proudly. When he finished chopping the wood, he piled up the
sticks according to size and started clearing the site for building. He planned to build a bigger maneaba than on
the mainland even though he knew that the bigger the building, the more the work that needed to be done. He had
nearly finished clearing the bushes off the site when he heard his wife calling.
There was something in the call that made Kekeiaki forget his axe and run quickly to Baeao. She was standing
and pointing to something near the lake.
“What is it?” he shouted.
“That thing there,” she began, “it looks like … er … I can’t believe it.” Kekeiaki now knew what Baeao was
trying to show him.
“But I believe it,” he shouted back, “it’s babai, isn’t it? Babai in great numbers underwater.” He pointed down
to the lake.
“And you’re sure about that?” she asked.
“Of course I am. I discovered it myself yesterday. That’s why I told you last night that we would be eating
something fresh today.”
“Yes, but—” She was still a bit overwhelmed, but Kekeiaki interrupted,
“Let’s have breakfast now.”
He laughed and led the way back to the house. Baeao picked up the babai and followed, still in wonder at the
discovery. On reaching the hut, she woke the baby up, while Kekeiaki fetched water for the baby’s morning bath.
During breakfast, Baeao asked her husband to tell her about the lake, so Kekeiaki told her again everything he
discovered the day before. He told her about babai, the salty and freshwater parts of the lake, including mention
of the milkfish.
“So we have everything we need here. But why did you have to cut down those big trees?” she asked. He
explained,
“I shall not rest until we are well settled. I’m going to build a maneaba for Tebotu. But,” he added, “only if
you give me a hand, then the building may be completed within a month.”
Baeao, on hearing her husband talking about the maneaba, nearly choked. She knew the job was a tough one
and that it needed up to twenty couples to build a maneaba in one month. But knowing their situation, she nodded
in agreement.
“Both hands on the job—everything is easy,” she said.
After breakfast, Kekeiaki left Baeao and the baby to finish off his work in the bush. The sun was now shining
on the land. He worked with determination and so did Baeao, who went to help her husband after finishing her
cooking. After a few hours, the clearing of the site for the building was finished and they were now ready to start
work on the maneaba’s foundation.
Kekeiaki took a roll of string and marked out the shape of a rectangle on the ground. The maneaba measured
thirty feet in length, and fifteen feet in width. Kekeiaki then dug four holes at each corner and fitted posts into
them. He and Baeao both did the work as thoughtfully as possible. Kekeiaki knew how to build any kind of
living-house—a dining-house or a store-house, but not a big public house like a maneaba. He had no one to seek
advice from, so he had to experiment in building the maneaba. He saw it in his mind’s eye, while he and his wife
worked tirelessly under the hot sun, with Tebotu crying among the grass.
He felt pessimistic about their future. On the other hand, he saw pictures of his wife cooking all types of foods
and serving them to a crowd of people in the maneaba. He saw Tebotu sitting beside a beautiful girl in the crowd.
These thoughts gave him a strong urge to finish the building. Baeao, in spite of her double burden with the baby
and the housework, also concentrated most of her leisure moments making strings for the maneaba.
*
And day by day, the maneaba gradually took shape. Within a month, the building was completed. The only
minor work to be done was the roof thatching.
Kekeiaki did not want to take rest, as he found if he did so he lost his determination to work, so he started
collecting coconut leaves. Baeao taught her husband how to weave the thatch and they both wove thatch pieces at
the rate of fifteen a day. If Abatekan had had more coconut trees, they would not have kept running out of leaves,
and the thatching would have been faster. It took them another four months to thatch the maneaba.
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When it was finally completed, they were both proud of their work and decided to celebrate their achievement.
“Well, thanks to be to the one God of our Ancestors for the strength that he put into us,” Kekeiaki whispered in
a prayer of thanksgiving. “On this coming Sunday,” he told his wife, “we shall have our prayer inside the
maneaba.”
“And I will cook the foods from the lake to celebrate our settlement on Abatekan,” Baeao added. So on
Saturday, Kekeiaki got babai and two milkfish from the lake, so that everything would be ready for the feast.
The following day they woke early to prepare for the feast. They said their Sunday prayers inside the maneaba,
but the way Kekeiaki led the prayer made Baeao laugh, so they both laughed as they prayed. After their prayer,
Baeao served the food and, as part of the custom, they held their plates up and shouted the words,
“Te mauri, te raoi ao te tabomoa!”
Then they ate their meal and Baeao took out a garland of flowers and put it on Tebotu’s head as a sign of
dedicating the maneaba to their only son.
*
Tebotu was now six months old, and fit and well. Fortunately, he had never become sick. After their meal,
Kekeiaki took the baby and hugged him to sleep on his chest. Because it was the Sabbath day, and everything they
needed was within reach, and of course because they had no other people to socialize with, they spent the whole
afternoon sleeping inside the new maneaba.
When they woke up, Kekeiaki went out with the baby for a walk around the island. They went to the hole, then
to the lake and lastly to the plantations.
“These are all yours, baby,” he whispered to Tebotu.
The plants were growing fast and Kekeiaki noticed that the bananas had borne fruit, and the breadfruit trees
were tall enough to bear fruit within a few weeks, as were the pandanus trees. His mind looked forward to the
future when the trees and plants would yield fruits and nuts.
“If only the coconut trees would bear nuts,” he said to himself, “then we could start producing copra and get
money from the traders.”
*
It was a long time after their settlement. Tebotu was eighteen years old, old enough to cut toddy, and he took
over the job from his father. Kekeiaki was forty-five years old and Baeao was thirty-seven, but they were still
strong enough to do their home tasks. Kekeiaki had built a big canoe for their copra, and had salted fish to sell on
the mainland with Tebotu.
People on the mainland, the island of Abataningo, were very surprised to see Kekeiaki and Tebotu bringing
foods from Abatekan, an islet long believed to be lifeless. Kekeiaki’s brothers were amazed that their youngest
brother seemed to be richer than them. They kept themselves away from Kekeiaki, because jealousy was
beginning to haunt them.
Kekeiaki used the money obtained from his copra and salt fish to buy pots, cups, other utensils and more bags
for copra.
One thing that he noticed on Abataningo was that the people were relying on imported materials, including
food. The people became too lazy to work their lands, and on many occasion families did not have enough to eat.
He thought how poor life was on Abataningo and how fortunate they were on Abatekan. The large storehouse near
the maneaba was full of kamaimai in bottles, salt fish, kabwibwi and bero from breadfruit, tuae from pandanus,
and green and yellow bananas.
Kekeiaki thought of helping his elder brothers on the mainland but they never talked to him when he passed
their houses. He and his son made a trip to the mainland three times a week to sell their produce. Their successive
trips created a change in mood in Tebotu. One day, when Kekeiaki was busy selling his salt fish and bananas and
weighing copra, Tebotu decided to take a walk around the village. On his way he heard somebody singing the
song that Baeao always sang back on Abatekan—
“I tei n taraa kaaboon te nang.”
It was a female voice and he was curious when he saw the young woman, younger than himself, singing while
fetching water from the well. The girl was singing and Tebotu whistled, following the tune. The girl stopped
singing abruptly. Tebotu was still whistling, looking at the birds in the sky. He eventually realized that the girl had
stopped singing. He looked down at the girl and scratched his head, laughing. The young woman stared at Tebotu,
who was feeling rather awkward.
“The sky is pretty, isn’t it?” he managed to ask.
“Oh, yes, it’s lovely,” she replied.
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“Ahm”—he was thinking of another phrase—“are you busy?” he asked.
“Yes, I’m fetching water for my old father,” she answered. Tebotu felt lost for a moment and then asked,
“Where do you live?” The girl laughed and answered,
“I live here. And where do you live? I haven’t seen you before.”
“Oh, I live on that islet, but I come here with my father to sell copra, bananas and salt fish,” he answered
proudly.
“So you are the son of that rich man on Abatekan!” she said.
“How did you know about me?” Tebotu wondered.
“My father is a storekeeper and he often meets your father at the store,” she replied.
“I see,” he nodded his head thoughtfully. “By the way, my name is Tebotu. Would you mind telling me yours?”
“Teuee! Teuee!” came a call from a distance away.
“That’s my grandpa calling me,” she said. “I’d better go now or my elder sisters will come and scold me. See
you around, Tebotu.”
“Oh, may I meet you again soon, beautiful girl,” Tebotu said, and he headed for the store.
*
On the way back to the islet, Tebotu kept silent. Kekeiaki noticed his son’s silence and talked about his
suspicions with Baeao.
“Well,” said Baeao, “I am not surprised to hear that Tebotu might be falling in love with someone on the
mainland but, to make sure our guess is true, why don’t we call him and talk things over?”
So Tebotu was called to reveal his secret thoughts, but he refused to admit that he was in love with a girl on the
mainland. Baeao insisted that he tell the truth, but Tebotu was too shy to tell his mother about his love. The
parents then gave up being curious and left Tebotu alone with his thoughts, but they knew that a secret could not
remain a secret for long.
The days were passing quickly and Tebotu maintained his contact with the girl on Abataningo. The more he
saw her, the greater his love, and the greater his love, the more he wanted to see her. Tebotu kept his thoughts
private, but not for long.
“What is the use of hiding things like this?” he asked himself. “My parents want to help me, but I refused their
help.” He thought for a few days, until at I last he told Baeao everything, though he expected either a scolding or a
frown from his mother.
“I’ve been waiting for you to tell me that, my son,” she said. “Kekeiaki, Kekeiaki,” she called out.
“I’m here. What is it?” came the answer from the lake.
“Come here,” she said. “I have some good news for you. Quick!” Kekeiaki swam to the bank with three
milkfish and headed for the house.
“Now what is it, dear?” he asked, gasping for air.
Before Baeao could talk, Tebotu rushed out of the house, like any young man who was too shy to hear his
secrets bring discussed. The couple talked things over. They planned Tebotu’s proposal to the storekeeper’s
daughter on the mainland.
*
A week later, Kekeiaki and Baeao sailed for Abataningo, bringing with them new mats, salt fish, fresh fish,
boiled toddy in bottles and many more things to be presented to Teuee’s family. They reached Abataningo at about
midday, and anchored their canoe to a coconut tree near the local catechist’s home. Kekeiaki went to the catechist
and asked to stay till the day was over. The house next door belonged to Kekeiaki’s brother, but they had to stay
with the catechist because they were never invited to stay with any of the elder brothers.
When night came, Kekeiaki asked the catechist to accompany them to the storekeeper’s home so that
everything would be done according to the custom of Abataningo, and in line with the religious way of proposing
marriage. The catechist was willing to help, and they made their way on foot to the storekeeper’s residence. On
the way they discussed what to say to the family, and who should speak first.
Kekeiaki left the first part to the catechist, Tetaake. He was to explain the unexpected visit. When they reached
the storekeeper’s home, they were welcomed into the house by the storekeeper’s wife. In the house were the
grandfather and grandmother, Teuee’s father and mother, and five young women, Teuee’s elder sisters. The sudden
encounter between the two families created a lot of questions for Teuee’s family. There was dead silence on both
sides, but the local catechist broke in, explaining the purpose of their unexpected visit and giving an apology for
coming without warning the family.
As was the custom of Abataningo, during the proposal those who came to propose were always seated on new
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mats. So Kekeiaki, Baeao, the catechist and his wife were seated on new mats and then the discussion started.
Teuee’s parents left the decision to the grandparents.
“Well,” said the old man, “I fall in with whatever my youngest granddaughter has got to say. Every young
woman should know what she is doing,” he added.
Teuee was called forth to give her opinion on the proposal. She sat down silently near her grandfather facing
the expectant parents of Tebotu.
“The couple is here,” her father explained, “proposing to have your hand in marriage for their son Tebotu, but
you are called to give your answer to this.”
Teuee remained silent, as if she was afraid of saying anything. She looked at every member of her family and
at Tebotu’s parents and party, and then began to cry. Teuee did not know what to say, and at the age of seventeen
she still did not know the full meaning of marriage.
“You don’t have to cry, Teuee,” said her mother “all you have to say is whether you want to take or leave the
offer, or if you want to let one of your sisters take it up.”
The girl then thought of the many times she met Tebotu, and how they had talked of love. She even saw how
lucky she would be to live on Abatekan and become the princess of that lovely enchanted islet. She finally found
the courage to accept Tebotu’s proposal.
“I accept it,” she whispered, crying.
Kekeiaki and Baeao were speechless for some moments, but the smile on their faces expressed their gratitude
and happiness.
“That’s that,” said the old man. “Teuee has agreed to your proposal.”
“We thank you, Teuee, for accepting our only son, Tebotu,” said Baeao. “Don’t worry, we’ll treat you well and
try to make you happy.” Then, to Teuee’s family, Kekeiaki continued,
“We’ll be back in a week’s time to agree on a date for the marriage.”
Kekeiaki and the party then ate the food served by Teuee’s family. The food had been served on their arrival,
but they wanted to wait for the answer to their proposal before eating. If the answer had been no, according to
custom they would not have eaten the food. After their meal, they returned happily to the catechist’s home, and he
ordered some boys to take the presents from Abatekan to the shopkeeper’s home.
*
Early in the morning, Kekeiaki, after thanking the local catechist for letting them spend a night at his house,
sailed back to Abatekan with a feeling of satisfaction. The wind blew directly from astern, thus making the canoe
plunge speedily toward Abatekan. Tebotu was already on the shore to meet them. They lifted the canoe to its
house, and in the maneaba, Baeao told Tebotu about how they had approached the family.
“We’ll go back in a week’s time, to make final arrangements for the wedding,” she told him.
The couple made their second trip to Abataningo when the week had ended. They were greeted on arrival by
members of Teuee’s family and the arrangements for the wedding were finalized. Both families agreed to hold the
wedding on Abatekan as Kekeiaki and Baeao requested, so they went to tell the parish priest of their decision.
“God is everywhere,” said the priest. “If your son and daughter are married in a church, in a maneaba or
anywhere else, God is always there.”\fn{ Slightly more than half the population of Kiribati confess Roman Catholicism; the great
majority of the remainder are Protestants}
The wedding was to take place within one month, but Teuee’s family had not had to prepare anything because
Tebotu gave his word to provide everything that was needed, including food, drink, wedding dress and ring, and
presents for the priest. Teuee’s family had only to bring new mats on their large canoes, and bring relatives and
friends. Kekeiaki invited his five elder brothers, but the eldest brother ordered the other four not to attend the
wedding as he had other plans already set. So only Baeao’s relatives came to Abatekan and helped with the
preparation.
The maneaba’s floor was covered with new mats. Places of interest like the fishes’ hole, the lake and the
plantation were decorated, and the path from the shore to the maneaba was also to be decorated for Teuee’s family
and relatives to walk along when they arrived. Abatekan was to look as nice as possible because Kekeiaki wanted
to show the natural beauty of the islet to the people from the main island.
*
The day was drawing near, and work for the wedding had already started. The pigs (very big ones) and roosters
were ready for killing, and Tebotu and his father brought babai from the lake. Ripe banana bunches were cut
down, together with ripe pandanus bunches, and all was made ready for the feast. The wedding morning was fine,
and the birds, knowing what was happening, flew around the islet singing songs for their prince. Ten large canoes
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loaded with Teuee’s relatives and friends were sighted, and the birds flew in procession and led the canoes to
Abatekan. The birds seemed to understand their part in the ceremony, and the people from the mainland were very
surprised to see an islet so full of natural beauty.
The crowds were welcomed by Tebotu’s grandfather (Baeao’s father), and Teuee, with her father, mother and
grandparents, was lifted on shoulders and arms to the decorated shore. From there, they walked on new mats
towards the maneaba. The procession was long, but the people occupied only about half of the maneaba.
The visitors were told to take a short rest before the wedding took place at noon. The priest and the catechist
were also among the crowd. Sweet drink was served, with yellow bananas. Thirty bunches were taken from the
shed, but more yellow ones were still ready to be served. Then fried slices of breadfruit and cooked milkfish were
served, and the mainland people helped themselves to these rare dishes Abatekan was offering.
Tebotu and Teuee were dressed in separate dressing-rooms, to be ready for the wedding ceremony. The
cooking maids and helpers kept busy with their work. Baeao was their chief cook and she wanted everything to be
boiling hot when it was served. The clock struck twelve, and the couple took their place in front of the priest
inside the maneaba. The families and relatives remained silent.
“Do you take this woman Teuee to be your lawful spouse eternally?” read the priest.
“I do,” replied Tebotu, and this was also Teuee’s reply. So the ring was slipped on the woman’s finger and they
became one in the sacrament of marriage.
The wedding was followed by feasting. Foods were served—pork, chicken, babai, sweetened babai and
breadfruit, bananas, salt fish and many others. The new couple led the way, picking their food from the centre,
followed by the priest, catechist, guests and relatives.
Everybody had had enough to eat, but food was still in abundance. In the afternoon, Tebotu, with Teuee, led
the crowd around the islet. He led them to the hole which his mother had discovered. Reef fishes were still there
in numbers. Some of the people put their hands in the hole, felt the fish and took them out. But Tebotu told them
to put the fish back in their hole. He also showed them the mysterious lake that provided water, milkfish, babai
and salt. The crowd then visited the plantations, admiring rows of bananas, pandanus, breadfruit and coconut trees
covered with fruit. The trees were low and within reach. The people from Abataningo admired every living thing
on Abatekan.
Abataningo had lost most of its natural beauty. It was now covered with modern buildings, and the people now
depended solely on the cash economy.
Night came and everybody slept in the madeaba, except Tebotu and Teuee who were kept isolated in a house
by the sea. The good news was broadcast when Teuee’s mother danced madly outside the maneaba with a white
sheet spotted with red. This was the custom of the people of Abataningo. The red color on the white sheet was the
sign of the woman’s virginity. Everybody was agog with excitement and Teuee’s family cried with pleasure.
Everyone’s eyes were fixed on the coloring on the white cloth.
The celebrations continued until morning, and Teuee’s family persuaded Kekeiaki, Baeao and the new couple
to come along with them to the mainland. Kekeiaki accepted the offer, but was worried about his toddy and his
animals. However, Baeao’s relatives offered to stay and to take care of everything until they returned from the
mainland.
Ten canoes were loaded with food supplies and the other ten were crowded with people. Kekeiaki and the rest
of the family sailed on their own canoe, and, as happened before, the birds filled the air with music.
*
While he was away, Kekeiaki’s brothers came to the islet. They began to cut down trees and take all the food
and nuts.
“Who are you and why are you chopping down those trees?” one of the men left to look after the islet asked.
“This is our land!” the eldest brother shouted back. “Kekeiaki is the youngest in the family.”
The caretaker and family knew that the strangers were Kekeiaki’s elder brothers. The man thought for a
moment and then called to the five brothers again,
“But if Kekeiaki should go from Abatekan, then who will own this land?” he asked.
“Us,” they answered back, adding, “we own this land by right of primogeniture.”
“So then it’s no use cutting down those trees!” replied the clever caretaker. The five brothers stopped their
cutting and, because the sun was now up in the sky, they could see the beauties of Abatekan, the fruits, nuts,
toddy, bunches of bananas, pandanus.
*
They spent two whole days picking the best fruits and nuts, and broke into the sheds and smuggled out the
39

bags of salt fish and big bottles of kamaimai. They packed everything on their canoes ready for the return home.
Kekeiaki and Tebotu came to the end of their stay on Abataningo, and, after saying goodbye to Teuee’s family,
relatives and friends, they prepared for the return trip to the lonely, beautiful islet. Before they left, Teuee was
called by her grandfather who gave her his final advice.
“My little girl, be a good wife to Tebotu, and remember that we will be praised only by your obedience and
hard work.”
Teuee said goodbye to everybody and sailed away with her new parents. On their way, they were astounded to
see five canoes sailing towards them from Abatekan.
“Father,” Tebotu pointed with his head at the canoes.
His father kept silent for a moment and then nodded.
“Those are your five uncles,” said Kekeiaki. “I wonder what they have been doing on our land.”
Tebotu was now a man and his mind was suddenly filled with thoughts of revenge, but he tried to curb his
anger.
*
The five canoes sailed at a slow speed because they were overloaded with smuggled goods, fruits, nuts and
bags of salt fish and other long-lasting foods. Sea water would come into the canoe each time the waves bumped
against the sides. When they got near, Kekeiaki shouted to his brothers,
“Where have you been?” But there was no answer from any of them.
When they passed the brothers, they heard cries, and, looking back, saw only two canoes with their sails up.
The other three had sunk. The two canoes lowered their sails and waited for the three brothers to climb in, but
these canoes also sank, with everything on them.
The five brothers were eaten alive by sharks.
“Their greediness killed them,” said Kekeiaki. When they reached the land, the caretaker explained everything
to Kekeiaki.
“But before they left,” he added, “they said that they would be back to drive you away from Abatekan.”
They all laughed when they heard this.
2
Fair Dearest Sister Alice
Stole away like a meteor
Unaware of our presence
You lay in peace, in the abyss
of ever-lasting Glory
*
In the Album of Our Memory, Alas
At the place where you longed to be
Seeds of thine, in perpetual blossom
growing in numbers—the posthumous
chapters of your life
*
May this Shrine be a Pilgrimage
To those Who Seek Truth and Meaning
To their lives, for here with
The Hand-Maid of The Lord, Lay She
Sister Alice, the Hand-Maid of
Tabwiroa, Our School
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The Cathedral of Our Lady of the Rosary, Koinawa, Abaiang Atoll, Gilbert Islands, Kiribati

The Cathedral of the Sacred Heart, Ambo, South Tarawa Island, Gilbert Islands, Kiribati
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A church in Teaoraereke, South Tarawa Island, Gilbert Islands, Kiribati

A church in Bairiki Town, South Tarawa Island, Gilbert Islands, Kiribati
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A church near Eita, on an atoll of South Tarawa Island, Gilbert Islands, Kiribati

A church on Kiritimati Island, Line Islands, Kiribati
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A church in Poland, Kiritimati Island, Line Islands, Kiribati

A church in Tabwakea, Kiritimati Island, Line Islands, Kiribati
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A church on Marakei Atol, Line Islande, Kiribati

A church on Abaiang Atoll, Line Islands, Kiribati
▲
45

