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A pretty young woman called Havva Didi was happily married. She was a devoted and resourceful house wife
and the mother of one child. Her husband liked her very much.
One day, while she was cooking, she removed a boiling pot from the fire bare handed. Now, a woman pass ing
through her yard happened to glance in at the kitchen door and saw that Havva Didi did not use anything to
protect her hands from the burning hot metal. She gossiped through the village about what she had seen. The
listeners widened their eyes and felt chills down their spines, for this was a sign of the most dreaded of diseases.
When the news reached the leaders of the island they met to discuss this matter seriously. They agreed that if
Havva Didi was allowed to roam freely around, that repugnant disease might spread like oil on water. Finally they
agreed to take her to a little clearing in the middle of the jungle, close to a place at the southern end of Fua
Mulaku called Kuduheraivali. This spot was faraway from the inhabited parts of the island. The authorities
ordered that a well be dug there and a small hut built: and this was done after a few weeks.
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Meanwhile Havva Didi noticed a drastic change in people’s attitudes towards her. Even her kinsmen started
avoiding her. Conversation ceased abruptly as soon as she entered a house. If she walked past a group of people,
she heard whispers behind her back. No longer did visitors drop into her home.
One day, a twelve-year old girl came to her kitchen and stood at the threshold looking inside. Havva Didi
commented.
“You don’t come by very often anymore, Sanfa Diye.” Not answering, the girl looked away.
“Are you not my friend?” Sighing, Sanf Diye stared sadly at the ground, saving.
“You know I am your best friend. Why do you ask such a silly question?”
Havva Didi avoided her eyes too. She looked at the kitchen floor while she was scraping coconut and spoke in
a whiny voice.
“Well, I don’t know what has happened these days. No one talks to me and nobody comes to my home
anymore. You used to come here every day and spend long hours in this kitchen talking to me. But I haven’t seen
you for a long time and I was thinking that you, like the others, wouldn’t come anymore. Now, after so many days
avoiding me, you have come just like that, suddenly. Is this silly what I say?” Then the girl answered.
“No, that’s not silly at all. Things have really changed.”
She longed to tell the news but feared to hurt her friend. Havva Didi tenderly appealed to her friend.
“Tell me what is wrong. When I ask, people become silent. There must be bad news going around the island, I
can feel it. It will be fair if you tell me.” Not bearing to look at her friend’s face, Sanfa Diye said,
“The bad news concerns you. I am sorry to be the one to say this, but everyone is sure that you have some
dreadful disease which cannot be cured. Just by being with you, others might catch this evil curse. Do you
remember the cooked taro you brought to my home the other day? As soon as you left, my mother threw them
into the fire. She warned me not to tell you anything. When I heard this news, I was so frightened I didn’t want to
come here anymore.”
Attempting a smile, Havva Didi only managed a strange grimace, but her eyes betrayed her shock. So this was
why the burns and cuts she discovered lately on her hands did not hurt. She was a leper! Trying to appear calm,
she asked Sanfa Diye,
“If you are so afraid of me, like all the others, why are you here now, Diye?” Aware of the sarcasm in her
friend’s voice, Sanfa Diye was close to tears.
“Because I feel very sorry, and, some nights I cannot sleep, thinking of how nice you have always been to me.
It is not right that I don’t see you any more.” She began to weep as she added,
“They say they will put you in a little house in the middle of the forest. I heard that the well is finished and
they will thatch the roof tomorrow. My brother is going there to work, too.” At this point the girl could hardly
control her sobbing.
“My parents will not allow me to meet you there. So, I had to came here now. I don’t know whether I will see
you again!”
Tears streaming down her cheeks, Sanfa Diye watched her friend scrape coconut for a while. When she left she
covered her face with her hands, crying aloud.
Inside, Havva Didi was seething. She had grown up in this island along with these people. She had been
always kind to them: and now they were treating her this way. Her husband must have known, and even he had
not told her. What kind of people were they?
Waves of silent anger were replaced by suppressed grief. Then she thought,
“What is the use of all this self-pity? I must stop it or I will become mad.”
During the next few days, Havva Didi became a stoical serious woman. Her eyes held an unearthly look.
One day, her husband arrived home with the island authorities. They started flattering her; but she stared at
them, narrowing her eyes. The young woman knew what they were going to say and she despised them.
Nervously, one of the men said,
“We are sorry, but we must tell you some bad news. You have a very dangerous disease. It would be better for
you to change the place where you are living. We have prepared another house for you and will provide for all
your needs. It is useless to resist. We would have to use other means, and that would be unpleasant.”
In a docile way, as directed, Havva Didi packed her things. Again she thought,
“What kind of people are these?” Her husband said,
“You must leave your son here. It is better. Otherwise he will become sick too.”
With her eyes like slits, the young woman glared at him. How she longed for him to stand up to the island
chiefs in her defence! But he had not said even one word. Now she must leave her home and her child. She did
not hate her kind husband; she only wished he had been more courageous.
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Her head low, Havva Didi picked up her bundle and followed the sarudaru\fn{A minor government official} to the
middle of the jungle. She wondered whether the people were regretting what they had done to her. She ended up
thinking that probably they were relieved that she was moving far away.
*
In the beginning, many friends brought Havva Didi bananas, choice taro tubers, bokiba,\fn{Cakes} fresh fish
and other delicacies. Often she had more than she could eat. Over time, the special meals dwindled. In the end
only the sarudaru came, and even the food he brought was of lower quality day after day.
Her first nights alone in that place were dreary. As any islander would, Havva Didi feared the darkness and the
strange jungle noises. During many dark and lonely hours she felt she was living a bad dream. She thought that at
any time a demon would come to devour her and end her sufferings. She tried not to make any sound that might
attract the spirits.
But as time wore on, the young woman forgot about keeping quiet and she heard herself wailing her loneliness
and misery. However, she was far away from the nearest house and no one heard her heart-rending sobs in the
dark, long, tropical nights. In the morning, Havva Didi, seeing her wet pillow, was ashamed of her weakness.
During the daytime she tried hard to behave as if nothing bad was happening to her.
Weeks passed and, gradually. Havva Didi became accustomed to the night. She learned to walk to the beach in
the starlight and not fear looking at the dim sea. Watching the white, frothy foam of the waves breaking against
the coral reef protecting the island suited her mood and fed her soul.
For hours she sat very still on the white boulders with her tresses untied. She liked to feel the salt spray on her
face and the ocean wind thrashing her long black hair.
Some evenings, her husband came secretly to visit her. He kept at a distance, not wanting to approach her, just
wanting to talk. The young woman grew very cold towards him. In the end she preferred that he not come. Havva
Didi would rather be alone in the darkness, watching the surf pound furiously against the island under the starry
sky. Months later she heard that, pressured by his family, her husband had divorced her and married another
woman. By now, she did not even care.
Havva Didi repeatedly tore her clothes to make bandages to protect her wounded hands and feet, so that every
so often she ended up without dress. Whenever other women in the island heard that she was naked they would
leave old dresses and worn lengths of fabric close to her hut, but these did not last a long time.
Some people say that, as the sickness followed its course, Havva Didi did not become ugly like the other
lepers. Although her limbs became deformed, she died before her beautiful face became disfigured. She
developed an exalted look about her, completely detached from her actual situation.
Others say that the important people on the island brought her to the Royal Air Force Base hospital on Gan
Island, Addu Atoll. Thanks to medical care there, Havva Didi was cured of her leprosy. She still looked very
beautiful. Many begged her to return to Fua Mulaku, but she refused.
She did not want either to talk to or look at anyone from her own island. Instead she went north. Her eyes dry.
Havva Didi boarded the ship, not looking backwards. She had no tears left for the place of her birth.
No one is sure of Havva Didi’s fate. It is said that she married a wealthy man on a northern atoll and lived
happily ever after. Some people like to think she is still alive today.
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Years ago there was a certain Korean boat regularly stopping over in the remote atolls of the South Maldives.
These islands are renowned because not much happens there ever. They are sleepy places where life is numbed by
a sense of tranquility and tediousness and only very rarely does something take place that shakes the islanders out
of their peaceful stupor.
One of these rare occasions was the arrival of that Korean ship. It became so famous in that corner of the
Maldives that islanders knew it as diha nunbaru botu.\fn{Boat number ten} This ship was sporadically buying fish
from the local fishermen and freezing it in order to export it to Korea.
It is said that the Sento of Boat Number Ten was a very handsome man. And it so happened that on Fua
Mulaku Island three girls fell in love with him at the same time. These girls lived in the northernmost village of
their island. Every time Boat Number Ten anchored off Fua Mulaku the three young women went to the
anchorage to catch a glimpse of the Sento. Before long they struck up a friendship with him and they came to
anticipate the visits eagerly.
The girls learned to recognize the silhouette of the vessel from afar. At odd times of the day they took turns to
scan the horizon every day to see whether it was coming. No other island can be seen from Fua Mulaku, because
the closest atoll is still too far to he perceived. It was very tedious to do the duty of watching the empty ocean and
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the young woman who was keeping watch often fell asleep. But, if the girl saw the outline of a ship in the
distance, her heart began to beat fast, and she hoped and prayed it was Boat Number Ten. When the ship drew
nearer and she was sure it was that boat, the girl would turn and run to look for her two friends..
Then the three young women would be thrown into a whirl of activity. There was much special cooking to do
and they engaged in that task with enthusiasm. They cooked island delicacies, like gula and bokiba and went
about their village looking for the best bananas and other fruits. After that the girls would be so tired and sweaty
they would take a refreshing bath. Before sunset they would take on their best dress, put flowers in their hair and
perfume themselves.
Then the three young women would walk eagerly to the place where the boat was anchored, which was quite a
long distance. When they arrived at the anchorage point the girls would look for the handsome skipper, flashing
bright smiles.
When the Sento disembarked, the girls would make signs for him to follow them. They walked together to the
northern point of the island, to the Tundu, joking and laughing on the way. Since the Sento didn’t understand the
island language, the girls would find his calm expression funny, especially when it didn’t change no matter what
they said.
The Tundu is one of the loveliest places on earth, a huge deserted beach made up of very round polished white
coral gravel, so smooth each piece looks like a glass bead. This beach changes its shape according to the seasons.
It is subject to a constant breeze that is a relief in the humid tropical heat of the interior of the island.
There, under the moon and the starry sky, the girls would spread a cloth on the shimmering white sand and
have a picnic with the food they had prepared. The Sento would light a fire and sing Korean songs. As the night
drew along, the skipper and young island women would spend a very pleasant evening in one of the most
wonderful settings of this world.
One day the Sento came for the last time, but he didn’t tell the girls. They kept hoping that he would come
again, but with the passing of time the three island women gave up looking daily at the horizon. Their dejection
turned into resignation and a quiet acceptance of their lot. They married local men and had children. The
handsome skipper never came back and only the girls kept memories of him.
Years later somebody in the capital composed a sarcastic song naming the girls and the handsome Korean
skipper. But Fua Mulaku people didn’t appreciate the mockery. Old men said,
“These were young people having their fun. Old age comes quickly. If you don’t enjoy life at that time, you
will never get another chance. At our age you only get afflictions.”
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Long ago the largest odi\fn{A heavy barque-type wooden boat} merchant vessel in Gan Island (Huvadu Atoll)\fn
{There are three islands by this name in The Maldives } was made ready for the yearly trading journey to Ceylon. The man
who enrolled as cook on the ship was Dombeyya, a handsome man from the island who was happily married to a
beautiful woman. On the day of departure his wife brought him betel leaves carefully wrapped in a rumal\fn{A
perfumed kerchief} and asked him not to forget her. Then she stood on the shore watching as the ship weighed
anchor.
The sails caught wind leading the heavy-laden vessel swiftly through the channel into the open ocean. Night
fell and, while the traders and sailors were enjoying their evening meal aboard, the prevailing south-westerlies
carried the ship onward at great speed. Smiling with approval, the captain calculated that at that rate they would
be reaching Ceylon in a couple of days.
But over a week passed and they were not able to sight land. When the trading ship finally reached a heavilyforested shore, the navigator knew it could not be Galle, for they had surely passed the southern coast of Ceylon
days ago. He said that they probably had reached Burma or the Andamans, but they had to check to make sure.
The ship anchored in a calm cove that morning and a party of men went ashore in order to look for the local
authorities. Dombeyya also went ashore and erected a hut with good fat kandu poles and other sticks on the beach.
Then he thatched the frame with palm leaves and set up some stones for a hearth inside in order to cook lunch.
After the meal was ready, a very long time passed and the men didn’t come back. Dombeyya locked the hut, so
that no animals could reach the food and resolved to go inland to look for the captain and his group. He needed to
stretch his legs, so he enjoyed for a while walking through the woods.
But the forest was thick and soon he realized he was lost. Walking for hours without finding his bearings,
Dombeyya noticed in alarm that the sun was setting. When it became dark he still was walking inside the strange
forest.
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Finally Dombeyya discerned a light and walked cautiously towards it. As he got near he realized that it was a
clearing with huts and there were some fires in an open space. He could hear some wild singing and other fearful
noises, so he decided that he would peek carefully through the leaves of a nearby shrub before he stepped out into
the light.
Dombeyya saw a fire around which a large group of fearsome naked people, their bodies smeared with mud,
were eating amidst much savage merrymaking. To his horror he realized that these were cannibals and that they
had killed the captain and the other crew members and were devouring them before his eyes.
He turned away from the horrid scene and walked resolutely into the bush. Rushing unflaggingly through the
thick vegetation in the darkness, he didn’t stop until he realized he had reached the shore. In the starlight
Dombeyya was able to locate his hut and he was so exhausted that he locked it from the inside and instantly fell
asleep on the floor.
Suddenly Dombeyya felt that the walls of his thatched hut were shaking. The sun had risen and someone was
pushing heavily against his kitchen. The scene he had witnessed in the night came back to him and he thought the
cannibals were coming for him now.
Stealing a glance through the thatch he looked and saw no trace of people Instead he caught a glimpse of a
huge hermit crab who, smelling the food inside the pot, was trying to ram the hut. Quickly, Dombeyya thrust dry
wood into the embers and lit some fire. Then he made an opening on the side of the hut and threw some hot coals
in the direction of the crab’s eyes. Mad with pain and anger, the monstrous crustacean pushed the hut across the
beach and let it go only when it reached deep water.
Dombeyya scrambled to the surface and looked at the gigantic crab on the beach. To his relief, he saw that the
hut he was sitting on was being carried away from the island by the currents. Then he tied the poles and thatch of
the hut together, building an improvised raft.
Dombeyya spent many miserable days and nights on that raft tortured by hunger and thirst. When the sun
shone he covered himself with his mundu,\fn{Loincloth} and when it rained he used it to catch water to drink. The
long nights were frightening and his raft was so poorly built that he could never keep completely dry. He was
constantly afraid that it would fall apart, so that he would be left to swim in the dark waters. One day he lay down
to sleep and seriously thought that he would die for he could not endure the hunger anymore.
*
When he opened his eyes he noticed that the raft was throbbing and, to his surprise, saw that land was quite
close. The raft was caught in the middle of a swell. Big breakers heaved it and pushed it, the water breaking
around him in white foam. Finally the flimsy raft broke apart and Dombeyya was hurled to the beach by an
enormous crashing wave then he lost consciousness.
After a long time, he came to his senses when he felt the small beach-crabs pinching him. He was lying flat on
the sand on his belly and the sun was setting.
Dombeyya found it hard to get up. His body was sore and he was weak from exhaustion. He looked at the
long, unknown beach beaten by the waves. It was a desolate windy place and he decided to go inland the next day
to look for signs of human habitation. Meanwhile he filled his belly with some leaves he pulled from the bushes
growing on the shore and fell asleep under one of the trees.
Early the next day he found marine birds’ nests and ate the eggs. Feeling strengthened, he began to walk away
from the shore. Around noon, after a long march, Dombeyya found himself in a wide empty plain with a few
scattered trees. Suddenly he heard a rumbling sound and saw a rhinoceros charging towards him. He ran away as
fast as he could, dashing for the nearest tree which was quite far away. He felt the one-horned beast right behind
him while he ran and was able to climb the tree at the last moment. The rhinoceros hit the tree repeatedly, making
it shake, but Dombeyya held fast to the branches and didn’t fall down. Finally the large animal became tired and
left, but the man waited for the sun to set before venturing down from his life-saving tree and walking away from
the spot.
He marched under the starlight until he arrived at the edge of a forest. Dombeyya was very tired and did not
want to enter the dark woods in the night. He decided to rest on the grass, but he could not sleep. Ants and
mosquitoes tortured him.
In the morning he went into the jungle. After walking many hours he arrived at a muddy lake. Trying to skirt it
he walked along the shore but found no place across so he went back and tried in the other direction, but with the
same result. He decided to wade across it for the water was not deep.
When be was in the middle of the lake, he saw a floating log in the distance. But it was a crocodile that began
to swim in his direction. Dombeyya tried to run but it was difficult to wade. His feet kept getting stuck in the mud.
Finally after a great effort he reached the other shore and ran away from the lake into a wooded area.
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In the days that followed he crossed more woods and more muddy ponds, but found no people and no houses.
Dombeyya was constantly hungry: trying to find food he ate strange fruits and drank dirty water, so that often his
belly ached. To compound his misery, in the nights the innumerable mosquitoes didn’t let him sleep properly.
Finally he fell ill and it became difficult for him to keep walking in the wilderness as he had been doing for the
past weeks.
One night when he lay down to sleep he was so feverish that he thought his last hour had come. When he woke
in the morning be realized that there was a huge snake in front of him. Domheyya bolted in despair and ran for his
life. Finally he came to a place to rest and decided that he would not get up. He was worn out, the last weeks had
been terrible and Donibeyya decided that it was more than a man could endure.
But all of a sudden he heard the laughter of children. Despite his despondency he thought he should at least
look. After a big effort he got up and hobbled in that direction. Coming out of the bushes, he found himself in the
middle of a road and saw a few schoolchildren. He called to them, but when the children noticed him they looked
at him in horror. Then Dombeyya realized that he was looking terrifying with his long hair, his scruffy beard, and
his gaunt body full of wounds He begged the children not to be afraid and to take him to their home, but they
were so scared that they ran away from him. Then Dombeyya sat down by the side of the road in hopelessness.
However, the children soon came hack with some older people and found him there. A person who looked like
a chief examined Dombeyya closely and asked the other men to help him to his feet. That man was the village
headman and Dombeyya was brought to his home where he was shaved, given a haircut, a bath and food. During
the following days he was nurtured back to health. As soon as he felt fit Dombeyya worked with the local
carpenter who admired his skill and was glad to have his help. Months passed and he learned the language.
One day the village chief asked Dombeyya to tell him his whole story, for he had only heard bits and pieces.
After listening to the account of Dombeyya’s ordeal, the chief reflected for a while on what he had heard. He was
a kind-hearted man and knew that Dombeyya was afraid to he sent on his way; thus he told him:
“You are lucky to have made it alive. If you try to go back, who knows how many more dangers will be in
store for you and this time you may not survive. I know you are a good man; please stay with us. As you see, this
is a good place.” Then he gave him his daughter in marriage—and Dombeyya accepted, for he felt sheltered in the
village and was too terrified to travel again.
Years passed and Dombeyya was living very contentedly in the village, never stepping outside its limits. His
wife had given birth to children and he had friends and was respected.
But one day the kind village headman died and Dombeyya had to travel to another place to arrange a funerary
ceremony with his family. It was the first time that be had traveled away from the village since he had arrived but
Dornbeyya was able to overcome his fear.
Around that time his spouse began to have terrible nightmares. One night she told him:
“I know you have been married before. I see your wife in my dreams. She is troubling me every night, so much
that I am afraid to sleep.”
Dombeyya told her not to worry, but inwardly he was very disturbed by the news. Weeks passed and he
noticed that his wife became haggard and that she was distancing herself from him Finally one day she told him
plainly:
“It is better that you go away back to your own country. We have had some good years to gether. but now you
are ruining my life.” She cried and would not be soothed. Then she prepared him some food and some clothes for
his trip and bade him farewell.
Dombeyya told his friends in the village that he was leaving and they were very sad and asked him repeatedly
to change his mind. But he ignored their pleas. Some of them traveled a stretch along with him and before they
parted they said:
“Guard you heart our friend. We don’t know where your country is, but look for the Dutch: they will he able to
tell you.” Then he was alone on the road.
*
One evening, on his way to the harbor town where the Dutch were. Dombeyya was assaulted by robbers. They
attacked him, stole everything he had and beat him up, leaving him unconscious and badly wounded by the
roadside. A kind woman helped him, and brought him to her home, feeding him and tending to his wounds. When
he recovered he told her his story and she was so touched that she cried. She then gave him all her money saying:
“You need it more than me.”
Dombeyya reluctantly accepted the generous gift and continued his journey. Finally he arrived at the busy
harbor, where he was allowed by the Dutch authorities to board a ship that brought him to Colombo. Once in
Colombo he waited for the season when the trading vessels from the southern Maldives arrived. Dombeyya
reflected and realized it was seven years since he had left his island.
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At last one day the ships entered the harbor and he boarded a vedi from Huvadu. The traders and the crew were
calmly sipping tea on the deck and barely noticed him, but one man looked at him and his face became ashen. He
exclaimed: “A ghost! A ghost!” and had to be calmed down. Dombeyya sat among them and narrated his terrible
ordeal, without forgetting to mention the people who had been kind to him. The traders told him that his wife was
married to another man.
“Everyone thought you were dead.”
When Dombeyya arrived back to his island his wife’s marriage was promptly declared void. That evening
when they were alone she told him:
“My family forced me to marry after four years, four months and ten days had passed. But I knew you were
alive. I spent all my money making powerful fandita\fn{Sorcery or magic} to bring you back. I am so happy that you
are now here with me!”
Dombeyya lived quietly in Gan for the rest of his life. Years after his death the island was abandoned following
the outbreak of an epidemic. Most survivors went to live on nearby Gaddu Island. Gan has not been populated
since then.
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Once upon a time a very sly makana\fn{Heron} alighted near a pool over the reef-shelf at low tide. He looked at
the fishes swimming there and thought,
“Those fishes look very foolish. I have an idea how to eat them all without much effort.” Makana went close to
the edge of the pool and spoke to the fishes in a gentle and polite manner,
“You look very tight swimming so closely in this small puddle. This doesn’t look like a good place.” In the
same pool there was a crab at the bottom who told the fishes,
“Don’t talk to him. He is dangerous, he wants to eat you.” But the fishes didn’t pay attention to the crab and
talked to Makana,
“You’re right it is a bit crowded here. Do you know a better place than this?”
“Of course. I can fly high and, at a glance, I can see the best places in the reef. Not far from here there is a
beautiful blue pool. It is much deeper and the water is cooler. It will be a much more pleasant place for you fishes
to live.” The fishes were beginning to feel the heat of the midday sun in their shallow pool, so they were very
interested and asked the bird,
“How can we get there?”
“Nothing can be easier,” replied the sly bird, wading into the pool and opening its beak right below the surface
of the water. I can bring one fish at a time inside my beak. Then I will come back for the next one.” The crab
warned the fishes:
“Don’t do that! This looks like a mean trick to me.” But the silly fishes were so excited they were already
jostling each other trying to get into the beak first, so they didn’t even notice the warning.
Thus Makana brought the fishes one by one away from the pool. And do you think he was bringing them to a
better place as he promised? Of course not! He brought them to a rock that was awash at the edge of the reef and
devoured them smiling in satisfaction at how clever he was.
Finally the crab was alone in the pool and Makana returned, belching and flying with difficulty because he was
so full. The crab refused to go, but the bird, eager for a crab meal, insisted.
“You will be so bored alone here in this warm puddle. The fishes are having such a great time in that cool large
pool.”
With his cunning words, Mkana managed to persuade even the wary crab, and finally the crustacean agreed to
be carried by the bird in his beak. While they were flying, the crab felt that the bird was holding him too tight, so
he protested,
“You are hurting me! Hold me in a more gentle way if you please.” But the bird told him,
“I don’t need to be gentle. I am going to eat you, just as I ate all those foolish fishes.”
Suddenly the huge betrayal of the Makana dawned on the crab and he became full of indignation. In anger and
despair he reached with his claws towards the long neck of the bird, When he felt it with one claw, the crab
squeezed the neck with such strength that he severed it. Unexpectedly the crustacean was freed from the tight
grip, but he began to fall. While the dead bird and the crab were falling and falling, the latter thought serenely,
“We are over the reef and I may hit a rock. I don’t mind if I die. At least I am glad that this unrighteous bird got
the lesson he deserved.”
But it so happened that the crab ended up falling unhurt into a beautiful deep pool where he spent the rest of
his days in good company and in peace.
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Nadalla is an island on the long coral reef fringing the western side of Huvadu Atoll. Takuru was born and
raised in Nadalla. His parents were poor, ignorant and backward people, so he received no schooling. From the
time of his childhood he used to do menial tasks instead of learning how to read and write, and as time went by he
remained rude and illiterate.
When he came of age, he realized the girls did not want to talk with him and that no one esteemed him. They
said he was the poorest and least educated man in his island. But instead of accepting his fate, Takuru was
unhappy, for he resented being despised by everyone.
Having decided to put an end to his wretched condition, Takuru left his home island and sailed southwards to
Addu Atoll. In the hope that his luck would improve, the young man tried staying on different islands, but nobody
paid much attention to him and the only tasks they would give him would be mere rough, hard work.
Takuru loathed toiling in unskilled jobs. What he longed for was to be respected and live a more refined life.
But his way of talking was uncouth and he did not know any good stories or how to discuss interesting things, so
he could not get along with the wealthier and more distinguished islanders.
Finally he ended up on the impoverished island of Hankede. He settled there and climbed palm trees and
harvested coconuts for rich people. Takuru became used to the hard work and meager income and lived in an
untidy little shack like everyone else in the island. He was quite depressed, because his lot had not improved at all
since he had left his home island.
“When I was living in Huvadu Atoll things were not worse than here,” Takuru pondered.
But time went by and after three years of this dull life, he married a young woman named Hankede Havva. She
was a dark-skinned and somewhat thickset girl. Since she had lived in the extreme poverty of all Hankede
islanders, she was as steeped in ignorance and darkness as Takuru himself. And yet he liked her very much
because she always looked at him with admiration in her eyes and this gave the young man a much-needed dose
of optimism.
One dark rainy night in their miserable little home, Takuru confided an ambitious plan to Hankede Havva.
“I am only a poor man now,” he told her, “but I have a plan for returning to my island in a few years rich and
respected.” Then he warned her not to tell anyone about it The young woman agreed and duly kept the secret.
Takuru and Havva lived humbly in Hankede for another year. They would have been quite happy if they could
have ignored the limitations of their poverty. But all that time Takuru loathed to be always surrounded by the
bunch of coarse people that lived in Hankede. His ambitions were set somewhere else and, with the exception of
his wife, he treated everyone else in that benighted island with persistent contempt.
Finally the day came when Takuru decided that it was time to prepare to move hack to Nadalla. A few months
before leaving, he stopped shaving and began grow a long beard. One day he took all his hard-earned savings and
went to Hitadu. There he bought beautiful white clothes for himself: a white shirt, a lunghi \fn{Mundu} of the best
quality and a finely knitted white takiha.\fn{Skull-cap}
There was no money left to buy good clothes for his wife, and Takuru told her to be patient. Even though she
was quite poorly dressed, the young woman didn’t complain because her husband had explained to her that this
was part of his plan to become rich.
When the Southwest Monsoon began to blow, Takuni took his few possessions and sailed with Hankede Havva
on a northbound boat back to the island of his birth. Reaching Huvadu Atoll, the boat stopped first at the island of
Fiori. Takuru decided that it would be a good idea to try his plan right there before reaching his own island. Thus
he donned his new white clothes, covered his head with his takiha and went ashore.
Adopting a proud, aloof attitude, he informed everyone that he had just completed four years of studies in
Arabia. The people believed him and were impressed. They invited him into their houses, and gave him good food
and gifts. Takuru’s instant success took him by surprise and he concluded,
“My plan really works!”
But that same night Takuru was invited to take part in a Mauludu\fn{ A religious festival} and he felt anxious. Just
before going, when his wife was helping him to arrange his white clothes, he became a bit nervous and Hankede
Havva reminded him:
“You see, it’s not so easy.”
Knowing he must go or lose face, Takkru developed a bold plan of action and hoped for the best. That night
the most venerable old men of the island gathered around him and sat down inside the pavilion. After a while,
when everything was ready, Takuru was asked to begin the Mauludu celebration. He swallowed his fear, and
maintaining a dignified attitude, he began by chanting nonsense, combining Divehi words and sounds he deemed
similar to Arabic.
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Hajjakudaturuuhadaifuuu haaduu dehaaaduuu
matibande muhailu …
Vaaduudaturuhadaifuuu haaduu dehaaaduuu
matibande muhailu …
Gadduudaturuhadaifuuu haaduu dehaaaduuu
matibande muhailu …
His poise was such that he convinced everyone that he knew what he was saying. Thus, Takuru fared even
better than he had hoped and he was very satisfied with the results.
Back aboard the next day Hankede Havva could not hide her delight and kept staring at her husband opening
her eyes very wide in an admiring way. Takuru looked back at his wife’s sweet round face and felt so flattered he
had to smile.
Upon arriving to Nadalla, his fame preceded him. The people on his boat had informed everyone that a very
great and holy man was about to disembark. Thus, the men, women and children of the island were waiting for
him at the beach and Takuru didn’t disappoint them He created a very good impression disembarking in his
immaculate white clothes, striking a grave posture.
During the months that followed Takuru managed extremely well. The islanders seemed to have totally
forgotten his humble origins; now everyone had a high regard for him. The important people of the island sought
advice from him, and often even asked him to lead prayers in the mosque. Takuru was invited to recite religious
chants in the houses of Nadalla and other islands. He was always given choice food and gifts and treated with
deference in the best households.
In time Takuru became wealthy and influential, and Hankede Havva was very pleased with him. She enjoyed
her status as a respectable woman. She now could afford fine clothes and gold ornaments.
Many years passed and Takuru and his wife lived very well and had children. But, inevitably, one day their
happiness came to an end.
A learned man from the island of Vadu in the same atoll, who was well-versed in Arabic, appeared one evening
in Nadalla just before sunset. Usually, whenever Takuru heard that an important person was expected in his island,
he made an excuse to get firewood from a deserted island nearby. Thus he carefully avoided those who could have
unmasked him. But this man was an unassuming person who arrived quietly and caught Takuru completely offguard.
The scholar entered a house while Takuru was chanting in a corner, pretending to read from a book opened on
a wooden holder by a lamp.
Ilaa hatarudannagili faskanlotari gobunneiyffaaantilaaaa …
A sandalwood stick was burning in front of him. Carefully listening to Takuru’s chant, the learned man could
hardly believe his ears. He wondered:
“What is that gibberish he is reciting?”
Muhammaaaatakurufaaaanu magaatuke mabaaaanishiuru …
Going to stand next to Takuru, the man from Vadu glanced at the hook and noticed that it was written in bold
Arabic characters.
“Were you reading this?” he interrupted Takuru, pointing at one page of the open book.
Having been respected in Nadalla for years, Takuru replied, “Yes,” serenely and with haughtiness.
“You are an impostor!” proclaimed the man from Vadu and began reading in clear and fluent Arabic from the
same book.
“I am on my way to Havaru Tinadu and I will tell the Atoll Chief about you.”
Suddenly Taku expression changed. Filled with fear, he begged the learned man not to tell anyone. He told him
about his sad and hopeless youth, hoping to warm the old learned mans heart.
But the man was relentless in his resolve. He left the house and went about asking questions to find out more
about Takuru from the people of Nadalla.
The next day the learned man from Vadu sailed to the capital island of the Atoll and spoke to the Atoll Chief,
revealing the truth about Takuru.
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“There is a wretched man on the island of Nadalla who claims that he is a learned person who spent four years
studying in Arabia. The fact is that he actually spent that time in Hankede climbing coconut palms.”
The Atoll Chief sent a party of men to Nadalla to locate Takuru. They found him cowering in his home and
brought him to Havaru Tinadu by force. After giving him a hundred lashes, he was sent back to Nadalla
unceremoniously.
When Takuru was unmasked, Havva thought she would die of shame. Everyone teased and mocked her on the
street and women and children made catcalls right by her house the whole day and a great part of the night, so she
didn’t even dare to get out. Feeling deeply disappointed and betrayed by her husband, Hankede Havva left
Takuru. One night while he was sleeping, the woman furtively went aboard a boat and sailed back to Addu Atoll
without leaving any trace.
Takuru would never see his wife again. He remained in Nadalla the rest of his life in a state of dejection and
despair. Even in his old age he was the poorest and least respected man of the island.
6
Land crabs used to be very common in the Maldives. They are curious and intrusive. Unlike most crustaceans,
they don’t live in the sea, but on land. They are more active in the night and will enter a house not caring if people
are living there. These crabs like to make their lairs in corners, under the beds or behind furniture.
Long ago all land crabs in the Maldives were fair in color. But one day a carefree land crab entered a kitchen
while a woman was boiling ra hiyani.\fn{Palm syrup} This was not an ordinary kitchen, for the woman cooking
there was Dogi Aiha Kanlege, a very beautiful woman and also a great sorceress. Instead of using firewood, she
was thrusting her feet under the pot and abundant fire came out of them.
Dogi Aiha Kanlege had warned that no one should enter the kitchen while she was cooking, not even her
husband. She was married to Oditan Kalege, the greatest fandita man of the Maldives, who both loved and feared
his wife.
The crab didn’t know that Dogi Aiha Kanlege was a hot-tempered lady and that she would get very angry if
someone saw her cooking. It just entered the kitchen because there was a nice smell, walking cautiously on
tiptoes, as land crabs always do.
When this crab reached the threshold of the kitchen, it thought that no one had seen it. But Dogi Aiha Kanlege
was always watchful, and she saw the intruder from the corner of her eye. She became furious at once.
The woman instantly got up from the fireplace and stepped with her left foot, still on fire, on top of the crab’s
shell. Dogi Aiha Kanlege moved so fast that the poor crustacean didn’t have time to escape. When she saw that
the back of the crab was burned, she let it go.
Outside it was raining heavily, and quickly the fire on the crab’s back was extinguished. But the crustacean had
a large black stain where he had been charred by Dogi Aiha Kanlege’s foot.
And that is the reason why nowadays all land crabs in the Maldives have a black spot on top of their bodies.
7
The king of the moon lived very happily in his palace with his wife. Her beauty eclipsed all other women and
she was very intelligent and courageous.
The king was a hugely wealthy man. But one day a hideous demon emerged from the sea, stole all the king’s
gold and jewels, and carried them away to his lair in the ocean’s depths.
Stricken by this calamity, the king became very depressed and ill. The doctors feared for his health, agreeing:
“The king is going to die.”
His wife was worried. She longed to bring the jewels and gold back from the bottom of the sea, but she didn’t
know how. She spent many sleepless nights in distress as her husband’s condition worsened.
Finally the queen decided to go to the bottom of the sea and to retrieve the kings’ gold and jewels herself.
Furtively, she left the palace in the middle of the night and went to the beach alone. She removed her royal dress
stepped into the dark water, and began swimming boldly into the black depths.
A big marondu\fn{Triggerfish} met her. He carried a Sandara shell\fn{The cap, or operculum of a turbinid sea snail, hard
and shaped like a half-sphere, its flat side being white and marked with a spiral which, when polished, looks like an eye and is occasionally
still worn, mounted in gold or silver, as a necklace charm to ward off sickness } between his teeth and dropped it into her right

hand as she swam. Then he told her:
“It is not fitting for you to swim further, your majesty. If you continue, the demon will tear you to pieces.”
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“But I must recover the jewels and the gold from the hand of that wicked demon,” she said. “If I don’t go my
husband will surely die.” The fish replied,
“O Queen, I admire your courage. Take this Sandara shell to your husband. He must wear it. Then he will
become strong enough to fight the demon.” But she said:
“My husband is very weak, and almost dead. He will not be able to fight.” The triggerfish said,
“The king will be strong, if he wears this shell.”
Clutching the Sandara shell in her hand, the queen swam rapidly back to the beach. She ran to the palace,
arriving before dawn. There she made a necklace with the shell. Then she washed and perfumed herself, put on an
elegant dress and went to her husband’s chambers.
The king was sleeping, but as soon his beautiful wife entered, he awoke. He looked very bad.
“You are so beautiful and I am going to die,” he moaned. Pressing the shell necklace into his hand, the Queen
said,
“You must wear this on you.”
When she put the shell on him, new vigor filled the king’s body. He exclaimed:
“I feel very strong now, strong enough to take my jewels and my gold back from the bottom of the sea.”
So the king went down to the beach. As soon as he dived into the water, he became a mighty fish with
powerful jaws and huge teeth. Plunging into the gloomy abyss, he devoured the demon and returned with the
jewels and the gold.
As soon as the magnificent fish touched the sand, the king took his human form again and waded out of the
water. Then his servants. who had been waiting on the beach, took the treasures back to the palace. On his arrival
at the palace everyone rejoiced and praised the king for his brave deeds.
“Long live the King of the Moon!” the crowds shouted. But turning to his wife he said,
“This is your shell. If you hadn’t given it to me. I would not have had the strength to defeat that demon and get
back the gold and the jewels, for it was awfully deep and dark in the ocean, and the demon was very powerful.”
Hence the merit went to the Queen of the Moon. Even now, in Addu Atoll, when children play with Sandara
shells, they say:
“This is the kubus\fn{A type of local cake shaped like half a sphere} of the King of the Moon’s wife.”
8
Sea cucumbers are very common in the Maldives. They look like enormous slugs and live in the broad and
sandy expanses of shallow submerged reefs. They are slow and lethargic animals who spend their lives
swallowing sand as they lay half-buried on the sunlit reef. The only remarkable thing about sea cucumbers is that
there is a certain small fish living inside some of these sluggish creatures.
This fish is long and eel-like, but smaller than a pencil. It has a delicate, glassy body, so transparent that its
bones and internal organs can be seen. Since it is a weak fish, it always lives in hiding and the best way to get a
glimpse of it is by catching a sea cucumber and squeezing it strongly.
Yet Maldivians are certain that this is only a very young fish and regard it with awe. They whisper that after it
reaches a certain age it leaves the sea cucumber by itself and swims away from the sunny reef into the cold ocean
depths. There, in the darkness, this fish grows at an amazing rate unseen by anyone.
After many years of living in the darkest waters it becomes a huge and ferocious beast. It is said that in the end
this fish reaches such colossal proportions that it could gobble down a whole ship, with masts, sails, crew and all,
in one gulp.
Therefore, Maldivians commonly call that fragile translucent creature living inside the sea cucumbers odi ka
bodumus The meaning of that name in their language is “the big fish that devours ships.”

1920
265.125 1. The Skull Below The Tree 2. Don Hiyala And Alifulu 3. Fulu Digu Handi 4. Kullavah Falu Fani 5.
Makumbe 6. A Heavy Kurumba 7. The Vigani That Haunted Toshali Takuru 8. The Moon In The Jar: Eight
Folktales\fn{by Aishath Naazneen (c.1975?- )} Malé?, North Malé Atoll, Malé City Council, The Maldives (F) 15
1

11

A very poor man called Ibrahimu lived long ago on an island in one of the northern atolls of the Maldives. Since

there was very little food, when he became hungry he had to go and search for something to eat. He went to a
midili tree at the edge of the village but there were no nuts. Disappointed, with his stomach empty, he went into
the forest and wandered for a long time searching for something edible.
While he was in the deepest part of the forest, Ibrihimu noticed a shining glint below a big tree. Fearfully, he
crept near and saw that it was only a human skull bleached white by the sun. When he had almost reached it, a
noise startled him. The skull said.
“Come nearer.” Alarmed, Ibrhimu responded:
“I’m surprised that you speak.”
“Come, come nearer, my friend. I will do you no harm. I have been here a very long time, and no one has
come. I’m very bored. Tell me, where are you going?” Ibrahimu answered,
“I am just a poor, hungry man looking for food, There is not much to eat on the Island.”
“So you’re hungry. Don’t worry. Just go to the watermelon creeper behind this tree hanging over me.”
Ibrahimu thought,
“Strange … A watermelon creeper here in the wilderness!” But to his amazement there behind the tree he
found indeed a large vine with many big, beautiful watermelons The skull said,
“Eat as many as you can. But, every day you must come and talk to me.”
The melons were excellent and Ibrahimu ate and ate until he was full. As he was about to leave, the skull said,
“Be sure not to tell anyone about the melons you ate and about who is here under this tree. Remember that we
are friends now.”
“I will remember,” Ibrahimu said before leaving that spot.
During the next weeks Ibrahimu was very happy. He went every day to talk with the skull and eat some
melons. Each time the skull reminded him not to tell anyone about what he was doing. One day Ibrahimu
commented:
“'I have been coming here so many days. You must tell me who you are and why you are like this.” The skull
answered,
“Alas! Once I was a very wealthy and respected man. But my mouth killed me.”
“How could your mouth kill you?” Ibrahimu asked. Impatiently the skull retorted,
“That’s all the truth. Don’t ask any more about it.” Ibrahimu left unsatisfied.
Many days later, when Ibrahimu came to eat his daily share of melons, the skull told him,
“Now we have come to the point that we know each other well. You look better fed. People might ask. ‘How is
that?’ and they see you disappear into the forest every day. But you must promise solemnly not to tell anybody
about the watermelons and about me.”
“I will not tell anybody,” Ibrahimu pledged.
For some time everything went well and Ibrahirnu kept his agreement. However, one fateful day, while he was
idly sitting at home, he reconsidered the skull’s story.
“How amazing! He says his mouth killed him. I must tell the radun.\fn{King} His Majesty will be pleased to
hear that such bizarre things take place in his kingdom. Since the radun is generous, he might even give me a big
present.”
So one day he went by sailboat to Malé and told the whole story to the king. Naturally, the radun was
astonished.
'”Is it possible that such a thing could happen in my kingdom?” The ministers did not trust Ibrahimu and stared
at him in contempt, saying,
“His Majesty should not pay attention to these crazy stories.” The radun asked Ibrahimu:
“Do you swear to me that there is a talking skull below a tree on your island, and that in the same spot there is
a big vine giving watermelons every day?” Ibrahimu said,
“Yes! I have been going there so many days, I know it well and I have eaten a great many very tasty watermelons.” Then he added.
“The skull claims that his mouth killed him. Everything I have told you is true, Your Majesty.” The radun
became very serious and warned him,
“If you are trying to fool me, you will be punished severely.” Ibrahimu smiled with assurance.
“Your Majesty will not be deceived.”
The radun sailed on the royal ship with his ministers to Ibrahimu’s island to see the wonder with his own eyes.
Ibrahirnu led them into the forest to show them the mysterious spot. However, when they arrived to that place
neither the skull nor the melon vine were there. Everybody searched thoroughly, but there was no trace of a vine
or a skull anywhere nearby. Looking at lbrahimu angrily, the ministers declared,
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“You lied.”
Ibrhimu froze, staring at them in terror. The radun demanded:
“Why did you try to fool us?” He reflected a moment. Then without waiting for any answer, his face grew hard
and he announced:
“Now you will know the punishment for anyone who dares to tell a lie to his king.” Ibrahimu started weeping
bitterly, swearing it was no lie.
“O king! Have no mercy on him,” urged the ministers impatiently. “Here we stand. We can see that this man
has shamelessly lied, but still he refuses to admit what he has done. This worthless villain thinks he can continue
fooling us.”
The king’s face was grim. Ignoring Ibrahimu’s frantic pleas, the radun ordered his soldiers to tie Ibrahimu
tightly to the tree. After leaving that place the king went to the island village and sternly warned the people that no
one should go to help Ibrahimu or they would suffer similar punishment.
“Ibrahirnu is condemned to death by Royal Order,” he concluded.
Meanwhile, left tied to the tree, Ibrihimu wept miserably. Suddenly he heard a laugh and at his left, under the
tree, he saw the skull. Shocked, Ibrahimu cried,
“Where have you been?”
“I came to tell you my mouth killed me as your mouth killed you.”
“What do you mean?” asked Ibrahimu.
“You are a foolish, unworthy man. Though I was your friend and treated you well, letting you eat my
watermelons, you broke your promise to me. I should not even be here talking with you. But I will tell you my
story.
“In my time, long, long ago. I was such a great fandita man that I was employed at the royal court. It so
happened that with my own mouth I made a promise to the king one day. Some time later, I lied to him, breaking
my promise with my own mouth as well. That king executed me under this same tree just like this king has
condemned you to die here. But that was long ago.” Ibrahimu begged abjectly:
“Help me, please!”
“No, no,” said the skull. “I warned you. We were friends, and we were bound by a pact, but you broke your
promise. It is right that you die.”
Scorning Ibrahimu’s desperate supplication, with a burst of raucous laughter, the skull disappeared.
2
Aisa was a very beautiful woman from the north of the Maldives. She was married to Musa Maliku, a
prosperous trader. They had settled on the island of Buruni where her husband’s business prospered.
Despite their wealth, Aisa and her husband were unhappy, for none of the six children born from Aisa’s womb
escaped death at birth. When Aisa became pregnant for the seventh time she didn’t hide her sorrow and fear.
When Aisa felt the pangs of birth, the midwife who had assisted her during her previous six unfortunate
deliveries happened to be far away on another island. Thus, a younger midwife from the other end of the village
was engaged for the occasion. With her help Aisa gave birth to a girl of such breath taking beauty that the new
midwife was taken aback. While the mother was still unconscious from the effort, the midwife, without saying a
word, showed the baby to the father.
Musa Maliku was alarmed when he saw the child. Now it dawned on him that the sinister old midwife,
resentful of the prodigious beauty of the baby girls, had secretly killed the six of them. Musa Maliku was aware of
the dangers awaiting his new-born daughter and whispered to the new midwife:
“Don’t tell anybody about this child and I will pay you well.”
The woman nodded. She understood the situation at once and asked for a large amount of gold. Without
hesitating. Musa Maliku gave it to her. The midwife went out and looked for a cat, killed it, and buried it in the
darkness. In the morning, she showed the tiny mound of white sand in the burial ground and told everyone that
Aisa’s baby was born dead. The islanders mourned her tragic fate:
“Aisa is getting old, her beauty is fading, and all her children have died.”
Musa Maliku decided to keep his new-born daughter hidden from the sight of human eyes and kept her in an
underground storeroom. A trustworthy old woman kept guard at the door and looked after the little girl. In the
dark room there was a dim oil lamp always burning. Aisa the mother entered it only to give her breast to the baby.
This lonely child was called Don Hiyala. She grew up concealed within the four walls of her abode where the
sun never shone on her.
*
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Meanwhile, on the same island there was a young goldsmith called Alifulu. His native island was Huludeli, on
a neighboring atoll. He had settled on Buruni because a spirit had told him in a dream that his future wife was
there. A handsome and honest young man, Alifulu had had an awful experience back on his own island. Havva
Fulu, a proud and ruthless beauty, had fallen in love with him, but when she saw that her feelings were not
reciprocated, Havva Fulu tried to kill him with powerful sorcery.
After his sobering ordeal, Alifulu waited on Buruni for his true love and ignored all the young women of the
island. The local girls, however, liked him very much and were often talking about his great skill in making
ornaments. This news reached Musa Maliku’s ears too.
One day, Musa Maliku invited Alifulu to his home and received the young craftsman on his verandah with a
great display of courtesy. Musa Maliku called his wife and ordered her to cook the best food for their guest. But
Alifulu found all the food that was brought to him not to his taste.
Musu Maliku was upset that the meals his wife had cooked didn’t please Alifulu. At last he went inside the
house down into the underground room and asked his daughter:
“Hiyala, my child, there is a guest in this house and your mothers cooking didn’t taste good to him. Please
cook something yourself or shame will fall upon our house.”
Hiyala, through a crack between two wooden planks, had spied Alifulu. She said:
“I shall cook something special for him, father.”
The girl knew that the purpose of Alifulu’s visit was to try to catch a glimpse of her and she was annoyed.
When her father left, she thought.
“He will see what I will cook!”
Hiyala boiled dirty rice with a lot of salt. Once it was cooked, she put rihakuru\fn{Mouldy fish sauce} in a bowl
and stale dry tuna, hard as wood, on a plate. Then she told her mother that the lunch for the guest was ready.
The young man ate with relish, emptying all the plates, and said to Musa:
“I have never eaten such good food in all my life!” After that he chewed some betel leaf with areca nut and
left.
Hiyala was impressed by his composure. On the next day Hiyala told her father:
“I am sure that all the girls on this island have gold bangles, but my arms are naked.” Her father promised:
“I shall go to Alifulu and ask him to make bangles for you. He is the best goldsmith.” When Hiyala’s father
came to his workshop, Alifulu asked:
“Which size?” Musa Maliku made a circle with his fingers, saying:
“Roughly so.” Thus Alifulu made very large bangles and brought them to the girls father. When Hiyala put
them on, they were so big they went all the way up to her shoulders. She cried:
“I won’t wear these bangles!” Musa Maliku took them back to Alifulu saying:
“Please make them smaller.” Alifulu asked:
“How much smaller?”
“Much more,” said Musa Maliku.
This time the bangles didn’t even fit. Hiyala cried:
“How can I put on such small bangles?” Her father went back to Alifulu and said,
“Please make them a little bigger.” The young man replied:
“Musa Maliku, I cannot make bangles of the right size without seeing the arms of the young lady. Why don’t
you show them to me?” Musa Maliku lied:
“Her arms are full of wounds and she has scabies, that’s why. I can’t show them to you.” But Alifulu was
adamant.
“I can only make the bangles of the right size if I see the arms of the young lady. I don’t care if they are sick or
ugly.” After much discussion the father finally agreed and left.
Hiyala’s arms were shown to Alifulu through heavy curtains hanging over the door of her secret dwelling.
Alifulu had already suspected they would be beautiful, but they were so lovely that he couldn’t hide his
astonishment. In a daze, he went back to his workshop and made bangles exactly her size. Musa Maliku brought
them home that same evening.
In the dark hours before dawn Hiyala made betel with nuts ready, put them in a special wooden tray and
secretly sneaked out of the house for the first time in her life. She went straight to Alifulu’s workshop and, finding
him sleeping, she woke him up. The young man was so surprised and so overwhelmed by Hiyala’s beauty, that he
thought he was still dreaming.
The girl smiled at him demurely and sat down beside him. Taking the cover off the tray she was holding,
Hiyala offered him betel leaves and areca nuts. Alifulu accepted and they chewed together observing each other in
silence.
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She found him very handsome; her eyes were shining. They felt awkward for a long while, but finally they
managed to talk to each other. Even though they began shyly, soon their conversation flowed and flowed. Time
passed and they didn’t notice. When the light of dawn came, Hiyala said:
“I must leave now!” Alifulu earnestly promised:
“I will tell your father today that I want to marry you.”
Later that day, Alifulu, confident that he was on friendly terms with her father, went to Hiyala’s house. He
found Musa Maliku outside and asked:
“Musa Maliku, would you give me your daughter in marriage?”
The old man was shocked and went inside the house as if he hadn’t heard. His wife seeing him so sad, asked.
“What’s happened?” Musa Maliku began to weep.
“The treasure we were hiding so carefully has been discovered. Our times of happiness and peace are over.”
Aisa’s color left her face.
“Of course! He has seen our daughter’s arm! He is the only one who knows about her.” After taking in the
news, she ventured:
“Well, he is good-looking and courteous, and a hard worker too—a good match for our daughter.” But Musa
Maliku was full of foreboding.
That same afternoon Don Hiyala’s father went to meet Alifula. He spoke sternly.
“Young man. I give you my consent to marry my daughter. Make everything ready and come tonight to my
house, but the ceremony must he performed in secret.”
Musa Maliku then went back home, and asked the old woman who was looking after Hiyala to embellish the
room with special marriage decorations and to bathe, perfume, dress and make up Hiyala as a bride. Aisa was
unhappy to marry her only daughter in such a secret and hurried way. She would have loved to give a party for all
the islanders.
In the evening Alifulu came with two witnesses. Musa Maliku acted as the judge and they were married
without further ceremony. The witnesses were given a great amount of gold to keep their mouths shut and went
back to their homes without saying a word,
Don Hiyala and Alifulu spent their wedding night and the day that followed in total bliss, unaware of the
impending tragedy.
*
One evening close to sunset, Alifulu arrived back from fishing while a trading boat from a northern atoll was
entering Buruni’s lagoon. Right at the moment that the ship’s crew dropped anchor off the island. Alifulu saw a
man slipping from the deck and railing into the water.
Actually the man was only pretending he had slipped, but Alifulu didn’t know it. He was thrashing the water
with his arms as if he was drowning.
“I’m a poor blind stranger and I can’t swim; please save me!”
Alifulu jumped immediately into the lagoon and rescued the stranger, pulling him aboard his boat. Once on the
deck, he asked,
“Where do you come from?” The sinister character answered meekly,
“I’m from Laimagu and I’ve been blind since birth. My father is very rich and knowing that in this island there
are good medicine-men he has sent me here to be treated, but I don’t have any acquaintances here. Please take me
to your home,” Pointing to his vessel, he said.
“I will give you the presents I carry in my ship.”
Moved by the pitiful look of the foreigner. Alifuu brought him to his home. Since he thought his guest was
harmless owing to his blindness, Alifulu let his guest sit inside Hiyala’s secret room, where no visitor was ever
allowed. Hiyala looked intently at Laimagu Fagiru’s eyes and became alarmed. Her intuition was right, for the
stranger had seen Don Hiyala in a dream in the past and he had a sly plan to profit from the knowledge of the
zealously guarded secret that had been revealed to him. In order to succeed, Fagiru wanted to confirm to the
radun that Hiyala’s beauty was flawless. Quietly, she led her husband to a corner and whispered to him,
“Alifulu my love, who have you brought into our house? I don’t think that man is blind, he only wants to
deceive us.” Her husband refused to be drawn into her mood.
“How can you know?” Don Hiyala looked up in exasperation searching for a way to convince her husband, but
before she could talk Alifulu held her hands saying.
“Trust me Hiyala, I know he is blind. I saw him fall from his boat and saved his life. He has come here for
treatment. Don’t worry.”
However, during the following weeks, Hiyala was unhappy about the devious guest dwelling right inside her
home and persistently begged her husband to send the blind man somewhere else.
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“He is not a harmless person as you think.”
But Alifulu didn’t heed her words and relations between the newly married couple became troubled.
Meanwhile, the wily visitor kept discreetly in the background, acting as if he didn’t notice the heated arguments
going on between husband and wife.
One day, Alifulu told Hiyaia to grind a special medicinal ointment for their guest’s eyes. Dutifully, the young
woman went inside the house to grind the medicine, but took instead charcoal, glass and chillies and ground them
in the stone, handing the mixture over to her husband. When he smeared the medicine on the guest’s eyes. Fagiru
howled and shook in an uncontrollable manner. Alifulu, feeling sorry for the man, asked her what had gone
wrong, Kiyala calmly replied that the ingredients must have been stale, but she was happy seeing the intruder
suffer and hoped he would now realize he was not welcome. But even after this painful experience. Fagiru
continued staying in Hiyala’s house.
One morning, while Alifulu was away in his workshop. Don Hiyala was in the veyo\fn{Stone pool} behind the
house taking a bath. Meanwhile Laimagu Fagiru sneaked into the kitchen and set it on fire. When she saw the
massive flames the young woman ran in panic out of the pool across the house, forgetting that she was naked.
Having carefully concealed himself, the guest could have a good look at Hiyala and was pleased to see that Don
Hiyala was a woman fit for the radan. Her body was flawless.
Upon reaching the main door, Hiyala took her feli\fn{Waist-cloth} and covered herself in haste. Then she called
the old woman servant and her father to help her extinguish the flames. In a short time they managed to put out
the fire but the kitchen was ruined. Later in the day, when Alifulu came back from fishing, Hiyala told him about
the fire and added scornfully:
“I am sure that, somehow, that scheming stranger you keep here started the fire. ‘It is better to be under the sail
of a capsized ship than under the power of a blind man’, as our old people say.”
Since Fagiru had seen all that he wanted to see, he now took leave of his hosts and sailed back to Malé in his
ship. Alifulu told Hiyala:
“Now you will be relieved.” But her face was grim when she replied.
“I am feeling uneasy. I think he is still able to hurt us.”
Once in Malé, Lainiagu Fagiru went straight to the royal palace, asked for an immediate audience with the
radun and demanded to be left alone with him The king sternly warned Fagiru that he would be heavily punished
if the news was not worth the inconvenience of dismissing the nobles present there. Fagiru’s chest swelled with
pride,
“O radun! I know a secret nobody knows. In your kingdom there is a young lady living on a certain island
whose beauty is a true wonder.”
The king’s face lit up at once. Fagiru enjoyed the vile way in which he was arousing the king’s interest.
“O radun! She lives on the island of Buruni. I have seen all the rare charms of that hidden lady with my own
eyes. She is a faymini,\fn{In Sanskrit, padmini: a woman of extraordinary beauty} a rare kind of woman! You are a
fortunate king, for sometimes many generations can pass without a Faymini arising in a country.”
The king ordered Fagiru to describe the lady in detail and eagerly listened to the careful description of Hiyai’s
perfect body. Without wasting any time, the king ordered his naval commander to prepare his ship at once,
“We are sailing immediately southwards, to Buruni Island!” Then, turning towards Fagiru, he sternly admonished
him:
“If I find that what you have told me is a lie, you will be put to death as a punishment.”
After two days, the royal ship dropped anchor off Buruni and the king went ashore escorted by his soldiers. He
was in no mood for protocol and ignored the welcome of the local authorities. Brushing aside the crowds that had
gathered at the beach seeing the great vessel moored in their lagoon, the radun went straight to Hiyala’s house.
Finding the beautiful young woman alone, the vain king, dressed in his costliest regal robes, tried to impress her by
displaying great wit, charm and florid speech. However, Don Hayala totally ignored him and, after a while, the
monarch sat down in a sullen mood.
When Alifulu arrived, the radun ordered him to divorce his wife immediately. But the young man courageously
refused. Then the king flew into a rage and ordered the islanders to lynch Alifulu.\fn{A note reads: A custom known as havaru} The
soldiers pushed the young man very roughly out and threw him into the hands of the assembled crowd outside. For a long
time Alifulu was savagely beaten, scratched and cut by the bloodthirsty jeering mob. Finally, when they were tired, they left
him in a lonely spot in the jungle thinking he was dead.
Meanwhile, the king grabbed Hiyala who was pulling away from him, yelling and trying to break loose, and
called the mudimu, the caretaker of the mosque, and ordered him to marry them there and then. The mudimu was
in a quandary because the conditions for a valid marriage were not present. But the king’s wrathful countenance
was frightening to behold, so willy-nilly he gave Hiyala in marriage to the monarch, saying:
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“Nu kiya ranaka, nu de valiyaka, mihegge hagge Manikufana kaiveni koh difin.”\fn{“Without the legal stipulations, I
give your majesty in marriage a woman legally belonging to another man.” }
Hiyala screamed, shook and cried but she was forcefully taken by the king and his soldiers to the royal ship
and, as soon as they set foot on board, the anchors were weighed. As the ship was leaving Buruni’s lagoon a white
crow followed it.
*
After the king was gone a heavy calm descended on the island. Musa Maliku, Aisa and the old woman went to
look for Alifulu. When they found him he looked like a corpse, with bones broken and many bleeding wounds.
Carefully they took the young man to their home and looked after him for months until he was completely healed.
As he regained consciousness, Alifulu felt miserable because his wife was gone. Despite his wounds, his
biggest woe was that Hiyala was far away from him.
The white crow flew between the capital and Buruni carrying messages between the lovers. Thus Hiyala got to
know that Alifulu was healing. Once Alifulu felt strong and could stand on his feet, he decided to repair the
Enderi Odi, his own ship. He was determined to go to rescue Hiyala, but his boat was in such bad shape that it
took him many days to complete the work.
Meanwhile in Malé, the king was proud to have Hiyala in his palace. He even had her paraded through the
capital, soon after his arrival, so that his subjects could see what a charming new wife he had found. The radun’s
other wives were no match for Hiyala’s extraordinary beauty and everyone stared at her in admiration.
But try as he might to attract her attention, she utterly ignored the king and all the presents he brought her. The
young woman had only contempt for him. But the radun had hopes of winning her heart and was always
courteous to her.
During the long months that followed. Hiyala, grieving deeply despite the luxury and comfort surrounding her,
kept sending messages to Alifulu through the white crow. She was only thinking of him and hoped that her
captors would one day lower their guard.
Finally, after Alifulu had repaired his boat, he didn’t want anybody to come along with him on his dangerous
mission. While he was sailing northwards, he sent the white crow with a message telling his lover to be ready to
flee from the royal palace. He hoped to land in Malé at the little-guarded southwest point.
After the white crow came to Hiyala’s window, the radun came to visit her. Seeing no way to escape, the
young woman looked around in dismay. That day the monarch was loudly complaining:
“You have been here for a whole year and still haven’t said a word to me. If you were another person. I would
have already given orders to put you to slow and painful death. But I still hope that you may change your attitude
towards me. Nothing in my palace gives me pleasure anymore. At least I would like to eat some dish prepared by
you.”
Wishing to get rid of the radun, Hiyala obliged and cooked special food for him. The king was amazed at how
easily he had finally found favor and looked satisfied when he left. Without wasting any time, the young woman
boldly sneaked out of the palace and headed straight to the south-western corner of Malé. Wading into waist-high
water, Hiyala managed to reach the coral reef-edge right at the time that Alifulu arrived with his boat. In a risky
maneuver, the young man sailed alongside close enough for her to jump aboard and a sudden gust of wind helped
them to leave the king’s island.
Once in high seas, they tried to put as much distance as they could between themselves and Malé. Hiyala was
so relieved to be together with Alifulu that she couldn’t take her eyes off him while he held the rudder.
As soon as the radun found out about Hiyala’s escape, he was full of wrath and ordered a thorough search. The
soldiers carefully looked for her in all the houses in Malé, but were unsuccessful. Finally they found out that a
black boat had been seen sailing away from the south-western end. The king commanded that his royal ship be
made ready to sail right away. Once aboard with his soldiers, the monarch gave orders to follow the small sail in
the distance.
While the radun was heading towards them at great speed, Alifulu and Hiyala were anxiously looking astern.
As time passed, the young woman was watching in dismay how the royal ship was fast catching up with them.
Sure of his victory, with his soldiers arrayed behind his back, the wicked radun was laughing with contempt and
glee. When the king’s vessel loomed behind their small boat, Hiyala was in such a state of despair that she told
Alifulu:
“I will rather die than let this cruel demon of a man take me away again!”
And before Alifulu could catch her, Hiyala jumped into the ocean. All of a sudden, a huge mavaru\fn{Jellyfish}
rose from the depths and, instead of falling into the water, the young woman fell into the middle of the monster.
Since her waist was so incredibly slender, Hiyala broke in two with the strength of the impact and both pieces of
her body slipped into the sea.
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Alifulu let the rudder go and watched helplessly as the two parts of his lovely wife’s body sank slowly into the
ocean, leaving wide red trails of blood. Right then, with a great crashing noise, his black coral boat hit the jellyfish and shattered into pieces.
When the young man fell into the water, he was already dead. Alifulu sank along with his Don Hiyala’s broken
body until they both were lost in the blue depths.
Thus were the faithful loving couple reunited at last and no one would be able to separate them again. The
radun was exasperated that they had escaped his authority, but he was powerless to change things, so he ordered
his men to tow the remains of Alifulu’s boat back to Malé.
People say that the corpses of Don Hiyala and Alifulu drifted together to a lonely beach. They were buried
ashore at that very spot and a ziyaraiy\fn{Shrine} was erected over their tomb,
3
Once upon a time, a woman called Aymina Bi went to get water from the well close to the graveyard by the
mosque. As she turned to go home with the full pot she saw a sight that instantly chilled her blood. Fulu Digu
Handi was sitting on the sand of a fresh grave nearby.
It was a fearsome looking spirit, a skeletal and gray hag, with a wild mane of hair and a mouthful of jagged
teeth. Fulu Digu Handi was pouring sand on her own head with a human skull. Aymina Bi was so terrified that she
ran back home hastily and closed the door.
Aymina Bi lay on her bed exhausted. She was frightened and felt very ill. She was alone; her husband
Takurufanu was away on a trading trip.
The sun set and Aymina Bi got up, lit an oil lamp and hung it in its place. She was shivering with a very high
fever and with terror.
In the middle of the night Fulu Digu Handi came and, as she couldn’t find a way to get in, walked around the
house shouting,
“Aymina Bi, Aymina Bi! Did you tell people that you saw me at the graveyard pouring sand on myself with a
human skull?” The frightened woman screamed in terror,
“No. I told them you were pouring gold dust on yourself!”
“Good!” exclaimed the spirit. “I will come back tomorrow night.”
In the morning Aymina Bi told all the women in the village about her ordeal and when the sun set, all the
women in the village were frightened. Fulu Digu Handi came at a very late hour and, as in the night before, she
went walking around the house yelling,
“Aymina Bi! Did you tell people that you saw me at the graveyard while I was pouring sand on myself with a
human skull?” The poor woman screamed.
“No, I told them you were pouring gold dust on yourself!”
“Good!” The spirit was satisfied with the answer, saying, “I will come back tomorrow night,” and left.
The next morning, Takurufanu, Aymina Bi’s husband, returned to the island and was upset to see his wife
shivering in bed with a high fever. Crying, Aymina Bi told him everything. Takurufanu was incensed.
“Let it come tonight! We’ll get rid of this nuisance! Don’t be afraid.” He called their neighbor Mariyambu and
asked her.
“Aymina Bi is sick and cannot work. Please grind lonumirus\fn{A mixture of hot red chillies, black pepper, garlic and
salt, typical of Maldivian cuisine} for me.”
At sunset Mariyambu came with the thick red paste on a big green taro leaf. Takurufanu told her to stay with
them that night and she agreed. As the night grew darker, Takurufanu told his wife to pretend not to be scared
when Fulu Digu Handi shouted and to answer “Yes!” this time. Aymina Bi was so distraught she only said she
would try her best.
At midnight, Takurufanu was ready inside holding a knife and the salty chilli-pepper mixture. After walking
around the house in the dark, Fulu Digu Handi called:
“Aymina Bi, Aymina Bi! Did you tell people that you saw me at the graveyard while I was pouring sand on
myself with a human skull?” This time Aymin Bi answered boldly:
“Yes! I told everyone that you were pouring sand on yourself!” At once Fulu Digu Handi flew into a rage and
roared,
“Aymina Bi, what did you say? How dare you! Wait, I will teach you a lesson you will never forget!” Then it
began to thrust its umbilical cord through a hole in the thatch that covered the sides of the house.
Inside, the two women and the man watched in horror as the disgustingly long umbilical cord entered the room
and moved about like a snake. It became longer and longer until it almost filled the house.
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Takurufanu moved close to the hole where the spirit’s umbilical cord had come into the house. Then he took
his big knife, hacked the umbilical cord off at the root and immediately smeared the red salty paste on the cut.
Fulu Digu Handi screamed in pain and anger:
“Ouch! My navel! Ouch! My navel!”
Yelling like mad, Fulu Digu Handi fled into the night and was never seen again.
4
Once upon a times a humble young couple lived on a large island fringing one of the atolls located at the
northern end of the Maldive kingdom. On this island there was a kullavah falu,\fn{A vast mangrove forest} covering
more than half of its swampy surface. Since it was infested by hordes of mosquitoes, this was considered a very
unhealthy place to live and most people avoided it. But in the middle of the mangroves, there was a small hut
where the man and his wife lived.
They were so poor they lived a hand-to-mouth existence and were constantly foraging for food. The couple
subsisted mainly on the kullavah\fn{Fruit} they picked from the surrounding mangroves. These smelly fruits were
so important in their diet that, except for a few small coconuts from the stunted palm trees growing close to their
marshy wooded area and a few reef fish the husband used to catch in the shallow lagoon close by, they seldom
had the chance to eat anything else.
Despite their poverty, this man and his wife lived very happily together in that lonely place. Even though there
was a small village at the other end of the island, they rarely went there and seldom had visitors.
One day, the woman became pregnant. She had prayed for a good child and was rewarded with a beautiful girl
who brought laughter and joy to their home. The baby used to play or sleep under the shade of the mangrove trees
while her parents were busy picking the fruit.
A few months later the woman decided that the milk from her breasts was not enough and that her daughter
needed some food. So, the first thing the little girl was fed was a fine paste lovingly made by her mother by
squeezing very ripe kullavah fruit with her hands.
As years went by, the child grew and her parents let her run about the mangrove forest as she pleased. She used
to wander quite far away from her home, wading in the mud through the mosquito-infested swamps, but in each
direction there was only mangrove. The girl ended up being very familiar with those trees and spent long hours
perched in their branches idly munching kullavah fruit. When she went back home, she invariably had a plate of
kullavah porridge before going to sleep.
More years passed and this lonely girl became a ravishing young woman. The mangrove forest had no secrets
for her anymore. By now she was so skilled she knew how to climb even the most difficult trees. She also knew
very well which ones gave the best fruit and could easily identify the different varieties of kullavah by their shape,
color and smell. Some had a sweeter taste when ripe and others had a stronger, slightly acid and pungent flavor,
which she knew how to appreciate. The girl also found pleasure in eating the fruit in its last stage, when it was
very soft, so ripe that it was almost decaying. She loved its intense putrid smell, which many refined islanders
find extremely offensive.
Thus, in her early adolescence, this striking young woman lived alone, hidden from the rest of the world,
inside the mangrove forest. She didn’t find the steamy heat of the marshes unpleasant and the mosquitoes didn’t
bother her. The girl was happy there, gathering kullavah and playing under the trees and in the muddy swamps
from dawn to dusk. After nightfall she would go to meet her loving parents in their tiny hut, where they would all
eat kullavah for dinner. That was one of her favorite times, when they would talk, sing and make jokes until she
fell asleep. This girl was completely illiterate and had no higher dreams and aspirations than to spend her life in
that place as her parents had done. Little did she know that her life was going to change very soon.
*
One afternoon, the royal ship anchored close to this island. The girl was sitting on a mangrove tree close to the
lagoon and was completely hidden by the dense leaves of its branches. She watched the large vessel in awe and
disbelief for she had often seen sails in the horizon, but this was the first time she had seen such a large boat so
near.
Aboard the royal ship, the radun, on a journey to the northernmost atolls of his kingdom, inspected the long,
densely wooded island and asked his minister:
“Which trees are those?” The minister answered,
“These are mangrove trees, O radun! This island is marshy, very poor and pest-ridden, but it has the largest
mangrove forest in the Maldive Islands.”
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The king was a young man and he was sick of being on board. Welcoming the opportunity of breaking the
monotony of the trip, he enthusiastically exclaimed,
“Let’s go ashore for a visit then! I have never been in such a forest and I would enjoy a walk now.”
Thus, everything was made ready for the radun to disembark on that island with his retinue. He began by
paying a brief visit to the humble, nondescript village located at the end of the island. After exchanging the usual
formalities with the local chief, the king decided to walk northwards, towards the other end. The island chief was
nervous and tried to prevent the young monarch from going there, saying it was not real land but a very large
muddy place without paths, blighted by mosquitoes and other pests.
The king had made up his mind though. Seeing that his ministers were not enthused either by the idea of
accompanying him to the forest he told them that he would go alone, and that they could remain at the village
with the rest of his escort. Ignoring their protests, he walked into the bush with only two personal guards.
Soon the ground became marshy, the usual island vegetation gave way to mangrove trees and the radun
entered into the Kullavah Falu, a huge, dismal-looking swampy area.
The young king, tired of protocol, found it exhilarating to be alone in this great silent forest, without an umbrellabearer or other cumbersome attendants surrounding him. In spite of the difficulty of the terrain, he walked valiantly
on, with his feet in the mud, avoiding the low branches. However, owing to the absence of paths, the place was a
labyrinth and soon the radun and his two soldiers got lost. They wandered in the forest without knowing where they
were going.
The youthful monarch was leading the way, when he heard a sound. He thought it was some bird, and not
wanting to scare it, he whispered to the soldiers following him to he quiet and walked stealthily in the direction of
the noise. Carefully, he lifted some twigs and, all of a sudden, he was stunned. There, before his eyes was the
gorgeous girl who lived there.
She was squatting very close to him, calmly filling a mulosi\fn{A simple basket, easily made from two short sections of
coconut palm fronds} with the kullavah she had just picked from the surrounding trees. The sunlight filtering in thin
shafts through the high green branches fell on the lovely young woman, giving an eerie quality to the scene.
The king, his heart beating fast, remained very quiet, enthralled by the beauty of the forest girl. The vision in
front of him looked so unreal that he began to fear he was seeing a handi,\fn{Spirit} an event not at all unlikely in
such a dark and deep forest. Thus, the radun backed away one step and a dry stick cracked under his foot.
Startled, the girl stood up and froze. She opened her large eyes and her beautiful mouth wide in amazement.
Since she had never seen anybody in such fine dress in her life, the king was for her an imposing, awesome sight.
All of a sudden, the young, woman became conscious that she herself wore only a length of cheap, half-tom
cloth around her waist. Quickly she covered her breasts with her arms, and then she turned around and ran away.
The king immediately ordered his guards to follow her and hurried after them. As the girl moved with such
swiftness and ease within the thick, swampy woods, they soon lost sight of her. But the men pressed ahead and
followed the tracks her feet left in the mud. Thus they were led to a humble shack in the heart of the mangrove
forest where they found the poor wretch trying to hide inside, trembling like a leaf.
Feeling frightened and exposed, the mangrove girl was screaming and shaking strongly like a wild cat when
she was taken by force out of the hut. Her parents were unable to help her without opposing the king’s wishes.
Finally, the soldiers managed to calm her and she was brought whimpering aboard the royal ship. Mean while, the
king, turning to one of his ministers, declared,
“Verily, this is the most charming young woman in my whole kingdom! We will bring her along with us to
Malé. I have decided to marry her.”
In this way, for the first time in her life, the lonely child born in the salty swamps left the mangrove forest that
had sheltered her since her birth.
As she sailed towards the capital to become a queen, the young woman was terrified by the rolling seas and the
creaking ship. She had never felt so homesick and dejected and was sobbing all the time. But she never let anyone
come close to her and yelled like a madwoman if somebody did. Since there were no kullavah on board, she
wouldn’t eat anything; she would only drink some rice water. Anyway, she was so seasick that she was constantly
throwing up during the long journey.
The king was troubled to see the pitiful wretch always huddled in a corner with fear in her reddened eyes. She
was reeking of vomit, with tears streaming down her dirty face, and nobody aboard liked her. The radun kept
away from her. Days passed and he seriously doubted that the young woman would survive and was repenting of
having brought her along with him.
But things looked better after their arrival at the capital island. Once inside the palace compound, the halfnaked, filthy girl was immediately surrounded by pretty girl attendants who, after giving her a bath, pampered her
and treated her like a child. Following a few days of rest, the girl of the mangrove forest began to smile again. She
20

was now eating good meals and was being bathed and perfumed by her servants. They found her rude ways
exhilarating and joked with her all the time. Dressed in fine silks and wearing expensive jewelry, the young
woman now looked dashing. Everyone in the palace was amazed to see how beautiful the future queen was, in
spite of her execrable manners.
Time passed and the mangrove-forest girl was formally wedded to the king, but her husband found it difficult
to put up with his wife’s gross behavior. Thus, on the radun’s strict orders, the girl spent busy days learning from
morning till evening. The coarse young queen was not willing, at first, and threw terrible tantrums. However,
before long she was taught how to read and write, how to dress properly and how to talk and behave in the court,
as befits a Maldivian queen.
A few years later, a group of people from the small village at the end of the island of the great mangrove forest
happened to arrive in Malé on a trading journey. They went to the palace and asked for an audience, saying that
they were bringing a present for the queen. The audience was granted and the lovely young queen received them
in her best dress and finest jewelry.
“What has brought you here?” she enquired haughtily. The people produced a basket full of kullavah fruit,
opened it in front of her and said meekly,
“O Queen, we are people from your island, friends of your parents. Don’t you remember us?” Coldly, she
ignored their question and asked,
“What is that inside that basket?” A bit, abashed, but smiling, one of the men in front explained.
“This is our gift for you. We thought that you would he very happy to eat some kullavah, as they don’t grow
here in the capital.”
Feigning surprise by raising her eyebrows high, the queen gracefully took one of the green fruits and held it in
front of her. She turned it slowly in her hand, squinting. Then, without taking her eyes off the kullavah, she
exclaimed,
“This is a very interesting fruit! Is it attached to the tree from this side or from this other side?”
*
If in the Maldives one forgets too quickly about one’s origins, or having grown wealthy one is ashamed of poor
relatives, people would say,
“This person is like the queen of the Mangrove forest.”
5
Long, long ago, a very fat man called Makumbe lived in Malé. He was not a wicked man, yet he was greedy
and selfish, for he was thinking only about eating.
Makumbe was happily married and had three girls and four boys. After the birth of his seventh child his wife
died and Makumbe was left alone to look after his children. Shortly thereafter he married a younger lady in the
hope that she would help him in the house. The new wife was a thin and mean-spirited woman; she did not care
for the children and was often nasty to them. One day Makumbe told his wife,
“I am very hungry and I want to eat bofoli.\fn{Pancakes} I shall go to get the ingredients and you will cook them
for me.” His wife replied.
“In this house, no matter how many pancakes I cook, you will not get to taste many of them. Your children
always eat so much; they never seem to leave anything for the others.” Makumbe agreed with her.
“We will not tell the children. I will bring the ingredients secretly into the kitchen and we will hide them
there.”
That afternoon, while the stepmother took the children to the other end of the island to collect firewood.
Makumbe brought a large jar of divehi hakuru,\fn{Palm sugar} a sack of flour and many coconuts. Panting and
sweating from the heavy work, he hid them as well as he could.
After sunset, Makumbe sent the boys and girls to bed. His wife let a while pass to make sure that they were
fast asleep. When she was sure that the children would not be awake, she went to the kitchen and started cooking
as silently as she could. Makumbe helped her and they made lots of pancakes.
Deep into the night, the smallest child woke up to go outside to urinate. As he was going back to bed he saw
light in the kitchen and noticed the delicious smell that wafted through the night air. He rushed into the kitchen
hut and cried,
“Give me one! I am very hungry.”
Caught by surprise. Makumbe gave his son a pancake. The stepmother warned the boy glaring at him sternly:
“Don’t tell the others.”
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The little boy ate the pancake silently, sitting in a corner of the kitchen. When he went back to bed he pinched
the girl sleeping next to him and she woke up with a yell. He whispered:
“Don’t he afraid.”
“Why did you do that?” she complained, tears running down her eyes.
“Mom and dad are cooking pancakes in the kitchen. They are doing it secretly because they don’t want to give
us any.” Smiling, she asked:
“Did you get one?”
“Yes. It was delicious. You can also get one if you go to the kitchen and cry. Just pretend that you woke up to
urinate and then saw the light.”
The girl did as she was told. When she went back to bed, she pinched the child next to her and gave him the
same instructions. She added that if they all went together, their father would get angry and they would get
nothing. Thus, as the night drew on, every one of the children did the same thing in turn. After the last child had
left for bed, Makumbe was bitter.
“These children are a curse! Now every one of them has seen what we are doing. After they all wake up they
will ask for more pancakes at once.” Looking at the tall pile of pancakes, the wife commented.
“They will not last very long then; in less than a day all of them will be gone.”
Makumbe was brooding. Finally he decided to do something.
Husband and wife had worked hard during the night. When they finished it was dawn. Makumbe hid the
pancakes on some planks below the root, under a malafa.\fn{A dome-shaped lacquered wooden cover, used to protect food
against insects or birds} Still cursing the children, the couple went to sleep for a few hours.
Makumbe woke up at midday and told all his children to go with him to the forest to cut firewood. The boys
and girls followed him happily. In the forest Mkumbe cut wood of the kandu tree and built a rail, with some rope.
Then he told the children to help him put the rail afloat in the lagoon. Once in the water he told the children to get
aboard. He rowed beyond Vilingili Island, until Malé disappeared below the horizon.
The children kept asking, “Dad, where are we going?” But their father didn’t answer. His face was grim. All of
a sudden Makumbe jumped into the sea and swam back to Malé without looking back. When he arrived home wet
and tired, Mkumbe told his wife,
“From now on, the children will make no more trouble. I left them floating on a raft. They are drifting away
from here into the ocean, so they will either die of hunger or drown.” The stepmother smiled cruelly, displaying
her buck-teeth.
“Good! Now they will not make our lives difficult.”
*
Meanwhile, adrift on the high seas, the children were frightened and wet. They were unable to see any island
and, beginning with the smallest, they began to whimper to the eldest brother.
“Brother. we are hungry.”
“Be patient! And stop crying,” he said. “You all should be grateful that we are still alive.”
The sun set and in the moonless night the sea looked dark and ominous. Now they could not tell where they
were drifting to. The sea became rougher, and the raft made scary squeaking sounds. They feared that it would not
hold together much longer. Their only hope was to keep floating on the raft so each child held onto the raft with
one hand, and onto a brother or a sister with the other. They were drifting at great speed, feeling wet and
miserable, when dawn finally lightened the sky.
The sea showed no sign of calming. but God helped the children in their plight. That same morning they were
washed onto a small islet that stood miraculously in their erratic path.
The children were relieved they stepped onto the dry sand and stretched their legs. Then they inspected the
place. It was a flat low sandbank. There was nothing else there, not even a bush. They scanned the horizon. While
they could see some islands in the distance, none of them could swim that far to reach them. Turning to the eldest
brother, the youngest whined.
“Brother. I am hungry.” The next child also joined in, until all were crying. The brother said,
“Be patient, and grateful that we are saved. We could all still be floating on the waves in the middle of the
ocean.”
The boy looked around and realized that the situation was bad. More as a distraction for the children than out
of any real hope of finding foods he said,
“Let’s walk around the island and look for food.”
Miraculously, the children found a huge ripe papaya that had drifted there intact. They brought it to their elder
brother full of pride. Since they had no knife, the boy cut it in seven equal pieces with a shard of a naibu
boli.\fn{The shell of the Nautilus} He told the children,
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“Keep the seeds; we will plant them in the middle of the island.”
The boys and girls buried the seeds at regular distances from each other all over the place. For some time they
managed to survive there, eating whatever drifted to the shore. They watched the papaya trees grow until their
white flowers began to fall and the first tiny fruit appeared. The smallest child went then to his brother and said,
“Brother, I am hungry. Let’s pick the papayas.” The girl next in age to him also joined in, asking for the same,
as did each of the other children. The brother told them,
“Be patient; they must still grow bigger. You should be grateful. Do you remember how desolate this island
looked when we came? Now it is covered with lush papaya trees and we have good shade.”
After some days had passed, a trading sailboat anchored off the island. Seeing the children standing on the
shore and waving, the captain went to meet them. Weeping, the children told their visitor that they were very
hungry. Moved by their tears, the captain ordered his crew to unload them a heap of coconuts and dried fish. In
this manner they had provisions until the papayas matured. Before long the trees began to give beautiful large
fruit, sweeter than any they had tasted before.
The children had many more papayas than they could eat so they repaired the raft, loaded it with fruit and went
to one of the nearby islands. They traded their papayas for palm leaves, big wooden poles and coir\fn{The fiber
obtained from coconut husk} rope.
In this manner they built one separate house for each child and decided to stay on the island, claiming it as
their own. They also buried coconuts and planted other trees around their island in order to shelter their papaya
plantation from the wind.
As time went by their papayas became famous throughout the atoll. Their island became lush, green and
productive and they bought a small boat. The children grew up and became so wealthy that each one of them built
a stone house.
*
One day, when the children visited an island to sell their products, someone told them that Makumbe, their
father, was dead. As soon as they heard this the children dutifully returned to their island in order to cook for a
fatiha.\fn{Funerary ceremony}
Makumbe, however, was not dead. He had happened to be on that very island his children had just visited and
had heard that his sons and daughters had become wealthy. He tricked someone into telling them that he was dead
so that he could see how he could take advantage of the situation. That same night he went to their island on a
small sailboat.
To his surprise Makumbe saw a row of beautiful, tidy and well-lit houses. He nearly lost his head from the
good smells wafting from the kitchens. The fat man crept stealthily to the first house and banged the pole of the
well-bucket against the rim of the well. From inside the house a voice called out,
“What is that noise?” Out of the darkness a voice replied,
“This is Father Makumbe.” His son cheerfully urged him to come in.
“Father! I am so happy you are alive! Someone told us you were dead and I have cooked all these things for a
funerary ceremony in your honor.” Makumbe, eyeing the splendid array of food greedily, said
“It is too soon for that still. I am alive and well as you can see. Since the food is ready, I should not let it go to
waste”
The food was delicious and Makumbe ate greedily as was his custom. He left almost nothing on the table.
Then Makumbe went to the next house and beat the rim of the well. He said the same thing to his daughter and
stood speechless before an even more splendid array of dishes. In this manner Makumbe went from house to
house and gorged himself thoroughly at the table of each one of his children. As he came out of the eldest son’s
house he could hardly walk.
It was a gloomy, moonless night. After resting for a time sitting on a log in the darkness, the mosquitoes were
biting him, so Makumbe decided to walk towards the beach to find some relief in the coal breeze. His belly was
so large that he couldn’t see before him and he didn’t know where he was going. In this way he wandered
aimlessly in the darkness and walked towards the spot where coconuts were husked.
A sharp fat stick, which was used to remove the husks, was planted firmly in the ground at an angle. Makumbe
didn’t see it and ran with his taut belly into the sharp point of the stick. When his skin was pierced his belly burst
spilling his intestines out. And it was there, among the strewn coconut husks, that Makumbe died.
In the morning the children found their dead father and buried his body according to the proper funerary
rituals.
6
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A blind man went out for an afternoon walk on his island. Along the way, his arm struck a passer-by, who was
also blind. This man exclaimed angrily:
“Are you blind?” The islander was surprised.
“You should also have seen me, no?”
“Of course I saw you, but I am not from this island and this is no way to treat a visitor. I have just disembarked
and I am not familiar with this place. You could have got out of the way.”
“Please don’t get angry. I didn’t recognize that you were not from here. I shall show you this island. Let’s go
together for a walk. There is a very good palm tree grove along this way. We can cut some kurumbas\fn{Young
coconuts} and drink the water.” The visitor was mollified and agreed:
“This is an excellent idea, let’s go together.”
As they walked, they talked of this and that, telling a bit about themselves. From time to time each blind man
mentioned some object nearby, asking:
“Did you see that?” The other always answered:
“Yes.” When the islander ran into a palm tree, he announced:
“Ah, here it is. A magnificent coconut palm, do you see it?”
“Of course I see it! It’s a fine palm tree indeed,” said the visitor touching the trunk,
“Today, before I met you, I went up so many palms that the skin under my feet has become thin. You will
climb this one,” directed the islander. “As you drop the kurumbas, I will cut them open. When you come down,
they will be ready for us to drink.”
Promptly, the newcomer started going up the tree. After a while the local man shouted from below:
“Not those, the paler bunch on the other side is better. That one on the right, do you see it?” The climber
responded:
“Yes, yes. I see it.”
Suddenly, the man below heard the heavy thump of something falling from the palm. He demanded:
“What did you do? Those are not kurumbas.” But the other replied with a moan
“Right! Those are not kurumbas! It’s me!”
The tree had no top. It was a dead palm trunk standing upright.
7
Once upon a time, on an island of the Maldives there lived a man called Toshali Takuru. One afternoon he
decided to go to cut some small trees to make poles.
On the way to the forest he passed close to an abandoned graveyard, a desolate place where people had been
buried long ago. The tombs were unkempt, full of weeds, and the tombstones had fallen or stood at odd angles.
Suddenly Takuru felt that there was something behind him. He tried not to look back but after a while he was
quite sure that there was definitely something. Finally, when he glanced without turning his whole head, he
realized to his horror that it was a vigani.\fn{Sanskrit: vighana; a generic name for the spirit of the dead}
Takuru saw that the vigani was hovering in the air behind him and that it was alarmingly close to him. The
man kept on walking without accelerating his pace, pretending that he had not noticed. He was expecting the
vigani to strike him dead and devour him any minute, but time passed and the spirit didn’t attack.
Takuru cut some of the wood he needed, praying that the malevolent ghost behind his back would go away if
he ignored him. But he sensed that it was just staying behind him, at a distance of about one foot. The vigani
didn’t increase the gap between them, but it never went close enough to touch him.
The sun was setting and Takuru ran home hoping to outrun the evil spirit, but the vigani stayed close to him
even when he ran very fast. Panting and sweating. Takuru entered his home and closed the door. The vigani stayed
out, but during the night Takuru had the need to go to answer a call of nature. He hoped that the evil thing was
gone, but as soon as he stepped out of the house, the vigani was right there. Now it loomed terrifyingly in the
darkness behind his back.
During the days that followed, whenever Takuru went out of the house the malevolent presence would follow
him closely, always at his heels. In the end Takuru became so desperate, he truly wished that the vigani would
either attack him and kill him or leave him alone.
*
Nowadays in the Maldives if somebody gets into a situation or has a problem that neither gets solved nor
reaches its dire conclusion, people will say:
“Toshali Takurah jehunu vigani.”\fn{“This is like the vigani that haunted Toshali Takuru.”}
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8
Once upon a time on the island of Dageti in Ari Atoll lived a man called Seku Vasalli. He was a big, tall and
very black man. His teeth were very white. He was just a bit crazy, but had a very good heart. Therefore, all the
islanders liked him very much.
After his parents’ death, Seku Vasalli inherited a big coconut plantation. He was very well off and had his own
fishing sailboat as well. His wife was called Maryambu and they had two daughters.
One day, on Friday, Seku Vasalli’s sailboat was in dry-dock. He and two boys were scratching the seaweed off
its keel. Close to noon, Skeu Vasalli told the two boys:
“You boys should go to Hukuru prayer now. But first you must go and take a bath. I will go later, after
swimming in the sea.”
The two boys left and Seku Vasalli went to the beach. Walking along the white sandy beach, he was nearly
blinded by the noon glare. He thought he saw something shiny far off on the white sand, close to the water’s edge.
“What is that?” he wondered.
Forgetting about his sea bath Seku Vasalli went closer and saw that it was a very unusual seashell. He held it in
his hand and admired it, fascinated by its beauty. His first thought was:
“I have never seen this before. I must take it to the radun. He will give me presents in return.” When he arrived
home his wife could not fail to notice his big grin.
“Why do you smile so much today?” He said:
“I come from the beach; look what I found!” And he opened his hand. With big surprised eyes she exclaimed.
“How wonderful! What are you going to do with it?”
“I will go to Malé to give it to the radun. Surely he will like it, and perhaps he will give me many gifts.”
Maryambu agreed,
“Yes, this is true. But meanwhile don’t leave it lying about.” So the woman covered the lovely shell with a
piece of cloth and kept it in her husband’s box.
*
Seku Vasalli went to Malé on the next sailboat. Right upon arrival, he went straight to the palace and told the
doruvan\fn{Sentry} at the palace gate:
“I have come to see the radun.” The doruvan asked:
“What is your name?” Proudly, he answered,
“Dageti Seku Vasalli.” The doruvan went inside to the king’s chamber and announced.
“A man from Dageti called Seku Vasalli has come to meet you.” The radun thought:
“Today has been a very boring day.” He said:
“I don’t know anyone from that island, but let him come in.”
Thus, Seku Vasalli came into the presence of the radun. The king realized that he had been right allowing the
man to come into his presence because he looked really amusing.
“What have you come for?” he asked. Seku Vasalli was a bit scared. He said.
“I come with a present for your Majesty.”
“Where is that present?” enquired the radun.
Seku Vasalli came closer, extended his arm and opened his hand, smiling. The radun was truly amazed, and his
mouth opened while he looked at the shell exclaiming:
“What a beauty! This must be a very rare shell, for I have never seen one like this in my entire kingdom.” The
radun took it gratefully and ordered nice presents to be given to Seku Vasalli, concluding the audience saying:
“Next time you come to Malé, just come to meet me. Now, we are friends.” The truth is that the radun had
become fond of Seku Vasalli because he was a quite comical man, but he did not tell him so.
Thus, Seku Vasalli went back to his island loaded with presents. All the islanders were astonished, and shook
their heads saying,
“So crazy, but now he is the friend of the radun.”
*
A year later, around the time of Bodu Idu,\fn{ The Muslim festival of sacrifice} when many islanders used to travel
to Malé, Seku Vasalli also decided to go. This time he went on his own sailboat, bringing fish, rihakuru\fn{Salty
tuna sauce} and palm syrup for the radun. As he was traveling on the broad channel between Ari Atoll and Malé
Atoll, Seku Vasalli was lying on the deck of the sailboat enjoying the soft midnight breeze. There was a most
beautiful full moon in the sky and the man relaxed while thinking about the impression he would make arriving at
the palace with all his presents.
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Suddenly, he was thirsty and he went to the stern post where the water jar was secured. Seku Vasalli took off
the wooden cap and saw the moon reflected in the water inside the jar. He froze in his position, thinking,
“Eh, this is better than the gifts I bring. This moon must be brought to the radun.”
Promptly, he took a piece of cloth and, making sure that the moon was still inside with a quick final glance,
Seku Vasahli put it over the mouth of the jar and fastened it with rope. He was satisfied; the radun would think of
him as a man bringing rare presents. Once he arrived in Malé, Seku Vasalli went to the palace straight away. The
radun received him happily, saying,
“Come in, come in.” Nervously, Seku Vasalli said,
“I brought presents.”
“That’s good. Bring them here.” said the radun smiling.
Seku Vasalli went back to the sailboat, unloaded the presents and brought them to the king. The radun saw that
the presents looked like the average stuff islanders would bring and said:
“I am very pleased with you Seku Vasalli. But you didn’t need to bring those presents, because I told you that
we were friends. I am glad just to see you.” Seku Vasalli smiled.
“Wait, I brought a present which will make you even happier.”
“What could that be?” wondered the radun. Swelling his chest with pride, and showing his broadest grin, Seku
Vasalli said.
“This time I brought your Majesty the moon as a present!”
“The moon?” asked the radun, frowning.
“Yes, I was on the journey last night, and saw it inside the water jar, so I quickly caught it,” he said patting the
water jug beside him. Repressing laughter, the radun said:
“No, no, no, that can’t be.” Seku Vasalli looked at the king with a serious and frank face.
“It’s inside the jar.” With bright eyes, he said:
“Your Majesty should open it.”
Of course, the radun was not fooled, but kept acting his part. Smiling, he untied the rope. Then he took off the
cloth and looked.
“There is nothing here.”
“Nothing?”
Seku Vasalli went to look inside the jar, then stared in shock at the radun, his mouth gaping. The radun tapped
his shoulder.
“I told you, Seku Vasalli. I had enough with the other present. You didn’t need to bring anything more. Every
time I look at that beautiful, rare shell, I remember you.”
*
Despite the radun’s words of comfort, Seku Vasalli went out of the palace in a very dejected mood. He avoided
his friends in the bazaar area and when night fell, he went to his sailboat to sleep. Stepping over loose planks on
deck, he looked down into the calm keel water inside the boat and saw the reflection of the full moon. Furiously
Seku Vasalli exclaimed:
“You cunning little scoundrel! Where have you been? How did you get out? Because of you I suffered great
shame at the king’s court. Now, you will see!”
Saying thus he took the long wooden pole and started to pound the keel of the sailboat. Finally the hull,
damaged by the repeated impacts, let water seep in and the sailboat sank.

Malé City, Malé Atoll, capital of The Republic of the Maldives

26

The Hukuru Mosque (17th century), Malé City, Malé Atoll ,The Maldives

The Sultan Muhammad Thakurufannu Mosque (built in 1984), Malé City, Malé Atoll, The Maldives

Al-Sultan Gazi Muhammad Bodu Thakurufannu, Katheeb of Utheemu (d.1585; reigned from 1573;
National Hero of The Maldives)
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The Masjid-al-Sultan Muhammad Thakurufaanu-al-A'z'am, Malé City, Malé Atoll, The Maldives

Caption: “Construction on largest mosque in Malé [City, Malé Atoll, The Maldives] inaugurated”
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The Shaheed Ali Mosque, Malé City, Malé Atoll, The Maldives: two views

A mosque on Hulhumalé Island, Malé Atoll Extension, The Maldives
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A mosque in Dhidhdhoo, Haa Alif Atoll, The Maldives

The First Church of the Maldives Dhivehi Christian Community, Addu City, The Maldives
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A mosque on Thuraakunu Island, Haa Alif Atoll, The Maldives

The Bandaarainge Mosque, Utheemu Island, Haa Alif Atoll, The Maldives
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The Muthaqeen Mosque, Gaafaru Island, Kaafu Atoll, The Maldives

A mosque on Biyadhoo Island, South Male Atoll, administered by Kaafu Atoll, The Maldives
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A mosque in Thinadhoo, Gaafu Dhaalu Atoll, The Maldives: two views
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A mosque in Eydhafushi, Baa Atoll, The Maldives

A mosque on Dhuvaafaru Island, Raa Atoll, The Maldives
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A mosque on Hulhudhuffaaru Island, Raa Atoll

A mosque on Vadhoo Island, Raa Atoll, The Maldives
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The Al-Zikura Mosque, Manadhoo, Noonu Atoll, The Maldives

The Thaasee Mosque, Manadhoo, Noonu Atoll, The Maldives
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The Manadhoo Kendhikulhudhoo Mosque, Manadhoo Island, Noonu Atoll, The Maldives

A mosque, Velidhoo Island, Noonu Atoll, The Maldives
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The Dhiguvaandu Mosque, Fuvahmulah Island, Gnaviyani Atoll, The Maldives

The Dhadimagu Mosque, Fuvahmulah Island, Gnaviyani Atoll, The Maldives
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A mosque on Mahibadhoo Island, Alif Dhaal Atoll, The Maldives: two views
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The mosque on Fulidhoo Island, Vaavu Atoll, The Maldives

A mosque in Kulhudhuffushi, Haa Dhaalu Atoll, The Maldeives
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The main mosque, Hinnavaru Island, Lhaviyani Atoll, The Maldives

A mosque on Naifaru Island, Lhaviyani Atoll, The Maldives
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A mosque on Hithadhoo Island, Addu Atoll, The Maldives

A mosque on Feydhoo Island, Addu Atoll, The Maldives: two views
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The Fandiyaaru Miskiy Mosque, Meedhoo Island, Addu Atoll, The Maldives
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A mosque on Hulhudhoo Island, Addu Atoll, The Malsives: two views
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The airport mosque on Hanimaadhoo Island, Haa Dhaalu Atoll, The Maldives

A mosque on Kudahuvadhoo Island, Dhaalu Atoll, The Maldives
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A mosque on Rasdhoo Island, Alif Alif Atoll, The Maldives
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The Shaheedh Ali Mosque, Fonadhoo Island, Laamu Atoll, The Maldives

A mosque on Maamendhoo Island, Laamu Atoll, The Maldives
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A mosque on Muli Island, Meemu Atoll, The Maldives

A mosque on Nilandhoo Island, Faafu Atoll, The Maldives
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The Maroshi Street Mosque, Funadhoo Island, Shaviyani Atoll, The Maldives

The Hussain Mosque, Veymandoo Island, Thaa Atoll, The Maldives
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The Al-Thaqwa Mosque, Villingili Island, Gaafu Alif Atoll, The Maldives
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