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Preface

What is this book about? Why was it written? The book itself must answer that; | have searched
in vain for anything reasonably similar. But | can think of alot of people to whom it would be a
source book and a guide to answer many questions: to students of Austronesian subjects a
tradition of folk ways with a conscioudly historic perspective for Melanesian, Indonesian and
Polynesian comparison, to folklorists aliving expression of atribal faith with roots going back
into ancient Indonesiaand Asia, to students of Cargo Cult a messianic founder whose mission
traditionally was curtailed and as a prophecy expressly awaits fulfilment, to students of
Malinowski thisis documentary, supplementary, easier reading, to Papuan students area
trandation of their own classics into reasonable English, to tourists to the Trobriands a memento,
an authentic description of the self expression of a people of along surviving culture, to
missionaries atruly fascinating collection of messianic motifs and fertility rites with a distinctly
liturgical style, to students of comparative religion a study of ararer belief in a non-Stygian,
golden afterlife, to students of 'Song and Dance! Harvest Festivals and tribal mystery
celebrations etc the place and function of Boyowan WOSI, to philologists afield for a study of
an unabraded, unscrambled, functional system of noun classes like those of the Bantu; also a
fully notional, verbal classificatory

system by auxiliaries like those in the Sunda Straits and Philippine tongues and vestigialy all
over the Pacific, to linguists a trandation of two hundred pages of an available vernacular text of
a could-be prototype of a number of north-eastern Indonesian languages, to learners of the
language of the Trobrianders a stepping stone to a full and not a half way understanding of
Boyowan.
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Stories about the DOKINIK ANI

Proverb: YELU OROKAIWA BILI OTANAWA
"Inspiring on the surface mischievous underneath.”

DOKINIKANI is a childish corruption of TUKANIKANITAU, Man-eating-man, and non-
Boyowans prefer the explicit expression. Fighting is its main theme, a story for small boys which
their sisters complacently accept. It isa simplified parable where the badies are al bad and the rest
al good; but being a parable as well as a story it is entertainment for old as well as young. The
beady eyes of the story teller and his cronies are on the little rascal s enjoying the story. For the older
folk they, or the manners impugned in the story, are the Cannibal. Their astute enjoyment at the
scamps getting their sugar coated medicine is delicious; it is part of the performance.

There is another and particularly important zest. Each story invokes a heroic tradition. It isin line
with the first and greatest fight that won for Boyowans al their blessings, the battle of that origina
and solitary hero, Tudava. His is the proto-type of al DOKINIKANI stories and it is much more
than mere entertainment; as the reader will redise if he reads on. Being a proto-type al stories of
this class reflect, extend or at least allude to it so that it has become the generalised story of all
Boyowans full of a resonant liveliness. Nothing of this liveliness is lost even in animal stories
because it was the frictions of tribal life that supplied the heat and the ways of tribal living that
supplied the molds that shaped the tribal classics. They have been poured liquid and incandescent;
and it is Just because they were to, hot to hold originally that they were given the handles of parable
and animal alegory; deferring to the struggle they commemorate to heal

and preserve good mannersthey keep that form when tempers have cooled. These perspectives are
all part of the story and not seeing them in that light makes them desiccated and flavourless.

This was once notably demonstrated during world war two when school children were viewing on
the cheese cloth screen off the stern of a destroyer colour cartoons that featured characters like
Pongo, the Bull, Barney, the Bear, ablack cat and a pair of crows. The children, seeing such things
for thefirst time, were for afew moments nonplussed. Pongo set histonnage in motion down asteep
dope at a little red daisy; only to crumple his horn in the soft clay. Venting his frustration he
charged back up the slope at amighty tree which then disintegrated in a cloud of dust. Thisgavethe
children an orientation; the idiom could be construed; and it was not just comics; it was war
propaganda. They raved ecstatically; giving the crew of the destroyer a livelier diversion than
anything on the screen. No civilised children ever had the thrill they did. No civilised child has ever
lived as close to that evil terror whose form is legion but whose name is Cannibal.

In the Cannibal's train come al the evils and vicissitudes, or the personification of them, that have
affected the tribe in their folk history. Associated with the name Canniba are all sorts of socially
impossibletypeslike outcasts, gnomes, ghouls, wantons, shrews, addicts and worthlessfolk of every



sort. Also associated are dl powerful, extraordinary manifestations of nature such as the water
spout, tide rip, earthquake, tidal wave, landdide and so on. Any weird or unexplainable behaviour
of fish or beast, any aberration of natura events are feared in the present instant as the work of evil
magic or BWAGAU: and asa past event are ascribed to the Cannibal. A harpy called TOBUMY OU,
Dust, is a personification of arare natural phenomenon, a milk white dust, that can limit visibility
to afew feet. MULUKWAUSI or meteors and NAY OY OWA, Fliers, are the

counterparts of jealous or voracious women that fly about at night making up in sleep for what they
miss when awake. They classify as DOKINIKANI, aterm that applies only to the ideology of story
telling. It is the supreme symbol of evil, the devil, Satan; but Satan overcome. Each domain of
Boyowan thought hasits own ideology. If weignore thiswe missthe inferences or get them wrong.

The terms used determine the level of understanding. To help keep thisin mind the word Cannibal,
with acapital C, stands in these stories for DOKINIKANI. No other word will do. Ogre is not the
same thing because DOKINIKANI isthe symbol also of the victory of the tribe against invasion and
persecution endlessly repeated. Thisand some correlation with the present ispart of every Boyowan
story. For the school boys watching the cartoons, Pongo the Bull was wasting histime charging the
daisy. It did not make sense. Charging the tree was silly but at least worthy. But when the tree went
up in smoke the comic theme invoked the magic of story telling; it was a token or prophecy of
victory. For those school boysit was 1943 - it was an act of faith; they rioted.

Seemingly more than haf the DOKINIKANI stories are based on the context of invasion, being
overrun or subjugated. The symbol of this, never mentioned because it does not belong to the
ideology of story tellingis TAOVAU, New Men, in the sense of a barbaric invasion, or any of the
evils that could stem from that, like plague or epidemic, the unsettling., threat of war, famine or
socia upheaval, the influence of alien magic. However frequent or infrequent this was in their folk
history it was an ever present bogey; a stereotype too common for description, but part of the story
nevertheless because it kept a sharper edge on fear, kept open awindow on tribal insecurity and so
made the resolution of the story so much more satisfying.
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So the Boyowan institution of DOKINIKANI or Cannibal stories support the tribal mysticism and
cult, inculcate its principles and take on an added dimension because they do that. It is a very
warming thing, like any fight for life, liberty, decency or what you will; as distinct a story form as
Wild Westerns, in the mouths of smal boys a name for a story and an invitation to story telling.
These associations are necessary to understanding the stories and where the native text does not
supply them, because in the village telling they go without saying, | have written them into the
trandation, just aword or two here and there.

2. VINAVINA, 'ditty' or 'ditties.’



Proverb: KIU BWAITETA BWEINA KULILUVA
"Kiu the deft must come out on top."

Another essential part of the Boyowan story-isthe poetic Quotation, the VINAVINA or ditty. Inthe
presence of strangers this element may be suppressed; yet it is to the story very much what the
UULA or foundation is to the magic spell or the chorus to the song. It comes into the story like a
classica quotation or a proverb. Being in the language of poetry it iswell loaded with meaning and
is sometimes quite cryptic. If the story is less familiar the elders crane their necks to hear the
VINAVINA. It isoften sung and acted out. Though it isavowedly recondite the story teller depends
on it for full understanding and sympathy. If the VINAVINA would not be understood the story
would seem to him, in the absence of children, not worth the telling.
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The VINAVINA isaninstitution initsown right. It isthe poor relation of poetry and magic. It does
not always have a strictly regular, recognisable form of its own. It may be no more than three or
Four words. It is recognised by its effect. Its expressiveness must be magical but its discovery may
be accidental like the discovery of a gem by an amateur. Adults have poetry and song and magic;
the young have VINAVINA. Making VINAVINA isagamefor teen-age girlsto play at. Thisgame
has been described for Duau and Kulada by Dr Geza Roheim. A missing VINAVINA will explain
why conversationa reference to a story is lively and plentiful while the known version is rubbish.
Love thwarted lasses hone their VINAVINA against countervening elders. Its small share of
mystery is a code borrowed from magic and song and not mumbo-jumbo or humbug. The
appropriation of the conventions and poetic licence of WOSI make it a challenge to understanding,
not a veil; the brilliant clarity of its statement is born out by the story.

VINAVINA also assert their own vaidity by the fact that they are sung and the story can be
incidenta to them rather than they to the story. Those hunting for tribal classics should note all
VINAVINA and ask for the story. Those who have access to the vernacular of these stories will
wonder how so much could be contained in so few words. Actually | have given the VINAVINA
very full treatment smply because its important place in the story would otherwise be lost. Some
may wonder about the form. Boyowan poetry is not the same as ours. It does have metre; to be
considered poetry at dl it must have its own proper movement that Boyowans recognise at once
however strangers may look askance at it. It isamovement more free to wed the sense of the words;,
itswildness and brokenness always suggestive of that of thewind or thewaves. Their poetry ismore
full of rhyme than ours is, but it is interna and not set, more like aliteration with English. The
poetic effect though conscioudly

12

and ddiberately amed at is free; springing from a tireless improvisation of the theme. When
achieved it isagift of the gods, its warrant that it has pregnancy of meaning or emotion. To keep



therelativeimportance of the VINAVINA inthe story and some idea of its content and effect | have
re-created it in our idiom.

For a quick look at its native form take the simplest form of VINAVINA, the smallest unit of
Boyowan poetry, the line. For example; O KONA KONAKONEIGU KONEIGU is, element by
element and without grammatic punctiliousness - a conceit of the scholar, a bane to the general
reader, and to the astute New Guinean a humbug - simply; "Oh*fit*fit*fit* me*fit* me."

The repetition is poetic because it intensifies the meaning; there is no tautology because the word
KONA is construed three different ways. This line of enthusiastic appreciation in the sense, as we
would say it, "Oh, how wonderfully it suits me:" has in the realm of the triba citizen, for whom
words have so much more redlity in their own right than with us, helped to accomplish the rape of
unnumbered cherished possessions.

In the story of Kiu four lines of poetry are contrasted with the prosiest commonplace in the
language; and their power is such that they transform it.

KIU, KIU DOLANE Kiu the water born
KIULA BWAITETA So deft
BWAILAGALAGA S0 poised

KIU KULILUVA Sorise

KUMA KUKWAM Come and eat.

Boyowan woman linger on the expression KIU DOLANE as other women lingered over its rhyme
and related LOWANE; inspiring one European mother to have her baby christened Loanay.
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The VINAVINA from the story of Vinaya is, given the acceptability of a mixture of tongues, a
perfect gem of Boyowan poetry. Every syllable rhymes with another, every phrase begets the next;
a magica thing like pulling handkerchiefs from an empty hat, like a pandannus or banana bud
extending, or anyone of smilar poetic symbols with which the WOSI is dotted. With al thisit is
a master expression of bitter hopelessness. With dl this again there is the double story. Its
expression of the hopelessness of addiction does not spoil it as an epitome of the taunting of the
dwellers of a basalt region against the fruitlessness and tastelessness of things in a cora island; a
well underscored corrective of dreams of overseas romance. Re-creating in our idiom does not re-
capture haf of this;

"VinayaisaPIPI bird

And stricken is the PIPI bird;
The PIPI bird is flown.

Our love was measured in betel
Down on my boat today;

Not for the nuts you own,



Not for the betel given,
Not for this are you amiss
But for the cut unknown."
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3. O-LU-BEKU
At Axeblades
Tovileu

Proverb: WAGA BITA-TETA DABALA KAISAL.
With aboat you can ride the head of a breaking wave --- you can ride misfortune on to fortune.

Remarks:

A simple and amusing story not connected with Boyowa, except that the KOY A or mountains can
be seen from there, and people are eager for stories about such places, and may even make them up.
It is a Boyowan story, not an example from some other tribe, though here as everywhere it is the
Cannibals who are dways different and apart, the other folk, the enemy. This same habit of mind
was il true where both villages were Cannibal. Villagers in their own minds only regarded the
other folk as Cannibals. Cannibalism like murder is not habitual, except in the mind of the fearful.

Boyowans aways alive to the meaning of names are particularly interested in the names that come
into stories, where they are nearly always meaningful. They are well aware that Boyowan names
are found at great distances from the Boyowan homelands . This interest did not seem to indicate
asense of alarger Boyowan domain in the past, but only the possibility of a fascinating connection.
Story

This is what happened in the Cannibal village of O-LU-Beku, a place among the cliffs in the
mountains. The Canniba had been eating people, and he kept on until there was none left, except
awoman who had been missed. While the Canniba had been looking for her, she had stayed away
on adifferent spur of the mountain range. There she lived alone and had children. The first was a
dog, but the second and the third were human. They all continued to live away in their secret
hideout.

But when they were grown men they began to question this mode of existence.
"Mother, what kind of placeisthisto beliving in?"

"WEell the Cannibal had eaten everybody. | escaped because | came here by myself and hide.
So don't you be going abroad or the Cannibal will see you."



For awhile they went on living in the mountains. Put being grown up
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the elder boy said one day,
"What kind of timber is that?"

That isMILIKUTU. People make spears with it. If awar started, that is the tree men would split
thelr spears from. Y ou must cut us some spears.”

So they cut down the MILIKUTU tree and split it up, and brought it into the village to make into
spears. They turned the spearsinfo two pronged harpoons; and each brother made five or ten in al.
Then their mother asked,

“Boys, now that you have made your spears, what are you going to do?'
"We are going to take alook at this Cannibal."

When the day to go came, and they were sitting in their boat with their spears with them ready to
go, their mother insisted,

"Y ou must take your elder brother the dog."

"No, he must stay behind'."

"But | say you must take him. When you get to the point below the cliffs you must end your
voyage and go ashore. If you reach the fateful Ligagasa and still want to kill the Cannibal, you will
have to ask your brother the dog to help you."

So they took the dog into the boat, and having heard dl their mother had to say, paddied off to the
cape beneath the cliffs, the home of the Cannibal. They secured the boat and went ashore. Taking
their spears upon their shoulders they climbed to the top of the mountain. Along the way they lay
off two spears; abit further they lay off two more, and at the fop of the mountain another two. One
brother said to the other,

"Those coconuts will be standing in the Cannibal’s place. If we go round by the cliff top and
cross over into the coconuts we will be able to spy on him.'

They did this. They both found their way to the tops of coconut pams where they stood watching
the Cannibal sweeping his village. They wrenched off afrond and threw it down beside him,

" Thump!"

The Cannibal picked it up and looking at it was even thinking to himself "Y ou'd think someone had
wrenched that off."



But he did not ook up, little thinking that anyone could bethere. The brothers waited awhile on the
chance that the Cannibal would look up. When he did not they wrenched off another frond and
dropped it beside him. He picked it up thinking as he looked at it,

“That frond looks as though it had been scratched by someone' s finger nails."
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He looked up and studied the moving fronds. He did not see the youths at first, but when the wind
blew again he did see them. Taking them for strangers he said, "Boys, what folk are you?'

"We arelocal folk."

"| asked you where you came from."

"We are not from some other place. Thisis our neighbourhood.”
"Well what are you doing now?"

"Nothing. We Just came to pay you avisit."

"Oh'. Well Just wait while | go and make myself presentable.”

The Canniba went into his house and got busy knapping flints. He knapped a whole basket full.
These were for tipping his spears. He called to the boys,

"Just wait a bit. I'll soon be with you."
The fight started when he climbed the coconut to attack them. When he had laid himsdf against the
trunk of the tree and began climbing up, they cut off abunch of coconuts and whacked him over the
head with them. This sent him dithering down to the ground again. Unwilling like the Cannibal he
was to forego any advantage, he said,

"Oh! Just wait will you, while | eat the coconuts.”
When he had eaten dl the rots and climbed the tree again he was whacked on the head with another
bunch. After dithering to the ground he again set to and ate al the nuts. He tried climbing just once
more, and then gave up the idea.

"Oh'. Don't go."
Standing at the foot of the coconut he armed his spear with flints. When he let fly with it the
brothers weaved aside, and it took off a frond of the coconut. This went on till the coconut palms
had no leaves left. The brothers said to one ancther,

"We had better get back on the cliff."

But the Canniba busy tipping his spear did not see them go; he thought they were still on the
coconuts. He went on hurling his spear till he took off the head of the pam itself. With this he was



sure he had them; but al he could find was the empty head of a coconut palm.

"Men! Where have you got to?"
"We are just standing here, we are not running away."
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"My dear young fellows, if you would only wait while | make mysdlf presentable.”

He filled his basket with flints a second time and was ready to carry on. "Now if you would Just
come alittle closer we could fight." "No. Y ou come up here."

When the Cannibal had taken his stand on the top of the cliffs the boys said,

"Now well throw our spears.” But when they threw them the Canniba Just gnashed them to bitsand
said, "Now you wait while | throw my spears." The brothers agreed,

"When he throws we'll have to give ground.”

When the Cannibal started throwing he cleared the country. He knocked down everything along the
road. But the brothers had retreated to their first reserve of spears, and there faced the Cannibal
again. Seeing them he shouted, "Men!"

They threw their spears; but as before the Cannibd just gnashed them to bits saying, "Oh, you can
retreat; but here come my spears.”

Putting flints to the tip of his spears he threw them with such force that, when they struck the butt
of atree, the tree was sheared off fromitsroots. So the boys had to retreat again; thistimeto the top
of the mountain, where they were looking down on the Canniba who wasin the ravine. They threw
their second reserve of spears; but these were gnashed to pieces like the others; and the Cannibal
taunted them

“So your spears are all used up.”

"Yes, they are adl used up. There's only one left; open your mouth while | throw it."
"Wdl! | have my mouth open.”

The elder brother said to the younger, "Give me that spear while | throw it."

But the younger brother would not give up the spear but threw it instead. It struck the Cannibal in
his Adam's apple so that he fdl with a crash and lay till. The brothers ran down to the seashore and
told their elder brother the dog,

"Go and see the Cannibal up in the mountain; if we have killed him."
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The dog ran off to take alook. When he found the Cannibal he barked, Wow'."

He could see that the Canniba was dead so he lapped up some of his blood. Then he chewed the
Cannibd's head off and ran down with it under the mountain. The brothers could see for themselves,

"We have killed the Cannibal."

The dog dropped the head on the sand beach; Where the brothers were getting ready to put to sea
again. Then in afrenzy of Joy he raced off to the far end of the beach before racing back Just as
madly to the near end; and findly he dug furiously in the sand. The brothers took the Cannibal's
head from the beach and set it up on the boat. They took the dog aboard and paddied off to their
mother's place; where she was waiting. "Mother isthisthe flow?' "What did you do to him?* We
fought him and won. We brought his head to prove it. Y ou can pack your things. We are going to
take the Cannibal's place; and live there."

While their mother did her packing they loaded the boat. Then they al . embarked and made their
way to the place that had aways been known as Under-the-Cliffs, a name that makes you think of
tombs, and since they had so many friends who had perished there, they changed its name. They
caled it O-Lu-Beku, Axeblades, because they had captured al the Cannibal's BEKU and wealth.
They settled down very happily in their new village and lived there with their mother ever after.
They could feast and garden and fish and hunt without worry.
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4 TUKWA-LOLEWA
Going-Away-Stick Tovileu
Proverb: ITETA KAIKIVILA WAGA O MILOVETA
The Place to hail a passing boat isin the straits

Were truth is stranger than fiction the Boyowan prefers side of understatement. The hair of this
gollywog Cannibal isacasein point. It isnot amerely fanciful item. There are tribes living high on
the ranges of the mainland, if not in Duau, who do have affection of long hair; some even down to
their toes. Incidentally, as such brave vaunting of tribal characteristics betokens the memory of some
tribal hero, Boyowan eager artists could be commissioned to depict them. Thisone, Tobutatala, and
the various forms of Tokosikuli and Dokinikani should rival most other collections.

The socid trait that isunder correction inthis story isa prevalent Boyowan failing and comes under
firein other stories. Due doubtless harrying, it isless prevalent than in most other places. There are
more people there quicker to respond a cry for help and effective in getting it. The repetitions of
this story are deliberately over-done as part of the story and nobody minds because all know who



the Cannibal redlly is and he is not a merely fanciful enemy eider.

Story

The Canniba would have been laying on the seaward side of the hill country near Kumilabwaga.
The hair on this Cannibal came down to his feet. He had eaten all the Kumilabwaga people; and
everyone at Bwadela and all O-Kayaula had been eaten. He had even crossed back to Silaketa and
eaten everyone there. But when he crossed to the Wawela side five, brothers and their sister took
off for the hill country and hid.

The Canniba went looking for them at O-Bulaku, and while there he ate dl the O-Bulaku folk, and
after that dl at Kwabula and Dubwagu. He took to punting up al the creeks of the Luba swamps
looking for man meat. This was far from the place where the brothers and sisters were hiding. The
sister gave hirth to a baby boy. During the period when she and the baby still needed to be warmed
the brothers were very worried about the smoke:

"Y ou must not have such abig fire. The Canniba will see the smoke and come and find you and eat
you. Remember that when we go out to get fish for you and the baby."
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They would be away dl day fishing and only come home at night, when they would bring their catch
ashore and their sister would cook for them, and afterwards they would sleep undisturbed. But aday
came when they grew careless, when they just told their sister, "Get ready your vegetables, we are
off to fish."

Whilethey were away the Canniba was actually looking for them and had gone as far as o-Kaboma
before giving up. Coming back by O-Bulaku and going over the hill to Wawela on his way home
he saw the smoke of their sister's fire. He thought to himself,

"Well now'. | go abroad looking for man meat and hereit is quite handy." "l must take alook at this
smoke."

Walking on he came on the woman cooking,
"What parts do you come from?"
"I did not come from anywhere. | live here alone."
"That is not true."

"Yesitis. Thereisonly me and my baby."

The Canniba jabbed his walking stick in the ground and left it standing. It was decorated with a
human skull; ant this terrified the woman. The Cannibal was saying, "1 was on my way home."



Then to let her know he was taking over he said, "I don' t know what you cdl the baby but | am
calling him Frog-Squat. Boil some water and take a bath; you are coming with me."

The Canniba was going to make her his wife. When she had taken a bath and bathed the baby the
Cannibal said,

"Give me Frog-Squat. Let me nurse him while you pack your things and get ready to go."
“Yes of course.”

When the woman packed her things she put in her pounder, avery hard and heavy kind of stone. She
also took her oil and the big bowl she used for bathing the baby. Thiswent into her carry-al; infact
everything went in, carding dab, water- bottles, mats, - she was letting her brothers know she had
been taken away. When she ported her load, the Cannibal, to call her attention to the walking stick
which he wanted her to take said,

"The walking stick there is called "Going-Away-Stick. Y ou take the things and I'll take Frog-
Squat."
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He took the baby and she took her things, but the walking stick was left behind for the woman had
ahorror of it. They followed the beach along till they came to the spot where the Canniba stopped
and waited for his wife to catch up. When she did he said, "Woman you have come without my
walking stick. Where is Going-Away-Now." "Oh it is still in the village.”

"Here, take Frog-Squat while | go for it."

The woman took her baby and rested while the Cannibal went back for his stick. When he got to the
village, sure enough it was there. M eanwhile the woman was chanting her ditty to warn her brothers,
"O fisher brothers, hish
intent upon your fish,
The jungle dweller came,
The Duau what's his name He's taking me away'.
He's taking me away'."

Her little brother on the boat heard her and said to hisbrothers, "I say fellows, that was the voice of
our sister. Perhaps the Jungle man has got her."

"Oh, what an idea. Here you come down and get her some fish while | get up there and listen.”

"Y es, you come up here and listen. Seeif it isour sister or only abird.” The younger brother dived
into the sea and his senior climbed onto the boat. The Cannibal meanwhile had come back with his
stick, and jabbing it into the sand, said still more pointedly,  ‘ Going-Away-Stick” . Going-Away-
Stick: Give me back Frog-Squat and you port your load."



But the women had a horror of the skull, and again it was left standing right there on the beach
where it had been stood. The Canniba took it for granted his wife would bring it. So they went
walking on till the Cannibal turned round again. "Where is Going-Away-Stick?"

"Back there at the other end of the beach.”
"Well here, take Frog-Squat while | go for it."

The Cannibal went back to get it. Meanwhile his wife standing on the shingle chanted to the winds
her cry for help.
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"Oh fisher brothers hish,
Intent upon your fish,

The Jungle dweller came
The Duau what's his name.
He' staking me away'.
He's taking me away'."

Number four was now convinced. "It's true. It's our sister's voice." But number three must hear it
for himsdf. He said, "Well, you come down and do some fishing while | come up and sit and listen,
and make sure you are not mistaken."

Number three took his seat as the woman was being asked by the Canniba "What were ,you up to?"
"Nothing. | was just crooning to my baby, "Hurry up daddy. Let's get on." The Cannibal was not
convinced.

"Wl it didn't sound like that. But anyway port your things and let's go. Give me Frog-Squat to
carry, and you take my stick."

His wife ported her things and the Cannibal at once turned to go, so she left the stick and
followed him. They went right to the other end of that stretch of beach before the Cannibal
turned round, saying to the baby, "Now well wait while your mother comes."

When the woman caught up he looked for the stick.
"Wereisthe stick?'

"It's back there, standing at the other end of the beach.”
"Wéll here, take Frog-Squat while | go for it."

While he did that his wife standing on the rubble chanted once more her prayer for help.

My fisher brothers should they wish,
Tough still intent upon their fish,
Could best thisjungle man who came,
Could kill this Duau what's his name,



And stop his taking me away!
Oh stop his taking me away!"

Number three was now convinced. "Yes, it'strue. That was our sister's voice."
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But number two must have his own proof. '‘Come on down. You dive for abit, while | sit for a
while and listen. You could al be mistaken.” Number Two got back in the boat. The Cannibal
and his wife meanwhile were traveling aong the shore. Coming to the end of another stretch of
beach he noticed his wife did not have the walking stick.

"It is still standing at the other end of the beach. | did not bring it." Since she was so frightened
of taking it he said, "Oh here, take the baby while | go for it." As he ran back to get it she sang,

"This walking back again may yet,
This going off device may let

My fisher brothers have their wish,
Though still intent upon their fish,
To best this Jungle man who came,
To kill this Duau what's his name,
And stop his taking me away'.

Oh stop his taking me away!"

At the moment the Cannibal was running back brother number two was sitting on the boat. He
was convinced.

"Yes, itistrue; that is our sister's voice."

But number one was not taking anyone's word for it.

"Come on, do your fishing. | will come up and listen and seeif it redly is our sister's voice."
While brother number one was climbing aboard, the Cannibal, forgetful ff his wife's horror of
the walking stick was saying, 'Let me carry the baby. Port your things and let's go; and make
sure you take the stick."

He turned at once to go, so she followed as before leaving it behind. Stopping to rest the
Cannibal noticed it was not there. "What about the stick?' The woman showing her horror of it
said, "Oh | came without it." "Well hereis Frog-Squat; 1 must go for the stick.”

The woman clasped her baby while the Cannibal ran for the stick. She sang as before, only this
time her chant rose to a scream,
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“No wak away affair may now -
No walking back again alow

MY fisher brothers have their wish
"Though still intent upon their fish
To best this jungle man who came,
To kill this Duau what's his name.
No help of running off and back
Avails this other end of track.

No, hell 'be taking me away:

On hell be taking me away'."

Now the eldest brother heard and was satisfied. He said to his brothers,

"Get aboard. We are going to see if the man of the wilds has found our
Sister.”

They all got aboard and went paddling off. But when they arrived at their village they found
nothing of their sister. The Cannibal and their sister had meanwhile gone inland to a place called
shade. When she had put down her things the Cannibal said, "Y ou can boil water and bathe; this
iswherewelive."

When she had heated water and filled a tub the Cannibal said, "Bathe Frog-Squat and give him
to meto nurse."

She did that and when she had finished her own bath the Cannibal said, "Lay out sleeping mats,
it's bed time."

When she did this she also took her pounding stone and put it in the boiling water. The Cannibal
was saying, "Come and groom me and eat the beasties.”

But this Cannibal had hair down to His feet and al sorts of disgusting creatureslived in it, so the
woman put a halved coconut handy, and used a stick to part the hair. When one of the disgusting
creatures Jumped out she broke off some coconut and crunched it between her teeth. When the
Cannibal heard this it made him very happy.

"No other than my own wife is grooming me. Oh, am | happy:"
The Canniba was filled with the utmost content and fell fast asdleep. As soon as he was asleep
hiswifetook his hair and tied it around the stem of the shade tree. She made many ropes of the

hair and tied them all around the stem of the shade tree. The Cannibal was snoring when the
brothers arrived with their spears. She told them,

25



"I have used up al his hair to tie him to the tree."

"Have you indeed? Then you can take it easy. Now it isour turn." The boy went up into the tree.
The others told the woman, "Get your baby and get out of the way."

The eldest brother thrust his spear through the Canniba's chest. He woke with ayell and defied
them,

"So | am alone against the lot of you. Oh, but I'll take you on. Just you wait while | get my hair
undone; I'm coming to eat you."

They fought him with spears. But the Cannibal just crumpled these and brushed away the bits.
Then the woman said, "But | haven' t had my throw yet." "Oh, you can throw too." "Yes, so
open your mouth.” "Well how's this?'

The Cannibal opened his mouth wide and the hot stone went down his throat. He tried to cough

it up. It would not come. He bent right over trying to clear it. The harder he coughed the tighter it
got, till the stone made a hole in his neck and let out his life, and he quivered and died. They
dragged into the Jungle and left him there. They took over his house, al his gear, and al his
wealth and precious things. When they had finished collecting these they told their sister, "You
can pack your things we are going home."

They shipped everything on their boat and sailed back to Wawela. They took their sister and her
things and set up her house again, where she could live and cook for them. They could live
properly now; their sister doing the house-keeping and they the gardening and fishing. They no
longer needed to be on guard, the Cannibal was dead, he could not worry them any more.
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CHAPTER 2
M oli-L a-Uyuwa, Jungle Nomads

Proverb: ISWAGA YELUWA ISS\WAGEULA O KUNEWOTU
Wisdom rather keeps jauntily in midstream.

Long before Europeans became acquainted with New Guinea and learned of the existence of
people like the Kukukus or the Duk-Duks New Guinea peoples themselves had reason to be
concerned with them. UY UWA means jungle or forest; the primeva state of thingsin
contradistinction to the UDILA or scrub of the village fallow lands. UY UWA like UDILA or
ODILA has usualy anindicative LA beforeit, as LAUYUWA LAODILA; so MOLI-LA-
UYUWA simply means "man of the forest."



The tenor of the following stories does not indicate that the Jungle dweller was feared and hated,
that he was a Cannibal. On the Trobriands he no longer exists. Gardens are not raided, nor
village pigs herded off and slaughtered. There is no need to raise the specter or foster fear and
hate. The natural scorn and condemnation of those who lurk, even casualy, in secret placesis
spontaneous and strong. Openness is so universally and assiduoudly cultivated that thereis
almost no privacy. So Molilauyuwais no longer a menace; the proper attitude to him is one of
whimsica amusement.

But Boyowans do favour the underdog; a figure with which they identify easily and often. Asa
pathetic figure The persecuted, orphaned children of Molilauyuwa are Just about the last word,;
and the story in this form serves notice on the Boyowan to count his blessings, give everyone an
equal chance; and make no outcasts who could become Jungle folk.

Because these stories are told in Boyowa and have a Boyowan background is no indication that
this was ever a Boyowan way of life. These islands are not extensive enough and are too thickly
populated for elusive people like the Kukukus to find a home there. The Boyowan's mental
horizon goes beyond his home land: his folk history may remember atime when he lived
elsewhere.

The burial customs mentioned in Tovileu's version are found high in the centra highlands
hundreds of miles from Boyowa. This type of thing filters through from tribe to tribe, from
language to language; it is an interesting study that does not seem to nave been made; through
how many tribes and languages can afetching tale travel ? There is something anomal ous about
the Boyowan prejudice against wild boar's meat; aresidual tabu from the sacredness of the
Tudavan tradition, or a permeation of an Islamic proscription?
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The Boyowan takes for granted the continuum of his culture in al directions, and while he
regards his own land as the hub of the universe and the defender of Boyowan tribal orthodox,
and is not one to take conscious correction from others, there is no one more eager to hear the
folklore of outsiders, or more thoroughgoing in contrasting and comparing. The name Tudavais
proper to Boyowa and to Boyowan folklore, but the Tudavan complex of stories, ascribed to
their own familiarly named heroes in their own particular area, is common to the whole of
eastern Papua, and with the insights already obtained would, | am sure, give depthsto the
perceptions of al the others. | don' t know any comparable guide line, that would lead on so
surely or so far it, to the past and present cultures of the Kularing, or any other line of enquiry
that would turn one's contacts and informants into fellow investigators more surely. On working
bees the Job on hand was usualy completely absorbing, but | remember queries and
comparisons of Samson and Delilah and Tudava, Abraham and Dovana, Ruth and Esther with
Boyowan counterparts, certain Cannibal myths and their bearing on the doctrine of the
Eucharist; and there were doubtless others that | was too busy at the time to notice or have



forgotten over the years. They were only idle notions and associations of no great importance
individually, but altogether a notable indication of the people's regard for their own myths and
those of the Missionary and of the cultural continuum. Points like these came up more naturally
at working bees than in the more relaxed occasions of story telling. Thetribal citizen returns
habitually to ponder the tribal mysteries and to enlarge his grip on the tribal story.

| don't believe that Melanesian folklore is less worthy than Polynesian; though not all tribes are
equally concerned. It may be a more mixed and difficult study, a much less monochrome culture.
Telling astory in thisareais not just simple narration. It is rather the enactment of adrama asiit
were; in which the audience are aso players. It is a double story; the drama that was; and the
dramain its present implications for the people assembled. Each story islike a one act play. As
an art form it is very much little brother to the one act play of a magic spell and the ritual that
goes with it. The whole gardening program is a re-enactment of tribal history, and the magic
spells are the dedications and opening ceremonies that give the various stages their formal
launching and official sanction. Though the stories that go with thisare all in fun they are an
overt paralel in full Sympathy and support. If al this could Just be done in English the way the
villager understands it and hears it alot of anthropol ogical
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rationalising could Just fall away like autumn leaves, an unnecessary bore. We would ssimply
have a sampling of village life with the ribbons and bows that go with it. And it is good fun: after
all that is all the people are doing, seeing themselves writ large in the mirror of the tribal story.
They al know the episodes that make up the individual stories, and the gay and inconsequent
way they will scramble them and the magic rituas as well is evidence enough that they are but
stage effects and background stuff to the present occasion. The importance of the proper locale
also shows this. The story only gets full treatment at the time and in the place and circumstances
proper to itstelling. Away from thisit isonly an alusion.

2. Boyowa, theterm

Proverb: KALA BUBULA MINANA LELA BIBUBULI LEMA GWADI
Would the deceased endow with her beauty the child to come.

Boyowa is a centre of folk tales. Thereis virtuosity here which is respected and reflected in the
folklore of neighbouring peoples. | am concerned in this study to rescue the term Boyowa, which
is the name of the main isand including its long tail. Kiriwinais the name of one of ten clusters
of village communities in the central group of islands , a name more softly pronounced by the
people who live there as Kilivila. The senior lord lives there. The natural extension to cover the
more populous part of the island was aways accepted from outsiders, but in recent times this has
been forced more and more on the local inhabitants and it is confusing. Kilivilaisin constant use



in contradistinction to the lagoon side villages, or to other villages on other islands of the main
group. The whole region from the Lousancays to the Woodlarks ook on it as the centre and
setter of cultural and linguistic standards. But while it is the centre there is an epicentre Myuwa,
the Boyowan form of Muruwa or Woodlark, and the gateway of departure to Outer Boyowais
by way of the northern Kilivilan beaches, so Kilivila can even stand on occasion for Outer
Boyowa in contradistinction to Boyowa itself. Myuwa is more commonly heard with alocative
morpheme before it, O-Myuwa. Asaregiona or directional expression this has a classifying
morpheme before it giving it ameaning of The East or Ocean wards which bespeaks their
orientation on the vast Pacific. Conversely L'O-Myuwa is also used for the villages adjacent to
the northern villages, again Kilivila, and even in a partitive sense for L'O-Myuwa. Ambiguity
would be avoided if the name Boyowa was used whenever the Trobriand Islands as awhole were
intended.
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3. MOLI-LA-UYUWA Brother and Sister

Tovileu
Proverb: S Tatai min-myuwa s tagina Tubovau
Y outh will trumpet what heralds's surmise.

There were two villages one with Cannibals in it and one with people. aman and his wife had
two children, aboy and a girl. This boy and girl were left on their own when their father and
mother died. The only food plant they had in their garden was large arum. If you ate this raw it
would prickle your throat like red hot needles. This was all the vegetable food these children had
after their father and mother died. So the boy would be off fishing while his sister went to the
garden for arum. She would cut off a section and bring it home and pedl it; and then put it aside
to be roasted later.

When her brother brought home fish she would cook the arum with them and in the evening she
would serve their meal after which her broker as head of the house would declare,

"In the morning | am going fishing, so you will be going to the garden to cut another section of
arum to go with our fish.”

While the boy was away fishing his sister would be off to the garden to cut another section of
arum root. Sometimes when she had prepared it she would bake it and the fish in an oven. This
would be when her brother came home early, by midday or shortly after. On such days they had
a better evening medl.

But soon misfortune fell. The Cannibal wandering in the bush came on the road to their village,



saw the smoke of their fire and said to himself, "Now whose smoke could that be? | thought |
had eaten everybody. But somebody must be making that smoke. | must so and see.”

He approached the girl and stood spying on her from thee style. She was preparing the vegetable
that was al she and her brother had to live on. The Cannibal spoke to her;

"Girlie, who do you live with?"

"No one. There is only my brother and | and he is away fishing."

"Is that so?"

"I am getting something ready for me and my brother to eat."

"Oh, cut adlice for me; | would liketo try it." She cut adlice and gaveit to him. He and it.
"Gosh, that pickles. Mighty hot stuff this arum of yours. Let me try another dice.”

She gave him another dice.
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"Gosh, it is hot. Give me another."

She gave him dice after dice till there was none left. Then he wanted to know about her brother}
"Where is your brother?'

"He went fishing."

"Well, so long. | must go."

But he did not go home. He waited at the Kadilalavi where the roads fork. He could hear the
brother's jogging cry as he trotted home with the fish. As soon as he came by the Cannibal went
as though to help him, "Let me help'.”

He took the carrying pole with its burden of fish and went off with it to his own village. The boy
walked home with nothing to tell his sister,

"All our fish was taken by the Cannibal. He has gone with it to his place.”
"Y es, and he came here and ate all the vegetable.”

But later when it was dark they went to the oven and ate some of the vegetable that had been
cooked there. Then they went to sleep. During the night their father and mother in the other
world had a dream. The mother said, "The Canniba is persecuting our children.”

Thefather said, "I am going to train that dog to lurk in the arums right down between the
stems.”

Then another day the boy said to hissister, "l am going fishing, so you go and cut off abig
section of arumto go with them. "

But he went first to the garden with his sister. They cut through a section of arum, were digging
it free and had laid it down when the dog attacked; "Wow! Wow:"

"Oh, what afierce dog." said the girl;



"Keep it off, but don't hurt it."

In this way they got their arum. When the girl had cut it off and the boy had shouldered it, they
took the dog with them and went home. They secured the dog in a carry-all basket. The girl went
to her cooking and the boy to his fishing. And the lurking Cannibal noted the smoke of the
cooking fire.

"I must go and eat some arum.”
He went down to their village and went up to the girl, who was busy pealing, and said,
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"Cooking so soon'. Let me try that arum again.”

The girl cut him adice, but as he reached for it, the dog attacked him. "Wow'. Wow'."
"Oh, take it back. When the dog lies down give it to me from behind." But when they tried that,
and the girl holding out the arum said, "Here is your arum’."

The dog attacked again and gnashed the Cannibal. "Oh, take it back, put it away. But after a bit
go round to the front and hand it to me there."

But when she held out the vegetable and said, "Here," the dog, waiting till the Canniba offered
to take it, attacked again and gashed the Cannibal's legs and arms.
"Oh, take it back. Your brother is coming. | must go to meet him."

When the Cannibal turned away she said to the dog, "Go to our brother and see that the Cannibal
doesn't scoff our fish." The Cannibal was wary, and as he went along kept looking round, but
each time he did so the dog had taken cover. In this way they went on till they met the trail that
lead to the Cannibal's place, and here he sat down to wait.

When the boy, making his carrying call as he hurried home with the fish, came by the Cannibal

got up,
"Let me help. Let me help.”

He took the fish. But then the dog ripped his face, bit hislegs, and ripped and gashed him al
over his body both back and front, so that he was covered in blood from head to foot. He threw
away carrying pole and fish and ran with the dog after him. It chased him home to his own place
where he called to Tokosikuli,

"Open the door, I'm coming in."

"No, you're not. You' re not coming in here like that. Y ou stop out. Do you think you're the only
one who lives here?"

"Oh, for pity's sake'. Open the door, I'm blood al over. The dog is biting me'."



Tokosikuli opened the door and let the Cannibal in. "Tokosikuli'. Shut that door. Shut that dog
out."

So they were inside with the door shut while the dog stayed outside barking. It went on barking all
that day. Then it took itstail off and hung it on the

32

roof before going home to the boy and girl. There it was fed with the fish its charges ate. But the
Canniba wasin distress.

Tokosikuli, I must ease myself.”

"WEell you don' t do it here. Go outside.”

But when he opened the door to go out there was the tail of the dog swaying above the door.

"Oh Tokosikuli'. That animal is ill here.”

And so it happened over and over again. The Cannibal and Tokosikuli were shut up for days and
daysinthe house, and worn out died of starvation. But the brother and sister managed quite well and
ate their fish and vegetable unmolested with the dog living with them. They were relieved by the
death of the Cannibal.

4. MOLI-LA-UYUWA -- An Embalmed Body
Mwakasaa

Proverb: TUVALUWA IPEIKI BIDUBUMI KONI MWAU
The inured are not daunted by a hard task.

The woman had had two children before she died. When the father also died they went on living
with him even though he was dead. In the early morning brother would say to brother, "Come, let
us put our father out on his stand before we go the garden for arum roots."

But while they would be going through the bush they would see a storm coming; "Oh quick, we
must run back to father. If he gets wet he will go to pieces." They ran back and lifted their father
back into the house. Then they would say, "Now that our father is insde again we can still find
ourselves something to eat. Let us go fishing."

One day after they had put their father out and gone to the garden for arum roots a storm came up.
They debated whether it would rain or not. While they were still debating it rained. When they got
back to their father he had already come apart and dissolved. It wastimeto mourn for him. The elder
warned his Junior.

"We must mourn our father very quietly. ThereisaCannibal intheforest who must not hear us. Our



father told me that."
The elder brother did indeed mourn quietly; but the younger raised his.
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voice. Theelder inssted again;

"We must mourn our father very quietly. He himself told us we must do that." But that very night,
while they were saying these things, the Canniba's wives, who had heard them, were making their
plan. When they were sure their husband was sound asleep, they would go for the brothers and carry
them off on the trestle on which they slept. They were setting out to do this when the Cannibal sat
up and wanted to know what they were doing.

"Oh, we are Just going to get ourselves some shell fish to make us adinner.” But they did as they
had planned, though they did get shell fish, some trochus, which they put on top of the swag the
brothers were in. Their husband wanted to know what was in the swag. "Oh, it is only a boy's
backside." "What are you going to do with it?"

"When we have cut it off we will stuff it with WAIBITU and cook it. It will be the savoury, the
special in-season food of our grand dinner.”

Then the Cannibal made it clear how he wanted the brothers to be disposed of. " Tomorrow you can
give yourselves that little backside, but that big fat one you can give to me."

Again the women went for shell fish and especidly the trochus which their husband liked. But while
they were away the brothers put on their act. Pretending to be the Cannibal’'s wives they said,
"Sisters, | have already taken the backside of the little one, so come and eat.”

Then they said to the Cannibal, "Oh, you can have yours tomorrow, you can have the big fat one,
after we have made your savoury dinner with, our special in-season food."

But the Cannibal could not wait. He came at once. The brothers were ready. They had cut the top
off the WAIBITU vine, the most spineful of vines, and surprising the Cannibal, whose itches are
never relieved,

"You have piles."

Then they drove the vine up his backside so that he took a fit and, after a great uproar, died. The



5. MOLI-LA-UYUWA and Big Greedy
Michadl Giyomataa

Proverb: KAVYADUDU KAGU KAVYA
My baldric is a fearsome one.

Molilauyuwa were children of the jungle, nomads without a village or garden. They would steal if
they could. These two had no father or mother either. They lived in the forest near Lobuwatrtill the
Lobuwa people chased them out. Then they came to know Big Greedy who lived at Bwoitalu, and
at thistime the only food they could get was wild arum, that pickles, so you think your throat is cut
when you est it.

Having found themselves some arum they would cut four rounds off it and then make their camp
near the border of the Bwoitalu lands; and here alder brother would leave younger to roast their
arum, while he went off to Kavataria to try and get some fish on credit so that they could make
themselves ameal. Big Greedy, out trailing the wild boar with his dogs, came upon this camp.

He was surprised and curious.

"Kaw laddie, what brings you to this place?"
"We cameto roast our vegetable. Brother hasgoneto Kavatariafor fish so we can haveameal. Hell
be aong this evening.”

Kaw, what fools you are! Why live by yourselves like this? Why not settle near me so | could help
you when there isnothing to be got from the bush or the garden? Who brought you to thisoutlandish
place? Who can do anything to help you out here? Whatever will you do in the lean months?"

With that he went off and around; but hewas soon back. "Kaw laddie, am | hungry'. Hungry to bed,
no cooking left over from yesterday, nothing today; | am so hungry | could eat out the country-side,
I've been working so hard in the garden. If you would Just scrape clean a mouthful of your roast |
would be off. | Just want to take the edge off my hunger while | go hunting and get me a pig."

But the Jungle child was fearful. Man, go away. There's only two bits for me and my brother. What
isthe use of a savoury without a meal to garnish?"

"Kaw, asif | would eat it all'. Look there's plenty there. Who could eat all of it? Come on: Just
enough to take the edge off my hunger and see me on my way."

"Kaw laddie, | thought that would fix my hunger. But it only made it worse.
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Likeleaping flames of fireit ragesinsgde me. | could eat out the whole country. But you are alright;
your brother will be bringing you fish."



With that he was ready to go on his way; but not without a gesture of buckish good fellowship.
Chanting ribaldry he rumpled the boy's hair, and for good measure, with the stingray rasp he pointed
his spears with, he curried the boy' s scalp so vigorously he became covered in blood.

"Scratch me Pal. Scratch metill | bleed. | could scratch your scalp right off."

But this was no mere pleasantry as among bucks. The boy yelled and fought with ferocity. He
grieved loud and clear.

"O Woe Woe Woe! He's scalped me and covered me with blood:"

Even then Big Greedy had not really gone away. He was sitting watching from the screen of the
Jungle when the little fellow brought out the pieces he had in reserve. While they were roasting on
the coals Big Greedy was mumbling to himself impatiently.

"Oh hurry up and cook: Half raw will do; I must end this hunger of mine." When the vegetable
began to break open he could wait no longer.

"Kaw laddie, have | been on atrail’. Way up country I've been; right into the hills. Thought | was
going to get me a pig. But they must have got into the swamp. I'll Just rest amoment or two. Raw
will do. Just amouthful of your vegetable. O Pal am | al worn out?"'

"Man, thisisdl my brother and | haveto eat you'd eat it dl'. Y ou go home and eat. I'm keeping this
till my brother comes so we can have amed ."

“ O come come, just dig out one little morsel. | couldn't eat it al; there' stoo much.”
He was too ingistent. The boy gave him morsdl after morsel till there was none left; not that Big
Greedy alowed himself to notice that.
"That's right; some for me and some for you to make a meal with the fish your brother brings.
Oh, and which way did he go? "By that road there to Kavataria." "O Goodbye."
Leaving the boy Big Greedy went down the trail to the main road where he sat scheming. When he

heard the other boy hurrying along sounding his carrying call, Big Greedy got up and running
alongside the boy making his cal, 'Ku ku ku ku!" said "Let me, let me, let me - help'.”
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He took the carrying yoke with its burden of fish onto his own shoulder and ran off with the lot to
Bwoitalu.
"O what a man'. Where would you get the like of him except at Bwoitalu?'

“ Brother, there's nothing for the coals. The fish were stolen, snatched right off my shoulder. Give
me some baked vegetable; I'm dying of hunger.”



“ O brother, that huge man, Big Greedy came from Bwoitalu and Just made like crazy till there was
nothing left. I'm Just as hungry as you are. He held my head too - the same man who took your fish -
and with his spear rasp he scratched my head till | was covered in blood."

"Oh | say, we' re getting out of here. Now he has found us there is nothing elseto do. Well haveto
move on to Wabutuma. They took off into the bush; and because there was nothing to eat they went
hungry to sleep. In the morning early they went for arum and left one lot in an oven baking.

"This evening I'll bring the fish for our dinner. Don' t light the fire any more; don't answer any call
or Big Greedy will take slices of what we havetill there is nothing left.”

With that the bigger boy took his porter's yoke and went to scrounge for fish. Big Greedy too was
out early looking for the Jungle nomads. Hetried first in their old hauntsin the forest at Lobuwaand
Siviyagila; hunting right through to the outer shore. Then he came on again the other way by
Wabutuma; calling ashecame, "O- O’

The boy, lonely all by himsdf and not thinking, answered, "Kaw, what honsense to bring you right
out here. Y ou should be near me. Who can help you out here in famine times? Kaw laddie, since |
ate that stuff of yours yesterday hunger has burned like a leaping fire insde me. Couldn't you take
out Just alittle of your bake, just to ease my hunger while | get you a pig?"

“You can forget about the bake. Y esterday you carried on till there was nothing left. Thisis for me
and my brother. We haven't eaten yet and we are very hungry. Isthere nothing to eat at your place?’

"O come on, open up. | only want Just alittle bit to make mefit, so | can go and get you something
toroast. ! won'teat it al."

He persisted till he had eaten it dl. Then he went into the Lokwai tree while the boy prepared

another baking. He was very impatient. "O hurry up. If it breaks open it isenough. | must bein time
to meet the brother."
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As soon as the vegetables began to split he was back. "Kaw laddie, | stalked that pig al over the

swamp and lost him. He must have got into the hills. | couldn't see where he went for the rain. Am
| knocked up! Do | need adrink’. | must hurry home; but Just a taste of your bake to help me on my

way.

"Man, you Just get out of here. Yesterday again you took all we had, and what is left today is not
enough for me and my brother. Stop it:"

'O come, Just amorsel. It isnot asif you won't have fish.”

But he was too big and fearsome and the boy not wanting to be murdered gave in and opened the



oven.
"That's right, a bit for me and a bit for you."

But he ate so fast he ate dl his own share and She boy's too. "Now which way did your brother
take?' "That one." "O Goodbye."

Big Greedy went down to the main road and waited there till the big brother came by, hurrying
home with as many fish as he could carry. Then, when he came abreast of him, he ran alongside, and
with great concern in hisvoice, “Let me, let me, let me get them on the fire."

He lifted the fish and ran off with them to Bwoitalu.
"A -oh'. That man again'."

The brothers had the same sorry tale for one another as the day before. Again they decamped and
went to try their luck on the other side of Wabutuma near Gumilababa. There they found some more
wild arum, and in it was a dog. They made friends with it, and took it to their new camp near
Wabutuma. Next day elder brother was more insistent than ever; "I'm off to scrounge for fish. You
get us some more arum and bake it to make a meal with our fish. But don't make a sound. If Big
Greedy cals don' t answer him, because if this goes on we will die."

'Y es of course. Goodbye."
Big Greedy was searching everywhere in vain; and was in a very bad humour. "O what a way to
treat achild: O what alonely place to leave him'.

"O'.-a-oh.l'vedoneitagain'. What afool | am:"

"Kaw, what a distance to bring you.' Who does this? Y ou should be near me so | could take care of
you."
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"Oh shut up'. | was crazy. Oh, will my brother be scolding me: Oh, how he will scold

But words made no impression upon Big Greedy. He Just carried on overpoweringly.
"Kaw laddie, that bake must be ready. Just hurry up and give me a bite. It's been along trail and |
am hungry and knocked up. That stuff you give me makes me ravenous.

"You just go home and eat. We are the hungry ones. We haven' t eaten for three days. We must eat
today or we will die."

"Kaw, amorsd isdl | want; you won' t miss the bite | take. There's more there than you can eat.”
He was too overpowering for the boy to withstand, so he started to serve Big Greedy with some



vegetable; but then the dog intervened,
"Grr! Wow'.

'Hey Pal: That thing bites. Whoever would bring a watch dog out here. Let's turn back to back so
you can pass it behind you.'

But the dog stood up to him to prevent anything like that. 'Well Pal, Just leave it over there, and
when | go later I'll take it as | pass. Just hand me my rasp while | touch up the point of my spear.”

But this did not work either. '0 Pal, | only want amorsel. That dog acts like | was taking your life.

How did you get such abig one?' He decided to forget about it. But frisky as ever, was applying
the rasp to the boy' s head by way of buckish goodbye when the dog went for him again.

'O what slly antics do we have now? Who gave you that dog? What do you need a watch dog for?
Hold him back, don' t cry or hell go for me again.”

Big Greedy backed away, and the dog kept after him to keep him doing that.

"Your arum's all raw anyway; it's time to think about the fish. I'll Just be taking the lot.”

But the dog was taking care of that too. While Big Greedy was lurking in bush on one side of the
road, the dog was doing the same on the other. When the boy came by chanting his carrier's cry and
Big Greedy started his usual buffoonery, "Let me let me let me." and put out his hand to take the
yoke the dog sank his teeth into him. "Who brought that dog here? Haul him off, he's killing me."

The dog chased him al the way back to Wabutuma, and on through Wabutuma,

39

and right bask to Bwoitalu. There was no one to haul the dog off and he was forced to take refuge
in his own house. The dog took up station on histhreshold to keep him a prisoner there. When Big
Greedy had recovered his breath enough he asked hiswifeto take aquick look outside, "Is that dog
out there? What is he doing?'

“Kaw, you take a peek. Its your business. | am the one who is wanting to know what that dog is
doing out there."

When first one child and then the other wanted to ease themselves, the dog was there aright, and
would not let the house be opened. "You can't do it in the house:"

But the children would not be quiet. "Oh dright, do it in the fireplace.” Big Greedy and his wife
exhausted themselves in fierce bickering and they all finally died of hunger.
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Chapter 3

Witches

Proverb: IPONU YAGINA IBISIKUNEIGU WA KABAGU
When excitement blows | am effected even in deep

The items on witchesin this collection are arather poor sampling considering the importance of the
subject. But this material was got Ssmply in response to tell me a story; and not any particular story
or even type of story. Witches are more the interest of women folk; they typify more naturaly
peculiar ways and problems of interest to women; they are the great delight of little girls, and the
more weird and creepy they are the more they relish them. The natural time for their telling is when
women folk only are around holding court together.

In this type of tale, and | think only in this type of tale, therereally is that important ingredient that
the ethnographer cals the "coefficient of weirdness' and it is not unintelligible. It is great fun. The
phenomenon, the event or the behaviour may be unexplainable, but the expression in the story isdl
lucid. The streaks of light that meteors make may be creepy and mysterious, but the explanation, as
far as it goes, is clear. It is the passage of a witch burning up the web she flies along. She is not
doing thisin the full material sense. Her body is sound asleep somewhere. It is only her immateria
salf, something quite small, that is abroad. Another explanation is that she flies like a rocket driven
by the fire of her libido. The references are fanciful and in stories Just fun.

One reason why this is an important area of story telling is that such stories are an important
counterpoise to the debate that is always going on, trying to account for various events, and who is
responsible for bringing influences to bear, and to what extent, particularly magical influences, and
particularly in relation to their rivaries, love affairs, sickness and death. Tilting with wordsis such
an important aspect of Boyowan story telling that classical allusions are dmost a secret language.
Only by knowing what is aluded to can seemingly harmless expressions be understood as insulting
or diverting. No one mentions the likeness of brother and sister; admits to being hungry; salvages
his neighbours craft; proclaims the location of fish or believe, it if someone did. The protagonists
telling these tales are mostly woman, and when
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they tilt at one another the stories are tenser, the alusions usualy more wily and personal. The most
common conversational reference is of this kind. The witches capital, Wawela in the stories,

becomes V akuta or some other place when gossiping.

The telling is not to build tensions but to release them. The venting of pent up feelings via the



appropriate story net only makes the story more interesting, it opens the way for explanations, the
clearing away of suspicions, or at least makes atemporary accommodation possible. The prevailing
preoccupations of a village decide what kind of story you will get there.

2. Inteligibility of Boyowan texts

Proverb: KALU VADENI WOSI LAVADENI GUWOQOSI
With dancing was my song accompanied.

The mention of the "Co-efficient of weirdness' comes very close to one of my main concernsinthis
study, the TOMADAGI BIGA or wonderful clarity, their word for beauty, of Boyowan speech.
When writing down songs | was often aware, at first encounter and without study, of lines that
would not be out of placein any classical anthology.

"BA VADENI LOWA O BUDIBUDI
BIULELEGU YAGA O MILAVETA.
Pacing the westing clouds

| glide with the winds in the strait.”

This mastery of expression is, once the language is more thoroughly mastered, just as evident in
prose. Malinowski was well aware of it. In chapter 2 in ,The Problem of Meaning in Primitive
Languages' he quotes a breezy description,

“TA SAKAULA KAIMATANA YAKIDA TA WOULA O VALU TA SIVILA TA GINI SODA
| SAKAULA KAUYA O LUYEKI SI MILAVETA PILOLU."

"On the run down we lead the way right to the beach while the rest were strung out astern their
roadstead till the till the high seas.”

Thisiswhat is said, but the way of saying it aso evokes the picture in the Boyowan mind of the
tillerman standing to histiller with his pouch slung baldric-wise and pointing like apennant at a fleet
miles behind. It isthe way athing is said that gives quality to the words and spirit to the
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expression that is dl important; and this is particularly so in pieces like magic spells, songs and
stories. Giving an equivalent expression of the native perception to our understanding can only be
approximate and most nearly done by some Judicious substitutions of references. Caling their craft
canoes would throw dl their nautical vocabulary out of gear. So in these trandations | have
preferred the word that fitsthe context, and | regard this as the only correct procedure. The thought
is the thing, not the materia expression. Interlinear trand ations confuse more than they clarify and
are of no real use to anyone, of interest only to a possible show-off tourist. Raymond Firth's litera
rendering of the spells in the work of the Gods of the Tikopian metaphor for fond regard, the



devotion of the mother cat, would distract a doctor of letters. | am not the only one to find
Malinowski's renderings flat; but | am the most provoked when they simply screen a wonderful
perception, chiming neither with the vernacular formula, his general exposition, or trandations
given elsewhere. For me, relying on an informant, however wise, is no substitute for a properly
matured comprehension of one's own backed by a properly organised grammar and vocabulary.

| have had the experience of an educated native reading over my shoulder one of the gardening
spells and being told with some emotiona discomposure, that it was not at all like that. To give a
transparent example that any scholar sufficiently interested can cheek for himself let me quote
formula 22 (p.154 Cord Gardens X) which to me simply says,

"Tudava O Tudava.

From Malitu come to Malitu gone,
Gone past the sun in the east.

| regard you now constantly.

| have swept for you.

| invoke your influence now

For my taro garden

For my Yam garden

Watched unfailingly,

Weedless."

Thisisthe immediate straight forward meaning that is consistent with itself, the story of Tudavaand
other descriptions elsewhere. To the villager who has known it from childhood it is so simple and
luminous that asking for an explanation of it could only be disconcerting.
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To make just one more reference to this inescapably gritty digging for a better understanding,
imagine someone toiling with the problem of the untouchability of a chief's head and questioning
avillager who had the Vinavina of Tokunabeibai in mind, but who aso knew that that illustration
was useless. A friend of mine was once checking with me for afriend of his the meaning of some
prowboard designs. One detail, which by position, shape and everything e se obvioudly represented
the idealised prow, was not accepted by him. The small boys had guffawed, as groundlings will, and
the explanation did not chime with Seligman'’s suggestion; itself tentative and put forward in doubt.
But an old man in the group had aready uttered the operative word, "TAKUMDU WAGA",
thundering boat, an alusion to the spell of Mokatuboda. | was surprised but not bemused when our
informant displayed angry embarrassment at our disagreement. But he knew that | knew that the old
man' s spontaneous contribution was correct, that the phrase referred to the boat's water cutting
potential, and in any case you don't cleave a 7,000 feet Koya Tabu with awoman's pudenda, its not
a poetic metaphor. Rather it is of interest to the tillerman, who using it as a landfal, might slice
away for hours at its cloven peak.



3 llu-Myuwa, MissWoodlark and a Phenomenon

Proverb: "GANA Bl VAKWALI TALIA LULUPOU"
"You'll feel your way where reefs and tides abound.”

This myth-like story is concerned .with an objective phenomenon that t sreal and at the same
time mysterious. | was familiar with this phenomenon myself. One night in 1937 | stood on the
beach at Mmwa and saw what |ooked like the light of a Tilley or Coleman pressure lamp shining
from behind a boat. When no move was made to come ashore | suggested to Teddy Auerbach
that he send out a dingy. But Teddy was sure it was one of those lights' and sure enough, it
suddenly went out and there was no boat there. | saw it there, the same area as that in the story,
on two other occasions. On another trip by launch to Samarai | saw on aline between Dobu
Island and the end of Sanaroa what looked like the light of a boat stranded on a shoa. Changing
course to investigate in case help was needed, set off avigorous protest on the part of the crew
that there was no light there. When this protest had no effect they went inside the boat and lying
down covered themselves with blankets.
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a spectacular instance was at Sideia during the war years when an invisible source of light shone
on the perpendicular sides of the reef, lighting up al its detail to a depth of thirty feet or more.
For severa minutes a crowd watched intently as the reef stood reveaed like afloodlit cliff. Then
the light went out as suddenly as a floodlight switched off. Though this phenomenon is relatively
frequent and must have a definite cause | have not seen or heard of its explanation. My own
feeling is that two things happen. There are creatures in the sea that can flash alight as brilliant
asthat of a powerful torch. There are myriads of others that will flash in answer and stay on for
some time. With a powerful torch | have amused myself playing with them. In the right spot in
Doldrum weather and when the tide is dead they can be induced to flash on in clouds like the
bursts of afireworks display; and their amazing brilliance is fascinating. Apparently they are
flimsy, flat creatures large as autumn leaves that flash back instantaneoudly only on the side
which is towards the light that switches them on.

The experience of striking, as | once did in doldrum weather, one of the sleeping fish with power
to emit a brilliant light to dazzle their pursuers can be quite startling. Incidentally my Boyowan
companion on that occasion, being questioned about it, stoutly denied that he had seen any light;
yet his face had been lit as visibly as by daylight.

The statement in the story that the light was double may contain an important clue. The starkness
of the problem that this tale is concerned with, the eeriness of unexplainable lights, makes this an
interesting study of their predetermined reactions. The myth acknowledges the objective reality
of the lights. It does not deny them or explain them away. It merely brindle the weight of its
authority, ancient tradition, to sanction disregarding them as though they did not exist. The
magical beauty of the Vinavina authenticates the myth and confirms the lesson that any
malevolence there may be in the phenomenon has been tamed; lazy fishermen are no longer



entitled to make them an excuse for not working to pay off their debts. The attitude and
behaviour of pattern sanctioned by this myth in regard to lights, is repeated in regard to other
eerie phenomena. On one occasion when the full moon rose in total eclipse, and a curiously
muddy brown colour, several hundred people ignored it with steadfast determination. No one
would admit there was anything unusual. Only when the eclipse was almost over, one old man
ventured the opinion that it was due to the

45

influence of evil magic, | KOMA BWAGAU.

4  Thestory of llu-Myuwa

There was a woman who was awitch living at Myuwa and there was a Cannibal living at
Mmwa. Day and night his lights would be shining. Fishermen on the Tukwauukwa and Silaketan
sides of the sea and the O-Bulaku end were al alike afraid to fish. Fishing just stopped on
account of the Cannibal living at Mmwa. Tukwauukwa, Teyavaand O-Yuveyovafolk just
stayed at home. Day and night the lights just shone like lamps. People got very ravenous for fish
and began to say,

'Can't someone trick and kill that Cannibal so we can get ourselves fish?"
News of the situation reached even to Myuwa. When the witch heard about it she said,
"Thisis something | have to see.”

She cast her web and catapulted over the seato Gawa. From there she sent her web to Kweata
and rode on over to there. Then she catapulted on to lwa. Down by Iwa she was singing;

As swift as winds of evening flung

Beyond the plovers gloaming flight,

And terns adrift at sea at night,

Myself alone my home forsook

In fear aguiver come to look,

This portent see. But note that

One called this witch to come.

Ladies of Iwa, if someone called me, here | am.”

"Oh no, it would be the ladies of Kitavawho called you."
She rode the sky-high web on to Kitava, and from there to O-Bulaku.
"Now who could have called me to come?’

"We did not. Perhaps the ladies of Wawela called you."
"Wawela ladies, if you called, | have come.”

"No, we did not call you. Perhaps it was the Silaketa
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The witch from L'O-Myuwa heaved her web once more and was catapulted to Silaketa, singing,
"Upon the trail of setting sun.”
The Silaketan ladies welcomed her.

"At last you have come. If you stand on the beach at Kaikuyawa you can see the lights at
Mmwa."

The witch went out to the beach at Kaikuyawa and stood looking. She said;
"No wonder they don' t go fishing; after all those lights are very bright."

She catapulted down to O-Kayaula singing as she soared,
"Upon the trail of setting sun “
"Oh princess, we cannot fish. We Just stay home. At night our island is cut off. There
is nothing to do; we can't get any fish."
"Wéll, | must go and see about it."
"Oh princess, go, but be careful it is not too much for you."

The witch catapulted herself on to Mmwa. There she saw the Cannibal and studied him as she
flew overhead. The lights shone in both his hands. She grabbed him by his head. They wrestled,
but she took him high into the air. Then higher into the air till they were right up in the sky. Then
she let him go. He fell back on Mnwa with a crash and lay till. She catapulted back to O-
Keyaula where she asked the O-Keyaula ladies,

"Did you hear the crash?"
"Yeswe heard it. Now we can fish again, and dive for shell and make feasts. Princess,
your coming has freed us; the pest is dead; you can go home again and we can still fish."

She made her way witch-wise to Wawela and to O-Bulaku, "Ladies, did you hear the crash?’
"We saw it. Now we can feast again, thanks to you."
The witch went back to Kitava.
"Ladies of Kitava, did you hear the crash?"
"We heard it indeed." Then on to Iwa.
"Ladies of Iwa, did you hear the crash?"

"Yes, we heard it."
And to Kwewata.



"Ladies of Kwewata, did you hear the crash?"
"Yes, we heard."

Finally she zoomed right back to L'O-Myuwato her own place and went on

living there. The people of Silaketa, O-Kayaula, O-Bulaku, Teyava, Tukwauukwa and O-
Y uveyova were now relieved; they said to one another;

“What aprodigy! The witch from Myuwa was too clever for the Cannibal. He is dead. We can
fish when ever we like and have al the fish we need.”

5 Kwenadaya and his Unwanted L over

Proverb: "VALU BI SIVILA NUMLA BI KEIBIGA"
The place will mend its ways if the cold insists.
Comment:

The story of arather drastic solution to the problem of an unwanted lover and several other
warnings. The Boyowans because of the insipidity of their vegetables are familiar with the
problem of making atasty stew: and know that the more ingredients the better the chance of
making it worthwhile. They apparently apply the principle to their story telling. The first
warning is to young men that a termagent or importunate lover is not a prospective wife.

Sheisawitch or the makings of one. She will be dead to you if you are wise. The second
warning is to tempestuous young women. a direct attack is alost cause. Y ou might as well be
dead. The third warning is; if you must hold out your hand to the heir elect of alord you had
better be eligible. Gilibwalais a stock character, Mr. Quick-on-the-draw. Gili means draw, as a
sword from its scabbard, a spear from the thatch.

Story:

Kwenadaya lived at Wawela. His father's name was Gilibwala and his father's sister was a witch.
She got to flirting with Kwenadaya; she would ask,

"Kwenadaya, have you alittle spice for me?' or "Have you a bit of achew?' Kwenadeya was
short with her,

"No I have not."
His aunt was not to be put off. She went that night to flirt with him; even into his house.



"Whose bunk is that?"

a boy answered,
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“Ming’.
She asked again,
"And whose is that?"
Another boy said, "Mine."
She asked athird time,
"And whose is that?"
Said Kwenadaya, "Which one?"
"That one."
Kwenadaya was set to baffle.
"All right, | won't bother you."

But in the middle of She night when everyone was aslegp she got up and went to Kwenadaya and
took him and his bed, mats, satchel and everything and flew with it to Woodlark I1sland. Like a
meteor she skidded on her way right into the hill country where the pits and caves were, and into
a deep pit. She roused him from sleep.

"Who are you to be a dleep. Wake up and see where you are, because this is where you
are going to stay."

Then she lay down beside him and dept till morning when she said,

"You are here to stay. Goodbye."
Then she went back to Wawela.  Gilibwala was asking,

"Where has Kwenadaya gone His brother said,
"His place is erupt. All his thirds have gone."

His father went looking for him al that day. That night his sister took to the air again. She sang
her plaint as she flew, "O for the love of Kwenadaya:

Flying right on to the wild country she entered the pit saying, "Kwenadaya, have you been
deeping?’

"Yes, | have been degping.”" Hisaunt said,

"Why won't you be nice to me? Y ou refused me space. Y ou refused me chew of betel.
So now | have brought you into the wild country because | am going to live with you even if |
have to kill you."

Then she lay down beside him. She lay there till SAKAU the dawn bird
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began to call, when she said,

"Hereiswhere you stay."
Then she flew off chanting,

"Oh for the love of Kwenadaya:"
She went right back to Wawela to her own House, took a broom and swept the village.
Kwenadaya's father Gilibwala was weeping. For different reasons his aunt joined his father and
wept too. One day when Kwenadaya was wide awake he saw a vine hanging right down into the
pit. He got up and tugged at it. It held fast. He said,

"Good. | can climb out."”

After much trouble he managed to do that, and found himself right in the middle of the wild
country. He sat down there for some time and rested saying

"O what awonderful thing to be back in the world again.”

When he had rested he made for the coast and soon found himself on atrack that a Woodlark
man had made that brought him to a garden. He broke off some sugar cane and had a chew of it.
He took some bananas and ate them. went right round the garden making an inspection, and
came to what he wanted, a dense stand of sugar cane. When he stopped and shook it, it made an
opening through which he could get. Taking a creeper he ensconced himself inside and secured
the stock with lashings from inside.

That night his aunt was in the air again. She looked for and found the top of the pit. She made a
light like a meteorite and shining it around in the wild country went looking for Kwenadaya.

"Kwenadaya, where have you got to. Y ou cannot come and go, thereisn't any way."
She shone her light al over the wild country, along al the roads in the old gardens and in the
new and all aong the coast. She shook all the stocks of sugar cane, even the big one where
Kwenadaya was. She even took off one lot of lashings, and would have taken off the other only
the SAKAU hird at that moment called, " Sakau."

Startled, she let go of the sugar cane and flew back to Wawela. Then it was time for the
Woodlark man to go round his garden. As he passed over the style he saw the sugar cane;

"Who has been interfering with my garden?"



He put the sugar cane back in place and would have passed on, only on
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looking into the big stock, he saw there was someone there.

"Who are you?'

"I am Kwenadaya."

"Where from?’

"From Wawela, the son of Gilibwala. My aunt has been persecuting me. She took me
into the wild country. Y ou are looking at your sugar cane. She went round shaking every clump.
But when it was getting daylight she went."

The old man said,
“ Come with me to the village. Dinner is ready."

The wife of the Woodlark man served dinner. After dinner Kwenadaya slept at their place. While
he dept his aunt the witch spent the whole night searching. But by daylight she was back in
Wawela again. Meanwhile Kwenadaya stayed on in Woodlark and was soon strong again. He
took an axe and started to make himself a boat. He hollowed it out, planed it, lashed an outrigger
onto it and rigged some decking. When it was time to go he said to the Woodlark man who had
been afather to him,

"Father, tomorrow | will be leaving."
"If you must. But you will have to look out for yourself at sea."

Then the old man told him how to do that. On the day of departure the old man stowed
armshells, a pendant and other Jewelry in its compartment, and, when Kwenadsya had bathed,
said, "On board with you. Paddle away."

Kwenadaya paddled on al day long. That night he thought of the old man's advice,

"When you hear your aunt coming sink your outrigger, and turn your boat over. S he will
creep along the keel and go. When she has gone, turn the boat right side up again and paddle off
on your way."

Thinking of this as he paddied along he heard her chant,
"O for the love of Kwenadaya."

He went over the side, sank the outrigger, turned his boat over and hid underneath it. The witch
crept along the keel saying, "O what alog'."



When she had gone he turned the boat right side up again, got on board and went peddling on.
On the return Journey he heard the chant again, "Oh for the love of Kwenadaya!"

Before she came close he had put the outrigger under again had turned
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the boat over and was hidden again inside, she crept along the keel as before and went off to
Wawela. Kwenadaya righted his boat and went on paddling till dawn. That night again the witch
was out flying over the Straits of Duya. Coming over the boat she exclaimed, “ Oh how fast that
log does drift.

But she continued on her way to search in Woodlark. That same night Kwenadaya, paddling on,
landed at Wawela. He came where his father was. "Who are you? | am grieving for the loss of my
son. Are you looking for him?'

When his father opened the door Kwenadaya went in. His father wanted to know,
'Where were you?'
"Y our sister has been persecuting me. She took me to Woodlark to the wild country. But
there avine grew down the side of the pit and | climbed out, and got back into the world again.’
"Indeed!"

Then the father broke down and cried. In fact he howled and howled, so that the villagers were
asking each other, “ What is hislordship crying about?" "Nothing. He must have dreamt of his son."

He was still crying in the morning when his sister came back. But al the time he had been crying
he had been honing his axe. He now stood back in his house. When his aunt approached Kwenadaya
said to her,

"Go and cry with your brother."
When she stood on the doorstep he said, 'Go inside.” As she stooped to enter Gilibwala brought
down the axe and lopped off her head. She shuddered and died. He pulled her body outside, "Bury
your dead. It serves her right. She took my son to the wild country. He has Just landed back."

The witch was dead and Kwenadaya lived on to be lord of Wawela.
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6. llapokai, Miss Nemesis



Patrick Toliyawa

Proverb: GISAMWANA VINA KIKWATU BIGA
A Woman is chary of a secret message.

(Cdling witches to come can be done in a number of innocent ways, usually by some socia
idiosyncracy like nursing the cat, whistling, singing some tired tune or any little thing that irritates.
The tune of the Vinavinain this story is creepy for the delight of the little ones. When witch meets
witch exciting things should happen.)

Story:

Miss Doom would have been living at Kaulagu and Miss Woodlark at Wawela. They were witches
and wicked. Now it happened that Miss Woodlark sent an invitation to Miss Doom to pay her a
social call. There was mdicein this of coursefor Miss Woodlark was very wicked. But Miss Doom
got dressed up and early one morning set out on her Journey; and this was her ditty;

"Watch out: Beware: Miss Eadt,
Miss Doom attends your feast.
She comes acreep out west

Her call the winds request.”

Theladiesof Yaumgwaadl got goose flesh when they heard it. "Oh what a creepy tune'. My insde's
al aflutter.”

"Oh don' t be afraid, I'm answering Miss Woodlark at Wawela. She sent me an invitation.
Miss Doom hurried on, singing her ditty as she went. She gave goose flesh to all the ladies at
Moligilagi.

"O Princess, our insides are all aflutter. No one put a call upon the wind.”

"No, not you, Miss Woodlark."

She hurried on, singing al the way, and gave goose flesh to al the ladies at Okupukopu, Ilailima,
O-Sapola, Kwabula, O-Bulaku. She came out on the beach at Suchways; and here she bathed and
scented herself and got dressed up dl over again. Shewas still singing her ditty; Just to let the other
lady know she was there. Miss Woodlark reacted at once.

"You villagers clear out: Into the Jungle with you. I'll kill anyone who stays; I've got to entertain
Miss Doom."
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The villagers went at once; and not Just a little way; they went far into the Jungle. Miss Doom
arrived coming aong the shore; while Miss Woodlark back in her house was busy setting out the



doings for asocial occasion with betel nut. Said MissDoom, "I have cometo pay you a socid call.”
"Yes, take a seat.”

They both started to chew betel nut and take lime, as social people do, who wish to loosen their
tongues for lively conversation. But Miss Woodlark was only waiting till Miss Doom had her
spoon in the lime, when she attacked, and using her own spoon as a dagger, skewered Miss Doom
through the right corner of her right eye and out the back of her head; and, before Miss Doom could
recover, with another spoon she skewered her through the left corner of her left eye and again out
the back of her head. So Miss Doom had two little horns sticking out of her head. But witches are
tough and they are not witches for nothing. Miss Doom now butted Miss Woodlark in the face and
bunged up both her eyes and killed her. While she was getting her things together and preparing to
leave Miss Doom was saying to hersalf,

"And | thought it was a genuineinvitation to afriendly little chat; but it was just to start awar. But
anyway you are dead, and there you can lay till your folk find you and bury you. Goodbye."

Passing through O-Bulaku they were consumed with curiosity. "How did it go? Don' t be in such
ahurry. Stop and rest. Tell us how it went."

"Oh, | thought it was agenuineinvitation. But she only wanted to play atrick on me. See thisis not
blacking. It is blood. It was not friendly at all. She skewered me here and here. | killed her."
This was the story she told in every villagetill she arrived back in Kaulagu.

Chapter 4
The Misfortunes of Pretty Girls

Proverb: NEIGU GUY AU KAIVEAKA KAIMASAWA.
| seek alord with abig boat.

Names in Boyowan stories are not so much personal as typical. The story teller is not so much
concerned with aspecificindividua in ahistoric sense as with atype or common figure representing
aclass. Theclass of pretty girlsisintroduced by Kalawata, or, to give her her full title, Bokalawata,
Miss Beaten. On this Cinderdlla is piled dl the foibles and miseries, dl the lessons and joys of
Boyowan young women. Like Dokinikani hersisaname for a particular type of story, the interests
of love and marriage. It is at al times avowedly fanciful; scorning any pretense of being redistic.
Though concern with verisimilitude, being true to life, is simply that of classical literature, it is a
generalised pattern and not an actual case with which it would keep faith. It maintains a kindly
sympathy tempered with a caustic but whimsical humour; it is detached.



Detached it had better be. The Boyowan VIVILA pursues love-with a singular intensity. All
contretemps seem tragic to her. Malinowski spoke of waves of suicides. | never heard of any and
fancy he was quoting some of his more sentimental informants; but the Boyowan Miss can be
maudlin beyond belief. It is the measure of the virtuosity of the story teller that he can engage the
attention of these turbulent creatures while at the same time instilling some cooling wisdom into
their understanding. | was at least casually aware of the love affairs in connection with which most
of these stories got an airing before they were told to me; and it even happened that the principal
beneficiary was again obvioudy present and still conning the story.

With this kind of experience in mind, the opinion that some more casua observers express or seem
to assume, that people like the Boyowans have no understanding of romance seems smply idiotic.
S0, since loversfal in love as deeply here as anywhere, and can be compellingly expressive about
it, it should be worthwhile taking alook at the
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socia framework that gives consequence to their marriage and flavour to these stories.

Tribal marriage isnot a question about which one can be detached. It hasto befaced. It isfaced, not
Just by the individual aone, but by al the individud's familiars. Jomo Kenyatta may have been
writing about the Boyowans too when he said, "According to Gikuyu ways of thinking nobody is
an isolated individua. He is severa people's relative and severa people's contemporary. Hislifeis
founded on this fact spiritually and economically as well as biologically. The work he does
everyday is determined by it and is the basis of his sense of mora responshbility and socid
obligation. His persona needs physical and psychologica are saaried incidentally, while he plays
his part as a member of afamily group.”

Accordingly marriage is no private individual affair. Each member of the party of the groom, and
each member of the party of the bride, makes his or her alliance with the corresponding in-law,
assumes responsibility for the marriage, and sets up a vested interest in its permanence. Individua
preference can be voiced as vociferously am anywhere, and aversion likewise, and isduly taken into
account. But by and large the clan hasits way, the individua gets the best possible deal, and settles
for it the more readily for the reason that so many of his closest relatives and friends have worked
at it. This may not always be the way of it in practice, but this by common acceptance, ultimately
and intentionally isit. The rest are poorer prospects and failures and these are not the object of the
present study; only the forum of the story teller.

Boyowan marriage is not just the linking hands of lovers who go off to found a kingdom of their
own on their own. It isthe magical thing, the capture of aprince. He is clasped not Just by the bride
but by adl her clan. The high signal of his happiness and theirs is that his little one, his bride eats
from the same dish with him, shares the same dainties. Such is the story of Puluma from the world
inthe sky, of Doli the wood sprite, of Tudavafound by aforsaken mother inacave. But the PEIPEI,
his token feast is only the blessing and promise of his happiness. With
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hisbride hereceives her endowment, the VLAKULIA the outfitting of the new menage. Their house
will be built for them by her clan. Their storehouse or BWAIMA, their status Symbol of citizenship
in full standing, will be built for them by her clan. Not only that, it will be filled for them year after
year with the URIGUBU, haf the family's annua income, a donation from her clan. It is a
proclamation by actions speaking louder than words of his love for his bride, the redress of the
bashful lover, the appreciation by her clan of hislove for her. It is pure gift. No commercial taint
is tolerable. The URIGUBU, the yams grown by the bride's brother for her, must go into her
husband's BWAIMA even if they have to be carted twenty miles. It is al on the level of courtesy,
honour and sentiment.

Theirs is a matrilinea society, and these transactions mean, that the implications of its logic are
carried to ultimate logical conclusions. Every marriage is for good form's sake the ideal thing of
lovers united in perfect love. Any defects will be made up for vicarioudly by the clan. The
motherhood of the Bride will be seconded by that of al the mothers of the clan. The bride is not
given up though she goes to her husband's village to live. She is a more precious possession than
ever. Through her husband' s clan is held in dliance. By the same token the groom's blessings are
conditional, and heis under stern notice of noblesse oblige. He quaifies by hislovefor her, her love
for him. The clan has given its al, Thereis no more that they can do. Failure to appreciate favours
savours of insult. The implications of Boyowan marriage are not taken.

By marriage the bride's fortune is made, not by the capture of her husband's fortune but by the
release of her clan' s potential. Her brother comes out from under the shadow of his father into the
full light of citizenship by becoming the principa giver of her URIGUBU. If the KULA isin part
the surrogate of the missing initiation disciplines this could be the other part of it. The bride of the
handsome lover, witness Malinowski, regardless of his contribution to the marriage, would be five
times better off than she would be marrying the village nonentity. Such is the functioning of their
idealism, such is their exploitation of the wonderful thing that the love of loversis; and great was
the wisdom of the TOLIBOGWAA who ordained the set up.
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As this extreme logical adherence to the matrilineal principle may be unique, let us push this
egregious paradox alittle further. Boyowans are fanatically loyal to their own community, yet they
not only give up their daughter to a neighbouring village, but follow her there to build her house,
her store, and to stock that storewith half their earnings, to her glory and that of her husband without
lega commitment from him. All that is asked primarily is a lover's regard for his bride. It only
smudges the description to trandate MAPULA in its secondary meaning of pay or reward, and not
in its primary meaning of matching or corresponding. The exchanges in this connection are al on
the level of contributory blessing and sanction. It is away of proving the marriage or at least it' s
feasbility. In the event of failure the plaintiff's cry is not redly for the loss of his investment, but
for the breakup of a marriage he had guaranteed.



People living in the rat race of the over populous big wens need to look twice to realise how
precious marriage is to folk whose history has been a barely sustained struggle to maintain their
numbers. In 1967 | made the remark inthe village of Labai, "When | wasin thisvillage thirty years
ago it was hig; right down to that big tree."

"But it was not big then. It isbig now. Then dl the people were old and dying. Now they are
al young. Look, babies and little ones before every house.”

"But no BWAIMAS."

“O that is because of the drought. There was no URIGUBU, so no new BWAIMAS to
replace those burnt in the fire. But soon people will be coming from everywhere to build them.”

Spoken with the unconcerned conviction of men going everywhere in the same service of their own
sisters, it revealed with the instantaneous glimpse of a flicker of lightening, the underlying chivalry
and gdlantry of Boyowan lovers. This close association of the most intimate and evocative with the
least escapable and most sacred involvement of men with women is an exacting discipline. The use
of the old and established with the new and evolving to foster and refine, reinforce and stabilise each
other must be an integration of tribal living as high as can be
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found. It is sanctioned by a deeply religious sentiment, founded on TOKINIBOGWA EI GULI or
"What has been inculcated from of old." It isatribute to the determination of the TOLIBOGWA or
ancient who conceived the system.

This view of marriage Just given is of course the bride's view. In this the Boyowans are like the
Romans who defined marriage as Matrimony, the office of motherhood but a more biological and
less lega thing than it is for the modernised. For the most earnest holders of the tribal faith it is
initidly arather tentative thing; they just hope that alove life will come aive and grow between the
maturing couples. One day during a court case, | heard a witness asked to define what the bond of
marriage consisted in. Making the unconscious gesture of planting two stakes asin their stockades,
to represent the paired lovers, he said, "They want each other. Their desireisbound up by the clan.”
Then making with both hands the unconscious gesture of passing two lashings, right about and left
about the two imagined stakes, he went on to detail the reciprocal exchanges between the in-laws,
that, as he expressed it, put a padlock on the marriage. Even while giving the example he did not
dissociate the couple from the clan; "nobody is an isolated individual.” It is significant too that the
BULU or KAWAKALL, the stockade, isitself a metaphor for security.

This is only the bride's view of marriage and its preliminary stage; the groom's view and further
stages and widening implications we must leave to following chapters, we will nhow sample a
characterising of Miss Beaten and a story of a marriage.
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2 Kalawata Miss Whacken

Proverb: BUKU DEMSI ULATA KWAMSELU MEGIM
"Favour the lovers who make you spry.’

The Kalawata class of story isitself made up of various types. The Puluma, Tosuvasova, Togatu
and Dali talesin this collection each represent a number of differing versions, afamily of tales, each
member with its special connection or background. The more immediate associations of the present
story are wellsor water holes and witches infesting such places. In conversational reference, dways
more somber and concerned than the story form, there is a warning against being aone. It is the
venue for stories with a narcissistic message. This story is rather a warning against being taken
advantage of by overbearing characters, as by hypnosis or worse. Some conversationa alusions
seemed to contain afear of possession or madness. To say the least, thisis avery prevaent sort of
fear, and a story like taxis sets off alot of comment and discussion.

The story astold isfor children, but itsfascination for the story teller and older listenersisitstheme.
It is atheme which haunts native life: how to shuck off, or cover over or by some transformation
overcome one's defects and limitations. It is the theme of those who calm and console the mourners
and bereaved, the theme of dancing magic and ritual, the magic preparationsfor overseas adventure,
and not least for bashful lovers.

The osprey or sea eagle or white breasted eagle is the totemic emblem or embodiment of the spirit
of the ancestral founder, according to Boyowan understanding, of one of the four main divisions of
the human race. Thereisahint of awe or reverence, afilid regard as of a sort of tutelary deity. The
Bubuna story is another example of this. We are not told in this telling whether Kalawata got back
her persona glory. It isalong story and is one where | felt that the dictator had tired of dictating.
It isinteresting to compare the conclusion of the Puluma story.
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3 The Kalawata Story

Tovileu

The name of the woman was Ka awata and the man's name was married to Magibweili, whose name
"great lover." While they were living at Kavataria Kalawata found she was going to have a child.
So they made for her the dress of those who are bearing their first born, and the time of birth was
near when Kalawata said to Magibweili, "Tomorrow we must go for firewood."

This they did the next day; punting along the shore to Bakwaiga. Stopping there the husband said
to hiswife, "Wait on the boat while | go and cut the firewood.”



Taking his axe he went to chop and spit firewood. It came on to rain and his wife had not brought
her rain mat, so she ran to a cave and took shelter there. Inside this cave lived a Canniba woman.
While Kalawata was there the Canniba woman looked out and saw some firewood and said to
hersdlf, 'I| wonder if there is someone outside.”

It went on raining so she moved closer to the firewood and waited watchful. ‘Someone might be
theirs."
She said to the rock, 'Open up'."
Then she saw Kalawata standing there. "What woman are you?
"l am Kalawata. Thereisjust me and my husband.”
"Where has your husband gone to?"
'He is getting firewood."
"Come in and sit down. When the rain is over you can go to your and go back with him. Just sit
down while we have atalk. It will again after awhile."
Kaawata went in and sat down. The Cannibal woman said, "Y ou are going to have a baby."
"Yes, | am going to have a baby."
"Now this band on your arm, could you take it off? I'd liketo try it on."
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Kaawatatook it off and handed it over. “ Y ou seeit fits me perfectly. How wonderful to find myself
afitting that perfectly fits!"

"And these earrings of yours, would you take them off and let me.” Kaawata unclasped
them and then clasped them on the ear of the Cannibal.

"You see, they fit me. How wonderful to find myself afitting that fittingly fits."
Kaawata said submissively, "Yes they fit you'."

"And your choker; can you get it off and let metry it.”

It was taken off and handed over.

"You seeit fits me. O what awonderful thing to fine myself afitting that fittingly fits."

The Canniba admired her bangles. "Slip off your bangles and let me try them."

Then she admired the pendant. Let me try your pendant. Y ou see it suits me. Could I try your

It was dipped off and secured on the Cannibal woman who exclaimed, "O what a wonderful thing
to find afitting that fittingly

| would like to try your maternity cloak. She how it suits me. O what a Kaawata had now
transferred dl her possessions. But the Cannibal woman was not satisfied she wanted Kalawata's
own self, her very person.

'O let me have your voice. | will give you mine in its place.” They exchanged voices. It was fine
now and Kaawata's husband 'Ka aeatalet's go. The firewood isal aboard. Cometake your seat and



let' sgo."
Said Kalawata to the Cannibal, “ Here give me back my voice; | must leave with my husband.”

"Y ou mean you had a husband."
"No, heis my husband. Y ou are the Cannibd. He is my husband; it is | who must leave with him."
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This was only the beginning of the fight between Kalawata who had become the Cannibal, and the
Canniba who had become Kalawata. They struggled and fought dl over the place for possession
of the goods, of the voice, of the very person of Kalwata. The Cannibal wasthefirst to come out on
the shore, run to the boat and seat herself as Kalawata.

"Punt away, let's go!"

The real Kaawata looking and sounding like the Canniba was crying on the shore,
"O Magibwelli, it is| who am your wife. That one you are taking is a Cannibal."
The Cannibal said, "Y ou had better go and kill her; then let's go."

So Magibwelli stepped down and went and bashed hiswife. The Cannibd in the meantime, who was
dlim and did not look in the least likely to have a baby, began to eat the firewood to fill out her
figure. In the desperately inconsequent way of Cannibals she bit off pieces of firewood and
swallowed then. In this crazy way she even ate some of the boat. The prowboard and some of the
ornamental gibboom disappeared. When Magibweili came back to his punting pole he was curious,

"What happened to the prowboard?"
"A wave knocked it off, the gibboom carried away."

They skirted the shore whale Kalawata went wading and crying after Magibwelli, you have taken
aCannibal."

"That is not a nice thing to say. Go and bath her."

Magibweili stepped down with his punting pole and went and bashed her. While Kalawata cried to
him he went on bashing her; then he came back and went on with his poling. But Kalawata
continued to wade after them. When they reached Kumwagudu she shouted, "O Magibweili come
and take me aboard; the one you have now is a cannibal."

"Take your pole and go and kill her."
Magibweili stepped down again and went and bashed her. He bashed her till shewas dead. After that

he dragged her up on the beach and left her there. Then he came back to his place on the boat.
Punting on they cameto Mulusaido where they took the firewood ashore and went into Magibwelli's
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house. Meanwhile Kalawata was lying out on the sand beach. That was where the sea eagle perched
inatree. The sea eagle on the teak tree. had been watching the bashing. Seeing Kalawata still lying
there and Magibweili and the Cannibal out of the way he glided down over her. He weaved over her;
over and back until she revived. The sea eagle "Why did he bash you?"

"| stayed behind when he went for firewood. Then it started to rain and | sheltered in a cave where
a Cannibd lived. The Cannibal came into the cave and took all my dress and Jewelry, my voice and
my appearance, everything of mine and gave me hers. My husband has taken her for me hiswifeand
left me here."

"Indeed"."

The eagle took her to the teak tree and let her stay there while he went fishing so she could eat. She
cooked rand ate the fish he took to her. He treated her like hisown child. They were till living there
when her baby was born. It was aboy. they lived on there when the baby could sit up, when he could
walk, when he could play like a boy, when he began to be a man. atime came when hisfather inthe
village of Kavataria was promoting a regatta of toy boats. Tomnakawala could hear the cheering.
(His mother had called him Tomnakawala, Man-of-the-pole, to mark the event that his father had
bashed her with one.) The eagle said, " Why not go and see the races.”

Kaawatasaid, "No, you had better not do that. Just stay here at Kumwagudu." But next day when
the cheering started again and Tomnakawala felt the excitement he said, “I must go and see the
races."

'No don't do that. Just stay here. If the fish hawk permits it, then you may go and see the races."
Again she made him stay. Then the fish hawk came back from fishing and gave them their fish.
When they had cooked and eaten it he "What has my little one been saying?'

"He thinks he'd like to go and see the races.”

The fish hawk said,

"Y ou must first bring somewood and cut out aboat. Then you can.” So he went and got timber: and
the fish hawk told him what to do and how to do it. How it should be cut curl how to make and sew
the sall; how to rig it. And when it was rigged he still counseled patience; "Don' t go yet. Wait till
tomorrow."

The boat was a beautiful thing. It was time now to do something for the sailor. Next day when the
Kavataria people had dl gone off to the gardens and left the village deserted the fish hawk dipped



into the village and into the house of Magibweili; and took possession of Jewelry and ornaments,
wristlets, belt, arm bands, disk work and cowrie. He brought these to Kumwagudu and left them
handy. When the races were on once more the boat was re-rigged and Tomnakewala went and
bathed; then properly dressed., perfumed and anointed, he put on dl the finery and war paint. With
disk work on his arms and head, and cowrie on his legs he went to join the regatta. It was the fish
hawk that sent him on his way.

“ Off you go to the races. When you let your boat go and start cheering say,”

""The boat of Tomnakawaa will pass anybody's."

"And when the boats are running cheer like this,"

"Away goes Tomnakawala, passing around, passing al. O the boat of Tomnakawalais on
itsown."

After trial runsthe boy took hisboat and went to the starting linewhere dl stood together, and when
al let go he sand and cheered, "Oh here goes Tomnakawala, passing around, passing al goes
Tomnakawaa. The boat of Tomnakawala is on its own'." Magibwelli was watching and curious,
"Which racer isthat?"

Theyoung folk of Kavatariasaid, "No one knows. Heisastranger. We don't know where he lives.
When we stood together and let go he cheered and sang, 'Away goes Tomnakawala. Passing
around, passing all goes Tomnakawala. The boat of Tomna-kawalais on its own'."

The next time the boats passed the finishing line Magibweili went and took the boat of
Tomnakawala asking,
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"Where does this fellow come from?”
The young folk said, "He made his way here along the shore.”

Magibweili gave directions, "Tomorrow everyone must rig hisboat and cometo theeregatta. It must
bean dl indl out contest; and when the owner of this boat comesto race, get hold of him and bring
him to me; | want to question him."

When dl the people were rigging their boats Tomnakawala the fish hawk, | must go with all the
rest; the races are on.”

But his mother said, "No you are staying here. Y ou may go another.”
"No, | must go today; it is for the championship.'

After his boat was rigged and put aside he got himsdf ready, and was belted, anointed, and
decorated with cowries on his legs as before. His anxious mother told him, "When the races are on



be very careful; watch yourself. When men race they keep their eyes open. Y ou must do that. After
the races | et them go their way and you come home.'

Tomnakawala came then to Kavataria and joined the crowd who were making tria runs with their
canoes. They remarked to one another, "That fellow is here again.’

When they stood in line and let their canoes go for the race the boy sang and cheered as before,
"O here goes Tomnakawala; passing around, going ahead goes Tomna-kawaa. Oh, Tomnakawaa
has the only boat.'

That race over he went and. took his boat; then they all came back, got into line, and again let to.
But it was the same as before. There was only one winner. It was the boat of Tomnakawala. There
was no point of racing any more. But when he made for the shore to go home he saw that they were
all coming for him. He ran this way and that and then another; they Just closed in on him, and then
someone downed him and held him.

'Let me go. 1 must go to the Old One."
"Y ou are going to the chief. He wants to ask you how you made your boat and how you race it."
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He was taken to Magibweili sitting on the public platform.

“Bring that fellow here while | hear what he has to say."
As Tomakawala went up to the platform and sat down Magibweili was saying,
"I won't do anything to hurt you; | only want to ask you some.”

So the boy told his story;  "When my mother Kalawata was living with her husband and was
expecting a baby they went to get firewood. While her husband was getting the wood my mother
stayed on the boat. it started to rain so my mother took shelter under the cliffs where the Canniba
lived. The Canniba opened the door and my mother went in. There she exchanged dl her goods,
her voice and appearance with the Cannibal. When her Husband came back from getting the wood
he took the Canniba with him and left my mother. When my mother cried he took a punting pole
and went and bashed her. Leaving her dead on the beach he took home the Cannibal thinking she
was him wife. My mother lying dead on the beach was being watched by the sea hawk perched on
the MEKU tree. He made gliding passes over her thisway and that until she revived. We dl livein
that same teak tree at Kumwagudu; that is al the home my mother and | have with the fish hawk.
When | heard the noise of the racing the Old One fashioned me a boat. | have been sailing it while
my mother stayed at home."

When Magibweili insisted that Tomnakawaa now live with him, the Cannibal was the first to
protest;

"How many more children are you going to cram into this house?' But all Magibweili would say
was, "Heis staying here."



"No, let me go. | must go and live with the Old One at our place." But Magibwelli would not let his
child go; and he staved there with the other children. His mother and the fish hawk were by
themselves. One evening Magibwelli, sitting on the public platform, said to the Cannibal, who was
in the house,

"Get my pouch and bring me a chew." The Cannibal said quite nastily, "This orphan is a twisty
fellow."

When she brought the pouch her husband said to her,
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"Sit here."

So she got up on the platform and sat there chewing. After awhile Magibwelli took the boy into the
house. But the Canniba stayed on the platform . When Magibweili come back to where hiswife was
he took hold of a beam under the platform and heaved. The platform collapsed to the ground and
the Cannibal with it. Her body burst open and pieces of prowboard and gibboom that she had
swallowed long before. spilled out and lay around. The Canniba herself was dead. The chief said
to hiswife's companions, "Take her and bury her. Tomorrow | am going to collect my wife and her
things and bring them here."

"It istrue then.; you Megibweli abandoned your wife and brought home the Cannibal instead. We
thought she was Kalawata. That iswhy mothers more. recently expectant had children while the old
one never bore; after dl it was only the pieces of prowboard, gibboom and firewood that she had
swallowed. We thought she was pregnant and all the time she was the Cannibal."

So on a later day Magibwelli went to Kuwagudu and said to fish hawk, "I have outwitted the
Cannibal. Sheisdead. | have cometo claim my wife and take her home."

So Kaawata left Kumwagudu. The fish. hawk helped to set up house for her; and when she left that
place and came to Kavataria and was handed over to her husband, the fish hawk said,

"Goodbye, | am going home. | must catch some fish for mysdlf. It istime | went to the cays. That
iswhere | belong; where | do my fishing. | have brought you here and handed you over to your
husband: and now as bird of the cays | must go there and fish."
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4 Puluma: The Man from the Sky and Boyowan Cosmogony



Tovileu

Proverb: WA M TABAI BWEDAGU TAMILIMILI ULATA
“ Avoid little one, the dazzling lover.”

In the Boyowan cosmological scheme of reference the world we live inis not round like aball or
flat like aboard, but convex like a saucer. World isimposed on World like laminations! the
world of the hereafter, Just such another as this, is below through the hardpan or underlying
bedrock. Thisis reason rocks are so important in their ‘literature’; opening and imprisoning the
all too evil; locking out the souls of sinnerstill they have had ample opportunity to learn the'
error of their ways. O-GIGOLO the shingle landing beach of Paradise, for which its namesake

on theisland of Tumais a stand-in, DIKUPWALA, the opening rock, DIKUMAGA or
DIKUMOMTA, the unmovable rock, are frequent classica alusions for the WOSI. The world
above too is Just such another world as this, but we do not hear so much about it. The cosmos as
awhole seems to take the shape of alotus or water lily flower.

The horizon is up and the base of the sky. Perhaps this makes it the only gateway, except for
Juvenile references, to the new world as far as the dead are concerned. Being seafarers these
people are quite well aware that it is the only gateway for the mundane anyway. This explains
thelr fascination with O-Budibudi, the laminations or reflections of laminations of the various
worlds that they watch for glimpses of in the sunset; with O-Busibuai, the Down-Down over the
western horizon, the direction from which their migrating ancestors came.

The induction of a stranger istold again and may be compared with that of Doli into Kavataria,
and with the MWASILA ceremonies of the KULA. The boy is not called Tokosikuli in this
story, but maybe this version tells the way the adopted son of the Cannibal got his pocks and
pimples.
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5. Puluma
Tovileu

Proverb: YELUM LEPONU IDAVILA MIGIMA
Moved by information we are transformed.

Puluma did not live on earth. His home was in the sky. Kaawata was the woman and she lived at
Wawela. She had won the championship for seduction. She was so renowned they had heard of it
in the sky. Puluma heard of it. He told the sky people, 'l must go and see this Wawela girl. When
| sat on the end of this cane Just let me down, will you, while | go and see her."



This was soon done; so that one morning, sitting on the end of the cane he was let down to the
sorcerer's stone at Gusoeta. Standing there he pronounced his departure from the sky people,
"Take back the cane; | am staying down."

Puluma went by the shallows, wading right across to the Wawela side. Stopping on the outskirts
of the village he watched a woman sweeping the street. He threw a pebble in her direction.
Hearing it fall she looked up and said, 'Why are you?

"MY nameis Puluma."
“ Where do you come from?' "My homeisin the sky." "What do you want."

'l have been hearing alot about Kalawata. | have come to seeif it istrue.
"Oh'. Wdll just step into my place while! go and see if Kalawata will come.”

Kaawata came quite readily and went into the woman's house and met Puluma. She asked him,
"Why have you come?'
“Weéll | have been hearing alot about you. That iswhy | have come."

After that they were continually in each other's company for three whole days. On the evening of
the third day the chief gave notice;

"Villagers, you are to build anew public platform with a shade over it. Thisisfor my son. He
must appear in public and be recognized. Divide yourselves into three teams, one for the beams,
one for the platform,
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and one for the roof.

So they set about building the stand where Puluma would be made a member of their
community. When it was finished a man was appointed to take Pulumato the pool to bathe.
Then he was groomed and donned his trappings, armshells belt and cowrie. When that was done
Kaawata said to him,

"Out you go."

But Pulumasaid, "No you go first. Kalawata said, 'No, you go first; you are the unknown the
people want to see." "Well let us both go out together.’

So the girl went first and Pulumafollowed. The village people gave Puluma an ovation. They
praised his stature and bearing; he paraded this way and that upon the platform; then they settled
down to a socia occasion with betel nut and spices.

In the course of time Kalawata gave birth to a son. Puluma was a great gardener, and when the
child grew bigger he became very much hi father's boy; and the mother would be left alone at



home. Her old friends were soon paying court again, and there were exchanges of intimacies like
hair grooming which sometimes went on till midday. Puluma keen gardener as he was would
sometimes work right on and not come home for dinner. He would say to the boy, "Go and get
me something to eat and drink."

It became a frequent occurrence; till one day the boy said, "Father, if you had gone home early
you would have caught them. But Puluma went on with his gardening, showing no concern,
making no comment, except to "All my interest isin the garden. | do not want to know what
friends come to see your mother. | Just want to do my garden.’

But Puluma was shamed and hurt. He took his axe and put it away in the store. He went into his
house and closed it, staying there aone. His wife meanwhile went on with her cooking. When it
was ready to serve she said to her son.
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“Tell your father to cometo his dinner.’
"No, you go and eat with your mother; | will not be coming.”

So the boy went back to his mother; 'l told him to come but he will not; heis not
"New go back and tell him he must come and eat.”

The boy went again and again till dark of night; but Pulumawould not come. Next day he took
his spear saying, "Goodbye, | am off to wade the shallows." “ Father, | will come with you."

Puluma made no reply; but when he turned to go the boy followed him. “ Father, where would you
be going?"

"I am going away. | will go wading in the shallows and not come back™
"Don't do that.

The boy began to cry. Puluma speared afish.
“ Here take this, and get your mother to cook it for you."

When he took it to his mother she said, "Leave it. While it is cooking, go and tell your father to
come back."

He had to run all the way to catch up with his father again.
"Father, | want to go away with you."

"No, you must go home where you belong. ! am going back where | belong."”



Puluma went ahead and his son followed at a distance; and in this way they came to O-Bulaku,
and then on by way of the shallows and over the hardpan to the sorcerer's stone at Gusoeta.
There he stopped and rested; and there his wife and child caught up with him. Once there
Pulumarelented alittle, saying to hiswife, "Groom me. Resting against her on the rock his wife
groomed him till he fell asleep. When he woke up his wife said, "Now groom me."

Resting there on the rock his wife in turn went to sleep. The sky people were looking down and
watching. When Puluma did not move on they lowered a cane down to him. His wife was sound
aslegp and snoring. Watching the cane sway to and fro Puluma said to himself,
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“Maybeit isjust aswel my little ones are adeep when | go."

He got onto the cane and was drawn up by the sky people. As soon as he was back with them he
told them, "If they do not move on let the cane down to them and draw them up.” When they
were awake again, Pulumas little ones went looking for his footprints to see which way he had
gone; but were unable to find any. Then they saw the cane swaying. The boy' s mother thought, 'l
could pull on that and try”

When she pulled, and found it held fast, she said to the boy, "Get on my back and hold fast; we
are going to ride the cane.”

The boy got on her back and they rode the cane together. The sky people drew them up right into
the sky country. By thistime it was dark but Kalawata wanted to know at once,

"Which way did Puluma go?’

“ Oh, he has gone home.”

“I must go to him.”

'But you cannot possibly know the way. Rest here awhile.”

'No, | must take the child to his father at once."

“Go, if you must, but you will get lost and end up on the road to the Cannibals. Puluma's placeis
right on and to the right.”

So they went off, keeping as they thought always to the right hand track, and avoiding the ones
turning left to the Cannibal villages, but the ended up in a Cannibal village al the same. The
pigs gave the first darm, and the Cannibal wondered, " Who could that be daring to stir up the
farmed out pigs of Puluma?’

Kaawata was saying, "Puluma has gone ahead, but his little ones are not far behind." The
Canniba said to himself, "What nice voices they have."

When they came into the village she asked, "Who are you?' Kalawata said, 'l am the wife of



Puluma

"Well stay here and rest. Y ou can go on when it is daylight in the morning.”
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The Cannibal was too strong; they had to stay. After awhile the Canniba said, "Let metry on
your armband. "

Shetook it off and handed it over. "You seeit fitsme." "Yes, it fitsyou. "Kalawata gave up her
earnings, aligning them herself on the Cannibal's ear.

Y ou see they suit me. Give me your armshells. Y ou they suit me." "Give me your voice."
The Cannibal and Kalawata exchanged voices. She gave her pocks boy saying, "Take this and go
down under the house and stay there.”

That is where they went on living. Meanwhile Puluma was busy at home. One day he gave
public notice to the villagers, "Tomorrow you are go to gathering coconuts from the Cannibal
village; and bring them here in preparation for afeast.

So his men went gathering in the Canniba village. When climbing the pams and kicking off the
nuts, one nut crashed through theroof of the Cannibal woman, and through the floor wherethe child
was. The boy said, "Thisis my father's coconut, so | can take it go to eat.”

Pulumas man said, "Give me that nut' it belongs go to Puluma; it is wanted for afeast.” No, when
you go back, tell Puluma, "Y our son put one aside go to eat." 'We don't believe you; but we will take
your message. We still think he wants that nut for the feast.”

Puluma made his feast; but afterwards he said, "Now | must go and see my little ones; that
Canniba is playing tricks on them."

When Puluma got go to the Cannibal's place he asked, "Cannibal, what tricks have you been playing
on my little ones. They have come go to live in the sky country but you have waylaid them, and
played tricks on them. | have come go to cut your head of f."

“I as only joking. Now I will make them beautiful."

So again al the finery was exchanged, Kalawata got back her
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go to the beautiful voice, and the Cannibal got back her horrible one. She said go to the boy that she

must charm a pearl shell; and she scraped away all the pocks and dark akin, and left him handsome
with a beautiful voice. She said go to Puluma, "Now you can take your little ones and leave me
aone."

So Puluma got back his wife and child and took them go to his own village, where they al lived
after that.
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CHAPTER 5
One Misfortune’ s of Pretty Girlsand Domestic Ambitions
1

Proverb: TAU TABWEINIGU KWABWEINIGU MIGIM
"Y our loving me makes me love you."

Boyovans know that their tribal customs differ from those of surrounding peoples. They have enjoyed for
an unknown number of generationsthe puzzlement of overseas visitors at their economic set up. That aman
should commit himsdlf and his wife and children to double their labours and then give away half the fruit
of them is a paradoxical situation. That this riddle, so baffling to outsiders, makes lively good sense and
opens up alot of graceful living is bracing to the Boyowan. It is a sturdy discipline and the underlying
culture for one of the most worthwhile anthropologica studies ever made, Malinowski’s "Cora Gardens.
“ Thiswasluck for him. It made his hame, hisfortune and his career. It was a milestone for anthropology.
It gave its students a living example of aradically different but strikingly logical way of life documented
exhaustively with scientific virtuosity in dl its material detail. It would be nice to think that Boyovans
increasingly on stage and increasingly literate are flattered to read this; but it is my experience that they are
not. On the contrary, in the first instance, they look sternly askance.

For the Boyovan there are sdientsin the shape of things Boyowan that are not isMalinowski. The paradox,
as expressed in the last chapter, has yet to be vindicated. How can this antithesis in which the Boyovans
delight be shown to make sense? They themselves do not explain it though they are aware of it. Every
alusoninstory to SINAPU or trick, to Cannibal isaclaim to animbler wit. They are the ones most aware
of dl thisone way traffic in the bride’ sview of marriage, and they just stay quaintly happy. Things are less
strange than they seem.

Once the Bride's position in marriage is secured marriage pivots on another hinge. When a man loads his
sister’'s BWAIMA with the produce of hisown garden, the fruit of his own, hiswife's, and his children’s
labours, he is not depriving them. Thisis only the more keepable portion



76

of the main crop. None of the fruits, greens, nuts, soft or seasonal vegetables go into the BWAIMA. Only
the conservable excess and show stuff of the harvest goes there. It isa provision like the storing of grain
from the years of plenty under the Visier Joseph. It is paid in as tax to the socia security of the whole
community. When a man load’s his brother-in-law’s BWAIMA or yam orate he is not entirely losing
control; he is making it a communa thing; he is putting it in safe keeping. His own wife and children
cannot touch it, but equally neither can his nephews and nieces, his heirs. It is a capita investment, an
insurance of the coming nervest. It is earmarked for certain socia and political purposes and obligations,
in which his sister will pay back ceremonially something of what she ceremonially received; in which the
improvident and inept will receive the sustenance that they could not provide for themselves, by rendering
services and honour to their wiser and more able betters; the old and the ailing will receive tribute and aid,
theindigent stranger belaid under obligation, and the Boyowan' sprincipa bugaboo TOKOMADA, the eat-
al be banished. Man and wife are the masters of ceremony and amoner of al this; trusteesfor the disposal
of the wife's family's surplus, just as the husband's sister and brother-in-law will be trustees for the
disposal of their surplus.

The time for this disbursement beginswhen last season’ s gardens have been gleaned bare and the new crop
is not mature. Until then the BWAIMASs are closed, and even after that the release is attended by so much
punctilio that yams rot, or, when the BWAIMA has to be cleaned for the new harvest, are sold for seed or
given away with shoots six feet long six to nine months after the tubers came out of the ground.

The bride's family lost nothing in supporting her marriage. They just became committed to a larger task,
to a greater achievement. The groom’s acceptance of his wife's endowment also goes to the maintenance
of their larger selves as triba worthies and to the welfare of the whole community. Everyone gets back
equivaently what he worked for. It isafar more gracious and persona form of social security than state
communism.

Thisisthe essentid situation. Any number of embroideries are worked out in the exchanges; and anyone
who wants to explore such
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ajungle can do so in"Cora Gardens.” This same pattern of exchange is common to Melanesian Papuain
some way or other and manifests itself most clearly in the matter of funeral feasts and pork. The tightness
of the Boyowan sociad commitment is awesome to surrounding areas and alusion to the ferocity of
Boyowan socid tribal sanctions very freely expressed. But Boyowa s not more ridden by these than other
areas; in fact their general spirit is noticeably freer and more gay. It smply means that their ideals are
brighter and more thoroughly understood, their pursuit better organised and their performance more
devotedly served. They love the fuss and formality. It makes their life.

At the same time Boyowan complacency over the splendour of this achievement is dl the more expansive
because individua failures are forever around. These idands are a lotus eater' s land and the drift to
fecklessness and improvidence natural and constant so that strong influences have to be brought against it.



This underlies the clan idealism facing romance and marriage. For one with the standing of full tribal
citizenship the social compulsion to play one's integral part in the common welfare is a more compulsive
drive than that of merely keeping up with the Jones: and if that is not enough there are the tribal sanctions
which can be lethal; even though their actual application must be asrare asthe alusion to the threat of them
is frequent.

But with dl this if the explanation goes no further it is not enough. In any context of here and now it may
seem to be dl the explanation there is; but it is simplistic; the Spartan rigour of Boyowan gardening
discipline contains a deeper understanding. Historically two prominent forces of Boyowan existence,
known to Mdinowski but not fully explored by him, round off the explanation. One is a hard fact of
Boyowan conditions; the other a cultural response that stems from it. Once at least in the life of every long
lived Boyowan, or regularly every third of a century, Boyowans have faced from time immemorial athreat
of extinction. Stemming from thiswe havethe abiding religious motives of the Tudavan tradition; and these
will be unfolded throughout the rest of this book. Now we will take a look at the one hard fact in the
otherwise prevailingly soft and favourable Boyowan climate.
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2. The Paradox of the Salvific Famine

Proverb: O M SIDENI VIVINA MEI KIMWAYIKU BALOMA
"Pretty girls sitting together would rouse the dead.”

Common to practically the entire South West Pacific is a weather pattern of interest to long range weather
forecasters. Every third of a century there is a year or two years together of exceptiona drought. This
circumstance has had a singular and significant effect on the Boyowan cultural way of life. The staple crop
of these peopleis TAITU the only seed of which are tubers which will not survive a missed season or even
an overly delayed planting. The effect of adrought can thus befelt over anumber of years so itslessons are
cogent. Thisisthe sanction which has enabled the village elders to enforce a gardening discipline of military
precision and its spiritua effect is apparent in every aspect of their lives. Poetically nothing characterises
itsiron discipline more plaintively than the VINAVINA of the young and tender Boyovan VIVILA forced
along in the company of implacably weeding and chipping Boyowan matrons. It makes it particularly
appropriate for visitors to view with consternation the Boyowan gardening prowess.

In the year 1966 there was a famine in the Trobriands and the people were starving. The district
commissioner caled in the headmen to arrange relief. A missionary confrere telling me about it felt very
strongly indeed. What monsters those headmen were? With non-commital deadpan | accepted his view,
but inwardly | soared. Thekind of Boyowan; | used to know are ill about. AGU TOKI! On my recent visit
checking up the exchange went like this,

“How come you lost al your gardening seed?’
"O the usual thing; too much fooling. Nobody kept track of the months.”



“But what are you to live on if you do not eat your seed?
"Sago. The KOYA isfull of sago; our credit is endless.”
"Y ou had boats?'

"Some. But not enough. Again too much fooling."

So they did go hungry. But according to them so they should. In some traditional instinctive way they felt
that the recurrent famine was a factor
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in their general preservation. They had their time honoured recourse. It was up to them to be prepared.
Failing that it was up to them to accept the consequences lessworse befal next time. | do not decry feeding
the hungry, My thought isthat philosophy will foster alot of freedom from hunger. But more than that, the
tribal perception that the unfailing return of drought, compelling a socia discipline and providence out of
character with their lotus eater’s environment, was itself salvific is a notable wisdom.

3 TOGATU, Mr. Dirty

Tovileu

Proverb: POLU BI GIYAMEYA BA LABU TOUTOU
"I'll gather my relish where the foam swirls."
(In aclear turbulence I ll avoid a baneful one -afoaming swirl is a symbol of sorcery) .

Remarks:

This story in the Boyowan tdling is far too funny to be pathetic. The Boyowan language has a genius for
double meaning, and this undertone in this story rumbles aong like counterpoint in music or like a
disconcerting echo. The background motifs are interesting; wives to see that their husbands do not garden
aone; the lyric aspirations of teenage lonely hearts that find a response in every Boyowan VIVILA - O
WE MADE VALU SITANA TA SISU!  “Oh if only we had somewhere to live, the run down on the
yowling of professional mourners, especialy at the obsequies of a dead young woman; the reformation of
Togatu, Mr Dirty, getting rid of his filthy Cannibal connections; the mystic motif of resurrection, which
nevertheless is not treasure trove for the spoiled theologians of comparative religion because it is only a
comic cut kind of reference, though interesting.

To make one smdl departure from a stern resolution not to start any comet’ stail of etymological nonsense
the expression TAVIDOLI, make
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aDOLI of it, isimportant as aconcept. A morseal of dough from the last batch of bread put into a bottle to
start the yeast for the next batch was said to beaDOLI  The Boyowan idea of human conception has been
described astheimplantation of aDO LI. Thesizeof the DOLI in this story was described as about the else
of the end of thelittlefinger. The remark was made that if awoman was going to have an abortion, the best
time to KIPU, pinch off, nip out, the embryo was when it wasthissize. Gynecologists to whom | have
made the suggestion don’t think much of the possibility of the Boyowans having such atechnique; but it
would have answered alot of questionsin the past if they had.

The story:

Togatu seems to have lived at Kaulas with a village full of wives. They were five Cannibals and he lived
with them. There was another wife who was not a Canniba who had run away because shewas afraid. This
one had gone to live in a cave where she was hidden deep inside the rooks. Togatu went on living and
gardening with hiswiveswithout incident, but thewifeinthe cave had ababy, alittlegirl, When Togatu went
fishing for the five wives who lived with him the one in the cave just nursed her baby and had nothing. But
this baby became a beautiful girl. All the time she was growing up, learning to walk, even when she could
make a dress she and her mother went on living in the cave.

Togatu’ sgarden findly reached right into the wilderness where they were living. About thistimethe girl was
old enough for courting and had begun to ask her mother,

"Mother, what are we doing living here?’

"Well al Togatu’'s wives are Cannibas. There are six Cannibals there counting Pocks."
"Well | don't care, I'm taking myself up into the open.”

She left her mother and went out in the open where she sat thinking,

"Oh if only we had somewhereto live!" If only | could stay in the open and make my debut.”

After awhile she got tired and went walking where from the wilderness she could see a garden.

"That will be someone's garden.”
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She climbed down to where some relish was growing near the edge of the forest. She broke some off, infact
shefilled abasket with it and took it back to the leg. Then having nothing else to do she spent the rest of the
day chewing relish. Having chewed she had to spit out the cud. Very soontherewerecudsall over the place.
When it was evening she said to herself,
"Now back to mother and that house of ours.”

It was evening and her mother was waiting for her when she went inside.

"What scent is that?"
"Oh | have just been chewing relish.”

And that was dl for that day. Another day she said,

"Mother, | must go and gather some relish.”

"Well if you must go keep alook out or Togatu will find you.”

"No hewon’t find me. | will be under cover. | will go round through the forest to gather the relish.
I’ll be home by evening, mother."

That evening when she came home her mother was very concerned,

"Y our scent is very strong. Do you want Togatu to find us?’
“I only had alittle relish.”

And that was all that happened that day. But another day she said again,
"Mother, | must go and get some relish.”
That very same time Togatu was just waking up and saying to his wives,
"Mamas, if you will just put out the taros | will take them and plant them."

They put out the taro plants and Togatu carried them off to the garden. He was planting them till midday
when he said to himsdlf,

"I must go into the forest and rest in the shade.”

He saw the log and the cuds the girl had left al around. He took them for animal’ s cuds because it did not
occur to him that they could be human. Then another day he said to his wives,

"Mamas, if you will put out the taros and some baskets of seed tubers | will go to the garden and plant
them."

All hiswivesfilled a basket each with vegetable seeds for planting,
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and porting the baskets on their heads vent off to the garden. Leaving their husband there they vent off to
the village. Planting these vegetables took togatu right up to the edge of the forest, and being aone he took
notice of the cuds, and how many they were al around. He said to himself,

‘Tomorrow | am going to wait and seeif that is not some boy or girl. That was dl that happened that day.
But the next day when he went to the garden, instead of planting the seed he got rid of them by tipping them
into a pit. Then he vent off along the trail of the girl just when she would be saying to her mother,

"Mother, | must go and get some relish.”
"How restlessyou are! If you keep this up Togatu will find you and you will be eaten by hiswives.”
"No | won't. | simply must have some relish.”

Her mother reasoned with her, but the girl was determined.

“Wadl if you must go keep avery good look out; for what will happen if hiswivesfind you I'd rather
not say.”

The girl went off. She crept carefully around through the forest; gathered her relish and took it to the log.
Making hersalf comfortable she started to chew her relish. Togatu was watching her. He had come up
behind her as she crept along and, standing over her as she sat down, grabbed her by the hand.

"What girl are you?"

"| am Kalawata."

"Where might your home be?'

"I have no home. | live with my mother in the stony ground.”

"Well now you are my wife."

“Oh no, you are only playing atrick on me so your wives can eat me."

"No | am not. You can stay on here with your mother and still be my wife."

So they spent the day together, and afterwards he took her back to the den she shared with her mother.
Before leaving her to go in Togatu said,

“Tomorrow when | come | shall sing and you will know by the song that itisl. Y ou will know when
to come out and go with me to the garden.”

It was dark before Togatu got home and his impatient wives were
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waliting and grumbling,

"Here comeshislordship. Put out hisfood quick. Togatu, aren't you slow with your gardening? Y ou
will have to eat in the dark."

All five of them waited on him; and when he had eaten he decided the work of the coming day,

"Mamas, you can put out plenty of seed vegetables, | will be doing alot of planting tomorrow."
So they filled up baskets and went off with them to the garden. But Togatu tipped the whole lot into a pit.
Then he went off to where the girl lived inthe forest and stayed dl day at her place. It was night time before

he took hisleave of her at theden. And when he got home his wives were suspicious and curious.

"Togatu, what is happening these days? You never did this before. You never carried on your
gardening into the dark. What atime to come home?"

But "Togatu was saying,
"Now tomorrow | am going fishing.”
His wives protesting,
"No! Your lordship should rest; or at least make light work of it. Just get us one or two.”

When he went fishing next day it was nightfall before he landed back. He had made a string of big fish for
the girl and a string of little ones for the wives. When he had stood outside the girl' s den he had sung,

"His captive heart Togatu
Y our husband who is far too
Entangled brings to sue you,
And handsome, tall to woo you.
Togatu sings Togatu”
Togatu brings Togatu.”
The girl said to her mother,
"Mother, my husband has come, | must go to him."
When the girl went out in the open where her husband was «fie said to fcimr her,

"Here are some fish for you and your mother. The rest | will take home for the mamas.”



Having delivered one lot he shouldered the rest and took them home to hiswaiting wives, and as he shared
them out they were grumbling,

"Togatu, when you went fishing before you used to get big fish; but these days you are getting only
little ones.”

"Oh get on with it. Don’t be so bad mannered”.

"Oh please your lordship, | was only making a remark.”

They took their fish and cooked them. Another time Ibgatu said,

"Mamas, tomorrow | must have baskets filled with plenty of seed for planting.”
Accordingly hiswives put out taro plants and went off with them very early to the garden; but when Togatu
came to them he tipped them dl into a pit. Then he went to the forest where the girl was and was absent

all day. The Cannibal women were saying to one another,

"Togatu ismaking heavy work of hisgardening these days. Never before did hework every day until
it was dark. It isonly now that he has started to do that."

They were suspicious and gave pocks some instructions,

"Tomorrow you must go and watch your father. Thereistoo much of thiscoming homeinthedark."
The baskets filled and carried to the garden as he had wanted were promptly dumped by him in a pit, and
then he vent off where the girl was. But this time Pocks was following along behind. Any time Tobgatu
might look round Pocks was aready under cover. So he had seen hisfather go to the garden and dump the
seed. He had been astoni shed and distressed,

"Oh dear, he has dumped the yams; now what?'
Pocks saw him going through the forest, meeting the girl and sitting with her. He saw them making love
together and was very much disturbed. He saw all the wreath making, the gardens and leis with croton,
KALKAWAU and KAITAGEM. When these had been left behind he took them home with him to his
mother. The Cannibal veea women were all sitting together when he got back.

"Oh good, our son is back at last. What happened?”
“ Oh mother, you should have seen them. They were clinging together like the KAIKAWAU vine.”

That iswhy | brought it for you to see. But is she pretty? You can yell out. Togatu couldn’t help himself.
Once they come together you bet he'll come home in the dark. When dl is said and done she is just the
prettiest girl."
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But the Cannibals had heard all they wanted to know. They set out Pock’s dinner for him saying,



Here, choke yourself with this. We are going to eat her very soon.” One day Togatu said,

"Mamas, you must go and get the makings of afeast. | an going fishing.
"Yee, if your lordship will go and get the fish we will go and get the makings of afeast.”

So while Togatu was out fishing hiswive' s were away getting suitable vegetables. But it did not take them
long. By midday they were preparing to cook and just sat waiting for Togatu who by nightfall had not got
back from his fishing. When at last he did come and put down his catch they were dl little ones. But they
cooked them anyway and finally had their meal in the middle of the night. So the next time Togatu said,

“I go fishing,"
They said to him, astutely,

"Y eaq, do that. We will be waiting for you."
While Togatu was away at his fishing they instructed Pocks,

"Son, you must go and learn the song your father sings when he visits hie lover."
So when Togatu took hisfish to the den and sang his tune Tokosikuli was there learning the words and the
tune. The next time Togatu went fishing the cannibals went to the forest and stood outside the den.
Tokos kuli sang,

"His captive heart Togatu,

your husband,who is far too

Entangled, brings to sue you,

And handsome, tall, to woo you.

Tobgatu brings Togatu,

Togatu singe Togatu.,

As soon aathe girl heard the words she said to her mother,

"Mother, my husband is here already. | must go to him."
But her mother was not decelved.

“No, that isa Cannibal. You have only to wait. When he sings again just listen, you will seeit is
not Togatu."

Tokosikuli sang again, but again the girl had attention only for the message.
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"Mother, that is my husband.”
"It isnot. Listen again. You will not have long to wait."



Tokosikuli sang athird time, and a fourth, and a fifth, and each time the mother was more certain that it
was not, and the daughter was more certain that it was Togatu.

"Woman, that is my husband. | go'!
She went outside the entrance of their den. The Cannibals who were standing waiting grabbed her and
carried her off. When they got home they ate her. Nothing was left except her gall bladder which had been
overlooked. After the Cannibals |eft the girl’s mother just waited. She was still waiting that evening when
Togatu came with a string of fish for them. He stood at the entrance to their den and sang,
"His captive heart Togatu . . . "
The girl’s mother said to herself,
“My son-in-law is here, | must go to him."
She went out and met Togatu, saying,
‘ Y our wives have aready eaten your wife."
Then both of them just cried and cried. When at last they could compose "themselves alittle Togatu said,
"These are your fish. Take them. Cook and eat them."
His mother-in-law said,
"I am keeping the gall bladder of your wife to propagate it. Y ou must go and trap those women.
Goodbye."
"Yes, | will do that. Goodbye."
He went on his way. When he got home his wives were greeting him anxioudly.
"Oh father has come."
"Y es, come and take your fish away. Go and cook them. | am not well. | only want to be by mysdlf
and warm myself."
His wives showed concern.
"Oh dear!"

But by now Togatu hated his wives and he was out to trap them. The women were saying to him,

"Y our lordship isworn out with dl thisfishing. Y ou should let your wife comfort you. That isonly
right."

They cooked the fish and when it was ready to serve they said to
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Tokosikuli,
"Go and wake your father and tell him to come and eat."
When Tokosikuli ran and did that Togatu said,
"No, | am too sick. You go and eat. | only want to lay still."
That night after dinner Tokosikuli gave directions to his Cannibal wives;

"Y ou will take the first turn, you the second, you the third, you the fourth, and you the fifth watch,
and you Tokosikuli beforeit is dark.

“Y ou will provide the wood and keep going my warming fire. | am very sick. Do you al know what
you have to do?
"Yeswedo.

So inthe evening they packed what was needful and came to watch, taking turn about tending the warming
fire, Ibgatu just lay till, but his wives chattered away till midnight when they all went to deep. This was
when Togatu got up and parting the thatoh made hisway out through theroof. Helit atorch and went round
his house and set it on fire, in front, behind, both sides and roof. Then getting down he stood in the middle
of the village. The house was all on fire and cinders were falling on the Cannibals, when the first crooner
got one on her breast she sleepily blamed Pocks;

"Tokoskuli you are a spiky fellow. Stop pricking me. Keep your bristles to yourself.”
When some more cinders fell on crooner number five she protested in the same way,

"Tokosikuli, your bristles are too sharp, you are pricking me. Keep away."
The house was in full blaze dl over before the Cannibas were properly awake. When they looked for away
out they met fire whichever way they turned. Still heaving to and fro inside the house they were burnt to
death. Togatu was the only one l€eft in the village. Without any help he dug their graves and buried them in
the bush. He did this without ceremony, just dragging them to the graves and throwing them in, and filling
the graves in again. She told him how she had brought home her daughter’s gall bladder and how she had

first put it on a spoon. When it began to stick to the spoon she had put it off on a saucer. It was growing
bigger al thetime, and lest it stick to the saucer she put it
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onto adish. By the timeit began to stick to thedish it wasarea baby. Intimeit became ayoung woman.



That was when Togatu set out once more for the den of hismother-in-law to bring her home. When he met
her he said,

"Mother let's go home.”
"Yesindeed, your wifeis herself again.”

So they packed their things and Togatu took them to live with him. He had won back hiswife. She went
with him to the garden and they worked it together, and her mother cooked for them.

4 TOWASI, the Scroungers
Tovileu
Proverb: KA KWAKASA KUNUKUNU KWABOBU O MIGIM
“For you is our rounded fuzz displayed.”

Remarks:

In Boyowa there is no noticeable scarcity of girls. Perhapsit would be more exciting for the girls if there
were not quite so many. In any case the appreciation of their loversisnot al that bright that it would not
be better for alittle judicious promotion. So the theme of this story makes quite afancy taking exercisein
imagination. Making thes e girls cousins is a cosy arrangement. There is no TABU on marrying cousins
on the father' sside. It istheideal marriage; the natural marriage broker has the best contacts. Besides
father’s sister may only be a courtesy title. In living practice things run much on the lines of the spirit of
thisstory. Groups of boys and girls organise separately and keep out of sight of one another. Thisis done
with one eye at least or. the psychological principle that if they do not see too much of one another their
mutual appreciation will be better.

The story:

There were only two familiesin that place; that of the man and
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that of his sister. They both had many children, The man had six sons by his wif e and the woman had five
daughters to her husband. But it was agreed that the boy cousins should not know about the girl cousins
or the girls about the boys. They never saw each other. It was just as though there were no boys as far as
the girls were concerned and there were no boys as far as the girls were concerned. The house of the girls
was hidden away in a stand of plantain bananas. But when the boys went fishing their father would say,

"Boys, get a couple of strings for auntie.”

They would be indignant;



"For that woman? She’'sidle. Anyone would think she had had children and we could marry them."

But dl the same they brought strings of fish for her. Some times when they got tired of their gardening one
of the boys would suggest,

"Let'sgo fishing."
They would take gill nets and hand nets, punting poles and dl their gear and go off to a place wherethefish
made their runs, to a place caled Shoals Abounding. Therethey would cast their nets and make great hauls
of fish and load their boats with them. When they came to the landing one of the boys would say,

"I'll string auntie's fish."
Another would say,

"I'll take them to her."
Auntie would want to know,

"Have you any fish for me?’
When this fish were left on her doorstep she would say,

"Hereisapillow for you for being kind to me."

The way of life for the girls went something like this. Their house was quite closed in and hidden by the
plantains. When dinner was ready their mother would take it over from her house to theirs saying,

"Y ou can come down now and haveyour dinner. Then you must get yourselvesready; we are going
to the garden to dance.”

They took their feathers and made lines of them in their hair. Then they took long black plumes and donned
them. They would be ready for the dance, the words of which went something like this;
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"Their singing drowned our song,
Their clobber downed our throng.
Our ribbons clasped in vain,

Our streamers taut with strain
Aflutter, left for dead,

Forlorn and still unwed.

Beat out the theme of it,

Ring out the keen of it,

Bomtiti bomititi, bomtiti bomtiti."



When the practice was over mother said,

"That'sdl."
And back they would go to their house among the bananas. Meanwhile their uncle and his sons would be
fishing, and later there would be more strings of fish from their cousins who feasted by themselves and did
not even know the girlswere there. That ishow it went on. When the boys were out fishing the girlswould
be dancing in the garden, practising the same song over and over. But one day after practice their mother
sad,

"Up you go! Back into the house with you; your cousins are coming.”

The secret was out. The girls did not leave the boys in ignorance even one day; so the next time they had
fish to send over they sent them with the little fellow who said as always,

"Auntie, here are some fish for you.”

They knew now that their auntie,whom they had thought was childless, had in fact five daughters; and this
iswhat they had decided to do;

In future when we go for food for our cousins we will go very early; and when they go to the garden
to dance we will go too."

So the next time the girls went off to the garden to dance the boys followed them. Keeping out of sight
among the trees they watched the dance in the garden. The girl’ s routine was the same as before. Assoon
astheir dinner was finished their mother stood them in line and started them off dancing,

Their singing drowned our song,
Their clobber.......”

Their dance went on till midnight, the boys watching secretly all the time. Then while the girls were still
in ling, the eldest in front
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and therest in order of age down, the boys formed asimilar line, and the eldest brother took the eldest girl
saying,

"This oneismy wife."
And hisjuniors followed him in turn saying,

“ And thisoneis my wife."



When the youngest brother came, because he was only a boy and there was no girl for him, he said,

“And | will take the pillow."

51LAKEIKAWAU, Miss Y dlingwood

Joseph Moyoyawa
Proverb: MAYELELA TAU BWEBUYOI NANOGU
"Instruction Improves my mind."

Remarks:

The problem in this story iswhat to do with one whose socia upbringing has been neglected. Marry her off
to a Cannibd ruffian is a satisfying fancy at least. The plight of the heroine in such a case, like the fdl of
Indians in aWild Western, are not taken very seriously even in the oase of a pretty girl. Fidelity to art and
to life is not so much in realism  as in the mora or socia verismilitude. The KAIKAWAU tree is
associated with alot of village nonsense; and there is the hint of the stridency of the termagent by way of
the pun that the name MissK AIKAWAU suggests. The name ILAKSIKAWAU is awkward to pronounce,
the accent being on the raceme WAU which aso means shout or yell.

The telling of this story gives an excellent description of the tribal sensitivity towards the brother-sister
TABU. Thetéler ienot a al concerned that loud scorn is poured on the dire threats, only that a certain
point is made, and so made is not forgotten. Hisaim is al pre-emptive - to forestall this kind of trouble
by keeping high the mental barriers against it. In the case of |apse there may be no concrete socia sanction;
but the looming TABU affects not just the sinners but the sinners’'s clan making it amost impossible to
brazen it out; and so a more relentless discipline than any that Christians or civilised people.

92
The story:

Ilaketkawau' s mother had six sons and one daughter. Even before she was born her mother had goneto live
ina KAIKAWAU tree; and that is where Ilakeitkawau was born and grew up. Meanwhile the eldest of sir
sons married and his wife had a child. This baby, when a few months old, would be |€eft in the house while
her mother went for water, while she was away busy filling her water bottles Ilakeikawau would part the
branches of the tree and step out. She was quite naked; without any dress at al. Shewould go into the house
where her niece was ad eep on the bunk; pick her up and nurse her, crooning over her. Then she would help
herself to betel nut; and when she had finished her chew she would wipe the spoon on the baby lying on the
bunk. When sister-in-law came back she would be puzzled as to where the red paint had come from. She
would cry over her baby, Ilakeikawau away in her tree would hear her; would wonder and cry too.

Once,when the brothers were planting their gardens and her sister-in-law, having got all her preparations
done, went off for water, Ilakeikawau rather over did things. The baby had cried a lot and was not easily



comforted and Ilakeikawau had stayed chewing longer than usual. The baby had been covered all over in
red. When she had gone and her sister-in-law came back from getting her water and saw her baty she was
shocked,

“ Ohwhat nonsenseisthis? Oh my poor baby! Some one's been chewing betel nut and covered her
al over with chew."

S0 she gave the matter some thought did eldest brother’ s wife.

"Now tomorrow would be going off as usua or would we be acting different.”
Next day alone with her baby she prepared the food for cooking; then taking her water bottles and closing
the house she made as though she was going for water.  But she left the road at once and, keeping out of
sight, oame back to watch the house from the kitchen midden. From there she saw exactly what |1akeikawau
did. But her excitement was too much for her,

"Oh | say! What a princess! She has everything,”

Ilakeikawau taken entirely by surprise was speechless. She stood the water bottles over so that they spilled;
went on nursing the baby and chewing betel nut; and even wiped her spoon on the baty.
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"Eh my baby? What are you doing to my baby?”’
Ilakeikawau was still naked.

"What' s the matter with you?"

"Oh Sister | was watching the baby crying. | popped out of the tree and came to visit you. Now
| must go home,"

"Not at all. Not at al. Not at all. Sit down. Sit yourself down."

Sister-in-law brought a dress and hitched it on at her hip.

"Now make yourself comfortable.”
"Oh | must not. My brothers will come and fondle me and | will die."
"No they will not. When they come | will tell them."

So lakeitkawau came out of hiding. She left the KAIKAWAU tree and came to live in the village. The
brothersworked oninthe garden dl day eventill dark. When they came hometo their dinner. Dinner over,
the eldest wife had something to say.

"Fellows, | have something to say."
"What isit?'
"Do you know why the KAIKAWAIJ tree sheds red tears? Its your sister living inside it.”



"Whereis she?'

"In my house. But you must not fondle her or she will die."

“Oht"
All the Kirlwina people came to see her. Many a man came hoping to make her his wife; but none of them
succeeded. They courted her from all over Boyowain vain. Then she was courted from the mountains till
aman from Dobu won her. The man’s name was Tanabwasa and he lived in avillage called Tuutauna. Her
fame had reached as far as that. He landed at Tukwauukwa and courted her at Moligilagi where she was
living. Well knowing what she wanted she told her sister-in-law, as soon as she had seen Tanabwasa,

"Heis my man. | am ready to go now."
"Eh, do you mean that!"

So it was very quickly arranged. She was married, outfitted and ready to sail away injust three days. When
the outfit of her new home had been safely stowed on board big brother said to the others;

"We will say goodbye now. | will take our sister and her things

94
away. But | will be back In afew days."

With that they were gone. When they landed at Tuutauna there was a sensation. Every oneinthe Dobu area
cameto look at Ilakeikawau. The home coming socia lasted for days. But then Tanabwasa said to hiswife,

"Now you will be wanting to get to the garden. While you are doing that | will get your brother' e
boat up on the beach and get it ready for the return journey. | will meet you in the garden later."

But as soon as Ilakelkawau was out of the way Tanabwasatook his brother-in-law round to where hismen
were building a house. It was a special house for a man-eating celebration. He had his brother-in-law’s
wrists and ankles lashed together. Then they trussed him like a pig on a pole and carried him into the house
and left him there. The brothers back home waited impatiently.

"What' s the matter with the man? Has he gone for good? He should be back by this."
The second brother said,

"Tomorrow | am going to find out; so trim some vegetables as a presentation to our sister.’

He went as fast as he could travel to Tuutauna where he asked an old woman,

"And which would be the house of Ilakeikawau?’
"Oh, that one there. And that noise you heard was your brother-in-law and his men coming."

But he missed the note of warning.  All hissister could say about their brother was that he had gone home.



So she cooked dinner at which he eaid he would be going home next morning. In the dawn Tanabwasa said
to hiswife,

"Of course you will be going to the garden. I'll take care of your brother and when he has gone I'll
come up to you in the garden.”

"Oh, for pity sake. | can go to the garden later after | have seen my brother off."

"Stop that. Y ou show me some signs of respeot, or at least alittle consideration. Just you get ready
for him some sago and some bananas to eat on the way. After | have finished | will come up to you in the
garden.”
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So hiswife went off to the garden.  Tanabvasa went with his men to tnuss her brother and carry him off
to the food house to be left there with the flies and filth. Meanwhile brother number three was waiting
impatiently and getting ready to sail. In turn he turned up in Dobu asking for his brothers and sister.

"llakeikavau, another brother is here asking for you."

As before Tanabwasa hustled her to do the honours; prepare his dinner, his rations for the return journey.
Asbefore he hustled her off to the garden while he and his men trussed the brother and trundled him off to
the slaughter house. She tried more strenuoudly this time to see her brother safely off from the beach. He
mire rudely still insisted that she show him the kindness of going to the garden. Brothers four, five and six
were now naturally more anxious than ever.

"Even if they have gone for good one at least could have come back and let us know how our sister
is. Perhaps they have gone ashore on some island and been cooked and eaten.”

So number four sailed away and failed to return, and then number five. In this way all five of them found
themselves together in the dlaughter house suff ering like trussed pigs al the flies and the filth. The little
brother could not now control hisimpatience. He was demanding obstreperously that his mother prepare
him food for ajourney.

"No you must not go.”

‘I must. You prepare something.”

"But there is nothing you can do. You are too little.”
"At least | must know. | must go and see.”

Since it could not be otherwise she prepared food for bis journey; and he sailed away as fast as he could
travel after his brothers and sister. When he arrived at the village of the lord of the Cannibals they werein
the middle of their drive to stake up yams, there was no one at all in the village except an old woman he
met in the street. When the boy asked where his brothers were she was very forthcoming.

“Oh just go around there where his lordship has built that temporary place. You'll know it by the
buzzing of the flies."

Hedid that. The buzzing of the flies was the loudest he had ever heard. When he looked into the slaughter
house he was shocked. He gasped,



96

"O brotherdl”
His brothers told him in a blast of words what his brother-in-law was up to; but warned him to be silent.
Taking a convenient adze he quickly cut their bonds. He dragged them out, stiff and helpless as they were,
onto the beach. Then creeping up to his sister* s house he threw pebblesto attract her attention.

"How isit that you have paid no attention at all to your brothers.
They were al truss ed up arms and legs and being done to death by the flies.

“If you want to come with us you had better be quick."
She accepted at once.

“Hurry!"
The brothers were dl set lor Immediate flight; only their sister was maddenly slow.

"Hurry up. On board with you."
But she was too slow so they bundled her aboard with al her things and started poling out to sea and
preparing to up sal. They were aready in the roads ted when the villagers began to arrive home from the
yam staking
drive.

“What the ...!l  Who's been keeping the village?"
The disabled woman was testy.

"Shut up”. What could | do.
Another brother of Ilakeikawau came and out them loose, got them aboard and away. See for yourselves."
They ran to the slaughter house; it was empty. They raced to the beach and tried one boat after another. Each

had a gaping hole in the bottom. All the brothers and their sister got safely away and back to their homein
Mollgilagi. 97

CHAPTER 6

The Misfortunes of Pretty Girls continued



1. Ideals versus common parlance
Proverb: BAVAKOLA KAIWAYA BAKO' ILEGU WOS|
"I'll gather a chorus I'll tune me a song."

Contact with pre-Christian tribal faith suggests that there is nothing, however horrific, that does rot have
some element of innocence about it. The tribal behaviour is never quite as unworthy and graceless aa the
neo-pagan or decayed Christian's can be. Only the sinner who has sinned against the Holy Ghost can go al
the way to ultimate faithlessness. Our blindnessto the ideals of people like the Boyowans scandalises them.
It gives us a vulgarian aspect that would be beyond belief to most people. | was often caught in a situation
where | had to overhear it. Children could scream in chorus at granny telling her to shut up, the white man
was listening and understanding every word she said. But granny kept right on. Y ams and pumpkins could
hear and heed the commands of magic spells, but no white folk could understand a single thought of
ordinary people any more than a dead fish, and don't tell granny different. If white .people generdly are
vulgarians, and the anthropologist has pursued his usual lines of inquiry, isit conceivable that the sensitive
arcadian gardener will produce his most intimate and delicate lyrics?  That Mallnowaki was given even
these is a tribute to the high regard some of his friends had for him. He must have shown some response
to their quality; aquality only to be realised In the field among those to whom the lyrics speak.

The functionadism of the lover is surely more worthy of study than the functionaliam of the functions he
performs or the mechanisms by which he operates. Some of the inspiration that inspired the people who
inspired the ethnographer must be essential to our understanding.

That inspiration in the quality and tone of the original is, to me, as rare in the books of anthropology as it
is important; and this defect surely does more than any other failing to rob the discipline of its salvific
effect.
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In the last chapter | digressed into the curious economical set up of the Trobrianders, treated so
exhaustively in "Cora Gardens', just to come to the right point of view on our next paradoxica problem,
the notoriety, thanksa so to civilised authors, of the Boyowansin the .matter of sexua licence and obscene
speech. The reader of this collection might wonder where obscenity came in, or whether this people's
'literature’ was not freer from it than any other literature generally. Yet a number of people have astutely
warned me that Boyowan stories, the vehicle of tribal, libera education are unprintable; they aretoo dirty.
This, to me, means proscribing the easiest and one of the surest mediums of mutual understanding for the
sake of a mischievous misconception. It would be better to have a look.

However, since thiskind of study smply by being available, and because it has a more extensive coherence
than most individua story tellers command, inevitably becomes a standard reference, like "The Drums of
Mer?by Idries to the Torres Straiters, and as no one will have a keener interest than the Boyowans
themselves, it must be expected that thiswill find its way into a class room. For the Boyowan student it has
aroleto play there of moreimmediate practical interest than the subject matter; relating in afamiliar context
the vernacular 'literary’ form with that of English. School children are the same everywhere, and what might
pass in the competent hands of an actor-story teller would be another matter on a school desk. So aword
or two here and there have been omitted from the vernacular text, and rather more from the English
tranglation without hiding the place for it or atering the effect of the story, Total omissions from the



vernacular would not cover a page and perhaps two or three from the tranglation.

Once habituated to the even tenor of Boyowan living one is hardly ever aware of obscenity. It is much the
same with the much advertised manifestations of sexua licence. There are times when by convention it is
more tolerated, the sort of temporary extravagance you find anywhere in the world when visiting warships
are in port, or some nervous character is blowing histop. | know tourists reading this might look askance
at being viewed in the same light as sailors off a visiting warship and | hope it shocks them. It is only the
pay back for so much
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misappropriation and misadventure in the past.

It is important to notice three levels of Boyowan fun making. The whimsical mother crooning over her
baby, grand-dad and little grandson spending a day together in the contemplation of simple glories, a day
golden for both of them; the playful fun making of jokes and games and antics of every kind, seeing the
comic, ludicrous, silly or merely strange or sudden in a humourous way; and the sardonic, the silent zest
of a news- paper editor, who with a gesture of “there you have It," slaps down in the middle of a page a
picture of a body lying in a swelter of its own blood. Smilarly a Boyowan seeing you rotice a SOKA fish
might ask you, sotto voce and completely dead pan, if you would like to eat it; and, if there were other
Boyowan a present, there would be an instantaneous shout of laughter.

In the hands of those who have the right or the audacity to useit it is perhaps the most powerful instrument
of triba discipline thereis. AN indication of how sensitive Boyowans are to it may be seen in the difficulty
of getting people to smilewhen their photos are being taken. They are afraid of the grin or KASIGEGINA
that can look like a manifestation of thiskind of humour. Just becauseit isdiscreet or gy thisunderstanding
can be easly missed and its prevalence not redised. This is the prevailing form of humour where
obscenities are heard or these is a passage at arms between the sexes. If you miss it you do not read their
expression, you do not know what their intentions are, you miss the underlying contrapuntal theme against
which the play is made. The significance is the joker means to shock. If he sins his sinning is no mere
pretence. He means to be outrageous. The conventions in the matter say that he is not doing it merely out
of preference or because he cannot help it, but because heis protesting or rebellious. It isacompulsive sef
assertion. A lot of the time it is more manifested by girls than by boys. This monkeying challenges your
interest which, If you do show it, engages his scorn and a keener appreciation, the more monkey you.

Once on aworking bee in the jungle with thirty or forty men present a girl appeared and walked through
the middle of them. Perhaps someone said a word or made a gesture or she just let fly; but she told them
what
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they could do with afidelity to anatomical detail that would have fascinated a gynecologist; then she was

gone. Seeing everyone looking stunned and holding pat, not so much as agrin anywhere, | wanted to know
what had set that off. | was told sotto voce that she was tilting at her uncle.



He seeing me glance at him broke into aweary smile. It was enough; dl the rest of the company broke into
a roar of laughter. I know one thing about an interplay of reactions like that, and it is that someone
somewhere in the situation is known to have a deep concern with the vital and the sacred.

In 1967 on the only afternoon during ay stay when the sunlight was bright and hard, and not bright and soft;
in other words the only time there was a hint of burning off weather | visited the Losuya store. Passing the
narrow gate to it | had to brush the bare breasts of threeidle girls.

This provoked a softly spoken but quite appropriate gibe,

“You will, of course, have finished cutting your clearings.”
"Whét did he ssy?”’
Yes, they had dl heard the same words. They wereidomatic, sophisticated and doubly |oaded.

"Whoishe?’

By thetimethey found theanswer | wasinthegore. It wasanti-dimax; but someretort wasimperaive; they put ontheir
act of laughing themsdvesto deeth.

"Stopit! Yourekilling us"

| sgndled an ironic gppreciaion of thar histrionic tour deforce. Then they were gone, heads down, walking in three
different directions. Next day a Laba | wasasked if | had been a the Losuya orethe day before. The story had gone
asfar asthat and hdf the Boyowan populaion live between the two places. Such is the Boyowan gppreciation of the
sounding of akey note. One humour of therebdliousissck, its bravado dreedy extended and, provided it istheright
one, it bresks a atouch. | have no idea how many in thefirgt ingance achieve the happiness | have been describing. It
would not surprisemeif it wasagoodly proportion. | do know that therearewomen who have never known anyonebut
their husbands, and thisided, that some cherish from childhood, is accorded an envious recognition.
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They arerevered for it and discreetly guarded with prideful jedousy. They have aname and it isnot NAKITU, the
expressongiveninanswer toray question. NAKITU seemstoindicaeintroverson. Thenamel mean never remaned
with melong enough to writedown. Just becausethedan asawholeissoidedidtic, and So s&t on achieving the patterns
| have described, the disgppointment of those who can't wait or fall is keen, and their revolt the wore extravagant.

2. Dali, the Woodsprite
Comment

The name Dali fascinates Boyowans. It is not so much asingle symbol asaduder of symbolsdl having some curious
interconnectionwith therest. For someit isthenameof thed ephant beetle, for otherssorpion. Both these cregtureshave
an odd projecting member which may afiliae it with the dephant, eschatologica daty Tokilupdupa, and both are
associated with trees and the TOKWAI or woodsprites, which may take on any form, even that of a man. This
preoccupation with changeof form, by thetermsof it, and thedirection of it, Suggests- Someacquantance, at sometime
or other, and a least onthe part of theinitiatesof the Boyoyan arcana, withthemetamorphogisof insects. Sothemystery
and the paradox of lifeand desth, of redemption and resurrection, thefate of thewicked and disowned after desth have
adepatment of their ownand are somehow linked together, not that everything or anything should be explained, but
only that hints and ancient memories should be held together for the e dersto ponder whilethe children are diverted by
jokes and ample concats.

Modern folk might neturaly think that the concelt of sciencefiction of aman recapturing hisyouth by recongtituting his
being from asnippet of hisown tissue, and evenimmortdity by arepetition of the process, could only sem from modern
scientific knowledge, and must be anew vison for mankind; but the vernacular

text of the story of Togatu waswritten down over thirty years ago. So, if such aconcept could exercisethemind of an
unknown number of
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generaions of tribd eders, surdy thereis some exploration of folkloreyet to be made.

An indication of the keenness of this preoccupation with this department on the part of the dders was the frequent
referenceto it onthe part of children.  Allowing for their limited comprehend on as children of these moreintimate my
goriesof the Boyowan arcana, about which ther dderswould naturaly be more discreet in the presence of astranger,
itissgnificant that their mental association and reference wasadmost as constant and frequent asthet to Dokinikani and
Tudava This present sory however ssems designed to dilute or distract from the degper and tenser matifs of the Dali
connection without however bresking that connection.

3. Thegory of Doli



Tovileu

Proverb:BUDIBUDI O MDULA VALU TALAGUVA LUPOMA
"Dots on the horizon are dways interegting. "

Dali wasamanwho used to livea Wavda and hisurdewaslord of thevillage. From hisearliest yearshehad been so
very handsomethat hismother had madefor him ahomeinaKILIMO treeand kept him there; though she hersd f went
onlivinginthevillage Hisundehead fivewives, and there cameatimewhen thevillagehad aworking beefor the cutting
of anew garden. Between cuttingsthe undewould bind hisaxe, just to let everyoneknow that he wasavery important
man who took himsdf and dl thet was connected with himsdlf very serioudy. He had married one of his wives only
recently. Whentherest of thevillagewoul d begoing to thedearing thisnew bridewould begoing for water. Whilegoing
for water she came upon agpot where someone had been chewing rdlish and spitting the cuds on the ground. She said
to hersdf,

“That’s men Fit.”
She hunted around but did not find anyone until shelooked up into the KILIMO tree and saw aman there.

“Where do you bdong?'
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"Nowhere. | liveinthistree. It ismy home."
"Have you anything to chew?"
"No. | have nothing."
"Then give me alittle spice or rish.”
"I havent any even of that."
"Wl just come down and tak to me"
"l won' t dothat; | must go. Y ou should go to your clearing. Don’ t expect meto do that because| belongand
liveinthistrea”

"No you just come down and talk with me."
"l will not."

But thisyoung | ady was adetermined flirt and they quickly cameto weaving wreaths and garlands and Sitting together.
Later, when she had taken her water, shewould gotothevillage, rack thewater bottles on the shelf, then covering her
bed, lie under the cover asthough she were sck. Meanwhilethelord of the villageand al his company were going on
with the dearing and did not come home until evening. When dinner was served nathing was put out for theyoung wife
because they thought she was sick. But the lord said,

"What about your companion?’

The children sad,

"Sheisadegp. Sheissck.”



Inthemorning they dl got out their axesand went off to thegarden. But not theyoung wife. Shewasinfatuated with her
young man and lay in. When dl the others had gone to the garden she took her water

bottle and went for water. She came on thefdlow primping hishair. After finishing his hair he had achew of relish and
was enjoying his betel nut when the girl went up to him.

"Now will you give me something to chew."

"l don’'t have anything."

"Wl alittle spice then.”

"I don't have any of that. Go off to your dearing, to your husband.
“l don't belongin avillage | am atree dweller.”

But protest wasn' t enough.  They fel to love making. There was necking and nibbling of eydashes and the girl was

persuaded that the boy hed nibbled hers. So when she hed taken home the water and racked it
she st up alittle tent over her bed and retired from sght. When her
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lord cameback intheeveningwithdl hiscompany, and the cooks served her companionsand the children, thelord said,
“Youdidn' t serve any for your companion. Why?"

"Sheisvery Sck. She has put up atent over her bed and islaying down insde’

But thelord wasawatchful and thoughtful man and guick to besuspicious. After hehad given directionsfor thenext day
swork he cdled hisherdd.

"When we go to the garden tomorrow you stay back. Y ou are to keep alook out and see what my lady does™

In the morning everyone went to the garden but the herdd stayed indoors. Then, when the village folk had l€ft for the
garden, the girl, having looked out to make sure the village was empty, collected her bottles
and went for water. After she hed filled them she stood under the tree finding fault with her lover.

"Ohyou, ' | asked you for spice and you refused me, | asked you for betd nut and you withhdd it. Why? All
right; today | ask for nothing; just come down and talk.”

The herdd was under cover watching. He saw the man come down; that he was agreegble. He saw him put hisarms
around her and squeese; he saw the scratching, the eye nibbling, the fondling and how long they stayed
together. After being together till the afternoon the girl said,

"Goodbye, | must go."
She ported her water bottles and went down to the village. Having racked them she lay down on her bed and went to

dep. That evening when dl the villagers were back, had been served and had esten thair med,
the lord retired to his own house and cdled hisherdd.



"Come here and let me hear what you haveto say.”

"Your wife, Sir, isinfatuated with an Eat-All. Oh, but is he handsome.”
"Whereishefrom?'

"He bedongs up atree. Y our lady goes there and cdls him down.

“They have quite a party. They chew together, take rdishes and say together till the afternoon; then madam
comeshbeack leaving himupinthetree Thisscknessof your wifeisal humbug. Shecant hdp hersdf. Sheisinfatuated.”
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That evening thelord gave directions.

"Tomorrow the men of the village form three teams, one under Povaatu, one under M akuwa and one under
Kweuyeu. You are going to make me anew boda. That big KILIMO tree by the water hole must come down by
tomorrow."

Next morning after sharpening thair axesthey went to cut the big tree sanding by thevillagewdl. They deared for it a
freefdl and prepared abed for it to crash on. Meanwhile Doli wastaking care of histhings, sowing theminhollow limbs
and then getting back into the hollow branch that washiscamp. Thetreeteatered and fdl. But the branch with theman
indde went into the seawhere it snapped off and drifted away.

But themend| stayedwith thetreeand began deaning upinreadinessfor cutting out theboat. When everything had been
cleared off and the tree was trimmed down to the bare log it was clear there was no one there,

"Your migteke, herdd? Or does your man live somewhere dse?"
"I tel you, Sir, heliveshere. Hishomeisinthetop of thistree. You just did not out it open. It must bethat log
drifting out to seathere.”

But they weretired. Thelog could drift; and driftit did, dl theway round to theinddelagoon. Thelord and hiscompany
had no further concern. The hunt was over. By thetimethelog had drifted round to Kavatariait was show day in that
village. There were alot of people to seethelog drift up. The niece of thelord of Kavatariasad,

“| am going to get that log for aheadrest.”
She went and took hold of it; but it wastoo heavy. Shelet it go. Then her cousinthe lord's daughter, sad,

"Wiait, I'11 come and teke it."
Now Doali had seenthe girl was pretty. When shelifted it thelog wasnot heavy. Shetook it ashoreand put it on her own
bed. That night while peoplewere having funin the strest Doli made himsdlf a homeinthegirls house, heping himsdif

to betd nut and spice and spitting on the floor. Then he got back into his snuggery and went to degp. Whenthelord' s
niece came back for her betd nut it was gone.

"Coudn, who has taken my betel nut? | put it on the head rest and it is gone.™
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| don't know who could have taken it."

That night, while they were having fun in the village dreet, Doli came out as before and hel ped himsdlf to bete nut and
spice and spat on the floor, and then went back into his snuggery and dept. When the girl came from the dance pratice
she asked, thistime suspicioudy,

"Cousdin, did you chew my betd nut?’
“No, | didnt touch it."

When it was daylight again she could see there was red spit on the floor. She was suspicious,

"Who has been spitting hereingde?”

In the evening she sad to her cousn,

"While | go to dance practice you come and guard my house"

Soonecous nwent off to dance practiceand theother sayed under theeaves. Whileshewaited thel og cresked, Doli was
out and hel ping himsdlf to betd nut and spice. Having refreshed himsdlf hevent back to hissnuggery. When thedancing
practice was over the watching cousin was cdled out,

"Before you go to bed come and tdl me what you saw.”

Cousin had agory to tdl; so she sat down and sad,

"Y ouwerewonderingwhowaschewing your betd nut. Y ouknow that log you put infor aheadrest, would you
beievethat that wasafdlow’ ssnuggery? Whilel waswatching | heard it cresk. When | camedoser | heerd therattling
of alime pot. He was chewing. When he was finished he just vent back into his snuggery. | have just come away.
Tomorrow make afeint of going out and come back and sand a the back of the house"

The next night she went off to play with the crowd, but soon,as her cousin had suggested, she sad,

"l am not well. | think | will go and lay down."

Sotherest of themwent onwith their drumming and amusement and shel eft them and passed through to the back of her
house. Sheheardthecresking asthefe low moved. Hegot out and went for thebetel nut and spiceand sat therechewing.
Stedthily she opened the door and camein on himwhile hewas chewing. They wrestled ill they weresotired they both
went to deep. Then they wrestled dl the next day, and the next.

Thegirl’ sfaher wanted to know,

"Whereisyour cousn?'
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"Sheisnat wdl. Sheislying down."

Thegirl” sfather opened thedoor and found thetwo of them together. Hisdaughter had found hersdf astranger, and this
was awonderful thing. Tha evening the father gave directions,

"Tomorrow theyoung folk will set up aplatform and weave matsfor it to shademy son. Hemust comeout into
the world and let himsdf be known."

S0 next day oneteam made a platform, one team made mats, and another team brought laths and made ascreen. After
father and mother had got him reedy for his public gppearance daughter was dlowed to ddiver

the summons,

"Comeout sranger! - No, not stranger, you villager you! Come out where people can see you.”

Thenthegirl crept our from under the screen and sat on the platform. Thenthe boy crept out too and eat besideher. The
whole village set up an acdamation. Someone wanted to know where he came from; while dl praised his saure
Someone sad he hed been livinginalog. The cousn sad,

"l wasthefirg tolift thelog; but | thought it wastoo heavy so 1 left it. My cousin thought it waslight and took
it. 30 she gets the husband.”

Thisishow Ddli cameto live and marry a Kavaaia

4. KATUYAUSA The Out-All-Night Thing

Proverbs.  BIVILILEIGU TAU WEGU TILAUVA
If only someone could rid me of my perversty.

Comment
Manners go in phases. Only once during my ten yearsin Boyowawere girlstramping-together affairsrevived. These

excurdons knownasKATUY AUSA, out dl night, areout to shock, likeunionistson striketoforceredress. Presumably
shockableand shockworthy someof theserebd ssmply paraded for my attention. It wasadisplay of wretchednessdmost
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ghadtly. | wassurprised & theflimsinessof thething. It hardly ratesamention. It isthe patience of thedan, parentsintheir
larger selves dedling with theimpatience and unpreparedness of youth, that isthered sudy. Thereisawholevolume
of gories onthistheme, andthegtereotypeor dassicd dlusonforitisMaabu. Thetuneof theVTNAVINA "INALA
MALABU" iswerdly doleful, and asmenacingly cregpy asthat of llgpokal, acdue keenly gopreciated by the Boyowans
and heavily underscoring the condusion thet dl this desperation isalogt cause and only hinders what it would effect.
Coverstiond referencetooisfull of alusion to thedestructive agpect and lack of futurefor thosewhofail to makegood
ontheroad to awholesome and stable marriage. Desperatelove-making magic and degth are associated notions. Going
back recently, and asking thewhereabouts of anumber of familiar trampsof twenty yearsago, | wasstartled to heer near
dl of them were dead. One could be pardoned a suspicion that not dl threets of tribd sanctions areidle. Mdinowski
mentions caseswhere degth was preferabl eto dishonour, where couplesfound it unbearableto livewith, andimpossible
to live without, each other.

The holders of aprimitive rdigion are not indined to exact an individua responghility and probity in sex. Failure does
not share the the sigma of those who have the mystic vison of Chrigians and dillfal. Our atention to individud
respong bility surprisesthem. Morasor BUBUNUSI TOMOTA arehardly susceptiblein thesemattersto direct gpped.
Itisbetter to changetheenvironment, magicaly at leest. A puritanica confrontation of misdemeanour onmora grounds
issllytothem. Such bad judgment isboundtofail. Such action, impugning aspirit dreedy perverseonly incitesto further
abaration. Such control could only be an enviable, magicd thing. Rather aman is kept faithful by hiswife and she by
him. Anyfalureof ether of themisrather theshameof the ather member of the partnership. Temptation should not have
been possible. Adultery hasbeen morebeforethecourt in Boyowathan any other suit; but only asasurrogatefor thetriba
sanctions. | was often surprised a the vehemence of impatience with sex. Being inlovewasalyrica and magicd thing,
but libido was a curse. If the Boyowans like the Gikuyu had practised femde drcumcison it would seem perfectly
undergtandable. One day aman brought me hislittle
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son, wounded from dipping down themossy trunk of acoconut pam. When | restored thetestesthefather was shocked
as a something mae-volently wicked and protested angrily.

It may be asubconscious or subgtratum thing, but behaviour patternsin this connection are never freefrom sometiein
with dan performanceand dan promation. Much astheindividua may prefer otherwise, and however ruthlesdy hemay
exploit opportunity as it occurs, heis redly foresold on the concluson that he cannot win againg the dan; that its
consensus, NINASI TOWDTA, isinsuperable. Apart from convention any prasecution of persond ambition must be
by theemployment of thesuitableinfluence. Being avita matter theonly way towork isby detachment; likethegardener
fogtering hisyamsto grow. Courtingisindirect by magic. Magic Itsdf isseconded by any number of minor influences;
the banter and by-play of greting and small talk, the“dickering” of marriage brokers, the SEBUWANA or exchange
of betd nut, spice, tobacco and other amenitiesof socid togetherness. Itisagradud gpproach, asit hasto be, becausethe
manisnot wooingjugt thegirl but her dan. With the philosophic detachment indl thisgoesapsychologica wisdom and
acauttiouseyeonalineof retregt. To condrueit as permissiveness of the condoning of the licentiousis nonsense. To
regard every soliditation of SEBUWANA asaninvitationtosnisgrotesque. Itisinthefirg inganceafedingone sway.
No individud isindifferent in the matter of hismaritd lot. Heisnot done Heison sage Theeyeof hisdanisonhim.
Heisegudly anxious not to fumble his opportunities nor to prejudice hismain chance. By well established conventions
no occasion for apassage a amsisneglected. Itsvery brashness and forthrightness are part of the convention. No one



candfordtodrag hisfeet. Morenotably no onewantstolook foolish. Thenoiser and moreoutrageousthedemondration
themore cartainly mere higtrionics. It isan ambiguous manouvreto make one splay and save one sface. Older persons
are indifferent tothe point of unawareness. Itisal KALIMWALA WALA, just showing off. After onehaslived among
Boyowansfor sometime, thisconventiond aspect of their banter and sexua by-play isso obviousthat any mistakesabout
it seem judt too crass to be credible. Any mistake on the part of vigtors istoo egregious  to be neglected by the
Boyowans. Their reaction is predetermined. They are
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returning to you the spurious coin of your misconstruction by reflex action. The bawdy mindednessthey reflect isyours
not theirs, and they are zestful. If that is our gopreciaion of obvioudy conventiond behaviour, don't tdl them that the
kissing they see on the screen is not |etting out the zoo, they know better.

Tracing individud performance within the narrow brief of thiswork would be an idletask. Concern with the datidtics
of extramaritd intercourse is rather an exercise in prurience than a condructive sudy. Discusson of the so rdaxed
mordity of the philanderer hardly belongs in the same context with the sense of mord obligation that dan solidarity
engenders. Whereconventiond understandingagreesthat dl friendshipisfeigning, dl lovingmerefally, ssriousintentions
arean unnatura intruson. Philandering and marriage are not complementary but mutualy exdusive. Not being dert to
thisoutsders who think of theseid andersass mplepeople, can find themsdvesin Stuationsso contradictory they might
wonder if ther contactswere not schizophrenic, or that possibly they were mixing identica twins. Themassvefindings
of Mdinowski, sablemarriage, raredivorce, monogamy, except for two or threelords only look moremassveandless
explaned the further we go; unlesswe redise the dan idedlism and the toughness of the dan, so detached, so discree,
but so unrdenting in enforcing thet ided. Thisisanarea of village understanding so complete that no expression of it
is necessary; and it can be mystifying for thet very reason. That it can be crud | know; that it builds up tensons | was
paticularly wel avare that it causes waves of suicides | could bdieve, though persondly | did. not know of any, and
often wondered if this was not amore sentimentd coloring by Mdinowski’ 1 sinformants of something | did know.

Sometimes ayoung fdlow would ask meif he could say a the misson, even work for themissonwithout pay - an
ever unhgppy course - judt for protection. Hewasunder adoud for ddliancewith thewronglass. HiSKADALA was
goingtopoisonhim. K ADALA inthiscase good for the cadre of the matrilined undes. It wasno imputation onthe
dan leader or thefdlow’'s germane unde. With one or other or both he could makeaded; but NINASI TOMOTA,
the consansus of dl of them, was unbreskable. The dan leader hasto be a positive and forceful
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character to hold hispasition, and hisforcefulnessreinforcesthat of dl hisnephewsand cousns. Hehimsdf canrardy
dter that consensus. Renforced again by dl the women of the dan it is aformidable thing. Moslibu, the lord of
Tukwauukva, carried the tigmaof ayouthful daliancewitha Bwoitalu lassto hisgravea ninety odd. Waibedi, whom
Mitakata once favoured as his heir, missed his chance on the same count.



Thissame pattern runsthrough theaffairsof dl thefamilies. Going counter to the dan consensus, giving riseto themaost
frequent and rd entlessbattles of contendingwill power, isthered occasionfor most of thetalk andimputation of sorcery
and black magic. Thecadreitsdf isnot free. No dubismorejed oudy sdectivethan that of thewomen, ther wives, who
goontheroad on SAGALI together, redigtributing thestored surplus. Thesearethe consarvatives, and collectively they
form agrey eminencewith abewildering anonimity; their screen, NINASI TOMOTA, thecommon mind. Their power
IS0 great they can even keegp afeud dive; when dl men would drop it, as witness the story of Gumagabul.

Theeffect of thismord disciplineisreflected aestheticaly. The keen gppreciation of the people of artigtic performance,
andthewd | established sandard of excdlencein Boyowan story telling, areasource of confidenceinthewholesomeness
of thisart form. They aredear onwhat isevil, and if ther tolerancein red lifeis no more than seeming we can expect
ahgppier referencein gory teling. Not that they don't useinstory what werefer toin Englishasfour |etter words. They
areasgnificantly effectivesory tling device. They arefrequent distresssgndsin villagelife, so common thet everyone
takes them smply asthat. Even in casud everyday living ther useis often extremey comic; so that the whole village
laughs, and everyonefeds better. So ther findy chisdled economy of expresson makesthem aninevitablead in sory
teling. Whenever someoneinthegtory isbrought to apoint beyond words, thereisthenaturd, tdl-tdehdt, themachine
gun Sourt of expletives and the crash of laughter from the audience. Any comedian knows the effectiveness of that trip
hammer pause. Intheheadlong pace of Boyowan Sory tdlingitisasplit secondinterlude, that sendsthestory bounding
adong more lively than ever. That its useis so Sparing is good evidence of the disciplined artistry of Boyowan practice.
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This is good; but it is even better. It is thergpeutic, not just incidentdly and unconscioudy, but by desgn and
intentiondly. The story becomes the vehide of ingtruction, understanding and the exercise of patience. It can even sy,
indirectly, what could not besaid directly. It can expressthe necessary sympathy inagtuaionavkward, ddicateand ugly.

SWANANA WA TEWA!

IGABU INIA IN AM,

IGABU INIA TOLAM

ISAKEIM KUPEIKI,

ISAKAYUWEM  KUPEIKI,
SSWANANA WA TEWA.

"Oh what was mother to do with you?
Asprawl and londy under the TEWA?
She cooked you fish, she cooked you mullt,
She served you once, she served you twice.
Y ou wouldn't look, you wouldn' t take,
Asprawl and londly under the TEWA."

Inthiscollection aout twenty per cent of thestoriesareconcarned explicitly or implicitly witharomanticinterestinlove
and marriage. Thismust beagoodly proportionfor thisdassof folk * literature’ but thethemea so entersinto adventure
dories theCannibd and Kulatdes, a least indirectly and by inference. Evenfigureslike Tudavaand Kiu, the supremdy
digible, are not without this connotation. It is not less romantic for marriage to have this aura of religious and socd
conssguence; nor isit surprising, Sncethey do not have a Chrigtian regard for persond dignity, thet, for the sske of sefe
keeping, they doak the ddicadies of love and marriagein the vested interest of danidediam, acodition of familiar and



public fiddity scarcdly within the ken of us of thefacdess proletariat. How coercivethisidediam can beislessdirectly
evident, but the more convinaing if it commands alittle sudy.

Boyowans have had less of, and have suffered lees from, the bresk down of triba discipline through contact with
avilisation than any other part of New Guineg, but they have been natorioudy intolerant of their members escaping the
tribd discipline, just because readjusment is practicaly impossible. Those who succeed in getting a good enough
education
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to do wdl aboroad are admired and envied; and have the dan’ s consent and goodwill; but only because they are not
expected to return to the clan, except as honourable guests.

Tocometothestory of KATUY AUSA, Tovileu remarked that thislittletaeexplainswhy theway of lovemakingisthe
same in Woodlark as in the Trobriands. The KATUY AUSA, destribed a length by Mdinowski, is a rather more
desperate love making sortie than he described it, and according to thistae does not achieve theamit pursues. Thisis
s0 very much thetriba underganding thet the sory hardly revedstha marriageistheobject of theKATUYAUSA; a
leest asfar asthose who makeit are concearned. It isonly with the magicad help and wise direction of dersthat results
areachieved. But with thesethere are reslts; even done a the end of nowhere, even fond and intimate nuptids - the
PEIPEI, both egting from the same dish.

5. TheKATUYAURA Sory

Tovileu
PROVERB: 1GI MABEL A IGIMALOBU SASA WE GUN A KEDA

A steedy wind and dear opens my wey."

Maabu, thedaughter of thelord of Omarakana, oncelivedinthat villageand had asher companion, her cousin, thelord's
niece. She once said to her father,

"Please build ahouse for me and my cousin.”
Thiswas giving dear warning and sharp natice that these two had been finding life too dow and dull; and thet they
intended to movethingsaongalittlebit by their own persond enterprise. When thehouse wasfinished they madeawel
advertised love making excurd on among the Kwabwagacommunity. They hed passinglovedfarstherewithacouple
of fdlows. When they brought hometheir presentsthelord’ sdaughter had been given jewery, but her cousin only hed
fish. Another time when they were bathing one cousin sad to the other,

"Let'sdo Liluta"

So they went on alove makinge xcurson to Lilutaand had passng effars
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there. And whenit wasdl over, and they had come homewith tharrpresents, thelord' sdaughter had trophiesto
hangonthewadl, but thenieceonly had vegetables. Thenthey thought of the Tobowadapeople. They werenot
doing anything useful thesetwo, they practicaly gave themsdalves up to making these excursons. So they hed
passing love dfarsa Tobowada; and as before one cousin had trophiesto hang on thewal, and the other only
had produce, and thiswas srewn dl over thefloor. One bright day after bething and anointing themselves, they
were panting their facesand wondering what to do next whenthey decided onatriptoYaumgwa. Whenthese
afarswereover thelord s daughter brought home vauableswhile Maabu waslumbered withyams.  Getting
bolder with practicethey ventured even further afield and made an excurson to Teyava The Teyavafishermen,
asthey so often did, had madeahaul of barracuda. Sowhenthey returned from there, while onewasloaded with
am shdlsand betd nut, even anecklace, the other had dirty big fish, which wereimprovidently dumped onthe
floor, Then they decided to go to Tukwauukwa

For thisthey dressed with particular care, and renewed attentionsto themsd veswhilethe we coming committee
were sdecting squires for them before baing taken off to the place of thar entertainment. As before onehad so
muchjewery shejingled, whiletheother siveated under aload of fish. In Omarakananext day after they had gone
to bathe the lord's Sster said,

"l am going to take alook indde my daughter's house."

When she opened the door she was met by aswarm of flies. The wals were hidden behind dl kinds of jewdry
and persond finery while the floor was covered with piles of produce and rotting fish. The produce she carted
away, thefish shethrew in the bush; then she took water and scoured the place. To cometo the ad of her
daughter she made some ail. Then she used  the ail to meke a charmed package which she left hanging in a
convenient place. When her daughter came back she said,

"Tomorrow no doubt youwill begoing to bathe at the ocean beach. When you have bathed just seethat
you get to the comb first and be combing your hair when your cousin comes ashore. When she asksfor it let it
fdlinto the sea, and make surethet it is she who retrievesit, not you."

It was the am of the lord's Sgter to take her niece right out
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of her daughter’ slifefor ever. But thingsdid not go quiteaccording to her intentions. When they went svimming
next day one cousin did come ashorefirg for the comb and sat combing her hair, and the other after her swvim
came ashore and asked for the comb;

"Give me the comb.”
Giving it to her one cousin fumbled and let it fal Into the water and sad,

"Dive down and get you comb."
"No, you divefor it 0 | can comb my hair."



‘No, divefor it yoursdf .”

But it wasthelord' sdaughter who prevailed over thelord’ sniece, asher mother should haveexpected. Whenthe
lord's niecedived for the comb she squeezed some ail out into the pdm of her hand which affected her, so that
shedid not surface again, but went off under thewater; right out of her cousinssphereof operationsentirdy. She
ended upin Woodlark a thevery end of theeastern chain of idands There shemet up with agirl like hersdf and
they st up house together. Meanwhile her cousin back in Omarakenawas being asked by the lord,

"And whereis your cousn?’
"Perhgps the boys have taken her to the bush. | wasdone, o1 just came back by mysdf.”
"l don’'t believe you. | would like to know what you have doneto her."

Search partieswent out tolook for her. They combed thewildernessand found nothing. They combed thefdlow
lands and il found nothing. He maother gave hersdlf up to despar and mourned her for deed; an so did her
companions and boy friends. But two did not. They put to ssaand went to Kitavaand beyond. Wherever they
saw smokethey went toinvestigate. But no one could tell them anything. So they worked their way right ong
the idand chain; past Iwa, Kwevata, Gawa and right on to Woodlark. It was while they were & Woodlark,
gtanding onthebeach|ooking out to seq, that they saw smokeon ancther idand. It wastheidand wherethelord's
nieceand her new girl friend were. So theyouths paddled on and landed there; wherethey at last found whet they
had been looking for. The girls had caught themsdalves apig to edt, and it was in the oven cooking, sothe
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"Who told you to come here?’
"No one. We were jus searching.”
"Did you paddle dl the way?"
"Yes even asfa asthis”

The Woodlark hostess served the pork she had cooked saying,

"Hereis one bowl for you and your husband, and hereis another
bowl for me and my husband. "

They feasted dl day. When they retired that night one couple took one house and the other coupletook the one
next to it. During the night the Woodlark girl cdled to her friend,

"What's he doing nurang me?'

"ltsdl right. They do like that in Kirivina When you get your turn nurse him beck; its very nice”
"Oh dger, hes gtting up to me™”

"ltsdl right, they do like thet in Kirivina"

"Oh gger, heé spushing me”

"Yes, they do that too in Kirivina"

"Oh g4er, heésnibbling my lashes™



"Let him do that. They do that too in Kirivina"
“ Oh 9ger, hé sapinchingme”

"ltswhat they do in Kiriving youll likeit."
"Oh gger, hesfondling me"

"The way they do in Kirivinaits very nice

Sometimelater they caught another pig, dressed it and put it in the oven to cook. They had aparty that night and
feasted on pork and vegetables; and this party had been prepared o that they could make arrangementsfor yet
another feast, which would mark the departure - of one couple for their homein Kirivina. It was agreed,

"Y ou will do the vegetablesand | will cook the pig; and after the feest is over you will leave”

Whenthetime camethey caught another pig ard cooked it with fancy vegetablesand dumplings and had another
feast. Then assoon asdaylight showed next morning they put aboard their jewdry, asamshel s, pendente, necklaces
and everything for avoyage. Then the younger of the two menfrom  Kirivinaand the lady he had won as his
bride took thar places
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intheir boat and paddled off leaving thee der brother and hisWoodlark bridein Woodlark. Paddling day and night
they cameinaday or twoto Gawa, thenasmilar sagebrought them to Kwewata, another sageto Iwa, another
to Kitava, and so findly back to Kaulakuba, the Omarakana landing. Mdabu went ashore and inland to the
village, where she found her mother adegp. She woke her up.

"Who are you?

| am Mddbu.

"Don’'t tdl melies™

"l am not. | an Mdabu,

Her mother opened the door and shewent in; and her mother had agood cry. The village peoplewere curious,
"What is she crying for?'

Madabu her daughter has just come home”
Madabu's undethelord of Omarakanawas much relieved. The newly wed couple settled in Omarakanatn
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CHAPTER 7

KUKWANEBU

1. PureFantasesand Fary Tdes
Proverb:MEl KANABWATULA O VALU Bl LAGI ITAKOLA O LA-ODILA
"The word unheeded & home will be taken to heart in olitude”



Being present at agtory telling sessonisamemorable experience. Even though we might not recogniseasingle
word anumber of important things are obvious Thereis apotent magic in the Sory. Late comersrecognise it
ingantly. Everyone, but especidly the young hang on every word. Thereisanunmistekable qudity there. Itis
aqudity that fascinates, that holdsby itsown power. It ispureentertainment. Theheart and mindissat free. Like
theeyetolight, theear to sound, thebody totouch, thespirit findssomething neturd toitsalf towhichitsresponse
isautométic. Thereisthecommunication of something of thegood or thetrueor thebeautiful whichit needs with
which mind and heart isat homeand & peace; asisthe physicd man inthe presence of food, music, comfort and
blithepiritsof good company. Inthisawarenessof hislarger salf and wonder at thelarger lifeour peesant mogtly
sees himsdlf. Not to know him as he knows himsdlf isto know only adigortion of him.

Charles Dodgson did somethirg for dl little girlswhen hetold storiesto Alice. Nobody sees anything wrong in
their seeing thair own charm through the magnifying glass of themind of Lewis Carroll. Thiswonder isnormd
and wholesome. What isnot normal or naturd isto beblind toit. Our peasant could never trust anyonelikethat
because suchinsengtivity isthe hal mark of the Cannibd. Heisnot so unwisethat hewould exspect diensto be
versed inthat magic; only that they would know that hehad it. So an expressed recognition of thisintheoutsde
world would help him to be a ease with himsdf facing that outsde world. 1t would prevent disastrous
misconceptions like that expressad by Kenyatta in his quarrd with the missonary. As far as rdigion was
concarned, the African was regarded as a dean date, on which anything could be wri tten.
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He was supposad to take wholeheartedly dl religious dogmas of the whiteman, and keep them sacred and
unchalenged, no metter how dien to the African mode of life. The Europeans basad their assumption on the
conviction that everything the African did or thought wasevil. They st out to uproot the African body and soul
from his cusoms and bdiefs”

Inthelight of Boyowan experiencethispronouncement of Kenyattal swould beawarning rather than aJudgment.
Revolutionary changeand fresh culturecontact inevitably havefeaturesthat areirksome. What K enyattadepl ored
was not being remedied by himsdf or by anthropology. Hehasgiven alot of timeand thought to the problem of
how to show that much thet thetriba peasant doesand thinksisgood, particularly inthat aspect of hislivingwhich



isrdigious. Inthisheis perfectly right.m But to unite al men in that undersanding needs dl thewisdominthe
world. The horison of this rdigion is very dosed in. Rdatives and rdatives of rdatives, friends and friends of
friends dwel in its light. The rest is wilderness and the night. Because it is smdl it is very very dear. But the
fondnessieonly for intimates. Our peasant doesnot want to make onewith thestranger ontheritua and magica
leve. Thedetribaised never redly re-enter; no convertsaremade. Theexpression of their communionisjust for
themsdves Facing awider crde even the magidan istongue-tied.

Kenyata, following the lead of his mentor and tracing down the syetem of magic ceremonid, would be
dismayed, | think, if heredlised how little of the glow of glory therewas for others"'in the performance of their
meagic and traditiond ceremoniesin undisturbed serenity facing Mount Kenya™ Hemight havedonebetter if he
had opened up thefidd of song and dance. What he cdlslullabies are only the VINAVINA of this present study.
Having medereferenceto the"vivid way inwhich goriesaretold, and their incidents acted out,” henever comes
back to them; and Kenya is o rich. His concern with meagic and pious rituas was influenced perhgps by his
mentor's useof them to explain the programming and gardening disciplineof growing crops. Theglow of glory
in these ceremoniesis only for thosewho have grown up with themin their familiar form of soaety. Thisisnot
the area of communication with other tribes, and is only one segment of thetriba world-view. In Boyowathey
aremodly inaugurd rites and grace notes like invocations, litanies and recessonds
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onvillage ativities. For onewith thefeding of the Pgpuan tribd shgpe of thingsawhole phase of tribd livingis
missing from Kenyatta s description; the more secular cdebration of thetribd mysteries with song and dance,
the parade of thetriba glories.

Evenfor Papua, wherethissort of thingisthemaost colorful aspect of lifeinthe country, ethnologigshavegiven
usonly avery thin account. How the subjects of their sudy might view their findingsor their expresson of them
scarcely seemsto enter the purview of these authors. My own feding isthat tribesmen would do better never to
reed bookswritten about them; and thetriba anthropol ogist should digest them with agenerousdice of patient
undergtanding. Suchworkss mply achefor amorehumantouch. Magic spdlsd onearenot amediumof common
undersanding. To re-createthem outsdethar proper environment isnot practica and anything dseisjust not
worthy. In these days when more and more tribesmen are being educated to the point where they can follow
everythingwiththesameunderstanding asdivilised peopleanythinglessthan adequateexpressonisboundto hurt,
and may even infuriate, without bothering about how silly it makes the civilised ook to them.

| have adduced only Mdinowski and Jomo Kenyattaas guideralsto this discusson because | do bdievethey
know what they are talking about and have ared concern; and | can fed that | am in touch with redity in the
matter. Why anyonewould want to bother with adubioudy andyticd leve of comparisonlikethat of Dundas of
gories| jus wonder. What Sr James Frazer did for anthropology by his collection of talesin the Golden Bough
wasanotable and worthy step; but | would not want to add to it. Comparativefolkloreisno moreinspiring than
compaaiverdigion. Any liveform of thethingitsdf ismoreinspiring than suchastudy. Thosewhowanttocan
compare Boyowan folklorewith Russian, European, Amerindian, Afrioan or Oceanicfolk talesand | hopethey
areddighted; but it ssemsto methey aregetting only an abdract, only aportion of thewhole. Thethingisfully
diveonlyinthevillagetdling, whereit isthevehide of coherent thought in acontext asbig again or bigger then



the given form.

Outsdethetribd feding they arewithout abiospherein which to live. Outsde the village environment, without
undergtanding of their
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dasscd dlusons, unawareof thedifferent focusof child and adult, triba sudiescan only seentrivid affar. And
such they wereto mewhen Tovileu wastdling them. But hisvillage, Tukwauukva, was|ess than two hundred
yardsaway, and thetenor of itslifeamaiter of perpetud advertence; itsructions, and they were many, could be
overheard. They werefrequent enough for meto nati cethat themoreturbul ent they werethe moreddightful and
sendtive the whimsey of the current KUKWANEBU. KIMS NUNULI came aday or two after aferocious
polemic a which | hgppened to be present. Two danswerefighting mad a each other. The sdle of adugong,
caught in the overlgp of their nets, had been mishandled, spoiling the dedl; the beast had been halved insteed of
itsprice. Thevirtuogty of the story tdller was parked by the sodid criss;  theinnocence of thelittle oneshed
to be protected with some counterba ancing digtraction; and the very fact of his performancewasasignd tothe
hot headsto coal it.

2.  Animal Tales

Proverb: MIPULUPOLU NEYAM USAGWA IKINANA
“ My men are savages from nightlong seething.”

KUKWANEBU initswides senseisjus agory likeany iteminthiscollection; or any itemwith thesameform,
yle and entertainment vaue. But asking for a KUKWANEBU lis normaly understood more specificaly.

Thisisafairy tdefor the very young, apure fantasy in the vein of acomic grip. Thetaesin thisend the next
two chapters are KUKWANEBU in the more precise meaning of the term. This is the lowest common
denominator of Boyowan proseliterature which establishesthe pattern for thewholeof it. " Even sacred legends
and coamic myths are ddivered in this comic Syle and petter. Thisisan importat  principle. Students of
compardive rdigion and Vedic or suchlike literature would not be nonplussed by the recurring note of
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flippancy if they knew & firgt hand atradition like the Boyovan; and could see the subject of their Sudy as
gemming from such atradition. Thewhalething inthefirg inganceis Just fun meking. Theanimd or magica
demeant in dl the Soriesis jus wonderland stuff; even the dasscd or coamologicd dlusons are just wonder
notes. Many of these matifs are degply sentimenta and carry awarning thet it is unlucky to abuse in any way
cregturestha aredan emblems; and even wherethey dludeto cosmologicd eventsthey are not the vehide of
their expogtion, cartainly notinthisor thenext two chapters. Only thestoriesof Tudavaand Kiuinthiscollection
gpproach a Scripturd seriousness of expresson, and only thenin certain aspects of thestory.  Thegtory itsdf
isonly incidentd to the village occason. The vitd need is diverson. The sory must possessits own power to



chaminitsownright. Thestory isnot madeto preservetheseriousmotifs Theseintimationstakether turn and
earnthar presarvationinthetriba memory by sarvingthestory. Thair matrix isnot in any formulated 'literature”
but in adepartment of tribd life & which we mugt take alook.

| don't think 1 would have noticed this, or cometo think about it properly. If | had & 9t known Tovileu. When
| cameto take down these oriesit waswith most lack lustre expectations from my dreary experience of them
in Baslaki and Milne Bay. It wasfor agart Smply an exerdsein ear training. All was achieved if the text was
intligible when read back. Tovileu never volunteered explandions, remarks on the Sde, yes, but never
explanaions. For himif thestory wasnot sdf evident nofurther contribution could saveit. My object wassmply
toamassmaterid a which | could quarry. So | never asked for explanaions. Thefact that | did not credited me
with a sgpient understanding too flatering to disclam and too precious, for "the confidence it bred, to forego.

Absorbing theworks of Madinowski on their own ground did of course make these stories ever so much more
meaningful. But thisin turn Smply drew aside the screen from something e se again that was not manifested in
the books of Mdinowski. The structurdisms of tribd society that captured his atention were not metters of
conscious natice to Tovileu; they went without saying. The movements of the Soriesthemsdves livdy and
exditing, did not need any underscoring; where Tovileu
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nudged was somewhere se again.

It waswith Tovileuthat | began taking down poetry; thetext of theWOS used in the song and dance. Thiswas
a'literary’ form as patently for adults only asthe KUKWANEBU was only for juveniles. Though the type of
WOS thet Tovileuwasinterested inwaslight ballad of theflimsest content itsform was, by itsown standards,
regular; its syle as unmistakable as the heroic couplet, as anyone can see by looking a the proverbs | have
quoted. It was ready made for the expression of gphoriam; though it seemed to shun it ddiberately, perhaps
because so much Boyowan verseis packed with it. But when gphoriam is expressed it isinescgpable because
the sanza as a whole makes the meaning of the main couplet Smply unmistakable,

GOVA LEIGOVA LOVEGOVA Cheearing a cheering stops cheering
DELI VALAM YOVALAM While arying with crying crieson
TEILAMWEISA BUTUMAWA The day floor aandoned
IDAUWELU WE LA MOI She pineson her bed

YETOYETO VIVILAI That YETOYETO girl

GOVA LEIGOVA LOVEGOVA For cheering a cheering Stops cheering
DELI VALAM YOVALAM' while crying with crying cries on.

When ared dory tdler like Tovileu is performing there are more adults than children listening; and ligening no
lessintently thenthelittleones.  Sothereisabackground of understandingtotheoft heard tle, somethingwith
aperpetud fascination. The prose of the KUKWANEBU isasmagicd initsway asthe poetry of song; itisn
milieu of excitement end ddight. It islike acult in the tribd mystique, atriba day dream that teps the tribd
reservair. It isonly one of severd socid adtivities that draw on and replenish that reservoir.

That reservair, the soirit of the Boyowan people, is typified preeminently be Tudava Hisis the unifying and



governingfigure, But hisstory isnot acoherent one. Therearemany storiesabout him, but they arefragments
that do not fit together; and Boyowans have been, content to leave it that way. The Story is bigger than any
formulated myth or collection of myths; itisencompassed rather by dl Boyowansholding to thesame Tudavan
tradition, andthefuller expresson of that isspread throughtheir wholeculture. Rutindividua tdesareproperly
intdligible
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only againg the background asawhole; so dongwith thereview of the various Boyowan ories| will try and
unfold theroleof Tudava asborn out by myth, ritud, magic gpdl, song, dasscd aluson, monument, village
protocol, colloquid referenceand the sometimes sartlingly perceptive commentsof non-Boyowan neighbours
whose culture is divergent and even partly opposed.

3. Kwaroto, the Mound Bird

Tovileu

Proverbs KWALITOLELA YEYUNA NEBOGI TEIGOIGOLA
"Sand piperstalsflip al day."
(Idiosyncrasies are unintentiond)

Comment:

The KWAROTO isthe mound bird or meggpod, the chief asit were of the ground birds; and thisisatdefor
thevery youngwho, asmakersof comic gripsknow, arenot particular about redlism. Asfar asolder peopleare
concerned thisisalittle propagandaon behdf of al ground birdslike sand pipers, snipe, curlews, plovers, thet
they should be spared. The Boyowans find something highly fetching in the cries and motions of dl of them.

The RAIBWAGA intheBwoitau areg, asthe Bwoitdufolk know very wel, isparticularly treacherous. Itisso
recently risenfromtheseathat it hasnot yet been weather worn and consolidated. Stonescollgpseat atouch. An
intruder could belanded in apit wherehewould beashd plessasinawheet Slo. Itisaplaceto keep away from,
onepracticd warning of thegtory.  KIKI isan dluson to an obsceneway of dying.  Thedour Bwoitdu folk
could bethelagt of the Cannibds, for dl the repect they get, being fair gamefor dl kinds of ridicule

Story:

Themound bird shomewasa Kagau. Hedid hisdancing thereand wasjoined by the sand piper and thesnipe.
When he garted up his
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dance he sang,

"A mound bird redly, happily
With histdl dl day goesjauntily,
Hippity, flippity, flippity,
Waggily, waggily, waggily.”

All the world sees and knows this song and dance of the birds; but to the dour Bwoitalu men it was
offengve. Its cheeky teasness provoked them. They sad,

"This afternoon we are going to kill every bird."

They went downtothelanding placeof thesand piper carryingthar throwing sticks. Thesand pipersput onther
dancefor thorax

"Oh would we friendly be,
Brotherly, brotherly
With pose daggily,
Piperly, cobberly
Treading aground bird's measure,
Waving dl tallstogether,
Cheeky, cheekily cheeky,
KIKI, KIKIKI KIKI."
When the Bwoitdumen set totokill them theground birdsflew off to thewild country. Therethey swooped on

the Bwoitalu men, and taking them by the hair, toppled them into the pits and killed then. Thar bodies were
afterwards dragged out and thrown into the sea. Since then the ground birds have not been molested any more.

4. Biniyala and the Python
Bammed

Proverb: KWABIYA YAGAGU: SUBIYA WOUGU
"You have my names | am your dave”

Comment:

Bammed, at thetime but ayouth, would be ardatively unpractised story tdler; and he has given thisstory very

sketchy tregtment; his mind was obvioudy more on the fish he was waiting for. The VINAVINA, which
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inthisstory mugt be avery interesting one, is not given; and so we do not know the name of thewicked uncdle.
Oneof thepointsinthestory seemstobe, Don' t put namesin VINAVINA. 1DGEGA isagenerd sort of name



for condrictors, whose chief asit wereisthe python. It isinteresting to notethat the Boyowans, who seemto be
0 purdy Mdanesan, are ill concerned intheir folklorewith the subject of snekes, thetotemic emblemsof the
aborigind people, and wehaveherethemoatif, contrary tothegenerd Mdanesan sengttivity inthena ghbourhood
a leadt, that names can be an influence for sefety. Thisis even more dearly expressad in the story of Kiu.
Story:

It could be that Kadawaga was the village where Biniyda used to live. His unde, who was wicked, wanted to
berid of him; for he was saying,

“I musgt take him and abandon him in atree where only the birds can vigt him."

Thewicked undedidthat. After leaving Biniydain thetop of atree he came back to thevillagedoneto sing of
his hatred of Biniyda The carpet sneke became very curious. He sad to the hawk,

"If you find someonein atree top ask him what hisnameis”
The hawk flying around found Biniyda

"What is your name?'
"l an Biniyda"

The hawk reported to the carpet snake who asked,

"What is his name?'
"Ohdear! | hadit; but | sopped and ate a grasshopper and now | can't remember it."

The carpet snake told another bird;
"Take your lunch with you and go and find out that person’s name and come and tdl me."
The bird flew off.

"What is your name?'
"l an Biniyda"

The bird flew back to report. Sad the carpet snake,
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"What is his name?’
"Oh | was bringing it when | stopped to eat somefruit; and now | can't remember it."

So the carpet sneke sent the dove.

"What is your name?'



Thebird flew back.

"Yes what ishis name?’

"Oh dear, | was coming to tell you when | sopped to est something, and now it is gone.”
The carpet sneke told the SKWEIKWA  bird,

"SIKWEIKWA, go and ask him what his nameis?"'
The SKWEIKWA bird went;

"What is your name?'
"l an Biniyda"

But on theway back the SKWEIKWA bird saw somefruit and stopped to et it. Then the carpet sneke asked
him,

"How did you get one? Did you find out his name?”

"Yeshetold me, but it has dipped my memory.”

"Wl thisis getting tiresome; will you go back and ask again.”
The bird went once more,

"What is your name?'
"l an Biniyda"

But ontheway back the SKWEIKWA bird stopped & aK APALASINA treeto eat someof thefruit. Whenthe
capet snake asked agan his answer was the same as before. He had forgotten. So the fish hawk was asked.

"Will you go and ask him?"

Thefish hawk did; but on theway back he happened to notice some fish and went after them; and after egting
them he couldn't remember the name. So the carpet snake asked the honey ester to go which hedid;

"Who are you?"
“l amBiniyda"

Now the honey eater went straight back to the carpet snake who asked,

"And what is his name?’
"HisnameisBiniyda"

That was whét the carpet snake thought it would be? The honey edter flew again to Biniydato tel him,
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"Just hold on. Hislordship is coming. Don't be afrad of him.



Just hold on till he comes; heis on your Sde”
The honey egter went to the carpet snake again who asked,

"How ishe?'
"He can hold on."

Thecarpet snakemadehieway tothetop of thetree. Hewent to Biniyaaand wrgpped himsdf around him. Then
he levered him down and down till he was back on the ground. Then he unwound himsdf and went home,
Biniydafollowed him; and went to live with him. There came atime when the dance was on in the village of
Kadavagaand Biniydasad,

" must go and dance."

Whilethedancingwasdill onthewicked undesaw Biniyda; and decided ho must takehim back. But the carpet
snake was unwilling to give up this son whom he had found abandoned. The unde unearthed his wedth and
offered it dl to the carpet snake; but the carpet sneke il refused.

"Heismy son now and heis going to go on living with me. Thereis no moreto say.”

Ontheday of the grand finde of the dance Biniydawent off to Kedawaga. He looked in thefirgt house; it was
empty. Helooked inthe sacond; it wasempty too. But hewent onwith hissearch and findly found hisunclewho
was sound adegp. Hetook alight and st the houseonfire. Some daysafter thefunerd Biniyalaannounced that
he was the new chief. He brought his father the carpet snake to Kadawagato live; which they did ever after.

5. Kuvivia: The Plover Child

Tovileu
Proverb:  YOYU BUTUNA O LIBUYOYU BIYOYU
“ Growing fame promotes itsdf."

Comment:
Thistde should provide some duesinto thefolklore background of the DALA or dan whose point of originis
asociated with O-Kaboma
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Thesebirds the KUVIVIA, are DALA or minor totemic emblemsand, like the PULOU for the Tabdu, are
the proper emblems of the dan whose KUMILA or philum emblem isthelory. The crazily errdic flight of the
plover just on dark isthe sort of thing thet dways exdtesthewhimsicd Boyowan fancy. Thisfrisky flight, after



theinactivity of theday, whichisitsresting period, looksfor dl theworld likethat of ademented thing tryingto
fly avay in every direction a once. Thistdlingisnot thefull verson; nor isit well told by Boyowan sandards
It would beinteresting to know more about the place of theloose stones, and Pocks comesinto thestory, aptly,
but abit aruptly a the end.
The Story:
The Cannibd wasin possesson of O-Kabomaand had eaten everybody. Only onewoman had been missed and
shelived a the place of thefdlen rookswhere no one ever went. She had two childrenwho wereextraordinary.
Thefirg wasawhite cockatoo and the other wasthe speckled plover. But her third child wasordinary. Only this
third child wasdwayshungry becausethey had no garden; and shewasadwayscrying. Theplover bird could not
gand it. One day she got up and went off saying,
“I mugt find food for our little girl.”
Sheflew off to the garden of the Canniba where she dug up yamsand taro and filled abasket with them. With
thesesheflew back dongthemanroad givingout her cry, thecarrier’ scry of distress, asshewent for her burden
was very heavy. When she got home her mother was astonished and asked,

"Where did you get the vegetables?”’
But the speckled plover only wanted to get on withit.

"Hrst cook thisfood for you and thelittle oneand then I'll tell you about it. Just cook it dl. Tomorrow
| am going back for more"

Next day sheflew off again to the garden of the Cannibd. She dug out aswag of yamsand taro and sugar cane
and flew of! with it. Her mother was shocked.

"Y ou mugt not be so extravagant.”
But the speckled plover sad,

"Cook it dl; therell be more tomorrow when | go again.”
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Sothey madeafeast tolagt dl day. Meanwhilethe Canniba wasworried and having nightmaresabout hisgarden
and saying,

"Oh my poor garden. What thief could have ruined it? In the morning very early | must go and look it
over."

He went round his garden twirling his KAUY A or take-along pouch as he went, crying,



"Who could have done such athing to ray garden. It must be pigs or thieves"
He went right around by the outer boundary. He was shocked.
“ Oh who could have eaten out dl my garden?’
The speckled plover answered him.
"l did."
Sad the Cannibd,
"Yourealiar."
"Wdl who dse?
“Theré sno one but me."
"You aretoo smdl; | ill want to know who has esten my garden.”
"Yesitisraher empty, iVt it? You wouldn't think | did it; but | did."
The cheekiness of the KUVIVIA was just too teasy for the Cannibd. He sad,
‘Wait while| get agone; I'll kill you."

TheCannibd threw sonesa the speckled plover asshe dodged around the garden pillars. Hewas choking with
rage.

"Y ou can dodge; but don't you think | can't kill you; just you: just wait while | get bigger sones™
Thespeckled plover just leed him on, over and back dong thefence, till thefencewasruined. Thenthe Canniba
changed to throwing sticks and the plover took cover in the garden dodging among the yam stakes till the
Canniba had knocked them dl down and was too tired to throw any more and was saying,

"Oh my friend | am knocked up; just you wait while | ret abit.”
"Yes, you takeit easy while | take home some food for our little one™

Whilethe Cannibd just sat there the speckled plover loaded up and st off. It flew in the craziest way; and no
one could have known where it was making for; whether O-Kupukopu, O-Kaboma, llalima, Kaituvi or
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O-Bulaku. When she disgppeared over the outer coast behind O-Bulaku the Canniba sad,

"l can dill get her when shecomesagain. | don't carewhere shehasgoneto; I'll ill catch her. I'll sart
my hunt tomorrow."

He garted looking in the morning early. He hunted dl through the jungle and found nothing; and in the falow



lands and il found nothing; dong the coast behind O-Bulaku; aong the Wawdadiffs, day after day he kept
up his search, even into the Luba swvamp lands. It was dwaysin van.

The cockatoo decided they must have aboat. So aKALALA treewas cut down, cut out, planed smooth and
outfitted. Thistakesalong time; but dl thet time the Canniba went on searching, even when it wastimeto try
out thenew boat and they dl went to thetrids, even their mother. Eventhat day the Cannibd wasdtill seerching;
30 they should have been quiet. But in their excitement they forgot about that and got very noisy. The Cannibd
went out to look from the kitchen midden and saw them. He exdamed,

"Wel what do you know? | have been looking for them everywhere
and herethey were dl the time right under my nose.”

TheCannibd ran asfast ashe could right to wherethey lived a the place of thefalling Sones. Hewent for thair
mother and opened his mouth very wide to gobble her up in one bite. But the cockatoo had said to the plover,

"You ride his hip and weave, confuse him, while | take him to pieces”
Whilethe Cannibd inhisgreedinesswent for their mather to gobbleher up in onegulp the plover atacked from
thefront, weaving right and | ft, and the cockatoo worked from behind. Every timetheplover feintedtooneside
thecockatoowith hisnut-cracker bill took the Cannibd gpart onthecther. TheCannibd diedavery panful desth
and left his bones a the place of the loose sones. It was the cockatoo who made the suggestion,
"Mother, it istimeto pack up. You could go and marry Tokosikuli.”
So they packed up their things and moved into a proper village at O-Kaboma Tokoskuli was concerned;
"What are you doing? Have you no fear? This is the home of the Cannibd.”

The cockatoo told him how the Canniba hed died and that they
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were now free,

"And we have brought our mother. Perhaps you could marry her.”
"Well my dear friends, | might do that; you know | am not abad fdlow redly."

So their mother married Tokoskuli and they lived & Okailboma They took over the gardens, the precious axe
gones and dl the jewdry and wedth of the Cannibd. They made his place their home and settled there.

6. Migiyaweda, the Flying Fox-Man
Danid Monsuwa
Proverh: YAGAM IGAVEAKA GUYAU TOLALALAS



"Fame for kindnessisred fame"
Comments.

Thisgtory takesfor granted knowledgeof ancther sory, of ten brotherswho werejed ousof thehandsomegood
looksof their littlebrother, and afraid to do him violencedirectly, findly managed to escort him away fromhome
to some sail making on the beach, where he was wrapped up in asall and digposed of in the sea. Hewas pitied
by the Sun and recovered in her morning homein O-Myuwa, safeguarded from her ruffian offpring Tobumyou
or Dugt, and findly restored to his home in Kwabwaga, where he became lord over his brothers and punished
them by turning them into Vampires, and sending them to livein caves.

Here, asinthe Bubunagtory, wemeet the Boyowan fascination with thesymbol of wrapstowhichawholeshesf
of matifsis tied; motifs that are very much in mind when beauty magic is performed or mortuary offices, a
pregnancy rites or whenever we meet the theme of insengtivity, ungppreciated worth, overlooked devotion,
unrequited love, fasemodesty, theinferiority complex, insengtive assartion of authority or some such problem
ismétter for concern. The VINAVINA inthisstory isagem of plaintive beauty. Asfor the point of view of the
ligeners with the beady eyes it is not niceto pick up the
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pips aflying fox may have spa; it is good to prune avay any idiosyncrases a practioner of the black arts,
represented by the Vampire, might teke advantage of. Vampires like TOGEGA or dimbing snekes, the
NAY QY OWA or MULUKWAUS, theflyingwitchesarenat favourably regardedfigures; they arelbogey men.

The Story:

Therewasananimd cdledtheVampire, endtherewasapretty girl cdled Kdavatawhosefaher wasalord. The
VampirewaslivinginaKAIKUKU tree when he bad a dream that he was eating something that looked like
breadfruit. This made him hungry; so inthe night hewent looking for breedfruit; and when he found it some of
it fel on the house where Kdawata lived. In the morning when the Vampire had gone Kdawata got up and
darted picking up the breadfruit pips, and she found the breadfruit that the VVampire had knocked down. She
cooked and &eit. That night the Vampire remembered the fruit he had knocked down and went seerching for
it. Hecouldn't smell it ontheground, or onany of theverandahs, sohesmdtinsdeeach houseinturntill hecame
tothe house Kdawatawasdegping in. Shesmdled of breadfruit, so hewrgpped her upin hiswing and took her
with him. He went to his mother's place and said to her,

"Look efter thisgirl. Sheisto be my wife"

Then, becauseit wasdmost daylight, hewent to degpinthe KAIKUKU tree. Kdawvaawent on living with her
moather-in-law who would say in the morning,

“ Come on, we must get ready to go to the garden.”



After gardening dl the morning mother-in-law would say,
“Now, if you will bresk some firewood, | will look after the cooking.
After getting the firewood Kdawatawould lie down and cry; and this was her lament,

"No parties, games or life -
This boredom wears your wife.
My mother drab assin,

My only mate hiskin
Ohwrgpunwrgp; - undone
Do not entrgp my son."
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TheVampiremanwho becameaVampireonly a night was very moved by thesewords, and hewould givehis
mother many presents for Kdawata, who would hand them on, saying,

"Hereis betd rut for you and spice”
She would show them to her own mother when they were working in the garden, saying,

“ My mother-in-law gave me this betd nut and spice”
"Yes, tha isa present from your husband,”

In time she had a child who grew up to be ahunter. He did not know that hisfather was aVVampire man who,
when he came homein the morning, would sometimestake off hiswrap and hangitintherafters. Oneday his
father waswith hiswifein the garden and hisson waswith the other boyshunting VAKIA birds Hissondid not
have any luck though the others did. When they teased him about this he was upset; S0 he camehome and lay
down on the verandah. He used hismother’ s carding board as apillow; and so, looking up, he saw hisfather’ s
wrgp. He thought,

“Oh and | thought my father never hunted for me.”

Hetook hisfather’ swrap and roasted it and ateit. Thishad adradtic effect on hisfather working in the garden.
He was mortdly dricken. He sad to hiswife,

"Let’s go home and see what they have done?”
They questioned him;

"Whét have you done?’

"Oh, wehunting VAKIA birdsand my friendscooked and atethersand teesed me. | | eft themand came
home. | thought my father never hunted for me, but when | saw theflying fox intherafters| took it and cooked
it. | havejudt finished edling it.

They sad,
"Oh what amigiake to make!"

Hisfaher went in to hisbed and lay down and died.
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7 Kaimagu, the Mud crab and the Touchy Cannibals

Danid Monduwa

Proverb: KUTUMA BIGI-TOWOS BUKWAU BIGA-BAS
"Y ou bury wisdom taking offence.”

Comment:

Anyonewho goesinto atropicd mangroveforest knowsthat he has met with aunique fegturein nature.
These forests danding in Alt, or a least brackish, water are modtly in aress of heavy rainfdl and in
assodationwithranforests; andthesemangrovesarehardwood timber treeswith adigtinct character from
that of the scrubby mangrovesof thedrier regions. They practicaly monopolisetheir sand and their trunks
areasdenseand sraight asthose of aplanted pineforest. To sound wavesthetrunks present averitable
wal; andthecanopy of leavesaboveisaseffectiveasaroof for shuttingindl sounds. Thesearemagnified
and echo around asin an empty cathedrd, To the eye everythingis dill so sounds are sartling and esrig;
limbsof treesfdl dlently and crash invisbly onthefloor of devated roats, the croaking cranelovesthese
places, sometimesfighting bull crocodilesthrash and below; but dwaysthereisthe KAIMAGU or mud
crab working in the peety mud on thewhite- cocklesor dams, and these a times bregk with areport like
that of the crack of arifle, sometimes amaost beneath one sfeet. Such aplace could not fail to excitethe
lively Boyowan fancy.

The Story:

Themud crablived a thehead of thecregk; whereit floated timberstogether for thebuilding of aplatform,
When thiswas done helay down on it and sang his ditty,

"Cutting timber blunts the axe!
Cutting timber blunts the axe!
To hdl withit. “
Whenthesunwent down hesangit again; and again & midnight; but a two o'dock inthemorning hesang
it loudest of dl. Thiswoke the Canniba, who turned over and woke hiswife, saying,
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"Mama Mama Wakeup. Your gardenisruined. They' vetaken everything.”
"Oh what' s the matter with you? Stop waking me up; its only the roosters crowing.”

Before dawn the mud crab gave forth again and put the Cannibd in quite astate. He could not be patient
any longer.

"Mama. Mama. Thegadenisruined. I'm off. Comeassoon asitislight. ™



Arrived & the garden he found it full of the cry,
"Cutting timber bluntsthe axe. Oh hdll withiit."
Said the Camnibd,
"Wl now, right in my own garden.”
Sad KAIMAGU,
"What have you to worry about?"
Said the Camnibd,
"Oh | don*1 have to bandy words with you; you* re not even an animd, just acrab."
And the KAIMAGU sad,
“You have no garden; why tak as though you owned them dl?
But the Cannibd sad,
"Just you stay where you are and I’ 11 roll this big Sone on you and mash you up.”
And the mud crab said,
"Oh come on then; be quick about it."
TheCannibd rolled abig sonewherethemud crablay; but themud crab just flipped asideand soranginto
the attack most fearsomely. With his pincershigh on @ther side, helept, and lept, and lept. The Cannibal
fled over the fence and into the bush; though the mud crab hed not chased him at dl; hewas il in the
garden with hisarms held high and wide, and he was saying,
"Just you get out of herethisingant, or I'll snap off the calves of your legs.”

The Cannibd in panic fled degper into the bush, leaving the mud crab donein the garden. After awhile
the Cannibd sad to himsdlf,

"Oh but you haven't seen the last of me. I'll get that big mangrove log. I'll mash you; be sure”
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But the KAIMAGU sad,



"Oh come on, be quick about it."

The Canniba hefted the log onto his head, and porting it so went and tipped it over the fence into the
garden and sood back. The mud crab made asthough to go a him, waving hisarmsin such amenacing
fuzzy that the Canniba was quite outfaced, and fled back into thebush. Themud crab , with aloud crack,
sheered off a stake judt to add zip to his panic.

"Out of herethisingtant. If you so much as pause I 11 sheer your legs off.”
"Oh Pd, oh gr, don't do thet. I'm winded. I'm done. Let me get my breath.”

Then Mamacame.
"What? Oh just look what that crab has done. Our gardenisdl ruined.”
But the mud crab said,
“ Oh comeonthen; thetwo of you. I'm only acrab, and I'm on my own; but come on, comeon!™

The Canniba stogether became bold. Papaporting alog of wood on hishead came up over thestyleand
hiswifecamewith him. But when he good from under thelog to drop it onthe crab, thecrab snapped his
daws so menacingly, they were quite outfaced and fled back up over thestyle. But thistimewhilethey
went up and over the crab went through under, and taking the old manin onedaw and theold womanin
the other just hed onto themttill they died. Thisishow themud crab cameto make hishome a the heed
of the llalima creek.
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CHAPTER 8

The Story and ItsMoral

Proverb: TABAS DA KAILOGU MIGINA DA VANUI
"Wefix out gatus by formd occasons.

The gentle ironies of these tdes is ddiberatdy cultivated. Like the ancent Greeks the Boyowans are
particularly sengtivetotheproblem of hubris They havealonglist of wordsfor itsvariousmanifesations,
and for the very reason that they are sngularly bedevilled by it, they promotethe moreits opposte. Even
after yearsof familiarity thefrequency of calsfor gentleness, restraint, patience, saif control, thoughtfulness
and cond deration continued to surprise; so that, consdering dl that has been written about these people,
and how little about this, it isworthy of

comment here.

Anthropology, by itsvery orientation onfacts and their raionsand functions, actudly valsthethinking



of itssubjects, whilethequdity of that thinkingisnot even conveyed. Eventooursdvesthediscursvestyle
of philosophic or saentific gudiesby itsvery definitiveness can midead usinto thinking we have summed
thingsupwheninfact wehavesaid very little. "At the sametimethe gpparent artlessness of the prditerate
expressiondigractsusand wedo not redize how much hasbeen said and withwhat awonderful economy
of words. Theearliest philosophershad most reasontobeawareof this. Aristotleremarked that poetry had
agregter orientation onredity than higtory. Only astory can makeonefed thed ectrifying magic of aword
like"KWALEIGUS." Protect me! and sensethat it had shgped theways of men through any number of
gengrations Cannibdismisasfar from Boyowatoday asfrom Martin Place or Times Square, but it is4ill
the supreme, gdvanizing symbal of evil. Jugt how lively, any tourigt can test for himsdlf, by waiving into
any Boyowan village and asking in a loud voice for the BWALA KAMKWAM TAU. That isif he
does't mind being the occasion of a dock sopping sensation.

Theso prevaent flatness of presentation weare used to ssemscomefrom addiberateinadvertenceonthe
part of Europeans, asthough
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there were things we were forbidden or too prg udiced to see or admit the exisence of. Jomo Kenyetta,
apupil of Mainowski’ s, who encouraged by himwrote hisown book of anthropology ontheKikuyuwas
suspiciousof this, and protested, "I know | mugt offend those professond friends of the African, who are
prepared to mantain ther friendship to eternity as a sacred duty, provided only, that the African will
continueto play the part of anignorant savage, so they can monopoalize the office of interpreting hismind
andspeskingfor him." Thesedayswhenincreasing numbersof thethird world arebecoming literate, this
want of expresson on the part of sudents of the aesthetic character and qudlity of the culture of ther
subjects mugt be ever more and more suspect of downgrading.

Thesardonichumor of Kenyatta sprotestisequally Boyowanin character. Thetribd citizenknowsbetter
than any other that lifeisimposs ble without conformity; that asuperimposad conformity isnot mordlity.
Facingsdf government onaleved wherether tribd solidarity must beextended to aconfederacy of tribes
they will nead ther own dready achieved tribd vison of themsdves as equd before the law, thar
traditiond spiritud drivewithitsspontaneous, dbeit harsh, thrust to prove, eechtribe, their ownworth. All
the Boyowan indtitutions so fathfully described by Mdinowski; BAGULA, BWAIMA, URIGUBU,
KAYASA, KOVESA, SAGALL, BULITILAULA, WOS, LAPULA and many othersdl havethisin
common, that they conduceand encourage, vindi cateand enhancethedignity and mordeof individud and
tribewhileprovidingan dternative courseto naked sdf assertion. They arethemost honour greedy people
| know, andif onehed to characterizether chip-on-shoulder attitude, it couldwell be, "' If youwant toknow
what God, or whoever itisthat hasthe generd running of things, thinksof mejust takealook & my crop.”

Forcesand influences coming into these peopl €slives, and not coming to termsin thisconnection, will be
ressted asdien. Anthropology hasnever had amorevitd role. Theworld needsmoreguiding spiritslike
Jomo Kenyatta Oneadvantageof gettingit fromthehomes dewoul d bethat wed bespared thecatd ogue
of potsand pansand thedimens onsaf thekitchen ank. Wed get aredl communication of how peoplesee
themsdves and think. When Kenyatatels thet the African is conditioned
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by culturd and sodid inditutionsof centuriestoafreedom, of which Europehaslittleconception, it sounds
likeanew and origind point of view; just what wedl want to heer, we are only sorry he did not open up
thethemealittle more. We are prepared to accept that the dash and burn agriculturdist isnot just araw
savage, that "he has his own legitimate form of liberd education, that "as a child he forms an inddible
menta picture of thisfrom the vivid way inwhich soriesare told and ther incidents acted out before his
eyes. Thisisthevitd thing that we would dl like to hear more abot.

But knowing it isasmal matter. Paying merelip service to it can become tedious and pretentious. But
communingwithit can belikeenteringanew world. If thisestablished discipline, onthe part of thelistener
and artistry on the part of the story teller, had to be evoked and trained it would be asking too much} but
it is adready working. When during July, August and September 1967 | vigted Kilivila agan Danid
Monsuwa, Tolos, Patrick Toliyawa, Andrew Kaubaku, Michad Giyomatda and Joseph
Moyoyawa were just the first to hand. They could have replaced by a hundred others. Their
contributions are available for comparison. Their performance is not noticeably inferior to that
of Tovileu, the acknowledged virtuoso, of thirty years before. Of course | was told that
folklore is neglected now; al the old men are dead, people’ s ways have changed; they are not
interested any more, and so on and so on. The same old story as ever and just not true.

The next twenty years could be the golden age of Boyowan folklore. It only needs the
recognition by themselves and some folk outside of the treasures In their midst and it could all
be saved. They will not themsealves be certain to treasure it and preserve it; so it needs alittle
promotion. In fresh contact with the glitter of modern civilization there is naturaly some
diffidence, some self-consciousness of the dowdy and the drab in their work-a-day
background. Conscious of this and aware of outsiders ignorance of their mental wonderland
they will not want to tell their stories; and will be ready with excuses; the stories are only
jokes, they aretoo dirty, SENA PUPAGATU. A far better view for them would be to see
here an art form as ancient as mankind with its specia fascination of antiquity. This form,
though its styleisits own, is no wit inferior to
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inits own rightful expression to the world's beet literature.

This appreciation, aready aive in the Perma movement of the somewhat related culture of
Java, may come in any case; but | would like to hasten it. This ancient art form has had and
dill gets a finer honing than any other. | have heard a team of workmen entertaining
themsdves of an evening; al taking turns telling the same joke as though it were a
competition. It was the workshop of story telling elaborating the story they would take home.
It was a united effort, and the fina result the fruit of their combined genius. It would be a pity
to be misead by the fact that thisis an elementary level. In the village setting with every age
and description of participant al absorbed in a story of vital implications agem is polished of
which only study will reveal al the beauty; repeated on unnumbered thresholds and through
unnumbered generationsit could not be without significance. Only the pre-literate peasant has
the socia setting and Spartan endurance for such a discipline; only those so disciplined have
the zest for and the adequate performance of their art; only they havethe keen appreciation that



rewards the effect; they till live with Homeric smplicities.

2. Themoral in the heroic tradition

Proverb: PONU MAKALISALEWA KAIGAMESA BWAYAU
"The north wind puts excitement and timbre in our voices.”

Some tales are told not only throughout Boyowa but all over Eastern Papua, and even if the
whole tale is not found its themes and motifs will be found as parts of other stories. Bits of a
story forgotten in one area are remembered in another or better told. By contrasting and
comparing them with storiesin thiscollection alot of treasure could be recovered. Numerous
triba remnants, it seems, have found their refuge in the No Man’s Land of the Coral Sea, and
like the peoples of the great riversand high ranges cling most fondly to the intimations of past
glories contained in
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their stories. One comes to recognize the pattern of the story and to know when something is
missing, extraneous or mixed up; or even when a story has been lost. This seems to happen.
In Malinowski's day, when people had not seen an aeroplane or scarcely heard of one, there
was quite a long story about Mokatuboda and his flying boat, and how al the know-how of
making flying boats was lost through disunity with hisbrother Towelei. | asked alot of people
about this wonderful story but no one seemed to have heard of it. Mainowski mentions many
stories that are not in this collection, but he may never have heard of the longest and best told
story in this collection, the story of Kiu; though he quotes motifs from it.

But in folklore stories are not so much lost as bedded down in the background of village life
like stonesinthe roadway. We need asort of crow-bar to get them loose. The crow-bar isstory
telling; and the fulcrum is some classical allusion or awkwardly quoted motif. The epic point
of view in dl thisisthat the valiant spirit of man is ever the same. When things were ssimpler
hewas till valiant because he had lessto rely on. We need to keep our sense of unity with the
men of old because they are part of us. The better we think of them the more we will respect
ourselves. With the bits and pieces of wood and string they had, they were as brave and
wonderful when they sailed over the sky line, as the men of today who fly to the moon. Even
a present day astronaut could sympathise with the story of Mokatuboda, the shutter out.

| am concerned that Papuan story telling should not die away, but should be developed. If
people ignore their own institutions, symbols, characteristics and so on, because other people
are not familiar with them, they neglect the means and opportunity of establishing their credit
with others. No one can escape or ater his background; it is part of himself and has to be



manifested if heisto be known. So al men need to know and fed for their own culture if only
to fed for and understand the culture of other people. The peoples of the Coral Seaat least ill
have their tribal wisdom about this. They know that people do well to know and accept their
differences, to show and explain them just so people can see them the same way they see
themselves. Swapping stories is one easy way to that understanding. It opens up an added
perception of things, a shared appreciation. It is a bridge for atwo way traffic. Thenin spite
of our
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differences, in fact precisely because of our differences known and understood, ve trust each
other the more. This wisdom the KULA-men knew, It would be a pity to forget at this stage
the path that al worthwhile peoples on earth havetaken. Kenyatta' scharge, "Y ou do not know
our freedom of spirit, the fruit of social and culturd ingtitutions of which you have no
conception, would be far more inexcusable here.

A new and different world with its original culture a going affair has a wonderful power to
interest and excite. Peoples can renew their sense and degpen their understandings of their own
beginnings; even in the light of the smpler logic of tribal ways see the mistakes of their own
more complex cultural ways, the engaging thing about Papua is that it is different. Its
differences are not aloss but an asset to itsalf. Papuans studying these differences in order to
explain them to outsiders will know themselves better, make it easier for others to know and
understand them, to say,"After dl they arejust likeus.” It wasfor thisthat | kept and prepared
for printing this collection of Papuan tales as told by Papuans in their own tongue. These are
now being given in English to open the way to more and better stories, to more and better
understanding and mutual esteem.

No one knows better than the missionary, despite Jomo Kenyattato the contrary, that he does
not write on a clean date as far as his teaching is concerned. He is in daily contact with the
clash of two different cultures, and no one is more earnestly employed and experienced in
sifting and sorting than he is. He does not need anyone to tell him that the claims of familiar
piety and village conformity lie in the same segment of living as religious duty, that each
depends upon and derives support from the other. He knows that the neophyte is rather more
concerned with matters of magic than the unconverted, that despite his Christian beliefs and
because of his very religious sengitivity he is the more plagued by TABU. Baptism does not
remove the bedevilment of superstition; and his socia village obligations, unless he is using
his religion to escape them, are, especidly in tortuous mortuary affairs, even less avoidable
since he is a Christian. The convert is usualy most ready to discuss these things, and the
natural recourse, often the only one able and willing to help is the missionary.

Relying on the amazingly keen sense of Incompatibility of belief and practice that new
Chrigtians have is not enough. The outbreaks like
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Cargo Cults, Vailima madness, schism, and that syncretism which is ever more widespread
and prevaent than suspected are witness that initiative on the part of the missionary is
necessary. He hasto keep the way open to approach on dl matters, or hispeoplewill try to live
two different kinds of life, separated as it were in water tight compartments. All areas of vital
interest should come under his notice, and that of teacher and magistrate as well, just for the
sake of the confidence it gives; and the quickest and easiest and most rewarding path to this
is through folklore. Just being known as having that kind of interest and knowledgeability is
a great advantage. Only if those who have a role to play, the necessary knowledge of the
language and the menta discipline of years of training do this will a vital need be taken care
of that otherwise would not be met. Not only this but folklore being itself a system of
correctives may itself supply remedies needed, or at least put correctives in train. A district
commissioner familiar with the whimsica drollery of a piece like GumasilaLaya in this
collection, who could share with the village lords, the wisdom of that classical allusion would
have had no difficulty arranging that famine relief.

We haveto beware of making too much and too little of thisfolklore. It isnot abible of belief.
It is entertainment, recreation and play with some serious hints and background. It has no
concept of revelation, only tradition. It isjust interesting verisimilitude reflecting on the here
and now in village life like the folklore of a thousand other tongues. It is not meant to be
religious; though it reflects religious belief, as any literature does. Song and dance clam
inspiration, the mediumistic kind from familiar relatives recently deceased. There are too
accounts which are as it were historical in that they state a permanent, traditiona
understanding. There are too many claims for these to be other than, KALA BIGA WALA,
"So it goes.” That the stories of Tudava and the early chapters of Genesis were in the same
corner of early literature was recognized and remarked to me by the Boyowans themselves.
They even indicated that from their point of view the pattern of verismilitude had been
violated in the matter of the test of obedience. Thisto them was an interpolation of something
extraneous to the mythological world. Boyowans are not alone in this. It has been remarked
in a number of places in Oceania, indicating a close correspondence in, familiarity with, and
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understanding of their myth forma.

The Boyowan TOWOSI, singer, dance master, story-teller who is, witness Malinowski, the
officid ritualist of magic spells and ceremonies, would not thank you for, and in fact would
be embarrassed by, your making too much of folklore, his unofficia chore; but he would
welcome any and dl audiences approaching the understanding | have been indicating. He is
an artist and his craft thrives on appreciation. Though story, song and dance are clan
possessions, the officia performer is not necessarily the first born or even a member of the
leading family of that clan. Performance is essential so the office goes to whoever can
function, to be TOWOS! is to be more than half way to being GUYAU or lord -
TOLIWAGA or captain in commoner villages; but not everyone has the personality or thrust,
leadership or politica sense of a GUYAU and the artistic talent of a TOWOSI at the same
time. It isthe company of the TOWOSI we must keep if we are to plumb the depths of this
culture and savour its quality.

Knowing it is not so much a matter of fact finding and of analytical and differential scientific
inquiry as of human and intuitive perception of artistry and poetry. Since, as Plato reminds us,
"myth is an imaginative representation of abstract truth, it is here we find the expression of the
TOWOSI’s philosophy and religion. If we dismiss the forms that convey this we enlarge the gulf
that separates us and we may even reduce him to despair. At the same time, though there is a
division of office, typically an incipient separation of church and state, both TOWOSI and GUYAU
are a team and carry, on and maintain the clan’s most precious possession, their saving cultural
inheritance from Tudava.
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3. Kims Nunuli and the Cry baby
Tovileu

Proverb! KULIGA BALUYA TATABA GULU WAG A
"I ease my rudder to the heeling of the boat."
Comment:

The assumptions of the over civilised, over sophisticated person meeting more natural more direct
minded people can be naive. Thisis particularly so in matters of magic and portent. One comes to
fed that one has missed some part of a very rea perception on the part of one’s more simple
friends. It is too easy to regard the functions of magic as perfunctory, as based on dogmatic
assertions and mumbo jumbo, carried through like tired prayers and stale devotions. Though this
may be the way of it alot of the time, there are other times when the excitement is fresh and red,
based on no dogma or familiar practice but on a fascinated contemplation of a true objective



function, the mind open, and its attitude one that we would like to think of as scientific, if Science
was less inclined to be dogmatic.

The Boyowans are a fey people and incidents in this connection are as frequent and as authentic as
anywhere on earth. Behind this, as occasion and promotion, isanotabl e preoccupation and a ertness
to omen and the magica; like the so impalpable scent that leads the dog to its master; loversin
different places reacting at the tame instant to the same thought; the instant unexplained release
from tension; the sudden twinge of anxiety for which events soon reveal good cause; the power
of a changed mental attitude to change a whole situation. To discount the effects of this acute
awareness as unnoteworthy islessworthy than the attitude it scorns. The smple tribesman, like the
ancient patriarch Joseph, may be cultivating areal human function that the too astute modern man
haslost the sense of . Be that asit may the following delightful and interesting story Is an interesting
indication of their point of view. Incidentally, this mantis must be one of the biggest, if not the
biggest, species in the insect world.
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The story:

There was a father, mother and daughter living in one village of Wavela; and a Canniba with five
wivesliving in the other. HisWavelaman said to hiswife, "Tomorrow we must start our clearing.’

Next day they worked until the afternoon when they were tired; and while they were clearing they
found a mantis for which the little girl begged,

"Father, may | have it for apet."

They gave her the mantis, and this made her happy. Their task over for the day they went home and
thelittle girl’s mother said,

"Go and get alittle water,"
But the little girl said,

"Mother, | can’t go for water I'm too fascinated with my pet."
"Oh? Wsél never mind, I'll go."

So mother had to go for water as well as cook the dinner. And al next day mother and father
worked in the clearing, but the little girl, fascinated with her pet, stayed home. She did not help in
the garden or at home or do anything but play with her pet. When father and mother later inthe day
came back from the clearing they reproached her;

"You didn’t get us any firewood."
"No, | haven’t done anything."
"But you might have brought some water."



"But my pet was too cute to leave."
"Let me hold your pet while you get us some water."

She gave her pet to her mother while she filled a basket with bottles and went for water, saying,
"Take care of my pet while | am getting the water."
After she had left with her basket on her head to get the water her mother said to her father,

"Let’s cook and eat this, and when daughter comes and asks for it. I'll say you have taken
it to the men’s place.”

So they cooked and ate the pet, and when her daughter got back her mother said,
"Rack the bottles on the shelf."
"No, give me back my pet."
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"First rack the bottles and then get your pet from your father where the men are.”
She ran to her father saying,
"Father, give me my pet."
"I don’'t have it, your mother has."
She ran to her mother crying,

"Mother, give me my pet.”
"I haven't any pet, your father hasit."

To and fro shewent dl that day crying dl the time. She cried on dl through the night, insulting her
father and mother with bad names. She cried al the next day and the next. By that time father and
mother were tired out and he said to his wife,

"I can't stand any more of this crying; tomorrow we sail for Dobu."

Next day they stowed their things, got on board and set sail, when they were out to sea daughter
came out of the house and climbed the NUNULI tree. She plucked one of the fruit and marked it
with her thumb nail, singing her plaint as she did so;

"Kimsi NUNULI, child worn NUNULI throw,
KIMSI NUNULLI, child sent NUNULI go
Over the ocean, trail a mother’s heart,



Keep my father taking his daughter’s part.
Drop by them on their right.”

She threw the NUNULI and when it drifted by them on their right it was her mother who looked
down and took it.

"Man!, we must go back. Thisisour child’s thumb mark. She is quiet now and we can go
back to her."

When daylight saw them back at the landing daughter went into the house and went on with her
crying, and so mischievously abusing the signal she was using. Father said to mother,

"Could we redly have believed she had finished her crying; she has done nothing but cry
since we got back."

Next day they set sail again, and as before daughter went out and climbed the NUNULI tree after
they had gone. She plucked afruit as before and marked it singing her plaint as before and throwing
it. It was her mother who looked down and took it, saying,

"Man, we must go back, our daughter has finished her crying.”

Put when they got back to the village daughter had come down from
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the tree and was again in the house crying, and father and mother vere saying,

"Could we have really thought she had stopped crying. This time we redly will go to
Dobu."

Sall away they did leaving the little girl at home; and after they were gone she came out as before
and sent off her signal in the same way; and as before it was her mother who got the signal and
pleaded,

"Let us go back, she has finished now."
“Not at al, we are going on; she is an obstinate child.”

Daughter then plucked another fruit and when it drifted by on the right it was her father who sav
it and picked it up, saying,

"Oh our daughter is quiet now. We can go back."

But thistime it was the mother who said,



"Not at al; we are going on; she can cry; sheis an obstinate child."

Thelittle girl went back into the house and cried. She cried al day. This affected the Cannibal over
in the other village; he had a dream; and next morning he said to his wives,

"While you just stay around | am going to see about a dream | have had; a girl was crying
inaNUNULI tree and her parents were sailing to Dobu."

When the Cannibal arrived under the NUNULI tree he stood listening to the crying.
"Girlie, what are you doing?"
"I am crying because my parents have sailed away and left me."
"Oh, well come down and come with me."
"No, | won’t go with you. Not unless you get atub and take me with it on your head."
"Oh just wait while | get it."
"Manas! give me atub to take and put our man meat in."
"Ah, what fraud is it thistime."
"Come off it. Just give me atub and let me go."

So they got out atub for him. He took it on his head and went and stood under the NUNULI tree,
saying,

"Come on down now; sitinthetub and let's go."
The girl got down into the tub, sat down and away they went. Out aong the road they came under
avine and the little girl climbed onto it.
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His absent minded Canniba didn’t notice but continued on to the village porting an empty tub;
where he said,

"Mamas, Come and lift me down."
So hiswive e came and lifted down the empty tub.

"But it's empty!”
“ Oh, but how could that be? | was bringing it."

But hiswives just looked quizzical and said nothing. So he said,
"Oh, dright, I'll go back for it."

Onelittle girl had gone back to the NUNULI tree and climbed up into it. She was there when the
Cannibal came back and asked,



"Where did you get to? | took home an empty tub.”
“ Oh you went without me so | just got back up here.’
"Down you come then, sit in the tub."

She got down and sat in the tub and carrying it on his head he went off down the road. Then going
under a overhanging tree she caught hold of a branch and climbed onto it; and the absent minded
Cannibal al unawares went on with an empty tub; and when he got to the village he made his usual
fuss though he knew his wives would not believe him;

"Mamas. Come and set me down!."
"Y ou are not bringing any man meat."
"Yes| am; itsin the tub on my head. Just lift me down."

So hiswives again took down an empty tub.

"Well now! - But it was in the tub; | was bringing it; how could I come without it?"
But hiswives just looked quizzical and denounced him,

“You'reafraud.”

"But | tell you | was bringing it? carrying it on my head. Oh, aright

“I'llgo back for it."
The Cannibal could not remember if he had stopped on the way back. Thistime he meant to be sure
he did not. The little girl had gone back to tiie NUNULI tree and was sitting in it. The Cannibal

when he got back to her was full of questions;

"What happens? Y ou were sitting in the tub when we left. Just how do you happen to be
back here while 1 went home without you?'

But these were difficult questions for alittle girl, and besides she was obstinate and didn’'t
want to answer, and the Cannibal wasin a hurry.
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"Oh, dright then; but come down nov and take your seat and let’s go."

She got down and took her seat. After making sure that he really was carrying her on his head the
Cannibal went off down the road; but just because he was sure he became absent minded again.
Asthey came under aK AYAULA vinethelittlegirl got onto to it and the Canniba went on home
to his wives carrying an empty tub.

"Mamas! come and set me dovn; thisweight is killing me."
"Come off it you humbug. Y ou haven’t brought anything. You are just afraud."
"Eh, what?" -



But hiswiveswere not interested in his surprise or when he said he would still go and get it. He had
been going to and from with the empty tub all day and was exhausted, but he was sill determined.

"Tomorrow | am going to get us that man meat and ve are going to ezt it."

But al hiswives would say was,
"Humbug!."
"Not abit; | tell you | was actually bringing it. I'll get it tomorrow; | realy will."

Next day he went off with his tub again. The little girl was aready awake and up in the NUNULI
tree when the Cannibal came asking,

"Where did you sleep?”
"Nowhere. | just slept here.”"Well come on down now and take your seat and let’s go."

The little girls stepped down into the tub and sat down and the Cannibal vent off with her; but as
they went under a GUBA GUBA tree she climbed out on abranch of it; and again the Canniba went
home to call on hiswivesto lift down an empty tub;

"Mamas! Come and lift me down."

"Nothing doing you fraud, you're just porting an empty tub."

"Come and set me down, you scabs; you're lazy from doing nothing while thistub iskilling
me."

"Stop it you fraud."

"Well set me down."

Again they lifted down the empty tub; and again the Canniba spent awhole day porting an empty
tub from one village to the other and back
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again. Meanwhilefather and mother were away at Dobu and mother had adream. When they woke
up in the morning she said to her husband,

"Man” we must al straight home to our child. The Cannibal isill-treating her; and sheis
about to be eaten.”

So very early in the morning they put their things aboard and set sail, from her place up in the
NUNUU tree the little girl was the first to see them as their boat came runnirg with the wind; she
set up an acclamation.

The Cannibal didn’'t want to be disappointed,

"Now you could be mistaken. “"Oh no that's the boat there and its sailing straight here."



“Ohitisl. Well now | think | have business in the other village. If your parents are really
coming I'll be off. Goodbye.”

Her parents landed very soon and when they came to her this time she was not crying any more.
They asked her,

"And how did you get on?"

"Wdl the Canniba didn’t roast me. He was here again this morning. He has just gone back
to hisvillage." "From what you say yourself itsjust as well we came quickly. If we had stayed
another night in Dobu you would have been eaten.”

They brought their sago ashore arguing about it. They made their boat all secure at the landing.
Then the little girl went on living with her parents in their village, and the Cannibal kept to himself
in his.

4. WAILA the Wallaby

Tovileu
Proverb: YAMALA GUYAU | VAKOTA VALU
“In the lord's strength is village peace.”

Comment:

This is quite a gay story and very popular. The wallaby on the Trobriand Islands is a curious
creature with a distinctly more nervous behaviour than his kind shows elsewhere. It is very quick
in Its movements. Its hair isvery short and liesflat on the skin as though it had been groomed with
oil or water. Children are fascinated by the
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way it usesitshands. It will pull down the nests of green antsin the foliage of trees and bury itsface
inthe nest while It eats the ants, and afterwards using the nails of its claws like a comb it will comb
the ants off its face and eat them. It is entertainment like watching monkeys at the zoo, something
not to be missed. This story features the creaturestail, not as awarning of possible danger, though
it can scratch very thoroughly with its claws, but ssmply for the deft use it makes of it. Though
Boyowans are exceptionaly keen pet-makers they do not seem to have been able to tame this
frightened wild thing, though elsewhere they make engaging pets. The Trobriand Islands are small
for the number of people living on them; it is awonder the wallaby survives at all.

The story:

The wallaby had hishome in the thatch of the screw pinetree, and itemsin his larder were summer



grass, meat ants and the fruit called NOKU. The name of the man concerned in this story was
Mayabam and his home was in Tukwauukwa. Having finished his dinner of summer grass the
wallaby went by way of the scrub to Tukwauukwa. He came where Mayabam was living
and said to him,

"Mayabam, what are you doing these days?"

"Well | have some net making to do.”

"Would you be going fishing then?’

"Yes, quite soon | will be going on an al out trip on the mullet runs at Mmwa."

"Well when you do that | must come with you and fish with you.

“I have never done that."

"Very well, come along in aday or two and we will seewhat it islike."
Then the wallaby said,

"I will be bringing my own food."
Back at his own place the wallaby made ready for the trip. He filled a hamper with summer grass
and another hamper with meat ants. Then when the day came he went off with his hampers on a
pole across his shoulder.
Mayabam had told him,

"When you come you must go on ahead, round by Gusoeta, and wait on the shore.”
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So the wallaby went on past Tukwauukwato Gusoeta and waited outside the mangroves growing
along the shore. The Tukwauukwa men had launched their boats and were punting down the
shalows. WAILA said to the first to come punting by,

"Man, take me with you; | want to see the fishing."
"Gosh, the boat might sink; try the one behind."

Tetoba came punting by. WAILA asked him,

"Bring your boat alongside and take me with you.”
The crew argued about it  Some said,

"Let's take him; for peace sake."

Someone €lse said,



"No, don't do that, he'll eat our food. Leave him stop or welll never be rid of him."
Arguing thus they had aready gone by so someone said,

"Try the boat behind."
Soba came punting by so WA ILA said to him,

"Bring your boat alongside; | want to go and see the fishing."
But the crew grumbled,

"What nonsense, you can't take wild animals fishing, hed aways be adong.”
Sipilatuma punted up,

"Sipilatuma, bring your boat over here and take me with you."

But Sipilatuma’ s men protested even though Walla as a clan emblem was a clansman. Someone
suggested;

"Cousin, the boat might sink. When your cousin Mayabam comes by try him."

Then Mayabam came punting along to where WAILA was standing in the mangroves off the shore
at Gusoeta. WAILA said to him,

"Oh Mayabam, you have come at last.”
"Yes, herel am."

"Bring your boat and take me on."
Mayabam' s junior partners protested,
"Forget it; we have fish to catch.”

But Mayabam said,

"Move over. When we come to your honourable relative we are taking him with us; he
wants to see the fishing."
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The boat was brought alongside the mangroves and the wallaby was taken on board. He said,
"Here cousin, is my lunch; stow it will you?"

The wallaby’s summer grass and meat ants were put on board and stowed. The junior partners
were impatient;

"Hurry up WAILA and take your seat; all the Tukwauukwa men are ahead of us."
"Oh? In that case you must give me the first place."

The wallaby took his place at the stern and twirling his tail set up such atmbulence in the water it
nearly flew. They raced straight across the lagoon to the sand spit at Mmwa and were taking their
ease there while dl the other Tukwauukwa men were toiling wearily Bound by the shallows miles
away. Then they spotted the mullet shoals. After they had paid out al their net and surrounded a
shoal, they were taking their poles to lash the water and drive the mullet into the net when the
wallaby too got down and twirling his tall stunned all the fish, to that they had only to pick

them up. When they had done that the boat was sinking, and they had to wade it ashore. It was at
the place called Kailau or "Took em," They set to work to smoke the fish; they had so many.
The Tukwauukwa men who had still not yet arrived could see Mayabam’ sboat as they came nearer
and were wondering whose It could be.

"What boat is that?"

"Could it be from O-Kayaula?'

"That fellow in the stern looks like awallaby."
Finaly someone said,

"That’s Mayabam’s boat'."

There was an uproar of questions; and th"*n someone wanted to know;

"Mayabam, did you bring awallaby with you?"
"Yes, - or rather he brought us; and what's more he’s been fishing.

When the fish were surrounded he got down and twirling his tail knocked them all out; we were
picking them up till the boat went under and we had to wade it ashore. There they are on the grids
smoking."

The Tukwauukwa men were al thinking;

"Now why didn’t we take him on?”’

One of them said,
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"I wanted to take him on; it was you fellows who were against it."
A master fisherman said,
"I was going to take him on; it was my partners who would not haveit."
And yet another said;
"l too; it was my crew who were against it.”

The Tukwauukwa men went punting on to Mnwato cast their nets there. When they had cast their
nets and got down into the water the wallaby got down too and twirling histail stunned adl the fish.
When the Tukwauukwa men had finished picking them dl up they had to wade their boats ashore,
they were so full. Then they made camp and went to sleep. But during the night the sky people saw
them; and they let down nooses and hitching onto the grids took al the fish up into the sky. When
the Tukwauukwa men woke up in the morning there was consternation.

"Fellows. Thefish are all gone; and the gridstoo! That wallaby has eaten all the fish.'
"Brothers, | have not eaten any of the fish. Anyone who ate al those fish would have alot
of bones inside him that would give him away."

Since the fish were al gone they went fishing again; and they caught as many as before so that
they had to wade their boats ashore again. They were smoking thefish all therest of that day. That
night the wallaby gave public notice,

"Brothers, when you have finished eating you can al cross your legsover me; so that when
we go to seep | shall be shut in."

They did that; and at midnight, when they were sound asleep and snoring, some of the sky people,
who had been let down on canes, saw that they were sound asleep and hitched canes on them, the
fish grids and the wallaby and everything and everybody were drawn up into the sky country. When
the Tukwauukwa men woke up that is where they were; and the wallabby was saying,

"Wel now, you thought it was | who was taking the fish but it is ourselves who have been
taken thistime."

They were up in the sky country for quite a time. One evening one of the villagers in the sky
country got up and gave public notice about the work for the following day, saying,

"My good friends, tomorrow 1 would cut my garden. All you villagers
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on my right hand could form one company, and al you destitute folk on my left hand could form
another, and between you you could finish my clearing tomorrow."

Next day axes were handed out to the villagers and to the wallaby and his company. The villagers
werethefirst to the whetstones and were the first to sharpen their axes; only when they had finished
could the wallaby and his company sharpen theirs. When they got to the site of the clearing the
villagers had aready out their first half acre and were aready into their second. The wallaby's
company were surprised;

"Wailal the villagers are cutting their second half acre already.”
The wallaby said,
"Good for them. Let them go right ahead."

When they started to line up on their half of the clearing the wallaby said,
"Stand back! Thisiswhere| start in; you go off to the other end acd start there."

Thewallaby twirled histail like a slasher and slashed down hisfirst haf acre; and then over it again
flattening it to the earth. Meanwhile the rest of his company did another haf acre. Going on in this
way they had finished their allotted six half acres while the villagers were still cutting. One of the
Tukwauukwa men had been through the bush to spy on the village and had heard them plotting
there,

"We don’'t need those destitute men any more. We can kill them and be rid of them."
The spy came back to the wallaby and reported,

"Waila, the villagers propose to kill us all tomorrow afternoon.”
"Oh, they do? Well I'll see about that. Before we go I'll bash in all their noses.”

He went over to where the village men were still cutting and twirling histail knocked them al out.
He left them lying al over the garden. He said to his company,

"Let’s be off; the villagers can carry on and do their own gardening.

They went back to the village where the women folk had aready cooked for them. The women
asked,

"Men, are you finished already?"

"Y es, we have finished our half."
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"Then what about the others?’
"Oh, they are still working. Obey will be awhile yet."
"Why isthat?"

"Because we work so much quicker."

"Areyou ready to eat?'

"Yes, weare."

"Wdl go over there where those women are taking your pig out of the oven. Have your
feast; and after we will let you down on the canes and you can go home. In the evening when our
men have finished their half of the clearing we will have our feast."

The wallaby said,

"Yes, dothat. Assoonaswe have eaten let usdown on the canes so we can go home. When
your company comes this evening you can have your feast then after we have left.”

‘The sky women said,
"Right you are; get on with your feast."

The feast over, they got on their canes and the sky women lowered them down on Mnwa. When
they were dl down they went back to their boats, shipped their nets, poles, paddies and all their
gear and went off fishing again. After that they went off home with plenty of fish to est.

5. KAILAVASIA, theMonitor Lizard
Tovileu
Proverb; YOVALAMYO YO VALAM LUVALUGWA
"Feuding is grief on grief forever.”

Comment:

Thisisasmple story in which the eyes of the older are on the younger and these latter do not mind
abit. Strangersto New Guinea have often remarked on the restraint and good manrers of children.
This could be one of the lesson bearing stories of the libera education of village life responsible
for that good behaviour. Ihe monitor lizard is big enough to swallow any of the lesser lizards at a
gulp. His singular gracel essness fascinates the keen observation of New Guinea people, who find
plenty of
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verismilitude with human traits and foibles. As a reference for anything sleazy, undignified or
ridiculous hisvery nameisan institution and enough to raise asmile. There are a number of stories.
His skin of the monitor lizard is used on severa kinds of small drums. Skin diving is a common
occupation on the Boyowan lagoon, oyster beds being found, at times, over hundreds of acres of
bottom. These waters have in the past been a notable source of pearls, particularly the pink

and lemon tinted ones prized in India and South America. The type of hunting described is not
usual in the Trobriands but was common in Milne Bay, where as in the sago swamps at Gebara it
was easy to fdl a sago pam that would keep the jungle herds around until they were surrounded
and netted.

The Story:

Kailavasiathe monitor lizard was living at Kaidolaand al his little brothers were with him. There
was KWEPIPISI who was so called because the pulse in his neck did flood so, there was
KWEVEDAY A with the frill around his neck, and KWEY ONIKWA, the bright green one that
lived in the grass, ILAUWILUVA so fond of the ridge pole and the warm smoke, and there was
that sloppy character TOBUBUSI TOMWAMWEINA, the gecko, who was always having falls.
They dl lived at Kaidola; and it was there they caught the wild boars. They caught them in snares;
and whenever they heard one squealing in the trap they would go and take it out. They worked as
ateam as KAILAVASIA and company.

When aboar had been caught it would be brought home and the hair singed off it. Then they would
prepare an oven of hot stonesfor it to bakeit. Whilethey were eating the giblets KAILAVASIA
would climb to the top of a nut tree; and while his little brothers would be closing the oven he
would be saying,

"Boys, thereisquitealot of Tukwauukwa, Teyava, O-Y uveyovaand Kavataria boats out
at seadiving for shell fish. Close the oven and let’s go and get a bag full of savoury to go with our
pork."

While they were closing the oven he would be giving more orders;

"Get out the punting poles, the paddles and the bags and let us go and join the others who
are diving for oysters.”
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When they had punted down the inlet and had set their anchor KAILAVASIA would say,

"Y ou do the diving while | keep the boat."



She little brothers would then do the diving; and when they had done all that they could do
KAILAVASIA would say,

"Now you stop in the boat and I'll do the diving. But it will take me some time; I’'l1 be

looking anywhere from Mmwa or Nubiyam to the Kaulakoki Straits. Whatever you do don't move
the anchor. It must not be moved while I am diving."
But KAILAVASIA was not going looking for new oyster beds. He would swim straight back to
Kaidola. Once ashore he went straight to the oven where hislittle brothers had | eft the pig cooking.
There he set to and ate. Only a head and forequarter would be eft of the pig when he made hisway
back to his brothers. He would surface beside the boat puffing and gasping,

"Oh brothers, have | had ahunt. | searched all over and hardly found athing; one little
bag was al | could find. I'm all knocked up.

“Let's go home."

They took up the anchor and paddied back to Kaidola. When they had landed and taken all ashore
KAILAVASIA Sad,

"Serve out the pig and let us eat.”
Then they went and opened the oven;

"Oh KAILAVASIA, the pig has been taken out already."
The big lizard made a show of surprise and concern;

"Eh? Whilewewereaway . . ."

They went on setting their nightly snares as usua and soon another pig was caught. It was there
in the morning when they went to leave fresh lures. They brought it back to the village, singed the
hair off it and put it in the oven to roast. KAILAVASIA again went climbing; thistime to the top
of aNATU tree, caling down from there,

"Oh brothers, there’' s quite alot of O-Y uveyova, Kavataria and O-Bulaku boats out at sea,
you wouldn’t' t believe how many. Hurry up and close the oven; we must go and get a bag of shell
fish."

The oven was quickly closed, but KAILAVASIA was urging still,

"Take punting poles and paddles.”

They al took their seats and paddied right out to Bunali al where they stopped and anchored. As

usua the little brothers dived first and
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filled the boat almost to sinking. Then KAILAVASIA said in his expansive way,

"Take your seats now whilel do some diving; warm yourselves while| find us agood spot for next
time. Be careful and remember not to lift the anchor.”

While the little brothers sat there trying to warm themselves KAILAVASIA swam under water
back to land. He went up by way of the creek to Kadola and there went ashore. As before he
opened the oven and ate the pig, leaving as before only the head and one of the forequarters. Then
he swam back to Bunai and came up to the surface beside the boat on which hislittle brothers were
gitting. As he surfaced panting for breath he said;

"Oh brothers, | didn't find any shell. | went on and on for nothing, filling mysalf with salt
water till | was breathless. Take up the anchor and let us go home."

Ohey paddled back to Kaidola; and as they went ashore KAILAVASIA was Baying,
"Go and take the pig out of the oven and serve it so we can eat."
When the little brothers ran to the oven they saw it was open aready;

"Brothers, adog must have opened the oven and eaten the pig; there is only the head and
aforequarter left.”

KAILAVASIA shoved great concern and like alarge hearted person said,

"Boys, eat it al between you; | don't want any."
When they had cooked and eaten their oysters too KAILAVASIA reminded them,

"See you set the snares again.”
They did that; and another night another pig was caught. They found it there when they went in
the morning to lay out more lures. They took it home and cooked it. While they were eating the
giblets and closing the oven KAILAVASIA climbed the nut tree and exclaimed as he had so often

done;

"Oh brothers, there are lots of Tukwauukwa, Teyava and O-Y uveyova boats out on the
oyster beds. Close the oven quick we must go and get ourselves a bag of oysters."
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Taking their punting poles, paddles and net bags they set out in their boat for the oyster beds;, and
after they had arrived there and thelittle brothers had done dl the diving KAILAVASIA got up and
sad,

"Be sureyou do not shift the anchor; | will be gone quite awhile; | am going to have agood
look round Mmwa and Nanoula, around Nubiyam and in the Straits of Kaulakoki and find out
where there are plenty of oysters."

One little brothers waited till the afternoon, till they could well be asking themselves,
"Has he been eaten by a shark.”
They waited till it was long past the time for KAILAVASIA to come back saying,

“Oh brothers, have | been on ahunt? Not that | found anything; | have just filled myself
with salt water for nothing. Oh am | puffed.”

The little brothers were not surprised that KAILAVASIA had not come back; they were just
making sure that this time he was not telling the truth. They paddled back to Kaidola and went to
their snaresto seeif thistime they had caught KAILAVASIA did they had. He was suspended by
hands and feet. Thelittle brotherslet him hang there. They ignored him while they set about having
their dinner, saying while they did so,

“Oh dear, who could have been eating our pork? It couldn't have been KAILAVASIA,
could it? He wasn't greedy; he didn’t want any. Only alittle bit for me, he says; only alittle bit off
the foreleg. Vel thisis where he gets what he asked for; only alittle bit. He has had his little bit,
thislittle bit isfor us."

The little brothers had their dinner and when they had finished the gecko said,

"l am going to give the scrapsto KAILAVASIA.”
Obis he did; and they undid the snares and set KAILAVASIA free; after which he said;

"My proper place wasin the village where it was for meto give orders; but since | have lost
faced| that ischanged. Y ou, gecko, will live by the nut tree; you grass lizard will live out near the
scrub; you, frill lizard, can livein the cairns; you, brown lizard, can live in the logs, and you, scrap

eater, can liveinthethatch; | KAILAVASIA, will take to the creeks, and when the Tukwauukwas
want to dance they can come and pound my back. | have no more to say."
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6. KAILAVASIA and the ltchy Cannibal

Proverb; KUWEGU O KAISAI HBWEGU BUNITA

"Denying me the beach sends me abroad."”
Comment:

Thistale, short as ajoke or mere anecdote, could bejust for the tiny tots and without any moral or
axeto grind, just the act of comical characters in an unfailingly comical situation; except that for
Boyowans there is no such thing in their folklore. In their ordinary round of daily living they are
acutely worried by the things they ridicule in their stories. If one has an itch one must never show
it; it is intolerably bad form; it is as ugly amost as greediness or slyness, something only a
Canniba would do. Possibly some pathological factor in the past has had something to do with
tnig for even the story hints at masochism while the joking context that often follows the story
makes it explicit; the jokes sometimes setting off horseplay that is sometimes obscene and
sometimes more drastic than the condition it would correct. This is itself a typical thing and is
ridiculed in turn in the performance of Togoveaka in Giyomatala's version of the Jungle Nomad
story. | am not sure who related this story but | think it was the District Commissioner’s village
representative in O-Kailbomain 1957.

The story:

It seems that the monitor lizard used to live at Kaidola with all his little brothers. There was the
little brown panter, the green grass lizard, the frill necked lizard and the gecko. They went this
way and that through all the jungles at O-Kaiboma. They came one day on the village of the
Canniba when the Canniba was away and only Pocks was at home. The Canniba was very busy
growing sugar cane, bananas, taro, taitu and yams. Only when he had no more seed | eft to plant
did he go back to the village. Hearing him coming the monitor and his little brothers dlipped back
into the jungle; dl except the little frill neck left standing beside the road. He had seen atreeinthe
Cannibal’ s garden with flying foxes in it and this was the opportunity to go and throw sticks at
them. While he was doing this he accidentally knocked down a banana. Then he picked and ate a
lot more of them and then hid some in his ruff. Then it began to rain so he
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ran back to the village where he found hi a brothers sitting round the store. Feeling the need of a
little brotherly petting he called on the little panter;

"Would you groom me?’
But the little brown panter was rude;

"Y ou stink; your scalp is just one suppurating mess.”
So he called on the green grass lizard;

"Would you groom me?’
But the green grass lizard took no notice. He called on the gecko.

"Would you groom me?’
When the gecko set to hisgrooming he found a bananaand ateit. Then going on with the grooming
he found more bananas and ate them. He had found a way to get petted and groomed. When his
brothers became curious he said,

"You didn’t think | had anything in my ruff."

This made them run after the gecko to find out what he had found. They had to go to the gecko if
they wanted to eat bananas too ruff and they had to pay. Then they all got bold and said,

"Tomorrow we must go again to the garden of the Cannibal."

Very soon they were eating everything, taro and taitu, sugar cane and bananas, even yams. The
monitor was the greediest; he said,

"Y ou must bring me plenty of bananas."

They took him ten bunches; and when he had eaten them al they took him another ten. That iswhy
he has a very big stomach. The little brothers got tired of it and gave up raiding "the Cannibal’s
garden; but the monitor could not leave such a good thing and stayed feasting in the garden, even
took to sleeping there. In the night when he made wind the little brothers in the jungle could hear
it. It even woke the Cannibal. He thought;

"That will be the Teyava trumpet; they must have made a haul of fish. We must have some;
also some bananas.”

When the monitor made wind again he thought;



"Tukwauukwatoo! What ahaul it must be."
In the morning when the Cannibal got up he said,
"First | must go and take alook at my garden.”
Hewas doing thisand just stepping over the style when the monitor did it again. The Cannibal was

startled; and moving in the direction of the noise he was right beside the monitor when it happened
again. The Cannibal looked down and saw him and asked,
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"Are you the one who did that?’
"Yesitwasl."

"Who has been eating my garden?’
"I have."

The monitor then ran up the Cannibal’s leg and stood on his hip. The Cannibal said,

“Wdl now! Aren't you the most prickly fellow. What a scruffy body you have Y ou have
no idea how good you look to me.”

The monitor knew that if he wanted to live he would have to be quick; so he said,

"WEéll then, if you would care to lie down cow 1 could give you
arub down."

The Cannibal lay down at once and closed his eyes while the monitor
sawed his leg off at the hip. The Cannibal exclaimed,

“ Oh what a powerful rub you navel
“ Oh what awonderful scratching”.
“You know it felt just like atooth ache.”

The monitor then went to work on hisarm end sawed it off at the shoulder. Then he went on to the
other arm and sawed that off at the shoulder. He plucked out the Cannibal’ s eyes and threw them
away. The Canniba died; but the monitor did well for himself; he got the Canniba’s garden and
went on living there at O-Kaiboma.
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CHAPTER 9

The Style and Background of Fantasy

Proverb: VITUMAGA IMAGA VITULOLA ILOLA
“By process abound, by method be assured.”

1. KAVILELA, the Turn.

With stories like the ones we are now considering we come to the common denominator asit were
of the literature of the whole of mankind, but my purpose in reveding the Boyowan' stalent inthis
isnot to make an end to comparisons, and come to some neat general conclusion as that they also
are human but rather to exceed amerely enthnographic aim, and to see the Boyowan view of things
expressed in humanistic terms that he and we can all enjoy. He is my preferred reader for whose
approving understanding | have laboured. Folklore is aforest or jungle and may it so remain; may
its heterogeneity be unassailable. There are more than enough influences working the other way;
so that there are ever more and more thingsin our culture that are the same everywhere, and when
you have seen around your own province you have seen the world.

The most important element in man, his personality, is expressed aong the borderline of the
indefinable. Tone and intention, appraisal and response are not static things they are changing all
thetime; and yet it isjust where we make, or fail to make, one with fellow man. Thekey expression
hereisKAVILELA, aterm the Boyowan is very free with in relation to song, its ‘turn’ i.e. tune
or melody, cadence or lilt, or even its poetic genre, style or form. He would fed it pretentious to
useit in reference to mere story telling, but it is still the al important element in the story. It isthis
that makes the expression of culture colourful and interesting, where oneistrue to one's character
and really oneself. Some knowledge and feeling for ‘form’' is more necessary to the tribesman than
to the European. Europeans in this day and age can scarcely know what it meansto be alonein a
totally dien environment, they carry their own with them everywhere. But the villager is not so
comforted, and atell-tale indication of thisis the extraordinary fuss he will make
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over the stranger in his village. Though he is not the one least aware that the protocol is only half
understood he will apply it al the more for that same reason; and because he is the one most in
need of reassurance. After al the books that have been written by outsiders about the Papuan it
should be awonderful relief to him to see some written by himsdlf; and to redlise that he hasin bis
own culture a ready-made bridge to mutual understanding even with Europeans.

But KAVILELA is only one of a number of preoccupations in the minds of the more mature
listeners at story telling sessions. Though the story form itself eschews these words like English



literature does for letter ones, they are the principal poles of orientation for al the morals of story
telling; and no one will be more ready to speak of them and explain some of their implications than
the children. The story itsdlf is so often the least of the matter ; they are so well known that the
alusion is enough, or the discussion before, after and sometimes during the telling is the main
affair. These axial words are cardinal concepts to tribesmen amost everywhere and a large part of
the subject of anthropology and tribal religion and | do not want to digress into such alarge field,
but to dea only with the very generic signas these words are as they affect my very narrow brief
the form and matter of Boyowan stories. More particularly since this language, Smply because it
categorises al expression, verba, nomina and attributive, and because its classes fit systems al
round the world and is as it were a ready made universal prototype, | feel it is very important to
point out that the words | want to explain now are a definite order of expression in Boyowan
culture, and knowing this classification is essential to knowing their meaning. They are very
abstract terms.

2. BALOMA, the Spirit World

Proverb: GE INAM INAM BOTAGARAI GE TAMAM TAMAM TOMGWARAI
"Y our forebears are nothing if not sacred.”

If we ask a Boyowan the meaning of BALOMA he will say that people who are dead and gone are
BALOMA. The definition is merely by way of illustration; and in this generic sense the word is
neither singular nor plural, concrete
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nor specific; it issmply asignpost. It denotes a human preoccupation which isdifferent according
to context, socia, religious, aesthetic or speculative; it is the overal title of the domain of the
spiritsand dl that pertains to them. Other than that it would be better to say it meant nothing than
to say it meant anything. It is a perimeter of knowledge and understanding and the name of it;
somewhat like the use of the modern word 'Evolution’ as a tag for referring to how things have
come to be as they are. On the other hand BALOMA, spirit, in a definite context could mean
anything from God, angel, demon, fairy, goblin, human soul to augury, bedevilment, providence
or even mere bad or good luck.

3. TABU, Law and Order



Proverb: KAITUBUTABU VITOTAWA NELIBOMALA
"With keep off notices are things made sacrosanct.”

Similarly TABU in its generic sense is smply a signpost. Interestingly, Boyowan semantics
confirm and reinforce its Polynesian derivation. Both TABU and TAPU are found, TAPU, ‘cut
off’ liketheend of acarrot; KAITABU something put under interdiction, KOYA TABU, Mount
Sacred, and cognate is TABWA, Don’'t. TABU isnot an introduced word but it is archaic. The
usua expression is BOMALA which with a relating -LA or other morpheme is much more
referrable. BOMA has some connotation of old, ancient or original and so disclaims a novel and
clams a traditional observance. TABU has no connection, unless a possible punning one, with
TABULA, grandparent or grandchild; this raceme as a generic word becomes TUBO. TABU or
BOMA isthe domain of right and wrong, privilege and duty, reward and sanction, law and order.
It is a very relative concept with a very wide range of application; and the trivial and
inconsequential gets inordinate notice. Though it is a predominantly prohibitive and negative
expression it guards, like the ten commandments, great ideals and sanctities; it isavery resounding
word in the ‘literary’ train of story telling.

A. KUMILA, Totem

Proverb: ILAMGWA LAVALAM VESALIGU LAVSALI
“ My forebear has been both mourned and honoured.”
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Another pole of orientation or aignment does not have a pole star but a constellation asit were. It
is the domain of affection and family ties, of mutual social obligation and closeness. There is no
genera signpost but a whole cluster of universal notions that would take a volume of print to
explain; but the Boyowan, persistent classifier as he is, has streamlined this perplexing relativity
most notably and reinforced his understanding of his principles by an outstanding adherence to the
logic of them. Theresult in the ‘literary * sense is that quite Smple terms like ‘father,' * mother,’
‘sister-brother,’ etc often have another meaning. They are generic terms and may mean not just
father' but ‘father tantamount or ad instar' or some derivative or metaphoric meaning. But there
is an abundance of morphemes to guide the construction.

Genera readers of anthropology regard Totem as the convenient tag for this department of human
affairs. The corresponding Boyowan term ie KUMILA, phylum, or people of the sameblood. It is
avery reigious word which clamsfor the redlities for which it stands a cosmological basis; so the
four KUMILA into which al mankind is divided constitute not one but four human races, the
immigrants as it were of four separate worlds or creations with each its associated animals, birds,
insects, plants etc. Transcending matrilineal tribe or DALA where dl are reputed descendants of
one BWALA or matriarcha household KUMILA puts consanguinity on another basis. Thisis not



for the sake of dissociating kinship from incest but to give its sanction or TABU an ontological
conclusiveness as it were, like saying, "If marrying one of your own race is out, marrying a known
cousin, termed marrying one's sister, afortiori isout.” This rigourous religious code has forced a
lot of enterprise in the matter of promoting Boyovan marriages, and has had a beneficient effect
on the quality of their tribal life.

5. MEGUVA, Magic

Proverb: KAILOLA TUDAVA KAIGULUGULU MALITU
"The Tudavan security isin the Malitu tradition.”

But a domain with a common frontier with folklore is the magical. What the wonderland quality
isto the story the magic spdll is to the optimism of daily living. The generic term is MEGUVA.
| regard this as
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MAGA + VA. Theraceme MAGA means much, plenty or abound according to the way it is
employed; the morpheme -VA is like ‘*-ish’ or ‘-ness. It is used in this sense in the blessing
invoked on the gardeners and the gardens in the inaugural spell of the gardening year. VITUMA
GA IMAGA VITULOLA ILOLA,"By process abound, by method be assured.” MEGUVA is
baneficient only; evil magic is BULA, blight or curse. Polynesian MANA is not found in
Boyowan, unless it equates with MAGA in someway; and this | quite expect it does though |
cannot proveit. At least it isnative to the Boyowan’ sway of thinking, as can be seen with asimilar
idlom BONALA, goodness or substance; a worthwhile man is one with BONALA, that is
BWAINA+LA, goods.

However the thing to remember is not the semantics but a state of affair, all too easily lost on the
cursory reader. The tribesman’s religious faith is still alive and a fairy magicalty is only to one
sideof thisdomain; to the other are matters of deep visceral stir, hispersona concommittance with
al the steps that the successful process of magic demands. He just prays. Magic is just prayer;
albeit to an unknown God or to Tudava. Despite the semantic bewilderment the devoutly religious
European can sense a unity with the earnest tribesman and the tribesman with him; and thisis the
more notable when we can meet the diligent teacher who has educated a detribalised and
enlightened aspirant in his own irreligious image, only to hate and be hated because the aspirant
lacks the nobility of the not so educated tribal worthy.

MANA cannot be dissociated from MEGUVA if MEGUVA itself isto be understood. MEGUV A
isnot a dissociated thing; it is part of the man, the work he does, the thing he makes, grows or
affects. When that simply scientific agronomist, the TOWOS, has, with al his practica skill and
physica care and diligence, planted his crop, he prays over it and projects al the psychic force



there is in him into the crop, claiming, AKANAGWALAI, "l am spent.” He is invoking the
envel oping mystique of Tudava himself who so gave of himself that al that remains of him are the
gifts he gave and with which he is as it were identified.

6. 1he Domains of Spirit, TABU, Totem and Magicin Tribal Faith

Proverb: TUBUGU TAVAMAPU TABASI LA KAYELU
"To keep faith with my ancestor we must dig his inspiration.”
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A further observation about these great tribal hinges on which so many things of amore serious and
religious nature turn may be wdl put in here. From this acquaintance with the spirit and
implications of the Tudavan tradition Boyovan religion does not stem from mere crises of human
life, akind of aggregate of magic spells; nor from the mere threat of drought and famine and the
political, tribal response to the necessity of social organisation; nor from the individua’s
inadequacy facing the support of fear and sorrow in the face of death, an emotional necessity to
relate to a larger, supernatural scheme of things transcending death; but a response to all these,
and to an innate creative drive to make safe and establish worth, sanctioned by an objectively
existent persuasion viathe sacred tribal precedents. It is recognised as a social necessity, but itis
more than that. It is a response to something the villager finds in himsdf and in dl his peers; a
response, not to any definable authority but to ontological poles of orientation no more definable
to himthan hisown personality. Neverthel essthese areas are the ones of deepest and most personal
concern about which men fight with the least provocation; so thereis good reason to avoid precise
statement and even discussion while by the same token a stereotyped attitude and a positive
assertion of it isdl the more imperative. Hie clans have this consensus at least that fiddity in this
is its own warrant; and individuadly and as a people they are never so much at peace with
themsealves and with one another as when they have kept that faith. They proclaim and demonstrate
their obedience to the aims of Tudava.

7. BUBUNA , Black and White Pigeon

Proverb: BASILUAI GUNU VENU BATUIOYU WOS
"Merely thinking of home fosters song."

Comment:

The BUBUNA iscommonly called the Torres Straits pigeon. It isacream coloured bird with black
in its wings the size of a homing pigeon and with the same characteristics. It is a KUMILA or
phylum emblem, the chief totem of the Malasi people. It is easily and often domesticated. The
Tabalu or nobility are Malasi. Sincethe DALA or matriarcha family
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or clan is the real socia and political power in any village and there are many DALA, the
Boyowan insistence on KUMILA or phylum, of which there are only four, reveals an acute socia
sense, since it reduces the number and gives a more universal basis to the inescapabl e divisions of
a village, while at the same time making for greater unity between villages, more equality for
minorities and a more solemn and religious level of importance.

Birds for the Boyowan are important symbols of charm and affection. In the VINAVINA of this
story the boy pleads with the BUBUNA, literdly, "You are dl thefather | have, a hint that in these
parts mother is the no-nonsense parent, that when fond indulgence, especialy after misbehaviour
is needed, father isthe one to go to. The pathos wears thin with repetitious telling, but it is still
there, making this a favourite story for mothers of hardy and headstrong children. It is a very
beautiful story, its alusions to magic and mystery making it a prose poem. Making the pigeon
parent to a human is only a story telling device to invest the totemic emblem with its socia
significance, and to give the story exaltation by hinting at a creation myth status, something
assertively disclamed in this case. The alusion to a bird lost in its own dazzle or beauty can be
appreciated by those who, wanting something fresh for the cooking pot have anchored at a pigeon
idand and gone ashore to trees covered white with pigeons, only to find that within shooting
distance not a bird was vigble though perhaps hundreds should be in unobstructed view. Stories
are full of the motifs of escape or survivd at sea, and the conceit of being wrapped in asal hasa
fascination drawn from lifelong reliance on their sea going craft, and the value of any part of it for
their safety.

The story:

The pigeon first had its home at O-Y uveyova. It was there it laid its eggs. But the O-Y uveyova
children came and took them to cook and eat. So the pigeon flew on to Kokowa and on atree top
at Gusoetalaid new eggs. But the Tukwauukwa children came and took the eggs away to cook and
eat. Hie pigeon flew on to Sigigiligili and made its home there. But when it had laid its eggs the O-
Bulaku came and took the eggsto cook and eat. Then the pigeon madeits home at Kaikuyava, but
then the Silaketa children came and took the eggs away to cook and eat. It flew on to Kabiseikuli
and laid its eggs there but they were eaten by someone from O-Seikuli.
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It flew on to Gilibwa, but it was the same story there.

From Gilibwalit could see across the seathe land of Kitavaso it flew to the heights of O Kitavaand
there made a nest; and it was safe. Her child was human and she suckled it. She fostered it till it
could sit up, stand, walk and even dress itself. She still fostered it when it had full control and
could run and look after itself, when in fact it was already ayouth. A time came when the Kitava
people were making a new boat and had reached the noisy stage of rigging it and fitting it with a
new sail. The excitement was too much for the lonely boy who only had the pigeon his

mother for company,



"Mother, what are they cheering for down in the vilige?"

"| suppose they are laying out a new sail."

"I must go and see them,”

"But | don't want you to go near thevillage. You areall | have; | cannot loseyou. Let us
just stay hereyou and |. The Journey began in O-Y uveyova and | moved on till | found you here
in Kitava; couldn't we just live on here, you and I?"

“But | want to go to my own kind; | want to have fun.”

His mother pleaded;

"I think it is better asit is; just let us stay aswe are. You are dl | have; we can be happy as
we are.”

But the boy could not reconcile himself to that;

"No mother, | must goto my own kind. | can't resist their cheering; | must go to them and
have fun."

S0 his mother said;
"All right, but you must bathe first."

After he had bathed and groomed himself, had put on al his finery, his armshells, belt and dl,
his mother eaid to him,

"Go now, but come back before sunset; | will be watching for you. Do not come after
dark."

When he went to the Kitavavillage the people said;

"Where do you come from. We don't know you; you are a stranger."
"No | amnot. Kitavaismy home and | have come to sew the sail."

When they rested to drink coconut and chew betel nut

174

in the shade they became deepy; it was then the boy got up and went back to his mother. The
Kitavafolk did not see him go.

“Whereis our friend who was sewing the sail with us;
where has he gone?'



"We don't know. He did not take his leave by saying few
farewell."

But sewing a sail goes on for days. When the boy heard cheering again another day he said to his
mother;

"Mother they are sewing again, they are having fun; | must go to them."

"You are a persistent fellow; must you go every day?'

“They will trap you and you will be undone; | won't see you anymore, | shall be lost.”
The Kitavawomen had come upon the coconut husks;

"What are all these husks doing here.”

"Oh, a stranger came. No one knew him so we entertained him; we were sewing the sall
together."

"By doing that you must know he comes from Dobu; you must capture him here outside the
village, tie him up and throw him in the sea."

They were sewing the sail together dl the next morning, and while they were preoccupied with it
the boy dlipped away and went back to his mother, the white pigeon.

"Oh good, you have come"

"Of course | have come.”

"Wl since you have been today please stay away tomorrow; | know they are planning to
trap you, and | am so afraid.”

"No, tomorrow | must go back to my friends and sew the sail."
The next day when the sail was unfolded and they went on with the sewing they made quite a
clamour; the boy could not resist the excitement.
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"Mother” | smply must go and sew the sail,"

When after bathing, grooming and anointing himsdf and with dl his finery on him he went down
to the village the villagers remarked;

“Your friend has come’,
They went on sewing all that morning till someone said;
"Bring out the old sail and spread it so we can rest and entertain each other."

They did that and spent the whole afternoon fondling one another and going to sleep In the shade.



When they saw that the boy too had at last gone asleep and was snoring, and after shaking him to
be sure he was not pretending, someone gave the word;

"Roll up the sail."

They quickly rolled up the sail with the boy inside. They lashed it then with ropes so he could not
get out; and they took him down to the beach. They had been told;

"Take him and put him on a boat and paddle out into the Straits of Dauya and throw him
overboard to drift away."

When they had done that they returned to the village. His mother meanwhile was waiting. Prom
midday through afternoon and late afternoon and evening she waited. Then from the heights of O-
Kltava she saw the white sail drifting on the sea and she cried;

"Oh but they can't disguise my son; they have captured him and thrown him In the seg; |
must go to him."

The white pigeon flew down onto the sail and perched on theroll as It floated In the sea; with the
voice of doves she crooned to him;

"Umm!*"
Her son understood. He said to himself,
"How good of my mother to come. Lying there bundled and bound in the old sail he sang hisplaint;

"Bird of the clouds abovel
White and forsaken dove 176

Mother and father love

Bring to your child unseen

Lost in the glare between

Folds of the undersheen.

Ply for the fruits of the YOY OVI

The KAIKUBILA and the KAKAYA trees
Take your fill of these

And come again."

"White dove fly; go to the KAIKUBILA tree and bring its fruit to me. The seawill drift us
somewhere."

"Indeed you are still dive; so fruit gathering | go; but if you suffer hunger remember it is
not my fault but yours; you did not listen to me. | will go hungry to feed you so if you die | will
die too."



The white dove flew for the wild fruits and fed the boy as he drifted over the sea. In the course
of time he was cast up on a sand beach at Myuwa. By thistime the white pigeon wasdead. A man
of Myuwa had a dream; a dream of a handsome person cast up on a beach. He said to his wife,

"I had adream last night that someone was washed up on our shores; | must go wading round the
coast and seeif itistrue.”

He went off searching along the beach and finding nothing went wading round the point and along
the next beach; and so went on till he saw the white sail on the sand. He said to himself.

"How now? Does this Myuwa man have true dreams?

Going to the sall hefirst took off the white mother dove and laid her on the sands; then he took off
the lashings and unrolled the sail to find the boy inside;

"Man. Who are you? Where do you come from?"
"I belong to Kitava | was sewing the sail with the others. The women were annoyed
because the coconuts around the village were all used up. They said it was on my account
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so my mates took the first opportunity of finding me off guard, rolled meup ina sal and threw
me out to sea. After drifting along timel came up on this beach. It was my mother who fed
me."

"Who would your mother be?"
"The white dove."
"Would that be her | put on the sand?’
"Oh would you go and dig agrave and bury her for me?"

The Myuwa man buried the white dove; then, because the boy was very weak, hetook him
on his back saying,

"Come on, we must go home, rest on my shoulder, for you are weak from hunger
and | must carry you."

He took the boy home to hiswife who was ready to serve dinner. The boy was fed alittle
at atimetill he got stronger. Soon he got back his appetite, and soon after he was strong
again. He stayed with the Myuwa couple and made his garden with them. The Myuwa
man had got himself a son who lived with them ever after.
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8. KALIVA theChalk Fisn

PROVERB: ILUWAWALA KAIPOTA
"The verdict was, Serveshim right."

KALIVA isthe name of that variety of beche-de-mere known as the Chak Fish. The way
itisreferred to in this story makes a smple and illuminating paradle for understanding the
references to Dokinikani. For junior listenersit is suggested that KALIVA isahuge beast,
an enormous sea serpent that was cut to bits and of which only chips, asit were, areto be
found today. Older hearers can construe KALIV A asacollective, there being no necessary
expression of the plurality of nouns in Boyowan grammar, and KALIVA is till big. The
KALIVA beds between Silaketa and Mmwa are six miles long and two wide. On nights
of the full moon when these, up to eighteen inch long, sea dugs come out of the pipe clay
they seem like one to the square yard dl over the seafloor. In the past hundreds of tons of
them have been cured and shipped to Chinato make table delicacies.

Both the social bad manners and the exaggerated sensitivity to them gets well spoofed in
this story. The sensitivity does not seem to be noticeable in Boy owe in modern times and
perhaps that is thanks to stories such as KALIVA. There is another story more popular
than KALIVA where the rude one is a butterfly that offends a lord by fluttering past his
head.

The Chalk Fish beds are eight milesfrom Kavataria and though the Chalk Fish leaving the
pipeclay does make a slurp when emerging at low tide the point is well taken that it isa
needless looking for offence. The needless looking for offence is however a problem that
is not fanciful. A few months before this story was written down a school boy son of a
chief at Ononghe in the Vanapa valey in the mountains of Papua was seen sobbing,
Jittering, scrabbling in the grass
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like ademented fury, looking for something with which to "kill" aplunging horse that had
offended him with arude noise. It is not mentioned in this story but, perhaps the main
reason for taking the Chalk Fish as the terrible example is the curious fact that, when
attacked, it will void its entrails to escape.

The story:
KALIVA was living at Taunting and a grand lord with a grand house was living at
Kavataria. In the evening one of his wives would take him his dinner and set it on the
stage where he ate. Just as he was about to do that KALIV A would break wind,

"Pooh."

This put the grand lord in aterriblerage. The whole village of Mulusaido could hear him



telling his messenger the
lory,

"Go and Behold whoever it was who broke wind in my hearing, when | was about
to eat."

He put his food away from him and went to bed without any dinner. Meanwhile the lory
flew off to Taunting where he stopped to ask,

"Were you the one who broke wind in my lord’s hearing."
KALIVA replied,

"If you would just come behind me I'll give you a message to take to your lord."

Thiswas what KALIVA sang,

"If anyone stands before me;

If anyone stands behind me;

| don't care who he be

I'll flash on him the lightening."
He opened up with such asuck that thelory was sucked in and disappeared. Thegrand lord
waited in vain al evening
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for his servant the lory to come and report. He complained;

"That messenger is very ow; why haven't | heard from him?”

Another evening hewas just about to eat the dinner one of hiswives had brought for him
when KALIVA did it again.

"Pooh!"
The lord told his servant the osprey,

"Fly over there and see who it was who dared to break wind in my hearing. | am
not able to eat."

The osprey went flying around Taunting and stopped to ask KALIVA
"Would you be the one who broke wind in the hearing of ray lord?"

KALIVA’sreply was iff;



"Now who would you be?"

"I am the osprey."

"Wdl if you would come behind I'll give you amessage to take back to your lord."
Again KALIVA sang,

"If anyone stands before me,

If anyone stands behind me

| don't care who he be

I'll flash on him the lightning."

KALIVA opened up wide and the osprey was sucked in and disappeared. He went where
thelory was. The osprey was surprised and said,

"Man, you'rein here!l”

"Yes|'m here, | was sucked in too."

"Well it looks like we may have to stay."
The lord was waiting for his messenger to report back, but nothing happened. Again his
dinner was put before
hiraand again, just as he was about to eat, KALIVA did it again,

"Pooh!"
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The lord of Kavatarla swore a shocking word,;
"How will | ever be ableto eat if this goeson?
Takethefood away right out of the house. | must tell someoneto go and see about this.”
He told the pigeon and the pigeon flew, to where, KALIVA was and said,

"Who do you think you are to be breaking wind in the hearing of my lord. He Is
worn out with fasting; he cannot eat while you go on doing this."

"Oh. Well just come behind and I'll give you a message for him."

Again KALIVA sang hisditty, again went open an shut and the pigeon was with the other
prisoners, saying to them,

"What? Is this where you are?’

Again his lordship waited dl day for his messenger to report back; but by the evening



when his wife served dinner he till had had no word. Then just as he started to eat
KALIVA did it again. His lordship gave up any idea of eating, used some shocking bad
language and called for the honey sucker and said to him,

"Fly over there to that fellow; | smply must have someword of what isgoing on."

The honey sucker said yes with a cheep as faint as it was exciting, as fetching as it was
mysterious and went bobbing up and down around Taunting where he asked KALIVA.

"Are you the one who is breaking wind? His lordship is starving. Do you have to
break wind?'
"Wdll if you will just come round behind, I'll tell you.

The honey sucker went behind and the Chak Pish sang his ditty,
"If anyone stands behind me,
If anyone stands before me
| don't care who he be
I'll flash on him the lightning."
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KALIVA went open and shut and the honey sucker was in with the rest and saying to
them.

"What? Could none of you take word to his lordship?’
"No, we arein here to stay."

But the honey sucker knew of an opening and how to open it. When KALIV A opened his
mouth he went out saying,

"I'll go and let his lordship know."

With one of his faint but so exciting and mysterious cheeps he was gone. He flew right
back to Mulusaido where his lordship could scarcely wait to hear, asking at once,

"Who was it that broke wind?"
"It was KALIVA, and if you would kindly take notice, all your assistants are inside him |
opened his mouth to get out. “ | have brought the news so your lordship could eat.”

When he had eaten that evening his lordship gave orders to dl the Kavataria communities as
follows,

"Y ou people of Bokoveva, Kuwabu, Muluveaka and Mulusaido must go off tomorrow and
hire boats. Go to Vakuta and Silaketaand up al their creeks; we are going to seeto this KALIVA
who lives at Taunting."



Accordingly the villagers went boat hiring. They assembled all the biggest boats they could find.
On the appointed day they punted over to Taunting. They took ropes of vines and towing them
through the seatook them around KALIV A and with them rolled him up on their boats and brought
him right to the home beach at Kavataria. There hislordship gave ordersthat he be cut in sections,

saying,
"We must ook inside him."

When they cut open his stomach there was a scatter of different kinds of birds that flew off in all
directions to their homes. There is fill KALIVA at Kavataria; but they are very respectful now.
The Kavataria people bake them and eat them.

Kavataria children are very fond of them.
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9 Togiliwakuraa or Mr Money-bags
Michadl Giyomataa

Proverb: IPIPISI YAOINA BIGINOLI O-KWADEWA KAIMATANA WAGA
“The boat that sets sail with the start of the wind will lead the way."

Comment

The name Togiliwakuma describes a character who draw, as by magic jewelry and gems from
under acloth, a Mr Money-bags. His part waswell characterised by Michael Giyomatala who,
though still ayouth, commands the speed of a practiced story teller, another Tovileu. The story
was taped so the teller could concentrate on the important thing in his mind, its exciting quality
for little people.

Thisisthe first of the storiesin this collection to be taped, so a note on the advantages of taping
and dictation is appropriate. | was always aware that with dictation much of the histrionics of
drama and characterising, of humour, pathos and poetry was lost; but in the event this dictation
was in fact aschool of story telling with acrowd of commentators on the side supplying with some
acumen expression shorn away, even the singing of the VINAVINA. For me, having this
advantage and conversant with the idiom, the old way was easier and the understanding better. For
those with limited time and familiarity taping is a marvellous aid and the only way; but it still has
its limitations.

The story

Togiliwakuma, a man of many possessions, was living with his mother at Kaisiga, and there was



a fabulous
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Cannibal, acrocodile, living at Duyamata. He was famished, for everyone had been eaten, and he
had been fasting for days. He was looking for Togiliwakuma who had crossed over to Boli for
safety. The Canniba began lamenting to his mother;

"Mother thereis no one left to eat; there is nothing to make a feast.”
"So you had better get out your drum, the one you left in the food house, and set about
stretching anew skin on it.”

It was while hunting a monitor lizard to cover his drum that he came on the hide-out of
Togiliwakuma, who looked round in time and made hisescape, though hismother was not so lucky.
After making a feast for her at Kaisiga he took his boat and went eastwards along the coast. He
came to awhaler shark and asked for protection;

"I'll give you jewelry and all kinds of precious things; I'll buy you a dinner and things to
delight you; only please give me protection.”

"Y es? From what?"

"Oh Sir I'm winded; the Cannibal is after me. He's eaten the whole village, my father,
mother and everyone; now heisafter me. | left my boat down at the anchorage and came ashore'.'

"Well sit on the stand and have a banana."

“ Oh thank you, I'm safe.”

"Yesyou are. People of Tukwauukwa, Teyava, O-Yuveyovaal know me. | take off
their legs and arms; take out their insides; and as for that thing that is after you, just you stay
along with me. Y ou can move in to my place while | see you are safe.”

Togiliwakuma took refuge in the house while the whaler shark stood on guard. While he was
watching the Canniba began to appear, coming length after length of him round the point.

He exclaimed,
"Ohl say. Justlook at that; awhole fleet of Munuwata
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boats. What could they be doing; salling copra; visiting Kilivila?' Just look a those white cowries, what
an dignment; not adirty one."

"Oh Sir let me see!”
Togiliwakumatook just one look;

"Men, what do you mean? That's the Cannibal; those white things are not cowries, they are
teeth, big white teeth!"

Said the Whaler Shark,

"Go for your life; I'm running away to seal”

Togiliwakuma ran along the shore to where a dugong was loafing in the shallows and pleaded,

"Oh Sir, give me protection. I'll give you jewe s and precious things, buy you abanquet and
things for your delight, only protect me, please.”

“Yes, tel me about it."

"The Cannibal isafter meto eat me. He's eaten my father and my mother and all the people
of my village. | came over to Boli but heis still after me. | cameto the Whaler Shark for protection
but he ran away; so | have come to you."

"Wdl I'll see what we can do. Anyway you can stay in my house and go to deep; I'll keep
watch while you do. Y ou need not be afraid; | can fix people and scatter their homes like smoke;
I’ll give that Canniba something. Y ou need not help; just take it easy inside while | keep watch."
He went off sneezing in the shallows at Kavataria. Quite soon he was exclaiming;

"Oh boy! That must be a whole fleet going off on KULA. Whose boats can those be, all
new, all big? Whoever saw cowries like those

“Oh Sir let me see!”

Togiliwakumatook one quick look.
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Oh no! That's the Canninal. Y ou think those are cowries. They are teeth; big white teeth.”
How terrible! | couldn't take him on."

He disappeared into the sea. Togiliwakumaran aong the shore and claimed protection from agreat
Barracuda. It was just the same story dl over again; and the same at Losuya. So Togiliwakuma



comes in the end to the stones called Lislas or Gnash-gnash at O-Y uveyova where the little birds
called POSISIKWA make love. He appealed to MONITATEITU the porcupine fish;

"Oh Sir, give me protection. I’ll pay you with jewelry and precious things; I'l make you
wealthy."

"What isit all about?’

"The Cannibal, the crocodile wants to eat me."

"Well go into the house while | take alook at him."

While Togiliwakuma was resting, length after length of the Cannibal came into sight around the
point. MONITATEITU was amazed,

"Oh boy. That must be a whole fleet of Kaileula boats; they must be out on KULA or
something; they must be going to Kilivilal"

Said Togiliwakuma,

"Oh Sir, let me have alook."
It was what he feared;

"No Sir! That's the Canniba; what you think is a whole fleet is just one crocodile; that's
how big heis."

"Wdl you Just lay down out of sight and don't make a sound; when he comes well see

what we can do."

So spoke the little puffer, the porcupine fish. The orders of the Cannibal, when he came, were as
fierce as himsdf;

"Puffer boy. Hand over my son. I'm taking him home. | was correcting him for his
gardening and he ran away. He must be corrected. Hand him over."
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Togiliwakuma was pleading;

“Oh Sir, heslying! Hewantsto est me. I'm not hisson. He's eeten my father and my mother
and now helll est me”

Said MONITATEITU to the Cannibal;
"Y ou are not going to eat the child; at least, not until you have eaten me first."
Said the Cannibdl;

"Man oh man."



Then alossfor words at such audacity, he just opened his mouth and swallowed MONITATEITU
and Togiliwakuma at a gulp. But that was not the end of the story. The puffer, now inside the
Canniba, just blew himself up like a bladder, and with al his spines just punctured al the
Cannibal's insides, so that he thrashed this way and that with pain like a great whip. But the more
he thrashed the more he swelled. He thrashed till death overcame him and he just lay still, dead.
The puffer cut him open from the inside and came out pulling Togiliwakuma behind him.
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10. TOMADAWA, Mr Dugong

Proverb; KALILISA MULUKWAUSI KATAGUGU O BWANITA
We shake off the witches putting boldly to sea

Comment:

Traditionaly the O-Yuveyova fishermen are the recognised experts at catching dugong or
manatees; though, if other villages capture them, they pay no tribute to the O-Y uveyovapeople.

O-Yuveyova isnot acentre for story telling. Thestory is skimpy. It isnot made fully clear
what the man's mistake was; but it seemsthat this time the beady eyes are on wives;

"Don't embarrass your man by letting him go for hisown drinking water; he might get used
to drinking salt water and turn into a dugong or MADAWA; thewell is a place for women
only."

The Story

Tomadawa was once a man who owned gardening land and was a great gardener; but hiswife made
garlands of butterflies. She was as giddy as he was serious. There came atime when he worked on
in the garden dl one day, al the next and all a third day. Being by then without food or drinking
water he told his mates;

"Tel my wife to bring me something to eat and drink,"

But hiswife Kadalebuwaga, the"sailors friend" did nothing; so Tomadawatook hiswater bottle and
with hislittle daughter on hisback went to get hisown water. He missed the place where the springs
were in the open water; went on up the creek, and lying down therein the briny water began to drink
it. Gradually he changed into a sea creature. When he
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at last he had become sea-worthy he stood up to tell his child,;
"Y ou must go to Mokailubu."
He gave up his axe and it was later brought to O-Y uveyova by Boyovata. Said Tomadawa;
"I have made my mistake; | am now at the mercy of the seasons.”
The child made an outcry. She did not want to leave him.

"Father, | must go with you." Said Tomadawa,
"Come then."

Hetook her on hisback and she went off with himto become adugong too. Tomadawasaid to her,
"You are agirl; you may bear children later, which is something | cannot do."

They took a great breath and were gone into the depths of the sea. The time of the north-west
monsoon isthe time for the dugong to make its reappearance, just aswassaid by Tomadawain the
first place;

"They will catch me and with their axes cut me in pieces; or if they do not want me
themselves, they will give me to the people of Gumilababa, Kudukwaikela. Kapwapu, Ilailima or
O-Kunung; and five blades will be the O-Y uveyova price for my carcass if they trade me."
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11. Magilodu, a betel addict

Proverb: MIMI BITAWOI DELI TOYALUWA
A dream may become pregnant with inspiration.

Comment

Only afragment off synopsis of a story told by aboy; but enough to show that the delicate whimsy
and senditive expression of Boyowan story telling does not fall; it isaliterary form so set that the
typesetting of print can add little to its permanence. There are palms growing on Kitava. known as
PULAPOLA so this story may be from there; stories and the things mentioned In them tend to
foster each other. There is a tribute here to the really fond regard that exists between Boyowan
brothers and sisters; a regard that underlies the strict reserve that is evident In their every day
association.  To address awoman as Sister isarare and delicate courtesy; its nearest equivaent in
English, Lady.



The Story

A girl called Magilodu seems to have lived at Kaipulapola. This girl had five brothers and when
they went out fishing she would be left done. Having nothing else to amuse her she chewed betel
nut and became an addict. She chewed more than all her brothers put together. When they came
back from their fishing they found nothing but empty husks; their sister had chewed them al. So
they got to scolding her. She was only one and they were many; and they scolded so hard she could
only cry. The sky people overheard and one day, when the brothers were out fishing, they let a
man down on arattan to find out what was the matter. Said Magilodu,

"Oh every time my brothers come from fishing they scold
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me about betel nut. | tell them. | don't know about your betel nut; my nut Isthe PULAPOLA that
grows only for me, Magidlodu, as my name says."

The sky people were sorry for her and let down another rattan; and took her up into the sky where
she was dazzled by the brightness. Her brothers heard about it while they were out fishing, and
punting back in haste, went looking for their sister to see if it was true. When they found she was
gone they went into mourning. They cried till they could cry no more. Then the eldest made just one
more very thorough search; and still finding nothing, he took his spear and climbed Into atree. He
fel on his spear and killed himself. All the other brothers followed his example. Now that they were
al dead their sister came down to earth again to mourn for them;
"If only they had not scolded me every time they came from fishing."

Then she gathered some shiver grass and tickled their noses till they sneezed. They all came alive
again and lived out their livesin the land of the giant betel.
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CHAPTER X

Gnomes and Ghouls

1. TheThree Worlds

Proverb; MAKWA TALAVADADA VANUWA 1YIKU



"At such enormities the earth quakes.”

A principle constantly inculcated in the Boyowan past was "KUYAMATA KAKULUMWALA",
mind the headings, actualy the ridges that defined the personally owned clearings in the common
garden, but metaphorically dl categories. Mind was avery operative word and has bred amentality
used to divisions particularly discreet. Words likeBALOMA, TABU, MEGUVA, BULA are never
found in stories, though the discussion that story telling sets off are spiced with them. Tudavaisnot
mentioned once in 6,000 lines of Boyowan verse, nor is he a common conversational reference,
though he is named or aluded to in most of the gardening rites given by Malinowski, and most
Boyowan stories by form aone are, or could be, variants of his. These divisions are time honoured
conventions so hardened as to be unconscious; so when some Boyowan informant responding to
European fixations, as they must seem to him, concerning questions of paternity, kinship, brother-
sister TABU etc makes areferenceto old men, itisaword to the wise and should be well noted. In
Boyowan discussion there is never a sign of any masonic secrecy or defense of any arcanum, only
a courteous deference to another's right to speak, so these opaque divisions smply indicate how
widely one forum is separated from the other; they are different worlds. The forum of story telling,
because it is awonderland guarded by the educated artistic sense of the whole community, will not
allow the intrusion of the banalities of daily living in their vulgar context, so BALOMA, TABU etc
areless
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acceptable and more distant rumblings at this level. The forum of story telling is O-
KAUKWEDA, the threshold or domestic court to which the house itself is merely bedroom and
cupboards.

The forum of village socia and work-a-day life is the street and its symbol in the Boyowan idiom
isWA BWAIMA, at the store. Boyowan yam crates often have a bit of a platform in front of
them, a favourite squatting place for meeting strangers and passers by, who not being relatives or
intimate family friends, prefer to meet there than on the verandah of the villager's home.
Equivalent to WA BWAIMA is O-KABUDOGA, onthe stand or platform, a public dumping
spot for goods or burdens; or O-BUNEYOVA, a shaded stand or shelter. This is the forum of
al public affairs, news of the day, gossip and genera relaxation. Willy-nilly it is the forum of
anthropology and question and response are coloured by it.

The forum of the WOSI or KAIMWANA, the celebration of the tribal gloriesis O-BAKU, on
the square. This isan event so rare as to seem unimportant. The odd individuals who go on with
their endless recitative are unobtrusive enough to be easily forgotten. The short season for
KALIBOM or unofficid rehearsalswith drumsisover before anything noteworthy even gets started.
But this isthe most important chapter in the story of the Boyowan facing the way he has come.

It is a chapter that has not been written. Becauseit is another world it will not be an easy chapter
to write; but leaving it unwritten would be like leaving Homer out of the story of the ancient Greeks.



To mark once and for dl the esoteric quality of thewos and that its classic poetic style and not
merely artificial conventions iswhat makes it so let me give an example. | was one day conning
over astanza of Usituma and wondering how it should be construed. | put my difficulties to a
great grandfather. When he admitted being puzzled | suggested his white haired nephew and heir
might help only to have the suggestion testily rejected on the grounds that his nephew was still
womanising; and | wonder
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if there are not some who would regard this as vindication of their apparent attitude that the more
cerebral salients of their field of study are so exegesis and uncertain that they are not worth bother
about; that anything that does not have a social, economic, phallic, pathological or psychopathic,
technical, ritual or perhaps merely statistical orientation, Just lies outside any possible, coherent
framework of rational understanding.

| want to confessthat thisattitude would jar my sense of Boyowan redlities. | know that these people
are not brought up to amystica regard for truth for its own sake, but this does not mean that these
people never reach for the truth, especially religious and sublime truth, even though under question
their natural inclination is to give the answer which pleases. The scorn of Jomo Kenyatta, and the
more sardonic of ray Boyowan friends, isminetoo when | am pressed for, or read authors stressing,
the meaning of concepts like BALOMA, MEGUVA, TABU, MANA etc in terms that belong only
inajuvenile system of reference. | had a spontaneous sympathy with groups who came to me, with
hackles visibly raised, wanting to know what this or that inquiry was really getting at. From familiar
daily contact with the vast range of these expressions | could only wonder, "What indeed?" With
no definitive explanation of these concepts to come from the vernacular side any construction from
our side wears the character of its making and isforeign, not to say miseading. If only our tedious
ethnographers would quote the local formula in adequate English, it would be like a 'stab of
lightning lighting up the murk made sultry with frustration. Better than the "co-efficient of
weirdness' we should look for another level of thought expressed in the authentic traditional style
proper to poetry, story or magic. Since story, song and magic has each aforma character al itsown
instantly recognisable even to the Boyowan child, we have a study to make to which fairy tales are
amere stepping stone. But from here on, as far as the Boyowan is concerned, if our perception of
the poetry
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or magic is not immediate, explanation is not a help, because the text in question is far more

luminous than any paraphrase could be. In the face of persistent question the informant may well
say the text is meaningless or in adead language.

2. Magic Ritesand Spells



Proverb; KULA KUGISI INAM TAMAM WA TUMA
"Go see your mother and father in heaven.”
(Aninverted blessing or curse).

The ‘literary’ form at home in the domestic court, O-KAUKWEDA is the folk tale; the 'literary’
form at home on the street or WA BWAIMA aretheritesand spellsof MEGUV A or magic. Magic,
the most important form of their literature for Malinowski has been exhaustively examined by him,
and | want to keep free of it here. But | do not want to exclude it, though it has a style proper to
itself, from what | have been saying about the Boyowan artistic sense. As an art form, the aspect
Malinowski was less expressly concerned with, it is difficult to appreciate apart from its own
ceremonious setting* The ceremonious setting itself is not really understood apart from the tribal
traditions, so it is only emotionally meaningful to those who have grown up with it. One who has
grown up with it might build a story round it, filled with all the colour that surrounds the spell in
village life, and this in turn would give the triba living a lot of colour that the efforts of
anthropologists fail to give.

Just to illustrate very briefly what | am talking about | am taking formula three of Coral Garens 11
page 265, a minor spell apart from its attached litany, hardly more than a VINAVTNA. All
Malinowski needed to say was, "Thisis a curse on the bush pig, as representative of
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every adverse or deleterious influence that could affect the garden. It alludesto Tudava calling the
Boyowans home again by sending back to them the Canniba's head as a sign of their deliverance
from the traditional hell-hole, Kaluwawa, in Kaili, the land of unlimited jungle. The terms are
nautical, and wherever Ulawolaimagry be, it isnot in the Raibwagaat Kuluvitu, much as that might
do for present purposes. The curse goes like this;

"Gentlemen! Our scape-goat, the pig.
Quarrelsome, violent, sneaky pig!
Murderous, mean, obstinate, lethal pig!

| kick your stern. | send you sailing. Go!
With ears for sail and tail for rudder. Out!
With eyes bunged and mind stunned. Get!
Right back to Paddling!"

In these few words we know as much, have a much better idea of the spirit of the thing and can fedl
much better about it Again on page 295 we have the KAPARI or Spider formula, whichisso ssimple
but so appedling too that everybody usesit, even Christian boys and girls still at school. It mentions
the Kwaiwaya Point at Mwatawa where the megalithic stones were dug from the scarcely solidified
sand of the beach and hardened into stone by drying, and which with the mention of Luebila links
three Tudavan traditions. With our sengitivity to anticlimax the order of phrases as given would
make a hash of the meaning for us, so | have re-routed them thus;



"O you spider!

O instant web!

What spiders do,

Should TAITU too,

Well up and spread.

Cover your ground,

Cover your grid,

As once you covered the Point of Kwaiwaya,
As once you covered the first Luebila;

197

Covered and smothered the Point of Kwaiwaya,
Covered and smothered the first Luebila.”

Thisiscoaxing, cozening, Sympathetic magic that makes the magician feel so much better that it
is impossible for him not to believe that it doesn’t do something for the TAITU too, and al the
yansand dl the crops. Thefirst gardens of the first settlers at Labai and Luebila, cut in vfergin
forest, were no doubt glorious ones and the memory may be thousands of years old.

3 Gilibwalatheinstant avenger

Proverb; WAGALA LA MIMI LAMIMIYA
"Thisisthe boat of my dreams.”

Comment

All stories are for the old as well as the young; dl stories are educative, but in this and the next two
chapters we come away from pure fantasy and more towards morality plays and sociological
problems; and these are more for the old than the young though in style still addressed to the young.

The story of Gilibwala, curioudly, but in the forthright way of the Boyowans was told by a young
man who, on the evidence of his companions, had been well roasted by its telling and retelling, for
he was at the moment the notorious philanderer of his district; and he was not from Wawela, This
should beinits proper form a horror story for the kiddies, to give them gooseflesh. They love that
sort of thing; and grown ups see no reason why they should not be indulged. But in the telling this
story became almost uprooted as an animal fantasy and an almost transparent tale of human lechery.
This was the result no doubt of the preoccupations of the story teller.
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The Boyowans haveahorror of snakesaskeen asthat of anyone. They particularly detest the python
whose cunning and stealth, second only to that of the crocodile, they have good reason to appreciate.
There is no way of knowing when they will strike; there is no way of preventing their dirty work.
They will kill, usualy fowls, far more than they can eat, and |eave even the ones they cannot eat all
dimed over. Thereis no way of tracking down an anima whose path is through the tree tops. For
the purpose of making philandering hideous and hateful a more potent example could not be found.

Gilibwalais not credited with bringing any wealth back with him; only sago. Histrip was not meant
to beaglorious affair. In stories there isfar more reference to sago than to VAIGUWA or jewelry;
in fact, asfar asreference in stories is concerned, the KULA is on a par with the Motuan pot-sago
trips by LAKATOI into the gulf of Papua; besides the stories are still addressed to the young folk
and these are more interested in sago.

The nobility of the Tabalu clan could claim priority on mullet catches so giving the head of the
python to the mullet isady poke at the Tabalu. There may be ahint at black magic; but the python
isnot venomous so it seemsrather pointed at their dyness and devious ways as the Boyowans fancy
aman isinfluenced in character by what he eats. The name Gilibwaaisa sort of symbol for sudden
death like the gun man in Wild Westerns.

The Gilibwala story:
There was a man named Gilibwala living at Wawela who was making himself a boat. Just as this
was finished his wife had a baby. But Gilibwala had spent too many days
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dreaming of what he would do with his boat when it was finished to let this event make any

difference to his plans, He said to his wife;

"In afew days | will be salling away; tomorrow you must start to prepare food for my
journey.”

When the day to go came he loaded his boat and gave his wife some careful instructions;

"I will be going to Dobu. If the north-west wind blows you must remember not to burn any
scented posies; and if the North-east wind blows you must remember not to burn any either.

He had forgotten to mention the south-west wind and this did blow and hiswife did burn some love
charms. The python smelt this and started to have dreams. These went dl night till it was time for
daybreak. It was then he fell out of the tree he was sleeping in and came tumbling down to earth.



The woman heard the thud and in her dream she said,
"Oh my firewood. Just what | want to keep me warm."

The snake crawling round outside the house happened to hear the woman talking in her deep. He
set up a conversation with her from the threshold, suggesting,

"What a heavy deeper. Its time we made afew cals; its time we boiled some water."
Said the woman,

"Y ou're garbling your words; | don't know what you are talking about."
Said the python,

"Who's garbling his words?'
He opened the door and went inside saying;

"Give me afire stick."

The woman deepily gave him afirestick. The snake lit the fire and blew on it till it blazed and then
he said,

"Let me have that warming stone to hot up."
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When the stone had been warmed he said,

"Let me have some water to boil for a bath."
He poured some water into a tub saying,

"Come on, get up and take your bath."
The woman sleepily took her baby and bathed it. When she had done that the python said,

"Let me haveit to nurse."
She gaveit to him and he nursed it saying to her,

"Now take your bath."

While she was taking her bath he licked the baby dl over. When the woman had finished her bath



he licked her too dl over. They stayed together dl that day. Only after dinner that night did he go
on around of cals. While he was away the woman sang;

"The boat you made my lordling mate To keep a tryst and set a date. The while a slimy
python spites you. You gaily sail away to Dobu."

The python heard and was provoked; saying,
"Oh Chant a spell for help would you? Well cap your spell with this;
"A paramour breaksin upon;
With betel charms your little one
S0 let this sharpen ruddy ire
And set ablaze your jedousfire."

Thewoman went to sleep in the house with her baby and the python went up inthetreeto sleep. But
near daybreak when he was still asleep he fell down to earth;

"Thump!"
The woman murmured in her deep;
"Nice of you to get me firewood. Just what | need to keep me warm."
The python crawling down the street heard her and started to talk to her in her sleep;
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"The raw night breeze is chilling you; but never mind; just go to Sleep.”
When the village began to stir with daybreak he suggested,;
"Its time you woke up and boiled some water."
He opened the door and went in, saying,
"Give me alight while | make up the fire and boil some water."
She handed him alight and he heated water for her arid poured it into a tub, saying,
"Bathe the baby and then giveit to me to nurse.”
She bathed the baby and gave it to him to nurse. He licked it all over. When she had had her bath

he licked her al over too. Then they cooked breakfast. In the evening he went up into the trees to
deep and sang again,



"A paramour breaksin upon;
With betel charms your little one
S0 let this sharpen ruddy ire
And set ablaze your jedousfire."
That night the husband down in Dobu had a dream. He said,
"The snake has found my little ones."
He set sail in the morning and when he arrived home at once asked his wife;
"What have you been doing while | was away?"
She said,
"Oh the python has been with us!"

Said he,
"Has henow! Well just carry this sago."

After the sago was al carriedinthey went to bed. During the night the woman told her husband,
"When the time comes for the village to stir from sleep you'll hear him fall.”

Then the roosters crowed and therewas a thump. The man's wife said,

"Didyou hear that?"

Said he,
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"Wasn't it abranch of atree?’
Said she,

"No it was the python. Just listen and you'll hear him talking."
The snake was coming down the street saying,

"The cold night wind Is chilling you. Wake up sleepy head; its time to boil your water and
bathe."

The husband was sharpening his machete. He was standing by the door when the python opened it



and said;
"Givemealight."
The woman said,
"You are apest.”
Said the python,
"Oh what have | said wrong now."

When he rested his head on the doorstep the husband with one quick stroke cut it off. He marked
off sections along his back and cut him into lengths. He fed these to scavenger fish. The tail
lengths went to KISOSOPUNA, TOBUSA and LEUMIDU that eat every kind of filth; but the head
he gave to the mullet. And that is how it wasin the end; he and hislittle

ones were able to sleep in peace.

4. TOPUPWANADA or Mr Cockles

Proverb: SONU SOSONU KASEMOLENA
"Seduced by the softness of seduction.”

PUPWANADA the large white cockles found in mangrove mud are edible and in fact eaten, but
they are the least esteemed of sea foods. Red Ochre or O-Lumwaluva, of which Omarkana is
the corrupt form, isthe seat of the paramount chief or senior Tabalu. Making him a Cannibd is
just a joke, a
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flippancy given more bite by the KAVAGINA or crawl, the obeisance, demanded of old by the
protocol of more serious occasions; it is not ‘documentary’ proof that the Tabalu were Cannibals.
Here again we find the motif of the worthy and the worthless brother, itself in association with the
Tabalu, an alusion to Tudava and Dovana.

The story

Thereweretwo brothersliving happily together; the elder active and agreat gatherer of cockles; the
younger an assiduous chewer of betel nut, who stayed at home to keep the fire alight; so there
should be always a bright fire to roast the cockles on; and on which they would dine before they
went to bed. But after some time, as idle people do, betel chewer became forgetful

and his brother came home to find the fire out. This was shamefull of him and he exclaimed;



"Please git, just wait while | run and fetch some fire."

The betel chewer ran to Red Ochre where he passed its lord training his vines and who wanted to
know;

"Where would you be going?"

"I came to get fire for my brother.”

"Oh well take some of this pork and vegetables aong with the fire. Give some to your
brother."
On the way home thinking al by himself, as he usudly did, he grew suspicious, saying to himsalf;

"I had better throw this pork and these vegetables away; they might be poisoned. If | give
them to my brother he might die."

S0 hethrew them away and went home with only the fire. He told hisbrother what he had done; and
his brother well used to him accepted this, saying,

"Oh yes, perhapsits as well you did; its not as though

204
we had no cockles."
So the cockles were cooked and dined on and the brothers went to bed. But this sort of thing
happened over and over. The lord's wife was a flirt and she made the most of these opportunities.
The lord's men overheard and told the lord about it; so he gave orders;

"Get your spears and go kill that fellow."

So they chased hime back to OBowada and through O-Bowada to O-Bwelia; then through O-
Bweliato the main road again. He arrived home covered with blood and crying;

"Oh brother; the lord's men want to kill me."
"Do they? Well tomorrow we are going to go and kill them."

And the lord likewise was telling his men;

"We are going to kill that betel chewer and his brother.”
So that ishow thelord's men and the brothers and their friends met at Kuleyaor Stodge, and fought
a battle which the brothers won. They drove the lord's men back to O-Yusali or Held Off where

they piled their weapons, saving they would burn Red Ochre the next day. But the next day things
did not go so well. The lord of Red Ochre had given the order;



"Mine the road and cover the pits."
Thisthey had done and when the fight began next day, and the brothers as before proved too strong,
the pursuit began. Then it was that the betel chewer, heedless of pits, fell straight through the
coversinto one. There hewas captured, taken and shown to the lord with the words;
"We got him; but his brother got away."
Thelord said,

"Good; keep him here while you get firewood and we can cook him."
The elder brother went home grieving, and he did not dleep at dl. Very early in the morning he went
to bathe, and after anointing, painting and combing himsalf, he scattered gristingsin hishair and got
himsealf up to look like a Kaileula
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man. Then taking his spear and his adze, like an officia visitor from another island he set out for
Red Ochre. When he appeared in O-Bwelia the villagers set up a cry to announce to al that an
officid visitor from Kaileula was passing. The elder brother knowing he would not be believed
protested,;

"Oh I'm not really from Kaileula; I'm just going to see this fellow they captured.”
They told him,

"Oh you had better be quick; they are getting ready to cook him right now."

He took off along the mainroad, running. In O-Bowada he was proclaimed again; and again he
denied being a stranger, saying,

"I only want to see the chap they took yesterday."
"Be quick then, they should be cooking him aready."

Going through Wa-Kalilluvait was the same; no one recognised him; while he still protested;
"Oh | am just sorry for the chap they caught; | only want to see him."

They told him,
"You had better hurry; they havelit thefire."

He ran to Red Ochre and was proclaimed there as an officia visitor from Kaileulaand greeted with
the words,



"Why have you come?’

"Oh only to see the fellow they are talking about."
They told him,

"You'rejust intime; they have the fire hot enough to cook him."
The lord gave his own invitation,

"Come up here where you can see better."

The elder brother went up on the platform and sat chatting there with the lord of Red Ochre. At the
right moment he seized the lord's spear, threw his own to his brother and jJumped down, saying,

"Quick!"
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They killed the lord and hismen, and leaving the ladiesto mourn their dead, went back to Lumwala.

5 The Navavila and M omovala Stories
Tovileu
Proverb: MEKOMA KALA PWASA TODEDEKWA
"The lustful must live on his own corruption.”

Comment

Navavila and Momovala are two versions of one and the same story and must be considered
together. Behind their telling, in less recent times at least, there was a medical problem and a
scandal» leading on even to an enquiry on the part of the District Office. The topic was still alively
onein 1937, when the vernacular version was written down, and involved someone much closer to
the scene of the discussion than that convenient character, the man from Wawela. It was a very
explosive subject when Malinowski was in Boyowa. The KWATAKEKWA of ordinary parlance
isthe length of stick with tapered ends that is used in the tip-cat game that children play. So far as
adults are concerned there is much more to this story than is detailed in this smplified version. In
fact the topi c seems shaped to heading off inquisitive youngsters who would know the scandal away.
The story or stories are meant to evoke horror. The VINAVINA of Navavilaonly hintsat bleeding
that will not stop, TETE BIYOU TETE BIYOU; whilethe VINAVINA of Momovalagoes further.

Navavila is a name taken from a by-word and can be rendered in English as Prowler, while
Momovaa means living, a sardonic description. By the fact that both these versions were given by



Tovileu we see that the Boyowan story teller
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Isused to stories being revamped for location, updating etc and is appreciative of versionsother than
his own. The mood is too ferocious to be funny and belong rather in the area of grouch sessions;
they are pointed very much at the wife. Malnowski would not have been so puzzled at the
offensiveness of the obscenity he speaks of on page 106 of Sex and Repression if he had been
familiar with these stories; and if he was unaware of the scanda they would have been kept from
him.

The daughter's name, Pwasamaluya, means ‘our rotten nuts', an adlusion to idle or shiftless living
and Mogwameans'old ....” and you can supply your own description of him. It isastory casing a
problem and a situation rather than an event or any definite person. It is meant to be a stereotype;
like the traditional carvings of the human figure, so like those of Easter Island, it deliberately
eschews persona delineation. The problem wasavery large and prevalent one in Boyowa, contrary
to what the old men assured Malinowski. It was perhaps the Boyowans biggest worry, morally
speaking, after the breaking of the brother-sister incest TABU, and was seemingly of far less rare
occurrence. The drastic candour leaves no doubt about the public regard for those who do such

things, and the moral courage that such a relation evinces must redeem the disedifying aspects of
the story.

The Navavila Story

Navavlla lived at Wawela with his wife and daughter. The daughter was keeping company. One
day when they were going to the garden Navavila said to his daughter;

"If you bring the taro plants | will put them in."
On their way to the garden he said,
"Oh daughter, look that BUTIA treeisin bloom; you can make yourself a wreath."
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His daughter said,
"Yes, just wait while | do that."

So Navavila waited under the tree while his daughter up in the tree went stepping from branch to
branch gathering blossoms; he just stood watching, fascinated. She asked him,

"What are you looking at?"



"Oha e * < alory; | just saw abeautiful lory."
Said she,

"Where was that?"

"Oh it just flew away; it is not there now."

"Well seeif you can catch it for me; I'd like it asapet.”
Said he,

"But it has gone."

Then Navavilawent on v/atching his daughter; and she did not likeit.

"What are you looking at this time?"
"Ohitisa devil bird; abeautiful one; | must get it for you as a pet."

Thisiswhat went on al the time she wasin the tree; stepping from branch to branch and gathering
her blossoms. Navavilawas fooling with her and finally said;

"Come down now and weave your wreaths."

When the girl was back on theground Navavilawent to her and took hold of her and outraged her.
Shecried;

"Oh how could you take liberties like that."
Her father tried to make light of it;
"String your garlands while | put inthe taro."
But the girl would not be pacified. She went home weeping to her mother; who wondered,;
"That sounds like my daughter crying; what can have happened to her?"
When the girl arrived she asked;
"What has happened? Why areyou crying?”

The girl was rude to her;
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"Find out from your husband. Go to him; go toit. | cleaned out. It was you who told meto
go to him."



The girl dressed hersdlf with care; put on al her jewery; put posiesin her armlets. She packed her
deeping mats and all her things and made ready to go. Her mother was concerned;

"What are you doing?"

"l am clearing out; taking my shame with"me."

"In that case | must go with you. We will go together."

"No you stay here; stay with your husband. | go alone and | will not be back."

As she passed O-Bulaku on her journey she was crying;
"Child from father speeding
Navavilaleft unheeding
Lory red her bleeding
Tip cat maiden grieving
Home and mother leaving
Sharks her shame receiving."

The O-Bulaku folk said to one another;

"How could he bring himself to do it? Do men couch their own daughters? No this fellow
isright out on hisown."

They said to the girl;
"Come and rest awhile."
She refused;
"Oh, no, | must go to Kilivila."
She turned and left. Coming to Kwabula she was till crying;
"Child from father speeds
Nor Navavila heeds,
Lory red she bleeds,
Tip-cat maiden grieves
Home and mother |eaves,
Sharks her shame receives."
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The Kwabula folk said to one another;
"What afool! Does a man go with his own daughter?

Is asister more sacred than a daughter?”

They said to the girl,



"Come into the village and rest."

But the girl said,
"No, | must go. | am going to Kilivila; | am clearing out."

She passed through llailima and was heard crying the same sad refrain. The same comment was
made; the same sympathy tended; but the girl went on without stopping. Her mother was hurrying
after her. Going down by Y aumgwa the refrain was still the same;
"Pierced, from father speeds,
No more the Prowler heeds,
Lory red she bleeds.
Tip-cat maiden grieves
Home and mother leaves
Sharks her shame receives."
The Yaumgwa folk were concerned and Said;
"Oh come into the village and rest."
But She said,
No | must keep going."
After her came her mother saying;
"Have you seen my daughter?"
They told her,
"She hasjust left.”
Thegirl on her journey cameto Kaulagu andtook theroad to Luveikwau or Thrown-to-the-Sharks. She

crossed the coral ridge, right to the cliff top that looks down on the ocean. Her mother caught up with
her there and they sat and cried together. When their grief had eased alittle the mother
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"Groom me child."

Her mother was pleading that they fondly comfort each other. So daughter lay her head on her mother's
lap to have her hair done; and like that she slept. Then it was her turn to do the same for her mother.
Shewatched her mother go to deep and start to snore; then to make sure she was really seeping, woke



her up; but she was soon aslegp and snoring again. Thistime the daughter did not wake her, but gently
laid her down. Standing up she dressed herself, putting on al her finery and jewels. She climbed out
on alimb of atree and standing there called down to the sharks,

"Sharks, | send you my skirt to eat."
The sharks conveyed their welcome;

"Send on."
She dropped to them her posy first, afew shreds at atime; but the sharks ignored them. She took off
her dress. The sharks were more interested. When she threw it down to them they ateit at once. Then
she threw down her petticoat and they ate that at once. Then she said;

"Sharks, | am dropping my whole self to you; eat me."
The sharks showed their eagerness;

"Drop away 1"
Shelet hersdlf fall. Morsel by morsel the sharks ate her. The sound of their thrashing woke the mother.

Seeing that her child had been eaten she threw hersdf to the sharks; and they ate her too. With thisthe
Wawela man had neither wife nor child; al that was |eft to him was mourning for the dead.
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The Momovala story

It would seem that Momovalalived at Silaketain the hamlet known as Budauwa. Her husband's name
was Mogwa and she had a daughter called Pwasamaluya. When Pwasamaluya grew up her mother
made ointment for her and charmed It with love magic. She steeped a posy in it and left it hanging
under the eaves. Later the girl's father going under this got some of the charmed ointment in his hair.
Next day he suggested;

"There are some bananas ripening; | am going to the garden for them."

This he duly did and took his daughter with him. On the way up he noticed the GUMBUTIA wasin
bloom and made another suggestion;

“You could climb that tree and get yourself flowers for a wreath."



His daughter followed his suggestion and climbed up in the tree and round through the branches
gathering blossoms. Her father stood watching her highly diverted, even to the point of acclamation.
When she got down again to stow her blossoms he went to her and forced her to lie with him.

Afterwards Pwasamaluya was inconsolable. She went back to her home at Budauwa for her personal
belongings. When her mother asked what was the matter she abused her rudely. With her things on
her head she left, going round by the outskirts of O-Labema; and this was her dirge;

"Alive today but dead tomorrow,
Before as gay as now by sorrow,
Heartbroken, leaving shallows stench,
Where father crazy raped his wench
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while egrets, Herons stood dumbfounded
At daughter's error sire compounded.
Goodbye from me, Our-Rotten-Nuts,
To savage depths my twisted guts,”
Molaya the garden leader of the people of O-Labema said to his wife;

"Lass, thereisa girl onthe road bent on running away; you must stop her."

His wife went out along the road and waited. She spoke with Pwasamaluya and saw her dress al
soaked in blood. But the girl refused to stay and the garden leaders wife went back to him in tears

saying;
"Oh Garden Leader, her dress is soaked in blood."

As Pwasamal uya passed Bwadel a the people there a so heard her dirge; and the lord of Bwadelaat once
told hiswife, Kaakaves;

"Y ou must stop that girl running away."

Hiswife went and tried; but the girl would not be brought in. Migawaya, another wife, came back
saying,

"Her dress is soaked in blood and is dready stinking.

When Pwasamaluya arrived at Gilibwa she went straight to the top of the cliffs. She called to the
sharks;

"Sharks, sharks, eat me!l"

She threw hersdlf into the sea and was eaten by the sharks. Straight after her came her mother who did



as she had done, and was eaten likewise. Then came Mogwa who did the same; and he too was eaten.
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6. The Dugawina and Tokabibogwa Stories

Proverb; LELIA ISIGA KOLEKU GINE
"Plague sets off migration.”

Comment

The story of Dugawina and the story of Tokablbogwa both characterise the professional mourner and
revea an attitude never in evidence at the obsequies themselves. Dugawina as told by Mwalova was
the most ribald and disreputable piece in this collection. The name is descriptive of a weathered hag
of easy virtue, afigure of singular gracel essness; but the notable Boyowan zest for the humour of such
storiesisitsalf atribute to their appreciation of the good form implied by these travesties.

Tokabibogwa is not a name but a description. Old Snatcher, meaning body-snatcher. Itisnot a tae
told to amuse the folk in Omarakana or their enemies in Bwoitau. In fact it isatale well calculated to
evoke sardonic rejoinders from both communities; but particularly that of Omarakanawhose pretensions
to aparamount chieftaincy isimpugned by the mere mention of aGUY AU in connection with Bwoitalu,
because the Maasi, apart from the Tabalu, are commonly regarded as the scruffiest of commoners with
Bwoitalu their whipping post. The description of Toilelami is also an oblique description of the
Omarakana chiefs as represented by their critics.

The mae professional mourner is rarer than the femae, but apparently has his place in folk
consciousness and needs to beridiculed. The VINAVINA isamost the sameas that in Dugawina. The
type of Cannibaism has been well detailed for the New Guinea mountains and this story shows it was
not so far beyond the
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Boyowan horizon in the past that they could neglect to form public opinion against it.

The Dugawina Story

Mwalova

Dugawina was a person who once lived at Sineketa; a professional mourner who just lived for these
occasions. When someone died, say at Bwadela, people always knew what she would say;

"Would. | be going to the garden? Not at al. To mourn | go; a sob, sob sobbing | go."



With her rain mat on her head away shewould go to Bwadela; and arrived there thiswould be her dirge;
"A foe we poison, plague and vex,
A child, anobody of either sex,
A KULA worthy we do not hex,
Who builds a boat to navigate
The seas to bring us wealth and great
Renown, enhancing our estate.”
People would take her a mourning payment saying;

“Your comfort, Dugawina, to dry your eyes, Dugawina |I" but she would just cry harder than
ever,

"Woe! Woe! Woe!"
"Oh bring a basket; fill abasket for Auntie.”

This she would disclaim;
"Not at all. I'll just take a scoop.”

But what Dugav/ina could stow under her ample petticoats was more than anyone could put in a
basket. Arrived home she would let it tumble to the floor;

Boom! Boom! Boom!"

The villagers would want to know;
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Oh Dugawina, what isthat rumbling?’
And she would say;

“ Oh just the noise of our or anybody's silly nonsense, our rivalries and philanderings, that you
hear echoing in my house."

There came a time when she heard of adeath at O-Kayaula, the home of so many savoury things. The
suggestion of going to the garden was rejected most scornfully;

"Go to the garden indeed. Would | ever? No! to mourn | go. A sob, sob, sobbing | go."
With her rain mat on her head she went off to O-Kayaulato wail her dirge;

"A foe we poison, plagueand vex e ¢ o "



They took her some comforts which included a mud crab, saying,

"Y our solace Dugawina. To stem your sobbing Dugawinal”
But she just cried harder than ever,

"Woel Woel Woel!"
Someone said,

"Oh fill a porter's basket for Dugawina."
But she disclaimed saying,

"Oh not at al; I'll just take a scoop."
When she stowed her load, as she well knew how to, she also took the mud crab as a savoury. But on
the way home the mud crab managed to free one of its great claws and pinched her. She was obliged
to walk straddle-legged along the road; and all the time she was struggling with it and saying,
"Drop! Drop!"
But the mud crab in its struggle had fouled the stowage and nothing would drop; Dugawina was forced
to go home straddle-legged all the way. She went into her house and tried again;
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"Drop! Drop!"
But the struggle had exhausted her and though she struggled on and tried again and again she got weaker
al thetime and her voice grew fainter and fainter till shedied; and the mud crab had bitten right through
his pinch.
The curiosity of the villagers became impatient; her brother was reminded;

"We have not heard the news from Dugawina about the wake; go and see her and get the news;
we want to hear."

When a woman did open the door she saw that Dugawina was dead and said;
"But she's dead.”

So Dugawina was cut free from al her entanglements made presentable for her last appearance and
buried.



The Tokabibogwa Story

The man's name was Toyanowa and he lived at Butumavava with his sister. When one day the news

came that let us say Bugwabwaga, the big chief of O-Marakana was dead Toyanowa would be saying
to hissister;

"Now you may do better staying at home but | must go off to O-Marakana to mourn for
Bugwabwaga."

When he came into the village and took his place among the mourners this would be his dirge;
"A pig we hex,
A man we hex,
A worthy man
| must confess

We do not hex
Or bite me dog.
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"Not mighty shipwright Bugwabwaga’
From craft and magic now choked off;
Oh bite me dog.”

When they thought he had mourned enough they brought him his grief quelling present saying;
"The grief quelling present for Toyanowal"

But he would be going on with his mourning, saying,
"Put it down. | am not finished grieving for Bugwabwaga; he was very dear to me."

Grieving gave him time to pack up hislarge grief quelling presents with care. They asked him;
"Sir. wouldn't you be needing a carrying pole.”

“Seefellows, our honourable friend is not well bring him a carrying pole.”

Carrying his burden on the pole he went back to Butumavava and put his burden down. His sister was
curious;

"What sort of a present did you get?'
"Oh Sister how could you ask? They are Tabalu; my grief quelling present was two outs of pork
and vegetables and betel nut more than you would dare to expect.”

He gave his sister some pork and some vegetables saying;



"Here is some for you to eat. The rest we will keep for planting and to eat |ater."

So food was prepared for the oven and when it was cooked they ateit all. Presumably it was pork they
ate; but Toyanowa said absent-mindedly to his sister;

"Let me have some KWEGA leaves to chew; Bugwabwaga was a stout man."

That evening he went off to O-Marakana' s main store and waited there, watching the villagerstill it was
very dark. When he saw everyone was asleep he dug up the corpse and ran off with it to Butumavava;
where he would ezt it.
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Early one morning he heard that Toilelami of Bwoitalu was dead. He was at once full of questions to
his sister;

“What happened?’
But al she could tell him was;
“Toildlami has Just died.”
He was heard talking to himself;

"Oh Toilelami, you were a great eater but amean one. | did not eat so well; but | will now. Y ou

were not hospitable, but now | am going to be right at home where you are; we are going to be right
together.”

Hetold his sister;

"Y ou lass would do better to go to the garden; but | must go and see Toildlami and mourn for
him."

He hurried off to Bwoitalu where he took his stand near the store house to mourn with the others. This
was the theme of his keening;

"A pig we hex,

A man we hex,

A worthy man,

| must confess,

We do not hex

Or bite me dog.

Not mighty shipwright Toilelami

Prom craft and magic now choked off,
Oh bite me dog."

When the criers came to quieten him saying,



"Your grief quelling presents, Toyanowa;"
he said,

"Oh just put them there while | take my leave of Toildami. If you had only summoned me
yesterday | would have come and Been him; and my grief would not be so sore.”

But his hosts protested;

"No gir, it is enough; you must pack your presents,
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and you will need a carrying pole."
Someone quickly did him this further honour;

“Yes give your honourable friend this spear as a carrying pole.”

"That would be good of you to give methat spear asacarrying poleso | canlook at it and ease
my grief."

He took his burden and went off to Butumavava. Arriving very quickly and dumping a heavy burden
made his sister curious;

"Toyanowa, what presents did you get?"
Said Toyanowa,

Oh Sister, how can you ask? Y ou know what to expect of the Kalugulabi of Bwoitalu. Just to
quell my grief they gave me two portions of pork. Hereis a bit for you to cook and eat; and later | will
bring seed for planting of and more new vegetablesto eat."

Then he went to prepare an oven inside hishouse and was busy with cooking dl that day. In the evening
he said with sleepy satisfaction to his sister;

"Get me some KWEGA leaves to chew; Toildami was afat man."

That night he went to Bwoitalu where he waited on the approaches till midnight; till he thought
everyone was aseep. But the Bwoitalu people were aware that he had taken some of the body of
Toildami and eaten it and they had decided to catch him. As soon as the women were asleep the men
left the village. They were aready watching from the bush when they saw Toyanowa arrive; and they
were saying,

"Well Toyanowa, you think you can get away with it; but by daybreak you will have been
caught."



Toyanowa went to the grave to dig up the corpse. He dig till he could squat down beside it and take it
first onto hislegs and then onto his shoulder. The corpse
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was out of the grave and he was ready to trot off with it when the Bwoitalu men were upon him. Talking
like Cannibals themselves, in husky voices from the back of their throats, they wanted to know;

"Kor! And who do you think you are? Would you be taking our lord now? Would you be going
to eat him?'

Toyanowa said to them,
"Stand back, | only want to mourn alittle for Toilelami, to ease my grief.”
"Kor, no! You are the one who digs up lords to eat.
Y ou take them home and eat them. Y ou eat them, don't you, Kor?'
They attacked and killed him; then they threw him and Toildlami into the same grave and burled them
together.
Toyanowa' s sister now on her own had been told;
"The Bwoitalu men have killed your brother."
But her only comment was;

"Fair enough. He won't be tempted any more."

So the reburia of Toilelami ended the business.
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CHAPTER Xl
Gnomes and Ghoulson KULA

Proverb; NELIWAGA IBUBUSI NELIWAGA IBUSI
"Fregquent voyages make permanent voyager."

1. The Ambiguous KULA Malinowski’s final chapter on the KULA islost now,

but here | would like to put forward what | am sure would have been part of it. Though the KULA
is alarge ingredient in traditional Boyowan livingitis only at rareintervalsand for a few weeks that
it takes on the importance described in Argonauts of the Western Pacific. It isonly during that short
carniva period that it is the grand and interesting, universally favoured diversion; when derogatory
remarks are out of place. Malinowski was welcomed in this carnival atmosphere quite early while he



was till in the period of lively first impressions, and it left him in a state of wondering ever after if
he had got his feet back on the ground. That anyway is the fedling | have from reading him.

| must say at once that | do not want to decry in any way the Homeric side to the KULA; rather |
want to confirm Malinowski and at the same time remove a sense of lack of understanding. After
living a few years inthe KULA's centre and having from the outset the advantage, which he himself
did not have, of his careful formulation and familiarity with its relative importance in a work-a-day
regard at the sametime, | came to redlisethat this fedingis intrinsicto the KULA. Itisafeeling
the people themselves
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have. The KULA springs as it were from nature itself; and so has a mythical or magical warrant. Why
people run amok and why people KULA may have its dark side and so it is proper to clothe it in the
mystery of poetry and adventure, to be discreet about it or equivocal. It issomething the Boyowan finds
natural to shun and avoid while at the same time being drawn to it because of asigna lack. It israther
an elaborate excuse, a pretensious cover for a daring escape. It is not just an expedition to borrow
jewels for a dance. Its charter transcends the merely material. Quite apart from any exchange or
acquisition of valuablesit isnecessary as an escape, ardief from humdrum Boyowan living, from good
and plentiful but good and tastel ess Boyowan vegetabl es, from that Robinson Crusoe type of existence
so often touched on in these stories. It is escape from boredom, the prescribed therapy that helps to
safeguard against socia strife and decadence. It providesaninsurance of survivingthe periodic droughts
and famine; people have boats with which to go and trade for sago. It opens adoor to life, to alarger
world; it caps this profound need for escape with arare challenge.

Where the behaviour of human beings are concerned one should not approach the study likeaphysicist
or a mathematician, eager to trace out the equation of the function itself. This gives a misleading
expectation of resolution. Men are imaginative and humourous animals with a predeliction for the
fanciful. The way to understand the KULA isto start like anovelist with the KOY A. The mountains of
KQOY A Tabu, Moratau and Moratastand like Bali Hai, the symbol and the challenge, the invitation and
the promise of a different world, a fresher life. There is the spice of danger from voyaging over open
ocean, of contact with Cannibalsin those KOY A; any adventure in this
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setting isat the outset Homeric, its own warrant and its own reward.  These mountains dominate the
peoples of the KULA ring and the Coral Sea. The KITLA as aperformance may be jgune, butits
spirit is an indomitable responseto a call for adventure, the spirit that has peopled theisdlands of the
Pecific.

As thevillagers traffic to and from along their shores and acrosstheir lagoons this chain of mountains
to the south, aperpetua reminder of that call, forever rides along with the restrictions of their village
existence, the treadmill of the unending gardening round, the frictions of village life, where each
community is just like one over large family of a hundred or two or three hundred people and the



essential necessity is Just to break free, with or without excuse. Itis indicative that the name of asea
going craft of adventureisMASAWA, asporting boat, with the notion of sport very nearly that of the
English word. The very name admits taking chances, risking hazards, being committed to accept loss.
Kiusuncle forfeited dl rights when he infringed that gambling rule. It is the democracy of the open
arena, where freefrom village handicaps, prejudice and inhibitions, eachis on alevel footing with just
himsdf, his present resources, the luck of the day and a clean opportunity to prove anew worth, his
rightful place among men.

Its essential function and meaning is not material but spiritual. Getting armshells or necklaces is
incidental, like picking up a bargain fur coat on a trip round the world and getting home with it duty
free. That part of itis just bonusand souvenir. Feasting on sago, or tasting the exciting flavour of
vegetables and fruit grown on granite or volcanic soils are congruent symbols for conversational
reference.  The mythology of the KULA and the magic of its rituals are all concerned with its
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recreational aspect in a very primitive and radical sense. Once again it is the freeing of the heart and
mind that isimportant. The fascination isin the peoplewho come back, and in the people who welcome
them back, seeing each other with new eyes. It reminds me of a pastoralist of my acquaintance, with
whom | was talking just after he had returned his son to boarding school. He was chuckling over a
remark of hisson'sthat hisfather and mother's personalities had bloomed while he was away. They had
been thinking the same about their son. It is not for nothing that Tokosikuli, the tutelary deity of the
KULA, was alegless, pocks-pitted travesty of human comeliness. This smply makesthe KULA itsdlf
asymbol to rally round for al who would hear the clarion call of its TAGINA TAUY A, and make use
of it to cure or escape, sublimate or transcend their defects or sickness, apathy or malice.

Thisof courseisthe perpetua subjective preoccupation of the Boyowans. The occasion of the KULA
isonly one of those conspicuous events likethe MILA MALA, the WOSI, KOVEISA and KAYASA
that isarranged so something signally effective can be done about it. Whatever the materia benefits, the
KULA's effect for the individua is therapeutic and vacationa. | don't know how the name KULA
derives, though for Boyowans al namesin a cultural context are semantic; but KULA does not need
any specific derivation to be asymbol, "Go!" Nor does Kasabwaibwaileta, the Dobuan reference to the
tutelary deity that the Boyowans know as Tokosikuli, need, whatever its possi ble Dobuan meaning may
be, any expounding to a KULA worthy as a description, "the one who gets his recovery started.”

It's a pity Malinowski's final chapter on the KULA islost. It would surely have been one of his most
interesting but | doubt if it would have transcended the KULA's fascination
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for the Boyowans themselves or revea more clearly their essentialy quizzical attitude towards it than
does their folklore. The KULA is the resolution of the antinomy that stood between Tudava and his
brother, that stands between the Boyowan in his serious and religious role as the disciple of Tudava
and his inescapablerole as the dave of the Cannibal. This is asituation that remains paradoxical
to dl men however civilised, that has not been resolved by any philosophy, that isas synthetic as



life itsdf and can only be worked out in the drama of actua living, can only be encompassed by the
triba tradition asawhole. That this has been done by the Boyowans isworthy of particular notice.

To be convinced of thiswe must know that the Boyowan isaware of, usesand appreciates paradox.

2. The Paradoxical Tokoskuli

Proverb; SIGILI BWAU SIGILI MAMA SIGILI MAMA SIGILI PEULA
"A big crew isaweak crew asmall crew isastrong crew."
(Oneboy's helpishalf aman's; two boy's half aboy's;, three Boy'sno help at all.)

In Boyowan Cannibal stories the name aways given to the Cannibal's sad sack dlave is Tokosikuli,
Warts or Pocks. Sincel am sure there are people who would regard this as too paradoxical to bean
alusion to the KULA deity | want to say that for people like Tovileu itis just that; and if anyone
should object that thiswould makethe KULA. itself paradoxica | could, with a sense of relief, only
agree. Paradox does not worry the Melanesian. Inthe Kiu mythit is part of the manipulation of the
story; and it is

227

the profound implication of the Tudavan tradition that inthe very abandonment by Tudavaof hispeople,
and by hisrenunciation, he made hisblessingsirrevocable. A story | heard in one of the hill-top villages
behind Milne Bay closes with the chief of the lower hill-top village lamenting over the bones of his
friend, the chief of the higher hill-top village, "If only you had accepted my invitation and come down
to me when | warned you of the flood." The lower hill wasin wider, shallower flood water.

No Boyowan needs the explanation that KAPARI NAGA says "Spider Now; what would excite him
morewould be to seein English the more appropriate meaning inthe given text, "Instant web Or Magic
web; though in the face of the Boyowan preference | prefer the other NAGA, royal or splendid; so we
might wonder for whose benefit do anthropologists make their literal translations? Raymond Firth's
trangdation of thefirst line of the spellscited in the Work of the Godsisamore stark example. Prom the
lyrical allusion to the devotion of amother cat and the cleanliness of kittensits rendering would distract
adoctor of letters. Since we can so blithely overlook the fact that this sort of thing can be, to use a
Boyowan concept, aruinous influence; let'sillustrate after the Boyowan manner:

"Wasn't one MAU Mau hell enough?’

“Meaning?’

"If you foster a consensus of opinion that our idand peasant isonly asavage in time of despair
he may lapse into savagery.”

"But these studies are made so everything possible may be done to make him a citizen of the



world of the twentieth century.”
"Y ou handicap and undermine that effort when on every page of every study you make of him
you portray him as a sub human species.”
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"Nobody does that. The understanding given is the one the people have of themselves."

"Not if you quote their myths without their emotional relevance; if you cite their lyrics but do not
attempt to evauate their artistic expression. The ideaswe inculcatein our idiom won't shineif those
same ideals in their own idiom have been ignored or at best trandated into outlandish or infantile
expressions.”

Thisbringsus to the role of Tokosikuli and itsimportance for understanding the Boyowan. Like the
Cannibal stories, likethe Tudavan cycleitis a subdued but potent theme in the Boyowan ensemble.
Heismore than the tutelary deity of the KULA. Hebelongs inthat carniva spirit; but he belongs
too in that anti-carnival spirit that prevails for most of the rest of the year. He is Everyman on the
Boyowan landscape in that self-deprecatory attitude peculiarly Papuan. Heis tee younger brother in
the Wawela Story of the Two Brothers. His self deprecation must not be mistaken for Christian
meekness and humility. Itisthe recoil of aspring already under powerful pressure. Pressed too far
it breaks with the phenomenon’ of running amok.  But short of that itis a cult and a discipline and
its manifestation isa patience and control that isnot just a Boyowan trait, but has been remarked as
a characteristic of Papuans generally.

That Mainowski took sapient note of this is clear from the penetration of his suggestion that the Kula
might be asurrogate for the missing initiation rites and training; though | am not persuaded that that
elementis entirely lacking. | saw young aspirants for the office of GUY AU who over aperiod of years
were never dlowed to go alone and unattended. The surveillance was discreet and unobtrusive; but it
wasrelentless. The constant referenceto Tokosikuli inthestories is significant and Tovileu's nudge
or chuckle at the mention of his name was unfailing. Thisrole could be aguide

229

ral to an avenue with along perspective, not only for Boyowabut for Papua; and the doubl e aspect of
his character must be kept in mind. He is on the two sides of the coin; the Odysseus of the KULA and
the dlave of the Cannibal who ordered up the coconut tree by the casua visitor obediently climbs.

However | amnot so much concerned with tracing thelarger outline of the Kulaor of Tokosikuli aswith
warning the reader that in this selection of Boyowan folklore there is more than meets the eye; just as
anyone at a village telling would know that there is more than meets the ear. After the carnival of the
KULA isover, thecomment inlifeasinthe storiesisdisparaging rather than otherwise. Individua shave
had their chance and established or falled to establish dl that the KULA could do for them; and just



because of the exaltations | have mentioned, the people in the aftermath have the feeling that it needs
cutting down to size. Though for the relatively few snobsthat are in the ring the KULA might be a sort
of perpetual carnival for the great mgority of the folk outside it needs to be closed off; because its
fascination would otherwise fret in the way of village life. Tokosikuli must have his day; and Tudava
must have his. Or we might put it this way; if an educated Boyowan were to mix around with our
commercia travellers, book makers, with men sporting with cars, horses, yachts, dogs, with gamblers
of dl descriptions: he would very likdly tell his friends when he got home, that he had met Bovana's
descendants, the Dimdim KULA men; and add the comment, "They are just like us."

Even if one should livefor ayear or two years and never hear the KULA mentioned and any reference
might bring the observation that it isnow adiscarded institution it will not die. Like the ups and downs
of

230

story telling and folklore this quietus has happened before. The KULA will be back, perhaps under a
guise that the readers of Malinowski would not recognise. Meanwhile, to the knowledgeable eye,
valuables circulate as much or more than the lapsing dancing occasions call for. A suit caseis avery
discreet thing and it is easy to pay a dollar or two and ride the deck of a passing trawler. But a new
chapter is about due, when the boats have nylon sails and outboards, and a thousand miletripisonly a
run to town to sample the delights of modern civilisation.

To evoke the essential synthesis of the KULA and the Tokosikuli cult | would like to quote my own
expression of its paradox given inthe Wawela Story of the Two Brothers. The younger brother isnow
returning after having shed theincubus of hiselder, at the elder'srepeated insistencein the face of every
warning, to continue in his own right towards his blind and foolish mother, the role he has fulfilled dl
along:

"Now he was freefor the first timeto study the treasures his gotten man had given him. Unbinding the
waterproof wrapping he took from their basket the cassowary feathers that he, his children and his
children'schildren would wear at the dance. He stroked with gentlest caressthe Bird of Paradise plumes,
brilliant in the golden sunlight of the setting sun. He turned the jewelry from the sea a thousand miles
away thisway and that in hisfingers. With these and his own reformed character - his so marvelously”
reformed character - he must console hismother for the loss of a son without peer, endowed with every
socia grace and charm, with every manly virtue and skill, who had provided for her with dl the
tenderness and care of amother for her child. Here too was comfort for himsaf. Here was proof of his
own admission
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to the ranks of the BADAS, that masonry that included many arascal and sorcerer, even murderer and
black magician, an order in fact in which most lived with a guilty conscience, or at best an uneasy
casuistry, but an order too that kept the social frame of thingstogether, for they were men of acodewho
faced their responsibilities. Unknown in an aien land without an introduction he had been recognised
by his peers for what he was."

3 Vinaya

Proverb: KWATUYEGU LIVANA TOUNATA NEWAMAPU BIGA
"A lover responds to a mere hint."

Comment:

On the occasion on which the story of Vinaya was written down some disparaging comments were
made, possibly invidious and against the Kavataria community. In spite of its effective VINAVINA
it was regarded as mere narration or the least pretentious form of KUKWANEBU; without proper
names as in myth or the wonderland quality of reael KUKWANEBU. Tobumyou is a classical adlusion
that can come into any story, and Vinaya or Girlie may belegion too like the Cannibals and the story
does infact have abare and skeletal fedl; so there may be a fuller and better version somewhere. PIPI
is a tomtit. BirdslikePPIPI and POSISIKWA, atiny honey eater, are regarded by Boyowans as the
last word in erotic cuteness and there is some alusion to the plucking of eye lashes in love making.
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Vinayaor Girlie
Vinayawas a beautiful girl who interested men living at Kavataria. They agreed together;
"Let us each first build a house."
When they had done that the eldest said;
"l am sailing off to the mountains to see Vinaya."
He sailed away and in time came to an idand where he went ashore to bathe and anoint himsdf. It was
the place where a witch called Tobumyou or dust lived. People are very careful to please this witch

because the dust haze is very useful to hide in when the witches are out and the wide open ocean hasto
be crossed. Tobumyou said to the man;



"When you have anointed yourself and you have finished with the coconut scrapings would you
let me have them to anoint mysalf with?"

But the man said;

"I will not; | wouldn't embarrass myself."
Then the witch said;

"I hope you get the mumps.”

Being awitch this was a curse and the man did get the. mumps; but he had sailed on to the mountains
where the girl's mother saw him and said;

"There is aman coming."
The girl watched him approach and said to her mother

"Mother, he has the mumps.”
Then she said to the man;

“Why have you come here?’
"I have come to see the famous Vinaya. | have heard about you and want to marry you."

But she said;
"I couldn't do that you have the mumps."

So he went back to Kavataria where his brothers
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remarked as soon as they saw him;
"Handsome is back and he's got the mumps.”
Hisjunior said to him;
"Well now you're here its my turn, so I'm off to see the beautiful girl."
He salled away and camein aday or two to an idand where he went ashore to bathe and anoint himself.
He had broken a coconut and made scrapingsto anoint himsaf when Tobumyou approached and asked

for some of the scrapings to anoint hersalf with. But he refused her; and as he sailed away she cursed
him. Vinaya s mother had arranged things so that she was at the foot of a sago pam while her daughter



was up in the spathes; so she was the first to ask the young man;
"Why have you come?'
The young man said;
"I have come for Vinaya."
Vinayabrokein;
"I couldn't marry you; you have the mumps, go home."
So the young man went back to Kavataria; and the next brother was ready to go; which he did, saying,
"WEell perhaps you are an ugly fellow; so | had better try. Goodbye."

He sailed away straight to the home of Tobumyou; where he bathed and broke acoconut. When hewas
anointing himself Tobumyou came up to him begging;

"Give me afew scrapings to oil my body."
But thisyoung fellow said;

"Here, don't use leavings, take the whole nut."”
Tobumyou then said;

"Y our brothersdid not treat meso well. Come, | will charm the mother of pearl and scrapeyou
with it."

So he stayed with her while she scraped his body down; getting rid of al that was ugly. She made
avery handsome
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fellow of him; before he too, after saying goodbye to her went on hisway. He sailed right on to the
landing of Vinaya's mother; who greeted him,
"Man, you have come; you must marry my daughter.”
Marry her he did; and Vinayas mother was gracious,

"Y ou must not bein ahurry to go. Let usfinish
the celebrations.”



Andwhen thetimedid come for them to go and Vinaya's things had been packed up for her they caught
apig, gathered a supply of betel nut and stocked the boat with supplies for avoyage. They were given
a ceremonious farewell; for Vinayas mother had said;

"Tomorrow we must take them on their way and leave them."

So Vinaya came to live in Kavataria. But it was soon discovered that she was a hopeless betel addict.
She became very unhappy. Her husband told her;

"That is too much fuss to make about betel nut."”

But hegot out apieceof jewelry and took it to Lobuwaor Gone-to-Betel where he bought fifty bunches
and brought them back for hiswife to chew. But they only lasted a short time and then she was restless
and unhappy again. Her husband said,;

"Wdll, I'll take another piece of jewelry. With this he went to Bwoitalu and bought another fifty bunches
of nuts and brought them homefor his wife to chew. Chewing night and day it was not long before she
had finished the lot and was in misery again. In her misery she sang aplaint that wasvery hard to take;

"Vinaya isaPIPI bird

And stricken is the PIPI bird;
The PIPI bird isflown.

Our love was measured in betel
"Down on my boat today;
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Not for the nuts you own,
Not for the betel given,

Not for this are you amiss
But for the cut unknown."

Shecried till shewas exhausted and then she dept. It was midnight when she woke up. She at once got
up went down to her boat and on board; she was going back where she came from. She went paddling
off dl theway to Mmwaor Departure Island. Her husband, missing the sound of her plaint, looked for
her and found she was gone;

"Oh my wife has gone back where she came from."
He went paddling after her, overtaking her on the high seas. When she saw him she said to herself;

"I had better stop; here comes my husband.”

Her husband urged her to return;



"Let us go back."
But she refused,
"No | will not. All my things are here; let us go on to the mountains.”
The husband gavein;
"So, let us go."
When they arrived in Dobu the Dobuans exclaimed,;
"Vinayais back!"
They were less enthusiastic about her husband, asking;
"Is your husband staying?"
Vinayasaid;
"Y es, we have both come to stay."”

At this the villagers went for firewood. When they came back they took the husband and roasted him.
Vinaya cried;

"Y ou have outraged my husband, you have outraged me!"

She ran to him and throwing herself on him in the flames clasped him and died with him.
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Biyaleloor Mr Drag-Along

Tovileu

Proverb: KAIVAULA IDA WAGA NAWEYA TAU 0 BWANI1TA
"Our boat must be new to take folk to sea.”

Comment

Tovileu' ssatisfaction at the writing down of thisstory was quite marked. Boyowans are hardy folk and
rib one another unmercifully over idiosyncracies and personal appearance; and thisstory is avehicle
for that. The description in the VINAVINA fitted the lord of Tukwauukwa so exactly that it was
foolish to question it; and Tovileu sang it with gusto atruly inordinate number of times. The name of



the incumbent at the time, Mosilibu, recalled such illustrious ancestral figures that it was in itself
synonymous with Tukwauukwa chieftaincy. But that was the only feather the poor fellow had to fly
with, and the antithesis of thiswas so irresistibly comic that Tovileu could not forebear underscoring
the moral of this story; "Why wasn't he traded for someone more handsome."

The story

There used to live in Kaileula a father and a son; and the son was a very handsome fellow. He was so
handsome that his father was aways very watchful and suspicious of evil overtaking him. This
handsome fellow did in fact die. His name was Blyalelo and his father mourned him inconsolably, for
he was utterly devoted to the boy. When he could stand hisloss no longer he assembled all the wealth
he could get together, thirty baskets full. This was put aboard his
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boat. 1t would betheransom of his son; the purchase price of hissubstitute. Setting off on hisvoyage
hisfirst stop was at Kaisiga where he chanted the aim of hismission,

"Remark you, hail you Sail oh!
Towin a Biydelo,

Another Biyaleo

| comea price to pay,
Replace ason and lay

His ransom dear this day."

Theson of Lilewagawas adorned for presentation. After he had bathed and been anointed, outfitted with
the trappings of ahandsome youth, hewas ushered down to the seaand stood waiting on the sandswhile
his escort asked;

"Is this the likeness of your son?’
The man looked up and having seen chanted his reply;

"Take back the son of my lord
He does not come aboard.
Too wide his mouth, his Jaw
Too flat, his youth too raw."

This same performance was repeated over the son of Teyakayaka of Bwalas or Sneeze; over the son of
Bakoya of Kauteyava; over the son of Molubida of O-Yuveyova, of Kaiwayugwa of Makuwa, of
Mosilibu of Tukwauukwa, of Tobibila of O-Bulaku, of Media of Oilibwa, of Monayewa of Kitava, of
Deyoigu of Iwa, of Bwoigelu of Kwewata, of Yolaba of Gawa. Not one of them approached the
appearance of his son, and by now he was getting to the other end of the chain of idands that sort of
reaches to the other end of the world; and things that cannot happen anywhere el se can happen there,



especidly in stories. So the inconsolable old man finaly comes to look for the land of Myuwa or
Woodlark a mere black dot on the horizon After paddling there and singing again his sad refrain they
present to him the son of Kwalisalesaor Mr Besat-All as their most handsome youth; and after looking
the boy over he was
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satisfied; thiswasinded the likeness of hisson. Hetook loads of wealth to the boy's father where it
was divided between uncles and aunts and al the kinsmen. When this had been done the boy's father
sad;

"Now we will confirm the transaction.”

Pigsweredaughtered, puddingswere prepared and put inthe ovento cook. When thefeasting wasover
the father of Biyalelo put his new son aboard and paddling night and day for many days they came back
to Kaileula where they settled down and lived together.

5.  Gumasla-Laya the KULA broker

Proverb: DOYUMILA BUNITA DOIMANEIGU YAGILA MESISI WOUGU
"Counter sea and wind | chill with fright."

Comment:

This is a story in the KULA setting which is not about the KULA. Ho name of any vauable is
mentioned. There iscomplete discretion about itsreal purpose. A feast of sago isjust ajoke, conjuring
up the picture of agrubby infant with itsface dl covered with goo nibbling at the hard tack in the centre
of a sago dumpling. It is a good example of how incomprehensible a story can be if the background is
not known. But after an acquaintance of Argonauts of the Western Pacific the inhuman single
mindedness of Gumasila-Laya comes into focus. We see it as an acute awareness on the part of the
people who know of, and look on but are not in the KULA of how inhuman it can make people;
particularly older men for whom thistraffic in treasure becomes a be-all and end-all. The nick-name of
the character in this story
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suggests a KULA scout.

At the time the story was dictated it was remarked that the incident of the TOKWALU can be acted out
in the village as a puppet show; so it seems that, with no restrictions on obscenities in this connection,
and with the old men whose fanaticismisbeing pilloried glowering in the distance, the occasional telling
can be quite lively. Incidentally the TOKWALU, a feature on the ridge pole of a number of Boyowan
houses must come into a number of stories.

The Story:

Sall of Gumasilawas said to be his name and that he lived at Mulusaido where they cut aboat for him
which he named "Blossom." When dl the construction was finished and the boat was launched he went
off with it one day poling along the shallows to Kaibutu. This was the proclamation he made;

"Oh Kaibutu, would there be any lad or lass free that | could take with me to a sago feast in
Dobu?'

But the answering call said;
"No, there are only married folk here; but coast along to O-Y uveyova.
This performance was repeated at each village till he came to Kokowa where he asked again;
"Isthere any lad or lass that | could take with me to Dobu?'
A lad replied,
"Y es, me and my brother."
Gumasila-Laya sad,
"Come on then; get aboard.”
The boy said,

"Oh but just wait while | take some water for my
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brother."
But the man said;
"There is water in the boat."
Said the boy,
"Wdll just wait while | get his pudding.”
The man said;
"Thereis pudding in the boat; we must be on our way."

Without more ado away they went. Poling along the shallows off Kaikawa on the far side of thelagoon
thelittle fellow said to his bigger brother,

"l am thirsty."
The man asked,
What did he say?'
"He said he's thirsty."”
Then the man said;
"Well give him this cane to chew on till he forgets about it."

When after awhile the bigger brother went to take the cane out of the little fellow's mouth Gumasila-
Laya said;

"Don't take it out; let it stay there."

Much further on when poling past Kaulasi the little fellow said;
"I am hungry."

The man said,

"What did he say?'
"He said he's hungry."”



The man held out a pebble saying;
"Give him this to suck on till he forgets about it."

Whenever the boy would put the pebble away he would be reminded;
"Take alook and see how far it is."

Passing the sandpit the small boy said

"Brother, can | have achew of sugar cane?"

When big brother went to break off alength Sail of
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Gumeasilasaid,
"Tel him just to hang on till he forgets about it."

So the sugar cane was put away again. But when they were poling past the VADILA tree on Mmwathe
little boy fainted and his brother said;

"I must get off, my brother has fainted.”
The man said,
"Oh throw him overboard; get rid of him."

He threw hislittle brother overboard; and then forcing back his tears went overboard himsdf; saying
when he surfaced,;

"Oh | fél; but it doesn't matter; you go on."

Clasping hislittle brother to him he made for the shore and for the VADILA tree. Hecalled to Sail of
Gumasila asking;

"When will you be back?’
"Oh, ina few days. | will be making adeal and in afew days after that | will be back.”

Big brother then took little brother under the VADILA tree. Then he climbed for some of the fruit. He
cut' these in two and squeezed the juice out of them and gaveit to his little brother to drink. The boy
revived at once. Then they cut themselves some spears from the KWEBAKWEBILA tree and when
they found a shoal of mullet went after them. They both spenred five strings of fish. As they were



taking these ashore they noticed the dust haze was very thick. But thiswas really the back of the witch
Tobumyou. Mistaking the haze for smoke the elder said to his brother;

"Go and got some coals for afire; we must roast ourselves some fish."”
Taking half a coconut shell toget the coas inthe boy met the witch, who asked him;

"Who are you?'
He said;
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"Oh there'sonly meand my big brother. We came ashore because Sail of Gumasilawas abusing us; just
came to get some coals for afireto roast our fish."
The witch said;

"Wl go and get your fish and bring them to meand | will cook them for you and your brother."
They did that; and after they had eaten the witch cut a statue out of wood. Then she asked the boys;

"When will the man be back?"
They said,

"In afew days."

The statue was put out at the end of the spit for Gumasila-Layato see ashe cameby. When hedid come
by the statue burst into acclamation;

"Oo! Oo!l Oo! Oo!"

This was followed by a burst of the most insulting and insufferable obscenity. The man was beside
himsalf with fury. He jumped out of his boat and chased the statue yelling;

"Just you stand up to me and say that."

But the statue was quickly pulled back into the jungle out of sight and reach. While the man hunted for
it the two boys got quickly into his boat. When the man saw them he said;

"Lads, bring the boat in; 1 want to get on."

But the lads said:;



"Not us; thisiswhere you get your deserts for the way you treated us. Goodbye!"
They sailed away. Sail of Gumasila went to the home the witch Tobumyou who said to him,
"Y ou can camp in the store.”

But theman rudely rej ected this kindness; so the witch took her drum and idly started tapping. With this
along camefive little Cannibals with fifteen sets of
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teeth between them, al complaining;

"Mother, we haven't had any man meat; we haven't had any pork; we want to eat man meat, we
want to eat pork."

They clambered up on her verandah pressing round her urgently; so she said;
"Alright, not so close; | have speared you a dish. It isto the right of the store.”

The fivelittle Cannibas then took Sail of Gumasila and ate him till nothing was | eft.

6. Kawal'okuva or Mr Grab-All

Proverb: TAU YEWAYEWA O YEGA TOLIGITO GITOI
"A man yawing in agaleis shipwreck bound."

Comment:

Kawal'okuva is a less forma more nondescript piece for which the dignified description
KUKWANABU was disallowed; rather it was VALU EI-UTUSI WALA BIGA or an anonimous
narrative without title, names or patron. Kawal'okuva was only a heading suggested for the purposes
of the moment and is merely the comica sounding expression of one of the charactersin the story, a
mispronunciation of KU KWAWA LEIWOKUVA "you took thelot" which sounded likethe protest of
adisgusted hen. It ssurely not the relation of an actual event but rather an exercise of the preemptive
function of Boyowan story telling to forestall the night of the long knives with the catharsis of a good
grouch and the injection of some basic understanding. The VIKAVINA, being itself bottom rung, does
not elevatethisstory's status; it isuncomfortably pertinent even for hardy Boyowans. Y et the story has
anotable style and form of its own.
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It is a masterpiece of ambiguity like a mental drill for parliamentarians learning the avoidance of
persona names. Almost every reference employed  points in two or more directions; a village, a
fellow, LULETA orbrother-sister; IVALETA or brother-in-law/si ster-in-law; TABULA or grandparent-
grandchild; father's sister-brother-in-law or their children, It isakind of mental pat-e-cake game played
with kinship terms. The telling in the origina hardly makes plain which of the two protagonists was
Grab-All; anditisof no importance; there war littleto choose between them. By the common sentiment
of both villages both of them could well be dead. Even the story teller, if heis interrupted, does not
explain; hejust starts dl over again. Inthelibera education of tribal lifeit is awell underscored hint
that you have to be smart to live; that story telling is not al idle.

The humour is ferociously sardonic. The manners pilloried, so prevaent in Melanesia generdly, are
much rarer in Boyowa where people are usually much more spry. But this sort of excoriation might be
one good reason for the difference. The allusion to the KULA is one of blistering contempt. Thisis
quite a nesat little study of the cleaving interests and loyalties of the familiar and matrilineal groups and
of theinterplay of their varying interests. It isadeft Boyowan ploy to let the story, however savage to
non-matrilineal people, make the point that the affair has gone full cycle according to tribal logic, and
can now rest. Upholders of their code can glare at prospective offenders with a there-let-that-be-a-
lesson-to-you look.

Both protagonists were merely assertive, gratuitously officious about other folk’s business; each was
very likdy farming hiswffe'sland in acommunity not hisown. Their wives and their children could not
thank them for an unnecessary assertion of their rights against that of their father'sown kin. So thisis
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aclassic example of an unnecessary quarrel. It laysbare an areanot of strength but of weaknessin the
matrilineal system. The psychological insight isacute. It isindeed just such stakeless individuals who
most out-Herod Herod; and stir up trouble by their self assertion over rightsnot in question and not their
own.

The Grab-All Story

Grab-All, who lived in one village while other folk lived in the other, was one day measuring his
clearing when along from the neighbouring village came the owner of the adjoining clearing. They at
oncegot into an argument over boundaries, and into afight, and in the end both villageslined up to do
battle against ench other. Inthisbattle, which Grab-All had started, aman waskilled. The man who had
doneit tendered ahead price in atonement. He tendered treasure and more treasure, saying each time;

"The head price of the dead man."



But Grab-All wasimplacable; only adeath in revenge would satisfy him. But thiswas only his cunning,
because he wanted to get the fellow's sister as hiswife. This he succeeded in doing; and hetook al his
brother-in-law'swealth aswell. So Grab-All now had two wivesto help in hisgarden: whichthey did,
even in very hot weather when So-Grab-All he would alocate the work like this;

"Tomorrow wewill rest. Y ou cantaketaroto plant whilel takemy leisure chippingthevillage."
By midday he would be bored with chipping the village; and it was then he would go into his wife's
lodge looking for betel nut. When he had found himself, say four from a cache of his wife's he would
chew them all so nothing was left. Hiswives would protest;

"Why did you tip out our personal baskets?'
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He would say;
"I was looking for betel nut. | found some in the basket of one of you."

This findly set off a quarrell in which the man, living in his wifée's village and apart from his own
kinsmen, had the worst of the argument; for it was true as his wife said;

"Why take the trouble to find my cache; am | not to refresh myself? You are just a betel
glutton; a Grab-All isal you are! Dazed be your eyes, betel glutton.”

Grab-All was quite outfaced. He stayed by the store house till it was dark. Then taking his personal
pouch and spear he turned his back on the village and went elsewhere. He went and stayed with his
sister and brother-in-law and nephews. When his brother-in-law looked up and saw who it was
approaching he said softly to his brothers;

"A KULA bird has come to stay at my place; one night we are going to lay out on the road and
kill him."

The nephews wanted to know,
"Why have you come?'
The facts of the case were public; the story was no secret; Grab-All smply said;

"Because | chewed my wife'sbetel nut and she set to and scolded me; " Go chew your own betel
nut. Dazed be your greedy eyes. Get out! | have come for betel nut.”

Hisnephewswent off to get it. Onegot five bunchesand the other got five bunches. They brought these
to their uncle and left them al with himto chew. They went for spice; and one nephew got abasket full
and so did the other; and this too they handed over to their uncle for him to chew. His sister cooked



food for him and served himwithiit. She even made puddings; and while these were cooking and while
her brother was stretched asleep and snoring she tried the influence of an appropriate chant;

"Oh greedy shark come wide awake,
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Go south to eat and betel take,

Go roam the wilds with Cannibals
Give safer trust to animals.

Too weak your own to live among
your own undoing has begun.”

She even tried to insinuate a more direct warning, a more explicit suspicion in a nightmare;

"Wake up shark! A betel nut for Grab-All! In the storehouse your brother-in-law and his
brothers are plotting your murder."

Her brother would wake up but only to chew more betel nut. He would bite off a piece of nut, plunge
the spatula into the lime, spread the lime on histongue, bite off alength of spice and after giving all
agood chewing spit out the rest. Then he would gc to deep again and while he dlept and snored his
sister in tears would continue her chant;

"Oh greedy shark ....."

But dl her brother would do was wake up, go through the same performance and to sleep again, while
his sister went on crying even into the midnight hours and his nephews continued to bring betel nut in
bunches of fivetill it came to the point where the end had to be and she said one morning to the boys,

"Wake up, we are going to take your uncle home."

When dl wasready sister and nephews |oaded themsalves with betel nut and walked off withit. While
they were doing thisbrother-in-law's party went ahead to lieinwait. When the parties met brother-in-
law and his party attacked Grab-All and killed him. The nephews at once said to his enemy;

"Let your fellows go, but you wait and help usmake A LITTER FOR Y OUR for your brother-
in-law. Sothefollowersleft and the nephewswith their father made alitter and laid the dead body of
Grab-All onit. Then the nephews made another suggestion; asking their father;
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"Would you go and take our mother's carry-all and fill it with betel for Grab-All's people. We
want to give someto our cousinsand unclesand aunts. Weare going to bury Grab-Ail by theforked tree
behind his house."

They called on their mother to join her brothersin mourning for Grab-All;

"Go and mourn with your brother-in-law; we are going there to live; we are breaking with our
father."

They went out along the main road with spears and axes and waited for their father. They waitedtill the
afternoon; till they heard him coming. He was perspiring and exhausted with the load hewas carrying.
They attacked him forthwith, one brother hitting him on the chest and the other in the middle. They
knocked him down and killed him. Then they sounded their cry to announce what they had done; and
so went back to the village, the village of Grab-All. They went there to live and made the proper
disposd of their affairs. Grab-All's recent bride was dealt with first and her property was put in safe
keeping; then that of the elder wife; the older brother saying to the younger;

"Y ou take the younger bride. | will take the older, and our mother can cook for us. Tomorrow
we will deal with the gardens; you will take your wife's gardens and | will take charge of my wife's
gardens.
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CHAPTER XII

Gnomes and Ghouls and the Shrine of the Family's Faith

Proverb: YAKUBUKUBU ITOYA MIBWNEM BOMATU
"Counter sea and wind al men worry."
(MIEWENEM, ‘when you are climbing to' BOMATU or Cape
Dennison tide and wind are against you and making alanding is
impossible).

1. The Altar of the Tribal Faith O-K AUKWEDA.

Melanesians generdly are perpetual colonisers and exodus is a powerful classica alusion with
monumentsto it likethat of Lot'swife; usually figuresin the sea, one facing the land and one facing out
and commemorating the division of the tribe when part went on and part stayed; a symbol of escape
from oppression, likethat of the Boyowansfrom Kau-wawa, likePilgrim Fathersor like Tudavato L'O-
Myuwa WAWA, 'rubbish'isa symbol with awide application; but itsimportance hereisits paradoxica



flavour. It may refer smply to what is common, cheap or merely superabundant like fish on their run,
to blessings not properly appreciated. The aien oppressor isthe Canniba and he may not be so foreign.
Their storiesingst that theirsisapermanent homeland, that, sincethereisno better place, their salvation
isnot in flight but in fighting the Canniba . Surrounded as they are by TOKITTANA or barbarians the
refugeof KAIL I, wildernessor primeva jungle, isno longer for them. They haveto cometo termswith
their problems, with the paradox of life, and the paradoxes of living. In stories likethat of Grab-All and
the three pieces in this chapter, behind a curtain of diversion for the
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little ones, they grimly do that; though what they cherish isnot defined and must be deduced from their
scorn of what impugnsit.

Malinowski became acquainted with this theme before he ever set foot on Boyowan soil and it
influenced his point of view from the outset. Those who study him can appreciate this; but the casual
reader scemsto missit. He speaksin a sense that was not read by my friends in Papua; or by those who
do not know the Boyowans. It has been proclaimed to me on hisauthority, that they have no notion of
romanticlove, that thereisno morality inthe matter of sex. | have been warned that any gainsaying him
in the face of the prevalent let-go-all on the part of so many Boyowans was futile; his authority should
not be questioned; it would only raise a drowning outcry from his disciples. It was as though some
regarded hisauthority as sacred whilethe repute of the people he maligned by lack of statement on their
dreams meant nothing. So one rather compelling reason why | have gone to such pains with this folk-
loreisthe hope of laying open aview, to those who would welcomeit, which showed that there wasfor
many Boyowans a carry through of the sublimating pattern of folklore particularly into the relm of love
and sex. Statistics and sociological patterns are of no great interest if they do not reveal the spiritual
vision that has sustained the tribal existence. Y et the catal ogue of their exchanges and their misfortunes
has been detailed to exhaustion; their antics have been described with ornithological fidelity; and not
one love song has been given its equivaent expression in English. To remedy this omission forthwith,
lel me for the sake of a luminous illustration, quote alovesong from the tribal anthology.

Thisisa spell given me by Monakewa in 1948. Monakewa was then trying to establish a connection
with me like the one | had had with Tovileu, like the one he had had with Malinowski.
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Unfailingly he unreeled a chapter or two of Sexual Life of Savages each timewe discussed, so | dubbed
him in my own mind author of that book. | took this spell reluctantly after being sworn to secrecy and
heavily impressed that it was most serious magic. Studying it between visits, and finding it just three
key words, SELU quickened'; SOLU, 'soft’ and KALITAVILAMA, 'reciprocate’ withamention of the
commonest love signals, | suspectedit of being tailored to my understanding. But it wasin truelyrical
form, and,by the usua punning illusion of magic, carried adouble load of meaning. | told Monakewa



it did not impress me being amost as dight asa VINAVINA. He suspected | had been comparing it
with other spellswith the help of some other expert, and charged me with betraying confidence. But |
have only two such spells and the other isa so from Monakewa and identical with the one discussed by
Malinowski, the pain of love one, LOU. This one is smpler. Avoiding any jungle of untrandated
metaphor thisisit;

"Always of me aware,
Always to me alert,
Asdleep of me adream,
At home to me atune,
Abroad on me intent,
Always dert, dive,
aways atune, assured,
To my appea aglow

A lovereturning tide.
So be your love to me,
So be my love to you.
To pity come again,

To passion come again,
By fancy come again,
Affection come again,
Always of me aware,
Always of me dert,
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Asdleep of me adream,
At hometo meatune,
Abroad on me intent,
Always dert, dive,
Always atune, assured,
A lovereturning tide."

Butinonerespect itisaserious spell. It isnot awenching bent philanderer'scharm. It isaprayer or love
lyric of married people who are in love and want to stay that way. Artistically it is a round without
beginning or end that can just go on, like a Tibetan prayer wheel, the change ringing of bells, or the
unbroken beat of drums; KALIBOM, KALIBOM, KALIBOM.. . Itisnot magicto captureaheart fancy
free or excitelibido. It settleslike a blessing on an accord aready established, the happiness of assured
possession aready achieved. It tells us that this unsuspected idealist does not take his blessings for
granted, that he intensifies his redisation of them by singing of them. It employs the mint, the
SOLUMVVOVALA LABAI. By the implications of its form and method it invokes the beneficient
good, will of al the holders of the Labai cultural tradition. Because it is magical and religiousit islike
arenewa of marriagevows, apledgeof fidelity. It issereneand exultant, content to ponder the magical
state of being inlove. Its yearning is subdued to a proud possessiveness of the glory it contemplates. It



isevidence enough of aromantic spirit very little studied among people such asthese. It isthe epitome
of song and dance.

Leave expression like this out of the overall picture and the result on the Boyowan side could only be
to fed that he has been exhibited as some kind of monkey; and since he has hisown better founded idea
of his own kind; the rea effect must be to see usin that light. Even confreres have proved
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irksome; telling me;

"Y ou are wasting your time. These people will never make converts. They will become extinct.
Bau isajungle now; Sinaketais dying; and so it will go on."

My own different conviction was that the first nuns, brothers, priests, doctors and politica leaders of
Melanesian Papua could come from Boyowa. In 1940 | had Father G Norin MSC helping me with
trangdlations. Hetook the occasion to read the books of Malinowski and to check up onthemwith dl and
sundry. He was a talented linguist, who in a matter of days began to follow conversation; had already
made trand ations in many Papuan tongues. Malinowski, particularly on sex set himinan uproar; hewas
an uproarious man. He vehemently insisted that | demolish Malinowski. But my concern was el sewhere.
The ethnologist was welcome to his insights and the fields he studied were his own business and his
point of view however surprising must have some importance to occasion so much study; | was smply
grateful | had him to quarry from.

Then camethewar when dl sorts of cupboardsflew open. An untempting digression about which books
have been written, explaining for instance the speed of the take over in South East Asiaand Indonesia,
but a revelation that, coming so swiftly on the heels of my association with him, riveted in my mind
things that Norin had said about no priest volunteering for work in French colonia possessions. Under
pressure of war time fear and harassment | heard my own flock express themsalves in ways that filled
me with consternation. | was grateful that | had a balance that did not depend on one leg, that | could
draw on their own as well as the Christian mystique to reassure them, especialy where one confirmed
the other. In recent years | read Jomo Kenyatta for any help to understanding the massive despair in
Kenya. | had athree months contact with the outbreak of Valimamadnessat Inawaiainthe Mekeo, and
| kept my finger discreetly on the pulse of the Cargo Cult flickering
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in the Boyowan area.

Norin had put into words what | had aready sensed, that the tenor of the Christian message inevitably
raises fantastic expectation of mundane glory in the minds of people meeting it for the first time. The
messianic movements, catalogued by Vittorio Lanternari in his book The Religions of the Oppressed,
are just one result of the working of a brighter vision, anew hope unsurely grasped and influenced by



the lack of response on the part of so many and involving a danger that needs to be foreseen and met.

Norin had insisted that we suffred from myopiain our view of tribal culture; not seeing thewood for the
trees. He instanced Father Fastre | SC who had worked eighteen years with the Fuyughe and who only
realised that he had never seen them, ashethen did on hisreturn to them after years away; only then did
the integral view come into focus.

| did not at the time connect this with the work of Malinowski or see why his concentration on the
minutiae of village life should exasperate Norin. | was mysdalf myopic. Besides Norin did not put it in
words that what was irritating him was that this was straining out gnats and swallowing camels;
defending Malinowski only made him insist the more that our views were fundamentally different. This
was rather ared herring at the time, and | never had a clear idea what Norin had in mind, but it does
seem now that what he had missed in Malinowski was the indications of the tribal religious orientation
on Tudava. It has been my experience that the general reader does not pick it up either. Therefore, my
citing Malinowski now is mostly to vindicate him, by giving expression to what he sensed and what |
read in hisrecord but which, it seemsto me, he did not put in clear enough words. It isjust because he
went so far that | wish hehad gonealittlefurther. His"puritanism™ shuts out too much as not belonging
in the phenomenologica context he was working in; my impatience is not so much with him
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aswith the general dewing towards thetrivial and the gross and away from the humanistic on the part
of the whole realm of anthropology.

Norin would not do for any area he had worked in, or even entertain the idea of doing, what he asked
me to do for Boyowa; what he repeatedly and emphatically insisted | should do. Becausethe Vailima
Madness, when | came to it,|looked like something that should have been expected and therefore
prevented, | have had the same suspicion about the Mau Mau. My ever increasingly strong conviction
isthisthat the innocently pagan cannot make contact with Christian civilisation without spiritual stir and
agrowing vision of hope. This same vision of hope is accompanied by a struggle with a lack of faith.
A sense of dispossession isinevitable. The faith that preserved them for thousands of yearsin the tight
family circle of family life is gone before they know they had it or have lost it. No makeshift will serve.
Return to the cramped circle just does not work. The net result is at least some sense of grievance. By
revulsion from tribalism, and from an inevitable Pharisaism, the manfestation of the ‘tribalism’ of the
civilised, and pivoting on love's corrollory, hate, two sides can mistakenly be fighting each other, on
their own and each other's behalf, for what both sideswant. Asfor Viet Nam since no given explanation
ever seemsto explainthe situation, | suspect none does, that therea state of affairsiswhat if | havejust
said, for that isreflected in the views of men working inthose parts whose ideology | can follow, fellow
missionaries.

There is something to be done in this connection, which is in the power of the missionary to do above
all others, which he can do as part of his missionary endeavour, and which will not be additional to his
labours but aleviating and will multiply his effectiveness. If de Gaulle's sense of the United States
Government's intervention in Vietnam was anything
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like Father Norin's appreciation of the French Colonial Government's influence in Indo-China, his
attitude was reasonable. If it takes a generation to remove the suspicion, that all the expenditure of the
United States treasury, al the awesome assembly of military might and sacrifice of lives was only to
keep the country divided and deprived of its spiritua heritage, it only meansthis, that the secular world
has to learn over and over the hard way, that not adl the misery and sacrifice in the world, nor all the
material benefits either, have power to weigh the scales against spiritua freedom once glimpsed. With
the possibility of such purblind misconception on all sides, seeing the Christian ideals and those of the
traditional religionin each other'slight and, in areas of deepest concern, complementing and confirming
each other isan aid to salvation that must not be discarded; not-can we |leave the traditional culture to
its chances of keeping itsidentity and not being ground away by the miscellany of modern civilisation.

Boyowan folklore, being that of Papua generally, is more important now than ever just because this
traditional discipline is still aive and able to account for itself and so be a stepping stone to deeper
understanding. It has stern lessens even for the civilised. Being at once the wrappings and the redress
of the shortcomings of a primitive faith it is as exhortatory as Christian asceticism and as minatory as
sorcery. It isaddressed to metaphysical redlitiesand intuitively awarethat itisso. Thisart form, refined
by the authority of a thousand impacted generations, and guarded by the guide rail of a thousand
contemporary thresholds of story telling, ismore sensitive to the essentia spiritual redlity of culture, the
involvement of aspects of goodness, truth and beauty in their village lives. Boyowans livether stories;
thelr stories are alive in them.
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This interconnection of concern, perception and expression is simply a matter of experience. The
Boyowan vitality and power in this has been felt and isundoubtable. Storiesin literature generally are
about people of consequence or characters created by inspired authors. If anyone had told me
beforehand that | would be as absorbed by a Boyowan tale as by any in literature | would have been
scornfully incredulous; but that did happen, not once but four times.

Unfortunately these recitals were never taken down; they were not stories but personal musings by
comparison with which the pieces in this collection are mere sparks in the grinding mill of tribal life;
but brighter from having been so closeto the flintsfrom which they were struck. In the next two chapters
we must see something of tribal philosophising and some of the tribal philosophers whose expression
was perfected in the school of folklore and whose persona histories were of the stuff that makes it.

2 Topulupwalala or Mr Contagion

Proverb: D’ILA VILAMWEIGA WA LAI
"Ship wrecked on areef! Of coursel cried.”



Thisferocious story of unremitting hatred is full of interest and humour. The humour savesit, given a
little primitive hardihood, from being disgusting. It is not meant to be edifying, though it isa fierce
lesson in good manners; it is rather in the nature of a release after the strain of prolonged good
behaviour. Itisnot aredlistic story, realism or credibility being quiteirrelevant. To-pulupwnlaaisnot
area name; but a description or peg for the story and means 'pusmaker.” The story is not told against
O-Bulaku; it isjust hung on that locality for convenience; O-Bulaku being
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alittle like Bwoitalu, a convenient whipping post. In the popular consciousness of the 1930s the epithet
referred to a chief who was already dead several years, Mitakata of Gumilababa. He was a nasty
character in any case and leprosy had not improved his dispositions. Mmwa, a contraction of
MWAMVVA, 'departing’, an idand standing like a gatepost at the main entrance to the Trobriand
ISlands has a fresh water lagoon in the centre and the mosquitos that breed in it in millions are very
aggressive, invading at times boats anchored haf a mile off shore. The euphemistic referencesto them,
birds, fliers, girls, witches are curious. People who have noticed that different types of mosqguitos seem
to attack at different times in the night may be glad to see this confirmed. The XULA isredly outside
the context of thisstory and VAIGUWA comesonly into thelast line. TOBUMY OU or dust isanatural
phenomenon which fascinatesthe Boyowans. It may not be seen for many long years and then morethan
once. It isamilk white haze which, like the dust stormsin parts of Australia, can limit visbility to afew
feet. The referencesin this story are quite explicit and should delight the admirers of Sir James Frazer.
Tickling the nose of a skeleton to make it sneeze is a joke funny enough to plop into m8y a story

The Story:

Topulupwaldaissaid to havelived at 0-Bulaku with awife and five sons. He was aleper and had holes
in his body so that when he took adrink water was likely to spill inthe most extraordinary way. It was
worse when he ate food, particularly peas, which he liked; there was no telling which way they would
go. Thiswas more than his children
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could copewith; though they knew they should not, they could not help themselves, they laughed. There
came a day when their mother after cooking and serving dinner and calling them and their father to it
served their father with peas. His performance became so diverting they could not stop laughing and
he got so angry that his mind became made up; he said;

"I amtired of gardening. Tomorrow | am going to start to build a boat; we are going to sail to
Dobu to buy up sago.”

He cut down atree, barked it, shaped it and hollowed it. He went for lashings and brought them home
for curing. Later he cut combing boards and tenoned a prowboerd. Helined up his strakes and lashed
them and when the boat was all set up he took it to seafor trials. The trials over the boat was left at
anchor and hiswife told;



"Prepare food for a journey; | must stock the store compartment. We are leaving in aday or
two."

Next day his wife got busy preparing food for the journey. She brought vegetables and cleaned them
for cooking. She pounded dumplings and wrapped them for cooking in the oven. Only when the oven
was closed did sherest. The day after all had been put aboard the father said;

"Which of you will be sailing with me?"’
The eldest said eagerly;

1 will."

Asthey were sailing past Mrawa the father saw some flowers on atree and said;

"Look son, you could get yourself agarland there to take to Dobu for the girlsto admire. You
might even get married and live there."

Thelad went ashore for flowersfor agarland; but hisfather moved out again at once into deep water.
When his son cdled;

"Father, bring the boat in; | want to get on;"

His father said;
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"Not I; thisiswhere you get what you deserve. Y ou laughed at mewhen | ate and drank; thisis
where you lose; where you have been outwitted.”
His son said;
“But Father, what will | do?"

His father said;

"Y ou are not coming with me; you will have plenty to do fighting the fliers of the evening, the
midnight fliers, the dawn fliers; you will be thrashing yourself all night."

His son gave up;

"Isthat how itis."



When his father had sailed away and he was on his own the boy went gathering firewood. He cut a
bundle and put it on one side of his camp; and then he went and cut another and put it on the other side
of hiscamp. As soon asit was dark the fight was on. It lasted till midnight and then another fight was
on with the midnight fliers. He fought these till dawn when he was worn out and the dawn fliers came
and killed him and the witches ate him. Hisfather carried on down in Dobu for awhile, but eventualy
came sailing past Mmwa on hisway home. He stopped off the BUTIA tree and came ashore saying to
himsdlf;
"I must go and see my son."

When he found him he saw that he was already dead and had been eaten; so he got back in hisboat and
sailed on to O-Bulaku where he landed quite unconcerned. But his wife was deeply concerned;

"But where is your son? Y ou both went away!”
The man was disconcerted;

"Wdll, no. | ran out. Well he got what he deserved. The Dobu women came out and got him and
took him off. Now heis married to one of them and staying there; | had to come back alone. | will rest
now; but soon you can prepare on
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more hard tack for | will soon he sailing for more sago.”

Hiswifewas soon busy again preparing food for anew voyage. When dl the pedling, cooking, baking,
setting out, packing and stowing had been done the father asked;

“Which of you is coming with me?"

One of the brothersindicated that he would go, So they went on board, cast off and made for Mmawa;
and there looking at the BUTIA tree the boy's father said;

"That is thetreeyour brother got hisgarlandsfromto taketo Dobu. The Dobuwomen snatched
for them. He's married now; so that's the tree for you to get your garlands from."

Getting off the boat the boy went climbing the BUTIA tree. While hewas doing that his father put off
into deep water. When the boy noticed and said;

"Father, bring in the boat; | want to get on."
His father said;

"Now you get what you asked for when you laughed at me while | ate and drank. You'll find
your brother's bones lying around if you look for them."



The boy begged,;

"Father, turn back; scold meif you like but don't leave me."
"Goodbye. You canfight theevening fliers and the midnight flierstill you arewornout." Said
his father.

The father sailed away and the boy went into the jungle for firewood; cut a bundle and came out again.
In the evening came the little ladies and he was warding them off till midnight when he was smothered
inthem and eaten. Hisfather arrived in Dobu and spent sometimethere. Later sailing on hisway home
he went ashore at Mmwato see if his son had been eaten. Finding that he had indeed died he got back
on his boat and sailed on to 0-Bulaku. Hiswife came down to the beach to meet
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him and asking at once;
"Where is the boy?"
His father blustered,

"Oh when | took him to Dobu he got married and stayed there; | had to come home by mysalf.
Thegirlsdown there are dl asking how many sons| have. | said there were three more and when | came
again | would bring another."

When all the sago had been taken in the remaining eons wanted to hear more about their brothers; so
their father said;

"Asl said, they went with meto Dobu. They have married and are staying there so | had to come
back alone; but | can take one of you with me next time."

Thestory wasrepeated dl over again inthe case of the third son; hisbonestoo wereleft under the Butia
tree on Mmwa. Then came the father,s fourth voyage with his fourth son when only the little one was
left at home with his mother. But this fourth son when he was outwitted and left behind, cut not one
bundle or two but five bundles of firewood so he could screen himsef with smoke and get alittle deep
and not wear himsalf out swatting himsdlf al through the night; when the dawn ladies came hewas able
to dea with them and drive them off. In the morning he got some sleep. The rest of the day he spent
making preparations for the second night, to wear down and exhaust the strength of the witches. All
through a second night he kept them scattered and driven off.

By thistime hewas very hungry so he went wading for seafood. Then hewent to hisbrothersbonesand
set them up in proper order. He made magic over some shiver grass. He tickled first the skull of his
eldest brother and made him sneeze, and so brought him back to life. Then hedid the samefor the others
and brought them back to life. Then they al went wading in the shallows for sea food. When they had
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enough they went towards some smoketo get alight for a fire. But it wasnot fire they found but dust,
the back of the witch, Tobumyou. Stumbling on her from behind like this she was taken
by surprise and tersely asked;
"Who are you?'
They said;
"We are all brothers who have been outwitted by our father."
The fourth brother went on;

"These brothers of mined| died. It wasonly after | had driven the women off and survived | was
ableto cometo them and set them up. Fow we are all aive a*ain we want to roast the fish we have
caught. We saw your back and came looking for fire; we didn't know it was you.”

Tobumyou asked;
"When will your father be coming by."
The fourth brother said;

"Soon. He will not be staying long this trip."

Tobumyou then set them to work on a scheme to avenge themselves on their father, saying;

"Well get some timber and bring it here and cut out a statue.”

So they went off and got timber, brought it in and started carving. They made a compl ete statue with
mouth, ears, arms, nose, eyes and legs. They bedecked it with armbands and ribbons. Tobumyou told
them; "Y ou must take it to the beach near the point and stand it there. "Another day they took it to the
point and left it standing there. When their father arrived back from Dobu he came past the statue and
saw it dl aflutter with ribbons. To mark their father's strangeness to them they had made up a puzzling
ditty for the statue to tease him with, singing;

"Wego Iwa

We so Gawa.
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"Hell's where you go
So you stay there."

Said Topulupwa ala;



"Man! Stop your song; just say it in words | can understand.”
Out of the jungle came the taunt;
"What isthere to say to you? Y our wifeisthe sport of the O-Bulaku men; they are killing her."
Topulupwalala went mad with rage;
"Just you stand up to me and say that?"
He got off hisboat and chased the statue which was hoisted back into the jungle and out of sight. By the
time he had given up his search for it, got back on hisboat and gone sailing on it had been set up on the
next point. Topulupwalaa seeing it there said to himself;
"That fellow won't talk any sense.”
But the teasiness of the puzzling chant was too much for him; he protested in spite of himself;
"Fellow, leave off that singing; just tell me are your brothers there; are they till alive?”

But the only answer he got was more taunting;

"Man, your wife is the sport of the O-Bulaku men; they are killing her; you are just in time to
see the final orgy."

Topulupwaaa was beside himsdlf;

"Now you just say that again when | get to you."
Said the boys,

"Well here's some of your foulness; feast yourself.'
He chased the boys with their statue and they led him on and on through the jungle, baffling him till he
was so full of rage he could not see properly or know what hewasdoing. There upon they left him, ran
down to the sea and got on his boat and set sail. When they came sailing by he had come out on the
beach; and he called to the steersman,
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“Son, bring the boat here for me to get on, and let”3 go home.”

His son replied;

“You outwitted my brothers and brought them here to die so you stay and try being smothered
while | go home with my brothers.”



Said Topulupwa ala;
“Son, how can you treat me like that?’
Said his son;
“I only know you are not coming with us; that you can stay and try sleeping here.”

The sons went and the father stayed. That night the ladles came and ate him. His sons arriving home
ddlivered the sago, Jewelry and cooking pots to their various owners and went on living In their village

of O-Bulaku.
3. Tokunubeibai or Tenderhead
Proverb: TAKUMDU GUNE WAGA BIKOLISASA TUWADA
“My boat will thunder through the fleet.”
(TUWADA, (boats) ‘of our elders? that is, will not aways lead).
Comment

A story for KULA men to tell about the KOY A; no place is named nor any person but the boy. It isalesson
in good manners taught with ferocity tempered by humour. Shaved heads have at times been almost the
universal rule in Boyowa. The people have a horror of the scap condition known as KUNUPKETINA.
Besides being crudly painful it is unbearably smelly and
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humiliating. This can give colour to such people? sensitivity about being touched on the head, and edge to
the cover explanation inthe case of men of rank about bad luck and indignity. The hunting method well known
in New Guineabut not usual in Boyowaisthat of surrounding aherd of pigslocated in an open patch of long
grass with rope netting. The net is set up like afence by being tied to trees and stakes and when the herd is
surrounded the pigsaredriveninto the net. It IsaprincipleIn the poetic sense at | east that magic onceinvoked
must not be lightly interfered with; so the story goes on relentlessly to its conclusion. This is wonderland
magic; inthe spellsfor more sober minded and every day affairs the invocation for action and counter action
are both common.

The Story
It scemsthere were five brothers living in the mountains with their mother, and the littlest was Tokunubeibai.

It was Tokunubeibai and his mother who did most to provide the family with hunting nets. Tokunubeibai’s
own net was quite asmall one. One day his brothers said:



Tomorrow we are going to net wild boar.

The eldest brother went first and set up his net according to his preference; then the rest in order down until
thy had enclosed the lurking tusker and hisherd; and the last of them Tokunubeibal was chanting as he strung
up his net;

Whose is the littlie?
Mineisthelittlie.
Thisisthe net of

The greenhorn standby
Tokunubeibai
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Strong as our spiceis
Keen as our betel
Net of thelittle.”

When they began the beat and pigs were driven out of their lurk and into the nets the tusker plunged into the
eldest brother’s net and burst through. The second brother’s net failed to hold and so did those of brothers
three and four; but when a pig plunged into the net of Tokunubeibai it was held and killed. The brothers
arguing blame wanted to know;

Who tied the meshes of this net?

Each was compelled to admit;

| tied the meshes of this net.”

But Tokunubeibai said;

| and my mother tied the meshes of this net.”

This shamed his brothers and made them angry; they said

“Who is he to catch a pig; thrash him.”
They took sticks and trashed him till he bled. They busted his net and threw it away and left him to cry by
himself. Trussing the pig they took It away and roasted it. Tokunubeibai was left alone to cry and then go

home to his mother; who wanted to know;

“Why have you been crying?’
“Because the pig was caught in my net and my brothers have taken away and cooked it.”

His mother sad;

“Wdl let them; they’ll only roast it; it's only a snack for them. Meanwhile bring your net and let’s
mend it.”



The boy mended his net while his brothers roasted the pig and ate it al, neither Tokunubeibai nor his mother
getting any. When the hunt was on again and as before the brothers set up their nets according to their
preference and Tokunubeibai was left with none; so he set up his net where he must chanting the while his
spell for good luck;

“Whose is the littlie?...
As before the pigs broke al the nets of the
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big brothers while one got well and truly tangled in that of Tokunubeibai. Therewasthe same wrangle about
who had tied the meshes and how; but the result wasthe same; they turned on Tokunubeibai and thrashed him
with sticks; raising blisters on hisscalp which later turned to fiercely painful evil smelling sores. They busted
his net and threw it away and left him to cry by himself. Trussing the pig they took it away and roasted it.
When Tokunubeibai had finished crying he went home to his mother who again wanted to know;

“Why have you been crying.”
“Because the pig was my catch and my brothers have scoffed it; they thrashed me and made mecry.”

His mother said;
“"Well give me your net while | mend it.”

This all happened over and over many timestill one day, while the bigger brothers were roasting their little
brother3 catch as usual, their mother said to Tokunubeibai;

“Thereisatreein the jungle you must go to.”
It was atree she had worked on, that she had specidly prepared with magic spells. She gave these spdllsand
how to work themto Tokunubeibai. So there came aday when hewent after hisbrothers and came upon them
as they were gathered round the oven, closing it. He circled round the KILIMO tree giving it the command,;
“Snap open”
The tree burst wide open around the brothers and then closed up again with al except Tokunubelbal inside
it. When the pig was cooked enough hetook the pig from the oven loaded It into baskets and went homewith
it to his mother. They had afeast. The next day she said;

“You must visit your brothers.”

So he went off to the big KILIMO tree where his brothers were imprisoned; and as he came near it thiswas
the ditty he was singing;
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“Stench of the ebb tide

Day after day as

Night after night he

Smells his own smelling,

The greenhorn standby,

Tokunubeibai I,

Babe to his brothers,

Scorn of hiselders

Now at your dwelling.”
He greeted them;

“Brothers, how are you?’
They pleaded with him;

“ Oh Tokunubeibai, Oh little brother, get us out of here.”
But their little brother reminded them;

“It was you who brought the pig here every time; who |eft meout every time from your feasting. Now
| am free and you are not; now it Is my time to feast. Goodbye.”

He went back to his mother who asked;

“How are they?’
Said Tokunubeibai;

“They are all held fast inside atree; they can? get out.”
Some days later his mother suggested;

“Wouldn? you be going to visit your brothers?’

He went off to the KILIMO tree and as he came near it he was singing;
“Stench of the ebb tide . .

He greeted his brothers;
“How areyou?’
They said,

“Just alive. Oh brother, get us out of Piere; two are dead already; there? only two of us left.”



But Tokunubeibai just left them and went back to his mother who asked;
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He told her, wondering;
“How can they till be dive?
But she did not answer that but suggested he put it out of his mind.

Three days later he went visiting again and only one was aive; and then two days later again. Just as before
he approached the KILIMO tree singing;

“Stench of theebb tide. . .

There was no response. He called and repeated his call and still there was no response. He went back round
the tree and gave the magic command,

143 Opm upn

The tree opened and let out a swarm of flies. Tokunubeibai could see that t the corpses of his brothers had
aready rotted away. Since there was nothing more to do he just went back to his mother and told her;

“They are all dead and their tomb Isthe KILIMO tree.”

They caught their own pigs ever after and feasted one another.

4. Kaitaki the Faithless Husband

Proverb: KAM KWALALA BWEMWALA KAM LIMWANA VIVINA
“With charming blooms bedecked you are bound to charm.?
Comment
Magic among the Boyowans being avector of understanding isavariable quantity. It isfor the astute and the

sophisticated very much more amatter of psychological Insight, discreet knowledge and intuition than ritual.
If magic isto bring good luck the magician needs most of all to be knowledgeable and use



271

good judgement. Rites and ceremony aretheleast of it. In thisstory magic isthe wonderland, dramatic kind,

“ Open Sesame.” The RAIBWAGA or wilderness is the venue for weird adventure; falling into pits, getting
trapped incaves, lost in caves, and emerging again. M ost stories soon forget about the magic becauseitisonly
a story telling device to them like ajoke or an expletive; so if a Boyowan sees an entrance to a cave, which
could be blocked by dashing through theroot of atree supported dab, he could likely exclaim, as one one day
did, “ Oh Kaitaki”

Burial and other caves abound on these islands; Laba, Kwaibwaga, O-Marakana, Tilakaiwa, Kaulagu,
Moligilagi (Mr Caves), O-Kaiboma, Kaituvi, O-Bulaku, O-Kayaula and Kumllabwaga. People hid there
during Canniba raids; various bats, prawns and fish are caught there; fish and prawns and snakesturn red in
them. They are places for bogey men and wishftlly out of bounds, especialy to the young; but al the main
caves have well worn tracks leading to them.

Thisstory casesalooming problem for the tribes; the transition from wild youth to sober citizenship. Wehave
again the motif; husbands should not settle in the village of their wife; too much is put upon her. The so
psychologically true recognition of the clinching contribution of the child is worthy of note. It seems that
Kdtaki3 wife fed him in the cave while his son grew to be a child of five or sIx years; a course of marital
education no civilised counselling would dare to prescribe.

The story

Kaitaki was living away In the village of the wife he had married. while he was living there his wife had a
child, a son. Even while she was still nursing the baby and in need
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of warming Kaitaki was wenching; going to trystsin the jungle and joining in the gathering there of savouries
and relishes al the while his wife kept the village as a young mother should. Of course he soon fel In love
with another lass and took to spending hisdays In thejungle with her. Every day hewould be off to thejungle
stayed home to mind their son; who had started to crawl. He was even so reckless as to let his wife see the
thumbnail marks and the missing eye lashes of hislovemaking. There came a day when she said to him;

“Tomorrow you must come with me when | go for water.”
In the morning with her basket of water bottles on her head she went for water to the water hole.

She said to her husband:;



“You have to sit over there on the man3 stone while awoman bails her water.”
After she had finished bailing her water she got up and said magic words over the stone;
“Ladies of the Dawn Store House open up and lock up the fellow.”

Suddenly the rocks gaped open and then shut and her husband, as locked up inside. The woman with her
basket of water bottles on her head went back to the village where her mother asked suspiciously;

“ And where Is your husband?’
“ Oh somewhere In the jungle. | waited; but he did not come; | got tired of waiting and came without
him.”

He had not come by late that night when everyone went to sleep. Next day they set up a search for him; this
search went on for many days; but while the villagers searched his wife merely filled her basket with water
bottles and went for water. While she was bailing her water she was singing this plaint;

“ Kaitaki my poor dear you must
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Stay on.
My heart is broken; trust is gone.
Too long, too eager were your wenchings.
The marks of her Who loved too deep, too wild, too plain,
Too brave your strut, your vaunt too vain,
To Harvest—Glory BWAIMA's teeth
Entombed | you bequeath.”

Kaitaki B response rumbled likethunder deep inthe rock; but he was stuck there as hisnameimplied. Hiswife
taking her water bottles on her head said;

“ All you can do Is stay. Goodbye”

On an evening after aday—Iong, vain search Kaitakia mother-in-law would come to her daughter with the
guestion;

“What are you doing to us? What have you done to your husband?’
Her daughter was unconcerned; suggesting;

“Perhaps he has taken a girl into the wilderness. Y ou know how | go al alonefor water; how | was
deserted there.”

So day after day after shehad cooked her med and eateniit, shewould take her water bottlesand go off to visit
her husband. Coming to the water shefirst bailed the water and filled the bottl es; then shewould stand up and
chant her plaint;



“ Kaitaki my poor dear you must stay on.. . . .

Kaitaki could only respond by the mysterious rumblingsinthe rocks, which hedid, especialy when she teased
him;

“ Goodbye now! My boy friends are coming; | must go; | have savouries to get.”

Leaving her husband in the rocks she would heave the basket of bottles onto her head and go and dump them
in the village where her mother would ask suspiciously;

“Why do you take water so early?’
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Kaitaki 3 wife having no answer to this her mother drew her own conclusion;
“She persecuting him. But how |Is she doing it? Tomorrow | must spy on her and find out.”

This rescue was long overdue. Kaitaki was by this time exhausted by confinement and at the point of death.
His mother-in-law watched while his wife prepared one last medl, ate of it, loaded her bottles as usual and
went for water; she followed her as she went off with the bottles on her head; ready to crouch in the bushes
if her daughter were to look round. She saw the water bailed and the bottles stacked and the girl sit on the
stone to sing her plaint;

“ Kaitaki my poor dear . . .

Kaitaki 3 response by now had faded to nothing so his wife bade him one last goodbye and went off to the
village with the water bottles on her head. Kaitaki’® mother—in-law had come near enough to see and
understand. But she too had amagic plaint to sing;

“Ladies of the Store—House of the Pawn open up; | must take my son—In—Ilaw.”

Therocks gaped and puked the son-in—law for her to take. Putting him over her shoulder shetook himto her
own storehouse and hid him there while she went off to cook something for him. When it was cooked she
served it to him where he lay; telling him;

“Y ou must force yourself to eat; to drink alittle soup.”

He did force himsdlf to eat and drink alittle; after which he lay down again; his mother-In—Ilaw keeping the
secret that he was lying there. Day after day she cooked for him and made soup for him so that he gradually
got his strength back, became once more his accustomed self and even got tat. While Kaitaki 2 wife worked
in the garden their son would stay at his grandmother3. There were lizards there the child
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was used to chasing. He chased one into the store one day and there came on hisfather; and now heknew his
grandmother® secret; he greeted his father;

“Father, isthiswhere you are?’

The boy went into the store and stayed with hisfather till the afternoon; till it wastimefor hismother to come
back from the garden; when he ran to meet her, saying;

“Mother, | went to my father; | have been with him.” She did not believe him;
“ And where would your father be?’ The child said;
“We were together at my grandmother3.”
But his mother contradicted him;
“You areteling lies; your father is dead.”
But the child said;
Oh but you can go and see for yourself.”
So he and his mother went to the store and opened It. There the man was; they went in and there was much
wrestling. Later they moved to their own village and made their home there. Kaitaki gave up wenching and

settled down to cherish hiswife and family.
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CHAPTER XIII
Gods and Demons

1. The Mythologist, Tovileu

Proverb; ILUSA KAISAI ITETA O PITAPATILA
“To shoot a breaker one must keep one? balance.”

The Wawela Story of the Two Brothers, though they were nameless, is on the main theme of the Tudavan
legend. From Malinowski, previous study and constant daily reference and allusion | was in contact with the
effect of this tradition from the first weeks of my life in Boyowa; but it was not till 1967 that | came to the



fuller understanding I am now concerned with; and | want to make this apology on behalf of my informants;
they are wishing that the matter of Tudava had not come up. Not that they are unwilling that the story should
be more widely known; but just that the presentation is not worthy. Intuitively and subconsciously they are
aware of amuch bigger story: if an Omnibus of Boyowan Folklore existed they would unerringly pick out the
motifs that enlarge the picture; but they can not be expected to put it reflectively in words that the full story
isonly encompassed in the totality of their tribal life and culture.

My introduction to the depth of Boyowan culture camefrom Tovileu and the story, a so the subject of aWOSI
or song and dance, of Gumagabu. In my own actual experience thiswas the greatest of al Boyowan stories,
asit wasto Tovileu. Antinomy was its basis. Tovlieu began his story
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with the childhood of Tomakam and hislifelong revolt and that of his own mother against the destiny foisted
on him by hisworldly and politically minded clan mother and the cortege of her BALOMA. It Is the voice
of revolt against vendetta and necromancy; the tyranny of the dead over the living. Like the story of Romeo
and Juliet that of the sensitive and gentle Tomakam and his mother isthe story to end dl feuds. | wrote down
this story in 1937 and it made the deepest impression on me of al Tovileu stories up to that time. It was a
great disappointment to find recently that it had beenlost. Tovileu&tale, as| remember it, stressed alifelong
hounding by al Tomakam friends and familiars with a message relentlessly dinned in his ears that he had
agrudge to settle. Tomakam, under dementing pressure, accepts his destiny in the end and kills Tolaya; but
only after alife—time work out of the antinomy between loyalty to his personal friend of thislife and to his
clan mother3familiaraamong the dead. It parallelsthe Wawela Story of the Two Brothers, inwhich we have
alife—timework out of the antinomy between the principles, you do not murder your own blood brother, and
neither do you let any man defraud you of the common heritage of dl men. Facing the resolution of the Issue
between absolute principles In head—on collision is courageous story telling by any man3 reckoning.

Unfortunately for thisstudy Tovileu was aso the TOWOSI for the Song and Dance of Usituma; and we took
to the easier task of writing down poetry, of which | have about 6,000 lines. We never came back to prose;
though he had told me It would take yearsto write them al down; and at that time | was taking one a week.
He appreciated the fact that once written down they could be kept for ever and that nothing
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would be changed. He kept proving thisto himsdf by asking for certain passages to be read back to him and
hisresponse was like the delight of a child. For atime he had the idea of trying to recapture with the help of
my pen haf remembered haf forgotten magic spells, hisown or of others, and that, though | wasdl infavour,
was never done. The books of Malnowski were always on the nearby table during my language learning
sessions. People were always asking for spellsto be read or to see pictures, and | overheard Tovileu telling
people, much to my surprise and without any such intimation from me, that he thought the stories he was
giving mewould one day appear in print. He was always far more eager to dictate than | wasto write. Asthe
pressure of work increased this pursuit got crowded out and he was frequently disappointed and | felt rather
miserable about It. This, belatedly futile what he would have wished and ismy tribute to himfor whom | have
had a high and fond regard. He died during the war.



The fact that | could repeat the very turn of a phrase which gave the story its bite, the artistic perception he
was concerned with was enough for Tovileu. It never occurred to him that my lucid performance, based on
the mechanics of reading was more seeming than real. Hisalusion to aflight of fancy right out of thisworld
was KAPAWAEGA DAKUNA, ‘by way of theriven rock ?athrough the looking glass metaphor. Once when
shown the stone that had featured in one of the stories | looked for the crack. There was a shout of laughter
from the children with me and the explanation that it was KALA BIGA WALA, only a*‘metaphor? Tovileu
used theword KALITAVILAMA, akey word in magic, In reference to some stories. The raceme may mean
‘turn? ‘ change™or ‘transform?out it isafigure eight evolution as the word isbuilt up and they gesture it and
so asymbol of reformation, or reconciliation. To take Kimsi Nunuli for illustration sake:
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there isthe break off from scolding which only woodens; thereis the twirl in the meat tub, continued as long
as required for the break up of the old situation; then the make—up of the new; a gestured figure eight
disengage—readdress—reengage formula. For Tovileu story telling had a magica flavour, a religious or
miracle play kind of sanction, something more than mere entertainment or art, but more not less entertaining
by reason of that same ingredient.

Knowing people like Tovileu it is a matter of deliberate effort for me to try to realise how gnomish these
people were to Mailnowski at the time he started hisfield work; and how much is due to him for raising the
level of the world3 appreciation of them. But it isstill far from the essential parity that these people have, in
their power of expression of the more meaningful way of human things, even with the civilised. It isonly like
haf way. Read a piece like Kwaroto and then read how De Prado in a book written to edify his monks
describes how a man, he should have controlled, took an aquebus and shot down a defenseless old man out
of atree with no more concern than if he were a monkey; and you will be shocked;Dut not haf as shocked
as Tovileu would have been. Papuans should not see collections like those in the Australian Museum. They
will see that aspect of themselves with which they are themselves at war under the symbol Cannibd, is
presented there smply as our idea of them. It makes our thought look sick, and is destructive of any
confidence that our Intentions are well meant.

TomeTovileuisnot just one of the so called nature® gentlemen, but aproduct of hisown lifetime2devotion
to thetribal culture. The esteem hisfellow villagers had for him was evident; It was reverential. His address
and restraint, his perception and sensitivity would mark him for what he was among gentlemen anywhere. He
knew for instance that Mr Auerbach
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on Mmwa was in debt for more than his plantation was worth, that his ration of tobacco was never enough.
Therough membersof hisfishing syndicate knowing what asoft touch Mr Auerbach wasfor himrather forced
him to pay Teddy avisit; but he was embarrassed receiving four sticks of tobacco when half a stick would
have met the situation; and he asked me to tell Mr Auerbach.

If I had come like an anthropological field worker to find Mainowski 2 missing chapter on the KULA, the
social welfare resulting from the gardening drill and TABUS, a bit more of the emotional appeal and



edification of Song and Dance, of magic and story telling, | would not have been led to Tovileu or heto me.
In a group of ten or more he would be the last to speak. Malinowski insisted that a field worker must come
to hisfidd work with his head full of fully formulated theories, not to prove or disprove them, but just so he
has a system of reference, something to work off; so that his short allotment of timeisn? gone before he gets
started. This way the inquirer would not have interested Tovileu whose one and only concern was with the
quality of the tribal classics. Rigidly confining myself simply to the acquisition of a mass of ‘literature?on
which to work later | gave Tovileu an impression of discreet and sagacious appreciation much to hisdelight;
| was after the same refinement of expression that he had guarded and cultivated so jealoudly al hislife. He
watched while a number of stories were written down before volunteering himself. He had aready conned
himsdf into astory telling pace adjusted to the speed of my pen, atechnique easier and quicker if you can get
it that using atape recorder. | was ademonstration model to Inspire his acolytes; they were often there. He
was didactic as a dominie. His remarks usualy twice as long as the story itsedf were a spontaneous
contribution that was never written down. He understood and was happy with
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cross reference which | used continually to anchor my understanding of the situation in the story. This was
usually aoneword interjectionlike SAGALI! ‘ social occasion? MEGUV A * gardening, fishing or other ritual ?
SOLUMWOY A cosmetic, dancing, love making or ceremonia connection; VATAI disagreement; Y OWAI!
‘quarrel;?GIBURUWA! ‘tension;?and so on. He responded just as briefly to correct or expand without
breaking the flow of the story or the effect of its style. No suggestions were ever made asto type of story; he
came primed and ready from a village recitation of a piece he had chosen.

My lack lustre expectations after the other idandswereingrained fromthestart; it was Tovileu who sharpened
and refined my perception; and the eval uation of 2thisismy main concern in thiswork. It isfrankly one—eyed
or specia pleading. It pursues an €lusive dement not much treated in anthropol ogy generdly; but ahappy and
inspiring vein of 2thought and cautions that Malinowaki |eft important metaphors untrang ated; what children
accept or informants emphasise for reasons known to themselves. It Is not al that the TOWOSI is saying in
the formulas used; it isonly one side of adouble understanding. For instance the significance of Labai isthe
Tudavan tradition. Boyowanswould not know and could not care if there was people about before Labai was
founded. What concernsthemisthat al the moreimportant clansholding the Tudavan traditional culturecame
from there; or at |least that the present state of thingsis tantamount to that. Before their coming there was no
one of their kind In Boyowa. SUNAPULA Labal or Laba ‘originsZamply ingststhat they camethere asfrom
another world.

Down the ages Boyowan villages have crept over the landscape leaving monuments behind and carrying
others with them; communities have emigrated and returned, movements of



one kind or another have happened everywhere; but in the midst of al thisLaba has remained the Mecca of
their pagan faith; its monuments have not moved. Malinowski B insistent use of the juvenilereferenceto this
betrays a subconscious worry; he rightly sensed there was much more to be said. Evidence of thisrunsright
through his Interpretation of the spells. NAGA in the heading of spells 17,18,21,25, 27 and 28 of Coral
Gardens is an instance. Only in spell 17 could NAGA mean ‘now? and there it is surely by way of a pun.
NAGA likeLALASI may dludeto ‘sharing with princely liberality. At isquitelikely areferenceto the Tabalu
from atime before they ever settled in O-Marakana. It gives authority to the spell and invokes the influence
of various spontaneous and munificent things. In the case of the noxious glow worm, which being Slow as a
snail yet disappearswith surprising speed when disturbed, it isthe speedy and sure departure of thisarchetype
of blighting influences that is prayed for in this exorcism.

The spellsare addressed to Tudava. Nearly dl theclassicd dlusionsareto hisstory. In KULIYAWA NAGA
KULIYAWAM, ‘A Roya Dolphin Your Dolphin; the possessive is for intrinsic possession and therefore
means“your Dolphin Spell!” For meall the second person morphemesin these spellsarereferableto Tudava,
giving them a unity and cohesion lost otherwise, and invoking the driving force of Tudava? fanatica
dedicationfor thesuccessof thegarden. Construed thisway, YAGAVAM TAITU KWAIBWAGINA ILOVA
simply means “The glow worm leaves your taitu leaves,” IBASIKAYEM GINUVAVARIA LOPOLA ULA
BUYAGU means “For you my garden is riddled with roots.” Given poetic licence and the same mystic
identification of Tudava with his gifts, an idiom not unknown even in colloquia expressions, v.g. AVAKA
PEM? “ What3 the matter with you?' — that the courtesies and
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ceremonies of the MILAMALA or Harvest Festival celebrate, and we have the smple, immediate and stately
meaning. How luminous this is is not revealed in Coral Gardens, where for the sake of a too deferential
compliance with an informant3 explanations, often detached statementsthat took the true understanding for
granted, the rendering is somewhat forced into a MUMBO-Jumbo. This runs counter to the spirit of the
occasion, the roya hospitality and courtly etiquette prevailing at the MILAMALA and one in tenor with the
rituals that grace them. The virtuosity of this can only be appreciated by those who have met it; but for such
it argues an inspiration both powerful and explicit.

2.LILIU and LIBOGWA, Myth and Tradition

Proverb: GE SALA MENAGUVA MIMEMGWA WEMA BOMA
“ Our early settlers have no equal. “;

If we ask which Is the most serious and important kind of 2story telling the Boyowans come up at once with
LILIU or myth. It has to do with the mysteries of life, good and evil, suffering and blessing, strife and
salvatlon, and pushing out In its story telling devicesto cosmological limits and the reason things are asthey
are. But thereisnothing inthe style, except perhaps this cosmological note, to distinguishit from LIBOGWA
or legend, from KUKWANEBU or folk tale. Thereisonly one prose style, predominantly dialogue whatever



the theme; exhibiting, the same qualities of pathos, humour, beauty, excitement — al the?emotion of actual
living — and formulated in the wonderland idiom the smaller children. Difference of category rests entirely
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on the understanding of thelistener. LILIU comes according to the Boyowan sense of thingsfrom outsidethe
present shape and performance of creation. It issomething al people have which is aways the same initsdlf,
if not in thetelling of it, and so is not really any man invention, in spite of the fact that some folk not very
far away are telling a number of irreconcilable versions. It is Smply regarded as a temporary or peculiar
perversion of those others; aperversion the present company would never be guilty of, and which the common
understanding will later correct.

Though LILIU comesfirst, LILIU and LIBOGWA are co—equal terms both derived from LIWA or LIVA,
‘say? LILIU simply says ‘saying.?LIBOGWA is ‘old saying?and the outsider3 appreciation of the relative
value of these expressions must stand corrected by Boyowan idiom, in which the smpler form hasusudly the
more absolute or superlative meaning. LIBOGWA has a more legendary or historical meaning, being more
applicable to those stories which give the pattern of rites and ceremonies and etiquette; whereas LILIU
establishes rights and duties, TABUs and privileges, the more elementd things. Viewed on the plane of their
origin they converge and become synonymous, viewed on the horizonta plane of their applicability here and
now, each is more Important in its own sphere. LIBOGWA favours aspiration, idealism, the charter of
dynamic movement; LILIU favours rights end legalities, the charter of the status quo; viewed from the
standpoint of their more usual social association LIL1U isfound withWOSI and story and the deposit of pagan
faith; LIBOGWA with magic rituals, monuments, protocol and the tribal tradition.

Myth in a society such as the Boyowan substitutes for the whole code of law, that all the forces of law and
order in acivilised society have to work with; and it
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substitutes for the philosophy itsalf according to which civilised codes are formulated. By the logic of the
anthropol ogist® own principles the entire form of the story isimportant; not just the skeletal frame but the
whole context of tribal understanding.

The maturing of this can not be done in the usua short period of anthropologica field work; It cannot be
combined with the tracing of astory of detection, unearthing ethnological data. Traversing such awidefield
of fragmentation the writer Is less aert to relative importance and the coherence of the triba mentality;
fragment fitsawkwardly with fragment in hisreconstructi ons because the whole he is building hisown mental
scheme of things, not that of the tribal philosopher. Gumagabu is, as far as my experience goes, the greatest
tale evolved in Boyowa. Mainowski discussesit at greater length than any other; so it might serve as a good
illustration of the unsuspected depth that may lay behind a seemingly smple tale. The six stanzas given in
Argonauts of the Western Pecific isonly a sampling of the whole Song and Dance; perhaps less than five per
cent of it. Not one of my own chance caught dozen stanzas is the same. The quote from Toulawa isonly a
quick reference. The story Tovileu told metook two hours to write down. His brother M okasoka® account
of the find expedition and killing would not repeat more than a paragraph of Tovileu? story, and It took
another two hoursto hear out at the break neck speed of Boyowan recitation. The O-Marakanaversion was



different ground again, being the fascination of that political harridan, Tomakan? clan mother. All variants
of the Gumagabu story are saturated with the poignancy of that Boyowan self deprecation; of men caught in
the web of amora problem of admitted but inescapable guilt. The poignancy of the main Tudavan themeis
that of the hero himself caught in the same web and breaking
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his own code. In the Wawela Story of the Two Brothers, where dl the characters are nameless, the theme Is
simply contemplated as the problem of Everyman; nearly al the KULA tales do the same. With this the
sufferersin real life were dl of a piece; the life long mourning and bewilderment of Namwana Guyau over
his forced abdication from practical kingship and his break up of the O-Marakana community; the lifelong
disgrace and bedevilment of Mitakata over the death of his nephew Numakala.

This kind of study makes a plateau with a view in a number of directions. Given this view, contradictory
manifestations like the high hopes, religious fervour and demonic salf—destitution of Cargo Cult or Vdlima
Madness fdl into place, are more construable or less confounding. Given contact with the intensity of menta

suffering in case histories such asthese the wonder isnot that Cargo Cults start up; but that they are not more
frequent, more ferocious. One wonders at the restraint; one marvels at the perspicacity of the villagers who
themselves claim that their ‘literature?is therapeutic and salviflc.

Gumagabu, being a complex of stones and a Song and Dance or WOSI at the same time, |s perhaps the best
example available of the interweaving and complementary roles of Song and Dance and story. The mode of
versification continuing the dialogue of story telling, but keyed to the aphoristic level of expression of the
VINAVINA, openswidethegatesto paradoxical expression. Opposing themesand contending points of view
can be given their fullest and most blatant expression, corrected and balanced asthey are against each other,
in the endless medley and pantomime of the WOSI. This combination of story and WOS is a convenient
carry—all for the Boyowan culture; no one3 say need be |eft out. It Isatribal safety valve.
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Findings by casual Inquiry are not sufficient for complete understanding. Gaps and inconsequence raise too
many questions. Giving arel entlessly receptive attention to word masterslikethose just mentioned | wasnever
aware of any lack of comprehension. In fact the problem was so absorbing that | lost any awareness other than
that of the contemplation of the themeitsalf. | had astute friends to warn me not to expect an abstract level of
thinking from such smple people. Universal principleswere beyond their ken. They could only cope with the
concrete and the sensible. The very smplicity of their languagewas proof of this. But my attention wasriveted
by these men more completely by their spell binding than | have been by any play or film. Reflecting on this
| realised that what had held me so completely wasamental problem, an abstraction. Presented with virtuosity
and a concentration almost obsessive, and thought through with a passionate concern for the truth of the
matter, there was no mistaking that detachment, that excluded from its attention everything but the problem?
termsin the shape of a nameless character role. The underlying concern was sheer philosophy, the resolution
of the antinomy of absolute principles In head—on collison. Both Namwana Guyau and Mitakata were
talking about the problem that had long been a standing torture to both of ?them, rather than any mere story
presentation. They admitted their crucial involvement inthe most notorious scandals of their day. The manner
of their recital inturn made M okasoka rel ation of Tomakam™ murder Sound like a confession disguised as
astory. It had the same surcharged sense of ?oppression, atragic sense as keen as any in literature.



These men speaking to me privately were treating their theme more fully than they would in avillage telling.

288

Aware of my more complete comprehension and driven by their own consuming concern, they were reaching
for my sympathetic understanding and endorsement. As for me, dl this evinced just one thing: on the leve
of their degpest concern, men of whatever culture language or history are essentially equal.

Thisisspiritua and authentic vision; something | am jealous of becauseit istestimony to the character of the
people | was privileged to work among; | could not bear to see such insights ‘ fortune—ed?away to brighten
the panes of 2mere ethnological travelogue; not something that confronts the mystery of life with passionate
concern; pleads vehemently for compassi onate understanding such as one looksfor, but finds notably lacking
In most books of ethnology. Why this discipline should be so chary of the flourishing of creative genius In
the past, perhaps thousands of years ago should be worth study. Arnold Toynbee acceptsit quite smply. The
history of ?art, law, religion, politics and philosophy can dl provide examples where heights were reached in
one generation or two which the next thousand years somewhat vainly struggled to maintain. Perry in hisideas
of thearchaic civilisation no doubt tried to prove too much with too little, but thisisno reason for proscribing
the whole subject. | find the intrusions of the amateur theologisers into the field of comparative religlon as
frustrating as any agnostic possibly could, but | am still interested in the primitive faith, and particularly Its
more sophisticated expression In the tribal conditions.

| have been so wearied that | Smply must protest that, whatever the validity of evolutionary theory, itisa
wrong perspective in thisstudy. It Is removed by ageological or biologica age from any practical relevance
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with these stories. Food gatherers in this area were garden thieves banished to the jungle. Armchair
preoccupations of a Darwinian flavour in this connection are as stale and unreal as the Tudavan Inspiration
isfresh and persuasive. Thefirst monkey to be seen on the Trobriand Islands fascinated the people and gave
rise to one sizzling, shame—faced question, "What kind of haf-caste? Whimsicdly humans bearing
non—humans or non—humans bearing humans is familiar enough in a miming role as In the Kadawaga
dance, where dancers don beaks, wings and tail and as birds act out the performance of a Rashomon type of
story. Traditionally and linguistically the Boyowans came by way of the Sunda Straits. On their more cultura
side they are of Indonesian stock. In that area there are monuments ancient enough and NAGA enough to
match the exalted memory of the Boyowans.

3. Kiu In Village Palitics

Proverb: TALIA NELUPOLU GANA IMWAGEGA KAISAI NEWEWEYA BAGISI KAIKWABUGU
“Where foam swirls, rocks quake and surf roars 1’2l see my shadow.”

The Kiu myth is quite the most worthwhile item in this collection; so it is worth detailed study. From the



moment of writing down it was evident that here was something of greater substance and wider generd
interest than therest. Y oung peopl e particul arly were excited and passed the word around to one another that
it had been written down, “yes al of it” had been written down. The excitement was not as
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though this belonged in the arcana and should not have been divulged, the nervousness related to the present
state of Denmark, and for the pupils of the central Methodist school it was something good to have done and
done by me. Tovileu Ignored the Interest of the young folk, simply remarking that a story was like a man
taking his stance In aignment with the stare so he could point to places he was interested In; the story was a
window, or grid or frame of reference for seeing some things from the right angle.

The story divides into four parts; Kiulife at the pool; of interest to smdl children, girls and poetically for
women. Kiu3lifeas ayouth growing up; preparing for the KULA expedition; the charter of those preparing
for full Boyowan citizenship. Kiu expedition on KULA for those interested inlocal politics; the making and
undoing of achief?

Kiu2 sojourn in the lone wild, the cosmological extension to bring back the supernatural solution of his
problem; the charter of revolution for the overthrowing of the Boyowan essentialy tyrannical form of
government when the tyrant becomes unbearable.

To understand the poetical alusions of the first part it must be borne in mind that the story begins with a
whimsical confusion as to whether or not KIU isaprawn. Thereis a king—sized and very splendid type to
be found in the caves of the RAIBWIAGA. Villages adjacent to the RAIBWAGA have pools; one for men
and boys and another one for women folk; both different from the one where women draw water. The men
and boys more sport minded have smal bows and arrows with which they hunt the prawns. The women feed
and make pets of them. Everyone is familiar with them. When one
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of ?these darting, translucent creatures rises from the inky black depths and appears suddenly in a shaft of
sunlight in all its vital freshness and colouring it is powerfully suggestive of a miraculous, instantaneous act
of creation, the Boyowan name for which is LILUVA. LILUVA isthe poetic equivalent of SUNAPULA
‘appear?or ‘originate?to which it gives some colour by inevitable allusion, the same that excited the
anthropologist's informants and was not explained by them; so this statement should be appended as a note
to that ‘hole in the ground?reference.

That these pool s connect with the caves and the seaisknown to al. Sometimes the pounding of the surf amile
away can be heard as though but a few feet. The RAIBWAGA in many places rests on coral masses like
inverted pyramids. Galleriesrun in dl directions. Ligiveakaor main cave at Tilakaiwaisan example; a party
can and did walk through gallery after gallery for hours. The Wawela story tells of aman who cut hisboat in
acavein of 2such an area and took hisboat to seaviathe underground river, the only way he could alone and
unaided have got it out of such acrater.

Kiu it seemed was a so the name of a star, Altair or aconstellation. The VINAVINA or lullaby, perhaps the
most treasured in Boyowan folklore, isakind of charm or blessing to evoke those qualities of ightness and



speed, sureness and strength that they most desire in their children; that is exemplified by the prawn and was

theglory of Kiulater inthe story. It isthe charter of the motheraright to her baby, even possessivelove, even

exclusive possession. Butit also says that thislove and possession in time must bow before the necessity of ?
growing up.

The second part is noteworthy becauseit strikesanotethat islargely missing otherwise inthe tribal lifeof the
Boyowans. By comparison with local cultures In other parts
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of New Guineathere is almost atotal absence of that military discipline of seclusion and indoctrination that
goes with initiation Into manhood. Thereishardly any fuss or ceremony. Thetribal lifeisso urban, so tightly
controlled and organised that thereisnot the sameneed of it. Ladsare zeal ousjunior farmersbeforethey reach
their teens; they can hardly remember when they first took part in the techniques of sailing, fishing, building
and so on. But idedls still need to be formulated and there is need of a system of reference. Kiu3 obedience
would do credit to a Jesuit novice; as a soldier he could not be faulted. Thisisnot to say that every teenager
resembles Kiu; just that they al know what is expected of them.

Kiu3labour3are not meant to betaken indl seriousness aslabour3of Hercules. They arefamiliar taskswith
tough and extraordinary conditions attached which, for older children are just ajoke inviting their scepticism
and tolerant of it. There are other pointsto be made; atouch of sick or sardonic humour, keeping to the fore
the exacting and inimicd role of the uncle against which Kiu's hardihood is to be devel oped; the insinuation
that addressing himself to these tasks he developed his gumption and aplomb, the charm of meekness and
dignity. It isaprojection interms of normal living of the aspiration of the VINAVINA; the poise and dynamic
stillness of the prawn.

At thetimeof thetelling, the spicewasIn thethird part and not asit concerned Kiu; that wasjust for the story.
What listeners had in mind was the case it presented of Mitakata of O-Marakana and his nephew Numakaa.
Here there was reason for excitement; the matter was explosive. Numnkaa was dead severa years, but his
friends and admirers
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were everywhere and their feedlingswere still passionate and bitter. Mitakataaterror of the seaprecluded trips
overseas, Numakaa reveled in them and his success was like Kiu3. He died in full health poisoned by
something that, from al indications, could have been strichnine. Malinowski presents the KULA asit wasto
Kiuand to Numakala. But after Numakalathe KULA wasnever the same again; neither was the preeminnnce
of the chief of O-Marakana

Thisintrusion of loca politics Into the story of Kiu makesfor arather |oose articulation with the fourth part
of the story. Some morals and motifs have only an incidental bearing on the preceding tale. Perhaps it needs
something as stiring, as something of anational import, as the death of the heir apparent to the overlord, to
warrant appeal to the more usually underlying cosmological myths. Possibly there was for the listeners, since
the Numaka a—Muitakata situation had been resolved in the opposite sense to that of Kiu and his uncle, a
wistful mental excursion into what might have been. The Methodist scholarsat |east wereinrevolt against the



prevailing matrilineal system by the fact of harking back to this ancient precedent and exception; current

events had made clear to them the unnatural position of a man of consequence torn between the interests of ?
hislegal heirsand those of his own children; the theme was aired for hours in the chants of Usituma. No one

is clearer than the Boyowan on the defects of the matrilineal system and no one is more stuck with it.

Boyowan society, so largely dominated by women folk ispassionately devoted to the office and culture of the
GUYAU. The office itself isagoose that lays golden eggs; making it for the members of the harem a vested
Interest. It must be preserved at all costs. Kiu was not warranted in
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resolving his impossible situation until his uncle had destroyed for himself the aura of his lordship, and Kiu
had acquired it by his sojourn beyond the ken of the rest of men. This is the point of impinging upon the
Olympian order of things. It is something apart from the incidents detailed in that reference; it isto the story
what the trance is to the Bong and Dance; It sanctions what is resolved.

Theincidents however are still congruent to the story; a note of never despair in KiuBtrusting himsdlf to his
shield; the power of the charm in his mother’3 VINAVINA to curb even the ruffian Sun. The injunction;
“Pronounce your names’ iscurious. Would just one story such as thisexplain the differencein Boyowan folk
ways to therulein all the rest of Papuan Melanesia? A Patrol Officer in the early days could patrol through
villages for athousand miles and never be out of the woods in the irksome matter of getting persona names;
but in Boyowa aways names were forthcoming as easily and promptly as from boarders at a convent. The
preoccupation of the story is gill to refine away the natural churlishness of ?youth, and establish the charm
of amannered address, the hallmark of a GUY AU. For scholars who might look for thisnote, | remark that
the story did suggest that Kiu2 mere presence had power to tame the Sun.

The humour of this section is worthy of ?note. The whimsical fancy of something as obvious as the sun not
being recognised is something to delight all from tiny tots to the old and seared; the paradox of the most
important things being forgotten smply for being the most obvious. The joke turns on the Boyowan concept
TAKAINOWA ‘fallureto recognise?the actua expressionusedinthestory TAKAINAU isactive,20ignore?
and less the point be missed, two parentheses are put in by the story teller to aert the listener to the deeper
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biting significance of ?the word; Klu has to prevent the ruffian Sun from forcing a quarrell. Much as many
would doubt such wit, on the part of 7an idand peasant, it isthere; and it would be good to know more of such
aschool of philosophy. G.K. Chesterton could only have been glad to see again this same vein of thought that
so Influenced his own style from the days of his own youthful research into folklore. Merely being intent on
intensifying a realisation of truth isto am at classical expression. Boyowans are more concerned with the
sun3 giftsthan with those of water; droughts comeonce or twicein ahundred years; rainisexcessive aways.
Y et they are very frequently Irked, rudely complain and meanly excuse themselves because of the hot sun,
even though none know better itslife giving influence; to apply dl thisto the BONALA or charismaof achief
isclever.

4. Kiu, the Myth

Proverb: NIWAILUVA VALU NEUTUSI WOS
“In stillness are songs composed.”

Kiu and his uncle both lived at Silaketa. But the uncle was a very jealous man and Kiu was very handsome.
So when hismother gave birth to him she kept it secret. Kiu was taken and reared In the wilderness; inacave
whose entrance was hidden under a pool of water. The uncle was a mighty gardener who pushed his gardens
right out into thewilderness. KiuZamother used to cook for her brother, so it was easy to takefood to her baby;
she had only to say to her brother3 wife;
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my poor baby abandoned at the pools How lonely he must be; | must go to him.”

Shewould load her basket with water bottles, port them on her head and taking agood |ook round and go off
to the pool while brother2 wife stayed on look out. At the pool she would put down her water bottles and
Kiu3food and sitting by the pool to draw water she would sing her lullaby;

“My darling caveling baby Kiu
Y our mother anxious comes to feed you,
So show your gracious form so light
And swift, from night escaped so bright.
| draw my water craving such caress
Caress your fingers gentlest touch.”

Kiu came up from the inky black depths and stayed with her eating the food she had brought. Then having
drawn her water and he having eaten well she would send him back to his home in the cave by way of the



pool; and only after he had done that would she port her bottles and go home. Naturally his uncle wife
wanted to see him and so after hismother had Ieft he heard again the lullaby his mother had just sung to him,

“My darling caveling baby Kiu . . .
Mu would say to himsdlf;

“ My mother hasjust been here singing her lullaby; who can thisbe acting like this; | must go and seewho
it is"

He would come out of his cave by the entrance hidden by the pool, come up to the surface where the woman
was waiting. There came atime when the woman at once took hold of him and started to make loveto him.
Klu was embarrassed and fought to get back to his cave; while the woman said,;
“I only want to weave my claim that | am yours and
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you are mine. After that you can go."
Kiu sad;

"Y ou must not do that."

But the woman would not be denied. She clung to him there in the pool till she had seduced him. She said as
she left;

"Y our mother will come as usual tomorrow and sing to you; but after her | too will come and sing and
when you hear me you must come up again for | too will be bringing food for you. Every day the woman
cooked food for him and followed his mother's visits with her own. His mother grew ever more uneasy and
wary during her visits with him. When he rose up out of the pool to sit with her and eat she would already be
drawing her water, and as soon as she had drawn it she would be going, saying;

"Goodbye now; keep a very careful watch or you will be discovered.”
As soon as his mother was gone his uncle's wife would arrive. When Kiu heard her sing he would come out
of the cave again. They would spend the day together at the pool. Only when night came would Kiu go back
to his cave and his lover go home to her village. The chief had begun to brood, he said to his watchman;
"Tomorrow you must stay at home and keep watch.
Her ladyship is always at the pool; she is not doing any gardening; she is aways Seeping.”
After this when Kiu's mother went to the pool and was followed by the chief's wife the watchman went too;

but keeping out of sight in the cover of the jungle. He saw the mother put down her water bottles; heard her
sing her lullaby; saw Kiu appear and sit beside her eating while she drew her water; saw her bid him goodbye



and wait while he went inside his cave. He heard too the voice of his master's wife singing; saw Kiu
298
reappear. He watched while they spent the day together. Then he went home to report to his master;

"My lord, you'll hardly believe it but your sister has a son, your nephew. He has been hidden and
reared at the pool; and isamost handsome fellow; so handsome her ladyship ishelplesdy in love with him."

The next night his lordship issued an edict. Addressing Kiu's mother publicly he said;

"Woman you have to explain why you took my nephew away; why you have kept him hidden at the
pool. Tomorrow you will go and fetch him. He must come home; for heisalord; he must not be l€eft in that
damp place; his health will be ruined. Tomorrow he must come home."

Just onemoretimeKiu'smother cooked food to taketo her son at the pool. Shetook thetrappingsof hisnoble
status, hisbelt, arm bands, necklet, pendents and cowries. Shetook all theseto the pool and therefor the last
time she sang her luulaby;

"My darling caveling baby Kiu

Y our mother anxious comes to feed you;
So show your gracious form so light
And swift from night escaped so bright.

| draw my water craving such

Caress your fingers gentlest touch.”

“Come and eat your food while | draw my water. Y ou must come back with me to the village; our
secret isout."”

Her son rose from the pool and sat and ate the food she brought. She said again;

"Dressyourself now. Wemust go home; you have been discovered. Y ou must not refuseto do that or
your uncle will kill me."

Kiu then dressed himsdlf with care and went home with his mother. When they got there they found that all
the people
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of dl the Silaketan villages were assembled. They dl admired Kiu's stature and bearing. When they had
become sufficiently acquainted, Kiu's uncle presented the betel nut he had gathered, and everyone settled
down to make this event a memorable social occasion.

Afterwards when the festivitieswere over Kiu'suncle had a task for him; and if you will pardon his sardonic
humour it was quite true what he said;

"l have a bitter taste in my mouth."
But Kiu was all goodwill so the uncle became bold in his wickedness; he said;

"Tomorrow | would likeyou to get me somefruit of the MENGMI tree; | want very much some fruit
from the outer tips.”

Such requirements were quite alikely way of getting one's self killed. But this did not bother the nimble and
resourceful Kiu. He gathered the fruit his uncle wanted and presented it saying,

"Here uncle, is the fruit from the outer tips.”
The wickedly jealous uncle soon had another scheme. He said one evening to Kiu;

"I'd liketo eat clam. Thereisabig one you could get. | don't want you to use alever when getting it
out; just tear it out with your bare hands.’

Though this was surely a fool's way of suiciding by getting oneself drowned in the tides by powerful and
relentless clam, Kiu just went quietly off and brought back the unspoiled meat that hisuncle wanted. But this
did not appease him. He had a new and harder task. He said;

"Tomorrow you will go for the crocodile. Divefor it and do not spear it; take it in your bare hands."

So Kiu went for the crocodile; subdued it with his bare hands and brought it home. Tired by his dangerous
and
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arduous tasks and with having eaten Kiu was ready for sleep; but not his uncle who gave himself up to
thinking and scheming more deeply than ever. By evening of the next day he had another schemefor getting
rid of thistoo handsome too popular rival for the position of overlord of the Silaketan villages. Kiu already
had his following; so his untie said;

"Kiu, you and your party must make aboat. It istimeto go overseas. Tomorrow you must fell atree.



When you cut it it must not fall free; you must catch it asit falls and lay it down so the log does not split.”

When the tree was cut and beginning to fall Kiuwent and took hold of it to easeit gently down. They trimmed
off the branches and barked it. When it was ready for hauling to the village and the night before the haul Kiu's
uncle said;

"Kiu, I want you to stand by thelog and watch it whileit isbeing hauled over therocks; seethat it does
not crash down and split. Y ou must be ready to catch it and take its weight."

Kiu did that; catching it and taking its weight whenever there isdanger of its damming against the rocks. In
thisway it cameinto the village where it was hollowed out, shaped and planed smooth. Combing plankswere
cut and planed. They gathered bundles of vinesfor lashing and brought the prow board and sheerwater to Kiu
to shape and decorate. When dl this had been done the uncle gave orders for the next step. Scheming more
desperately than ever he said;

"Tomorrow you must cut the outrigger; it must be that tree on the hill crest; it must be brought home
for seasoning.”

He gavefurther very personal intructionsto Kiu; instructions so designed that he must inevitably be crushed;

"When you cut this outrigger it must not be weakened by strain. Asit beginsto fadl you must catch it
and ease it down."
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But when the tree was cut Kiu contrived to catch it and ease itsfall so it came gently to rest. When his men
had stripped off al the bark and were preparing to take it on their shoulders he said;

"If you would all take one end you could leave the other end to me."

Thisisthe way the outrigger was brought into the village and set up for curing. Whilethat was going on they
cut more trees for lap strakes; and each tree must be caught initsfall and laid gently down. The lapstrakes
were cut out there in the jungle and then brought home to the village where holes were made in them for
lashing into place. The tines for lashing were now well cured so they were ready for another stage and Kiu
fs uncle accordingly gave the order;

"Tomorrow you must go locking for knees."
So they al went to the jungle looking for natural bends to shape the framework of the boat. When these had
been cut and shaped and brought to the villagethe boat was assembled and aligned and al lashed secure. They
were ready for yet another stage. Kiu's uncle ordering;

"Tomorrow you must get decking."The stage after that it was;
"Tomorrow the boat must be caulked."



And so on till finally it was;
"Tomorrow we will have the launching."

Almost as soon as the boot was launched they paddied off on a challenge round. They went punting down to
O-Bulaku and stopped there. The O-Bulaku folk were ready to concede avictory without more ado and apig
and some valuables were presented and presented to Kiu; the uncle got nothing. They poled on to
Tukwauukwa and stopped there. The Tukwauukwa men more sporty brought out the new boat of Mosilibu
and they raced against that. Again Kiu won pigs and valuables while
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his uncle got nothing. At Kavatariathey raced against the new boat of Pulltala and again Kiu won pig6 and
valuable and the uncle still got nothing. Then they went back to Silaketa where they put on afeast and had a
party. In due time the uncle said;

"I am off to Kitava; we must gather valuables for the KULA. Then we get back from Kitava it will
be time to prepare for atrip to the mountains.”

The day they embarked and set sail they made V akuta where Kiu got pigs and vauables, while hisuncle got
nothing. By now he was thoroughly exasperated. But they went on to Kitava and to Kumwageaand again it
was Klu who got pigs and jewelry while his uncle got nothing. After they had embarked and sailed back to
Silaketathey had afeast; Kiu celebrating for he had abig basket of jewelry to take on KULA. He made jolly
with hismen, feasting on pork till late in the evening when at the end of the feast hisuncle gave directionsfor
the expedition;

"Tomorrow we will spend packing our baskets and loading the holds. The day after we set sail. We
sail for Dobu."

Thefirst night out they anchored at Mmwa. Setting sail again in the morning they had sailed on to Teula by
nightfal; from there they reached the outer beaches of Dobu on the third day. Kiu and his uncle both went
ashore. Taking his stand in the centre of the village Kiu was presented with ten items of KULA exchange,
which made his score twenty with the ten he had picked up at Gumasila. His uncle got only one, which made
two with the one picked up on theway. Leaving the outer coast they entered the straits and went ashoreto the
strait-side villages. There Kiu raised hisrcoreto thirty while hisuncle got another two. By thetime they got
to Tuutauna Kiu's total was fifty and his uncle's ten. Calling again at these villages on the way back they
shipped sago and
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coconuts. Sailing on the way home they arrived at an idand and anchored there for the night. The uncle said
to his nephew;

"Kiu, go and get some firewood; the crew must cook something to eat.”



When Kiu stepped off the boat taking his pouch and personal armshells his uncle objected;

"Y ou are only going to get firewood; |eave your pouch."

But Kiu replied;
"It won't hamper me; it's clasped.”
While Kiu was ashore his uncle gave orders;

"Hoist thesail; weareleaving. You can forget that fellow; he is being abandoned.”
A friend of Kiu's acted promptly. He threw overboard one of the shields; calling to Kiu;

"Here isalife saver; we areleaving without you."

Kiuwason hisown; but that night he set himself adrift on the shield. Kewent drifting on to theworld's end
where the sun goes down at night. He was cast up there done right at the place where the sun lived. When
he met the sun's mother who also lived there she said to him;

"What on earth are you doing here?'

Kiu explained;

"I was on KULA with my uncle. Because| beat him, getting more pieces than he did, he become
exasperated. So when we reached an island he told me to go and cut firewood. The heand his crew raised
sail and went off home leaving me marooned.'

The sun's mother said to him;
"Well you can live here."
Shetidied up under her house and made a place where Kiu could live. She said to him;
“Weéll there you are; you have somewhereto live."
When Kiu went in there to lie down she snid to him,
"Get in there and keep quiet; my son'saterrible
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fellow; hell eat you if he can.”

Kiu would be resting there in the evening when Sun arrived home crying;



“ Oh Mother, oh my burning eye! Oh the pain of my burning eye! Mother sprinkle some water on it;
sooth it. Why don't we have man to eat or at least some pork?"

His mother would insist;
"Man meat is not for us; pork we may eat; but man meat is not for us."

Shewould then serve himadinner of pork and vegetables. Sun would have hismea and then go to bed. When
it was daylight his mother would wake him saying;

"Up you get Sun; it's time you took their lordships the sunshine they need to dry out their clearings.
Y ou must not Sleep in.”

When Sun had gone she came to Kiu and said to him;
"Y ou had better dress a pig and bring it to the oven.”

Kiucaught apig, killeditand dressed it. He ate the giblets himself; but gave the pig to his new mother to put
in the oven. When it was cooked and ready to take out she called to him;

"Y ou must come and have your meal quickly; then you must go to bed; Sun is coming."
While he was doing that the Sun would arrive crying;

"Oh my burning eyel Oh the pain of rny burning eye. Mother sprinkle water on it so | can eat.”
His mother took water and pouring it on his eye soothed it.
Sun then said;

"Now give me some pig to eat-"

She gave him a whole dishful. While he was eating he was looking at the spear and noting that it was a
splendid one. He said;

"Mother, own up; you have a young man hidden around somewhere, haven't you?"
His mother denied it. But Sun said;
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"Go and tell him to come and eat with me; don't hide him."

His mother had to givein; but she was angry about it;



"What an obstinatefellow you are. Yes, | will tell himto come; but | annot forgetting your terrible
manners.”

The Sun said;

"Oh get on with it; tell my brother to come; | want to see him.”
She went to Kiu and said to him;

"Y ou will have to come out and meet your brother."
Kiu got up and came out to meet Sun. Sun was full of admiration;

"Oh | say, why on earth would you want to hide him? We could have daughtered him and eaten him
long ago."

The two men sat down together to eat. When dinner was over Sun said to his mother;

"Get my bed ready; my brother and | will sleep together."
Their bed was prepared and they went and lay down and very soon Sun started acting silly, asking;

"Who do think | am?"

"You are Sun, | am Kiu your brother."

"In fact now! | didn't think you would recognise me; forgive my playfulness."
Next morning Sun went off asusua and Kiu stayed home with his mother. He caught them another pig,
and ate the gibletsasbefore. Their mother baked the pig with vegetables in theoven. IntheeveningKiu
sad;

"Here comes Sun and hiseyeisal crabby."
Then Sun arrived with his usual fuss and calling loudly for attention;

"Oh mother, batbe my burning eye so | can eat with my brother."

His mother bathed his eye and soothed it. She served their dinner of pork and vegetables. They ate their
fill and
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gave the leftovers to their mother. When they had gone to bed Sun asked;
"Kiu, where would your home be™
To show him Kiu took up a posture and pointed saying;
"T'hen at noon you are right above Boyowa like this Silaketa is here."
Said Sun;

"Then it was your mother | heard; she was singing a message for you. It went like this; | sing to my
son, | sing to Kiu, pronounce your name."

Kiu begged of his brother the sun;
"Please take me with you. Tomorrow we must go together.
This Sun agreed to do, saying,

"Very well, but you must sleep well first; you must first catch two pigs for me. Then | will come and
eat them and another day we will go."

Kiu caught two pigs; hismother got vegetables and cleaned them. One pig was prepared and put in the oven
to bake until evening, the other kept for baking later. Then Sun arrived in his usua state and demanding
attention;

"Oh my burning eye; oh the pain of my burning eye!” Oh mother bathe my eye; | must have dinner
with my brother."

Kiu's mother bathed his eye and he had dinner with Kiu; then he said to his mother;
"Y ou must bake the other pig with puddings and other good keeping food for ajourney."”

It was midnight before she could closethe oven. In the dawn when they were getting ready packing their food
and their things their mother said to Kiu;

"Don't imagine he has given up. On the journey hewill hurry on ahead of you and play tricks. He will
wait in ambush and come at you with his mouth open.”
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Thisindeed was just what Sun did do; hurrying on ahead and taking cover and waiting to try and take Kiu by
surprise; rushing out on him and saying;

"Who am | ?"

With his mouth open he would come at Kiu to eat him; but Kiu was not to be taken by surprise and would
sternly say;

"Stopit. You are Sun. | amKiu. You aremy big brother. | anyour little brother." And Sun would say;
"Oh brother, and | thought you would not recognise me."
All along the length of the journey Sun kept trying histrick till Kiu lost patience;
" Stop thiswho-am-I business. Just let'sgo aongtogether. Y ou aremy elder brother. | amyour junior.”
When they reached Silaketa Sun more sober now was saying;
"That is where your mother was crying. When | heard her voice | felt very sorry for her."

They embraced and cried alittle at saying goodbye. A coconut tree had grown taller and taller, reaching right
to the sky world. Kiu said to Sun;

"Hand me my things while | stack them on the coconut.”
When dl histhings were on the coconut tree the sun went on waving goodbye as he went. Kiu then made the
tree curve over so that itshead cameright down to the ground. He stepped off and took hispork and personal
things;,and the tree returned to its proper size and stance. Kiu was at home once more in his own place and
he went to wake his mother who asked;

"Who are you?'
"I am Kiu."

His mother sad;

"Go away; | am mourning for my son. When you came hawking | thought it was Kiu."
"Yesitis; | an Kiu. Open the door while | comein.”
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She opened the door and he went in. They talked for along time about dl that had happened. He told his
mother he had come to kill hisuncle; and he asked her to help.

"Go on with your mourning; while you mourn curse him. Curse him insufferably. | can't wait to get
my hands on his throat to throttle him."

His mother went on with her mourning, and as she cried she abused her brother and cursed him insufferably.
At the last cock crow before the dawn the uncle could stand it no longer. He got up saying;

"I'll kill you; I will cut your head off."
Kiuwhisperedto hismother to stand closeto him. Shewent on abusing her brother. When he opened the door
and came in Kiu was standing there. He brought down the axe and cut off his uncle's head. Without aword
his uncle just shuddered and died and the news went round the world;

"Kiuisback. He has cut his uncle's head off."
Kiu gave the orders for hisuncle's funerd;

"Take him and bury him. | will be lord of the Silaketan villages; and my seat will be at Mmwa."

Kiu took over al hisuncle's wives and property and lived the rest of hislife at Mmwa

5. Kaladathe Sun

Proverb: KILIVILA BA GUYAU BULUGAI O YAMAGU
"I will lord it over Kilivila by sheer strength.”

Comment
This is the story again under other names of Kiu's
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sojourninthe dreamworld. It was told by aman from Kapwani near Bomatu Point, whose name has been
forgotten and who has been dubbed for present purposes Y awalaMailuba or Mailuba' s brother-in-law. He
was as diffident ashewas determined to get the little he knew recorded; as a note perhaps or a correction
on the story given above. His references to Teyava, the village of Mailuba, are surprising and may be
spurious; asavisiting stranger he could do for that village what no TOKAI or commoner villager would dare
to do facing the Tabalu of Tukwauukwa. Moleilawa isnot aname so much as adescription, "the man who



was taken away"; and from the story it would appear he represents Kiu; though by the theme, warring
against drought and flood, he could be Tudava, or Tudavas counterpart in the outer cosmos. Moleilawa
is a figurein anumber of other stories of the Kwaibwaga community. Impatient people will be tempted to
think that a few questions would quickly clear up uncertainties here touched on; but it has been a mile
followed without exception to accept the story without any hint of cross question: the conviction remained
that anything else would send the source of stories underground for keeps.

The Story
Moleilawa and Sopi or Water lived at Teyava with their mother; and once when they were cutting paddlies

from an ULAMEKU tree Sopi said to Moleilawa,

"Why would you be cutting apaddl€? 'Y ou are no seaman; you have never made avoyage; alandlubber
iswhat you are."

Moleilawa protested,;
"Oh come off it."
It was a long standing difference between them. One
310

morning when the boat was being launched for an overseas voyage, and Moleilwa was standing by the
breadfruit tree at the ocean beach determined not to be left behind, Sopi was particularly assertive, saying,

"I am taking charge; | will do the paddling; you will just go inside the deck house.”

They paddled away to the land of Soddenwet. It was there that Sopi played atrick on his brother, saying,
"Stay where you are. | am going for alook around.”

He dived overboard and disappeared. When he came up again he held up his hand saying;
"Look, hereis mud; | have just found land.”

He got back in the boat and sat down. Moleilawa not to be outdone and thinking hetoo could find land dived
overboard too. But hewasnot ableto swim, and thewater wasup over hishead and ears and he drowned. Sopi
abandoned him and went back to Teyava. But Moleillawa came to the surface again and floated. The end of
the drift was the beach at Mtawa which was the home of Kalasiaor Sun into whose house he was taken. It dl
happened like this; the osprey had seen him in the water and taken pity on him and fed him with fish; so that
he was able to get ashore on the Mtawa ocean beach. He was naked when he arrived there, having lost even
his belt while drifting in the sea. It was the mother of Kalasia or Sun who found him and provided for him.
When Molellawa saw her he said;



"Who are you?'

She answered;
"I am the mother of Kalasia; but who are you?'
"I an Molellava."

She said then;
"Let's go to the village."

Hewent with her to liveat her place. Inthe evening when Kalasiawas arriving shewould caution Moleilawa;
"Y ou must go and hide under the house."
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Kdasiawhen he came was full of complaint;
"Oh mother, | must have man to eat or at least pig.”
Shewould insist as dways,
"We do not eat man; but we can eat pig."
Said Sun;
"Very well then* bring me some pig to eat."
His mother had put Moleilawa’' s spear beside the store where Sun kept looking at it; then he said;
"Mother, would you be hiding a young fellow somewhere?"
Moleilawa down under the house was saying to himsdlf;
"No | am your brother* Moleilawa."
After Kalasia had finished his mea he said to his mother;
"Mother, you must catch two pigs for me tomorrow. I'll be very hungry when | get home."
After Kalasia had gone to deep and his mother and Molellawa were by themselves she said to him;
"I will have to own up about you."
When Kaasia got home again he set up quite a clamour;

"Woe and misery to Moleilawal smply must eat him. | must have man mest; it's not as though | had



pork to eat when | would not be tempted like this."
His mother protested strongly;
"Son, we never eat man, only pig.”
Kaasia sitting by the store said;
"Very well mother, bring me some pigto eat.”
But he still kept on looking at the spear and thinking what a fine one it was and insisting;
_ "Mother, you have aboy hidden here somewhere. Y ou will have to give him up; we simply must eat
Hinslmother owned up;

"Yes, itistrue; | now have another son; but heisyour little brother."
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So Moleilawa had to come upstairs and meet Kalasia, who eagerly wanted to know;

"Where might your home be?'
"My home s at Teyava by the high coconuts.”

Sun said;

"Yes| know the place. Asl wascoming by today | heard your mother crying. Tomorrow we must take
the journey back there together."

When they did make the journey Molellawa was always getting behind and Kaabia was aways running on
ahead and hiding. When Moleilawa caught up he would call from his hiding place;

"Hi there! Who would | be?"

Moleilawa would answer;
"You are Kdlasig; | am Moleilawva."

Then the journey would be resumed, Kalasia saying;
"Come on then; let's go."

But he went on ahead relentlessly and kept setting his traps for the time unwary; but he did not catch
Moleilawa off guard before they were over Teyava where Molellawa said,



"Kaasiaif you went down by the tops of the coconuts you help me off."

Kaasiawent down by the tops of the Coconuts at Teyava; and there he helped Molellawato get off the sky
and onto the top of acoconut tree. Then he hurried on. Molellawa plucked anut and threw it down beside a
woman who was there. It broke in two and this let his mother know he was there. She looked up and
recognised him;

"Oh Molelawa, that isyou there inthetop of the coconut. Come down; come back to earth. How do
you come to be adive."

He went down to his mother and to their house; where they had a good cry and finally he said;
"You can tell Sopi to come home; | will not figlht him any more."
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6. Tobutatala, the Lone Challenger

Proverbs GIGILA MAMA GASISI PEULA
"Giddiness is weak, dournessis strong!”

Comment

Thisisnot astory but some references to onetold by a child; and not worth recording except for the cluesit
affords. Itisclearly aLILIU. Tobutatala seemsto beaLILIU or mythologica co-relative of what Tudavais
ontheleve of the LIBOGWA; acyclopean character to boot, the equivaent of Kalasain the previous piece
and inKiu. This story isrepeating the motifs of the story of Tudava. Perhaps mistakenly but according to the
child the Cannibal in this story was caled Tokosikuli because he was so fearsome people were afraid to
describe him aswhat he was; he had not three but five sets of teeth top and bottom dl like tusks on aboar; he
could take aman in one bite so nothing stuck out; hewas as big as an ox. These details may be amere childish
view not born out by the form of the story if the master story teller could be located.

The Story

There was a mother with two children and there was Tokosikuli with five wives. The mother and children
lived in the wilderness and were always asking their mother;

"Why do we live in the bush.”
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"Because the Cannibals are man-eaters.”

Tobutatala then split himself aspear, fashioned it and lay it aside. One day he went down to the village when
the Cannibals were building a store. He hurled his spear at its head plate. Tokosikuli protested,;

"Who are you?'
"I am Tobutatala. Hurry up and climb that tree and get me adrink. | must not waste time or the noon
day glare will come and dazzle me."

Tokosikuli meekly climbed the coconut tree right to its growing tip, where he nipped off a green nut.
Tobutatala said to him;

"On your way down just drop; I'll catch you."

So persuasive were his words that Tokosikuli did that; but Tobutatala drew back his hands and let him thud
to the ground. He picked up his nut and having husked it, drank it and went off home to his dinner. Another
day helet fly with atwo pronged spear which went right up in the sky and came down where Tokos kuli and
hiswiveswere. This started awar between Tobutatala and Tokosikuli which Tobutatalawon and Tokosikuli
acknowledged saying;

"Thanks to you | got both prongsin me."

As his son explained; when he heard the two prongs of the harpoon he thought there were two spears and he
did not know which way to dodge; and so he got a prong in each eye and was killed with his wives around
him. Tobutatala and his mother and sister now came to live in the village with the Cannibals wives.

CHAPTER XIV

Tudava Paramount Prophet of the Tribal Faith

Proverb; MANU TOPILETA KOKOLA MIGIMAI
"Before the mgesty of God who is unabashed?"

1. LIBOGWA or Sacred Tradition

It isquite inlinewith the prevailing antithetical twists of Boyowan culturethat LILIU, or their most ancient
and cosmological myths, should round up on mere politics while their most monumentally commemorated
and quasi-historical figure should sound the depthsof tribal faith. Confronted with thisaBoyowan may doubt
if LILIU really isthe moreimportant form. Heis amost practica person; intensely interested in the nature
of things, in the chalenge to penetrate their meaning, and to formulate a scheme of their associations. He
hasbuilt up thesetraditional patterns of poetic expression and practical design, that weare now studying, quite
knowingly. Since he has no discipline of pure speculation he does not pretend that his formula- tions are
history; only a tribal understanding. When he assert- ively claims that these things are true it is the
underlying mystery of the mystically and religiously evocative redlities he is concerned with that he has in



mind. He does not appea to any authority; he merely asserts. Thereisno concept of revelation or any
inspiration other than that of the shaman whose claims he habitually accords asceptical and grudgingly astute
recognition only at the bar of the open forum. But his profession of a triba faith is perpetual and smply the
expression of a religious attitude as affirmative as Christian faith.

The purpose is self assurance. It is spurred by that need
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to declare their respect for powerful influences on their material and spiritua security that is characteristic
of al men. That their myths are stamped with the character of the people who made thera is emphasised by
the burlesque of their visitors. That these formulations, vivid and forma as they may be as stories, are
deliberately mere adumbrations of underlying reditiesis the sense the tribal member himself has. Heisan
dl timenatura existentialist. That his faith should be responsible for the structure of its expression seems
natural and inevitable to him. That these smple stories are meant to enshrine and propagate it is expressy
stated. The mere suggestion that this isonly wishful thinking is scorned by the tribal believer. In spite of
the publicly professed am of religious practice to dign the other fellow his appreciation is that this
affirmation of tribal faith is itsaf sacramenta, and its efficacy for salvation as self evident and undeniable
asthat of the will to live.

At thesametimeit isnot in amyopic following of the details of these stories that men are safe. Storiesare
only stories. As the ancient Juvenal said for Europeans, "When it comesto the departed, the underground
kingdom, the black frogs of the Styx and a ferryman with aboat hook who transports on asingle vessal so
many thousands of dead a child could not believeit."  On Boyowan performance no child ever did; itis
al KALA BIGA vWALA a soso story. Simplistics are theworry not of the mystic but of the mythophobic.

It is right here that the so indefinable and perhaps un exempli durable LIBOGWA is a handy peg for
observations. We are in an area where civilised pundits are lesswise. Malinowski could well say; We
could take Prazer's own evidence and the main outlines of principles contained init, and we could
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formulate atheory of knowledge, magic and religion fundamentally in accordance with hisintuitive handling
of hismateria rather than with his stated views." But then his own words, "His knowledge (the Boyowan's)
islimited no doubt but asfar asit goesit is sound and proof against mysticism.” is a startling conjunction of
terms after what he cays elsewhere. The story teller is not clouding understanding but deepening it. Asin
separating cream from milk he uses story to extrude what belongsless from what belongs more, to emphasise
the more applicable, to sharpen our vision, to strengthen our comprehension. In spirit he is one with Albert
Einstein, "The most beautiful and profound emotion we can experience is the sensation of the mystica. Itis
the sower of dl true science. He to whom this emotion is a stranger, who can no longer wonder and stand
wrapt in sweis as good as dead.”

Given alittle patient attention the Boyowan's old faith is seen smply as an organised effort to hold on to
savific truth, the life and well-being of self, family, clan, tribe and the BALOMA beyond. His sensitivity to
thisisextraordinarily keen asthough thefrailty of hisfaith, language and culture, the narrow margin between
not only persona but family and tribal extinction gave so many things a more vivid and vital concern; to be



fostered more directly than the faith of Europeans or the faiths of India, China or Japan. The address of this
disciplineisimplicitly theistic, an innate force as evident and undeniabl e as the aptitude of humansfor speech.
As Nietzsche lamented thisis an appreciation of the wonder of things that has passed beyond the ken of the
stale Christian.

That the notion of asupreme beingisnot stated does not mean that it never occurred. It isjust too closeto the
surface of things Boyowan for it be possible to believe no one

318

ever thought of it. Neophytesfindit so natural they just can't believe grandfather wasignorant. The Boyowan
use of cardinal words often makesit atransparent reference. BALOMA IKEIBIGA, 'the spirit saysasan oath
confirming a statement expressy invokes Spirit in its most authoritative sense as the highest grade of being,
BALOMA. Citingthecreditsof spellsthe TOY 0Sl invokesK ADAGU 'uncle, BILOMAV AU, newly ancient,’
and TUBUGU, 'ancestor.” Only the latter, four generations back, are BALOMA in full hewn honour with
tutelary deities and named heroes of the past. Thisis the main thoroughfare of the BALOMA, the dynastic
litanies of the spells. One spell cited over thirty ninegenerations. The place of the e ephant deity Tokilupa upa
and the non-human Topileta are in the context of mime and dancing; their monuments are by the beach at
Bomatu and on the idand of Tuma; they review, one the passage and the other the arrival at Tuma of the
recently dead. Apart from this connection any freewheeling reference after the style of European classical
allusion was curtailed by the exercise of arigourous agnosticism.

But it is not the agnosticism of the student of comparative religion or philosophy but that of the fearfully
involved, of onewho wantsto believe but who stops short of that al too wild surmise. Emotionally it comes
much closer to the idea of God than do the professed agnostics. It isjust because they want to preservetheir
faith in the face of tribal weaknesses, insecure sociad environment, exiguous tribal domain and dl the bogeys
that threaten them that they stop short where they can keep in perspective that conglomerate whole wherein
somewhere, somehow are contained the saving spiritual realities. Obeying an instinct bred into them by folk
history they eschew too explicit state- ment just because of their greater closeness to necromancy and dl the
crazy aberrations of the fanatically religious, excesses not exclusive to the religious history of the greater
cultures. LIBOGWA isnot really aform of story telling but rather
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a domain which includes in its purview certain types and motifs found in stories. Monuments and their
informa explanations, magic rites and spells, smples, hunting, fishing, games and any practical element in
tribal living with traditional associations, dl village protocol, names, artifacts, customs and techniques go
under theyoke of LIBOGWA.. It ispreeminently the domain of Tudava, the personification of Boyowan tribal
worthiness. Histitle TOLIBOGWA, 'the ancient’, isa powerful and inescapably punning alusion to this. By
the very contra- distinction of LIBOGWA to LILIU Tudavaisdl human even to fratricide and incest. But he
was hero too and by his dedication and fiddlity to the sacred tradition of Malitu invoked and enjoyed, asin
the Boyowan sense all men should, powerful supernatural backing. In the village setting this religious sense
IS so obvious and inevitable that visitors who miss it are for ever disconcerting to the Boyowan in the
guestions and the suggestionsthey put. All peoples havelooked back to golden daysinthe past. All menlook
to the future; hope isuniversal. Cargo Cults cropping up al over New Guineaand in theidands of the South
Seas only advertise dramatically what may be found in quiet conversation in any village, a messianic



expectation likethat among the Jews. It isthe stuff of tribal faith, aprophetic sense of what was, optimistically
dtill isand isto be. Once attuned to this so abiding and pervasive sense of things one can only read St Peter's
appreciation of the Hebrew prophets vision of Christ's sufferings and the glories that would follow them as
wood of the same tree. Once the missionary's message has been heard and understood, then at least, these
people can find in their own myths the same bearing and the same cogency that the Jews found in their own
prophecies. Coping with thisexpectation isnot by the prophets virtuosity or miraculousinspiration; thegenius
is Christ's. So if the missionary neglects this system of reference he will be inviting the intervention of the
local reformers.
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This tradition is no preparation for communism or for civilised agnosticism. There is revulsion from both
aspects of presumption and aspects of despair. To substitute such aridity and dogmatism for the classica
poetry is no aluring temptation. The adherent of the old faith has one kind of innocence left that the lapsed
Chrigtian has lost. A sense of the spiritual and the mystic Is part of his make-up; though this does not mean
that atheism is new to him; there has always been the TOMDEBI- TOWOS! or psalm rubbisher. Such
manifestations in the detriballsed and cosmopolitan circles of the emerging countries will be surely o matter
of particular interest to him and may present to him an aspect evil, beyond the power of the civilised to
appreciate. While he may sympathise most fully with the drive to abolish poverty and pain, honour the
aspiration for peace and security hiseyeswill be most of dl on the community and its socia accord that makes
or fallsto make these things a feasibility. Any attempt at force will rouse his opposition or at least passive
resistance, because he cannot be unawarethat desperation Isthe halmark of dl the crazy and futile explosions
of the past. With dl the herders and planters, with al who foster living things, he knows that the magic of
salvation is never so unsubtle.

LIBOGWA s the witness and proof of this smply by being the keynote, flavour, colour or shape of
everything in village life. LIBOGWA could be the name of their religion. The vertical preoccupations of
LIBOGWA are as predominant for the immemoria villager as are the horizontal ones for the transient
populations of modern city life; heis as busy relating thingsto yesterday as the modernised is to relate them
to everywhere else. It isthe only complement known to him for hie own inadequacy and that of hisfamiliars,
and he uneasily and unwillingly dissociates from it. By comparison the world wide European civilisation
seems simply lacking in the LIBOGWA ingredient as though
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the very use of |etters had made it wither away, asit seemsto have withered away, comparatively, even from
the ancient Roman and Greek cultures. The story of Tudava given In this chapter was written down twice;
once from Tovileu and once from Dabugerathe sister of the paramount chief Mitakata. Both versions were
identical. Besidesthis, lessformally and adequately | have heard the story possibly a hundred times,retailed
in dl sorts of ways by a whole spectrum of the Boyowan people. This archetype of DQKINIKAN stories
looking at its subject, Tudava, ispure LIBOGWA, as paradigmatic for the Boyowan way of lifeasExoduswas
for the Jaws; but asan art form it isjust astory, no different from dl therest. Treating it as history makesthe
villager uneasy. That isnot itsorientation. It Isaparablefor thelittle onesinlinewith al therest an induction



into tribal understanding and its warrant the continuity of that understanding.

Even the little ones know that relating to Tudava on the redlistic level isaquite different context. In thisheis
no figure of fantasy but a rea presence, the personification of his gifts and identified with them. His
Invocation isby magic over practical matters here and now. The return of the spirits at the MILAMALA or
Harvest Festival is preeminently hfts. The very harvest itself stored ceremonially in the BWAIMA is an
ULAULA or oblationto him, an atonement to thisfanatical Salvationist, who stroveinvainto savehispeople
while he yet lived, whose gifts were only accepted and his ways adopted after his banishment. Village life
itself and the whole gardening round of the year becomes a morality play with its climax the MILAMALA
and the full expression of the tribal gloriesin festival and WOSI. Malinowski understood this and made the
gardening spells the spinal column of his study in Coral Gardens. He realised the flavour of the spells but
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refrained from recreating any artistic expression of what be saw; but without this essentia part we may know
much about, but we do not directly know the mystique of the Boyowan gardener. For the sake of thisand a
proper insight into the one official version of the Tudavan story we must have another ook at the spells.

2. Fertility Rites
Tudavan Vindication in the Ritual Consecration of Gardens

Proverb: GIGI-GIGILA MWASA-MYABALA VILUMIA TAYOYUWA
"All laughter and play like avillage at harvest."

Folklore, admittedly aforest or ajungle, still hasitsindestructible fascination becauseitis the stuff of tribal
understanding and its continuum. The traffic of thousands of rationalisers, like detectives on the scene of a
crime proliferating a profusion of theories has not helped, but more significantly has failed to destroy that
fascination. No theme in Greek mythology, no doubt because of its rustic simplicities, is more
comprehensible and exciting than that of Dionysus or Prometheus. The theme of Tudava islike aBoyowan
trandation of that collection of motifs, a complex story, a portfolio of paradoxes. Thisis possibly the
clearest vision of tribal understanding to be had today simply because the rare Boyowan menta disciplines,
categories and polarities are not dead. The Boyowan’'s rigid separation between story and song, magic and
argument is there because heis not concerned to integrate his perceptions and so-so mental



323

constructions in a philosophic scheme of objective redlities; he isonly concerned that subjectively in himself
holding tight to the continuum his understanding works and is vindicated in the tribal well being. Here then
is my attempt to supply the artistry of the emotive core of Boyowan fertility rites so closaly studied in Coral
Gardens | and II.

Formula 1. The Tudavan story reflected in the gardening rituals is as ebulliently realistic as the children's
version is whimsical. This opening spell is an avowed consecration of the entire year to the BALOMA;
proximately one'sown near and dear departed, but ultimately intheliturgical senseof theseciviceventsakind
of mystery play in honour of Tudava as the protagonist of fertility and its most efficacious influence.
Matriarchs Vikitaand lyavata are possibly ancestral to Tudavasincett was hisrevolution that sanctioned the
placeof menin Boyowan affairs. Referenceto the point of the Boyowan'spenetrationinto the Trobriandsfrom
the direction of the Rai Coast, where detritus of Boyowan speech may still be heard invokes the optimism of
the original adventure.

Formula 2. hisspell regarded by Malinowski asthe most important may well be the second most important.
Withthe VILAIMLIA dedication it brackets dl the gardening rituals; but it and they are only preambleto the
climactic VILAMALIA. That spell alone deserves a separate chapter.

VATUI the opening word of this spdll is a good exampleof how abstract a word can be when, shorn of
attending morphemes, it is used as a sign like a beacon. The determined form of VA*TUVA, 'make whol€e
may mean 'heal, establish, found, create, set up, instittute' etc. Thisiswhat the vernacular formulainvoking
the Tudavan epic says to me;

"The dogan is'create’;
By process abound.
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The dogan is 'dedicate’;

By method secure.

With al my forebears to undertake my garden,
To begin my garden,

Tofdl it and till it, till it fine

To grow like a pregnant thing.

| wipe away, | ridit of grubs and blight,
Of locusts, beetles and spot,

Of mealy bugs and wire worms,

Of leaf curl and powdery mildew.

| reduceto dust | blow away all these pests.
| oust you absolutely;

| send you absolutely;



Get lost absolutely.

| open for you a passage to the stinking mudflats of Kadilaboma,
To your home at Labai,to your reef Ituloma.

With afloat for boat, with a stalk for paddle - Get!

| will not take you aboard, you're not exciting-,

Y ou will not swim with me, you have no colour,

Y ou are no sister of mine to shame me,

Y ou will not stay with me by taking cover."

Toignoretheclassical dlusionsin this spell isto missdl its poetry. The spell isan exorcism, alist of blights
and pestsand an order to be gone; but if that weredl it would be no more exciting than amedical prescription.
The reader who reads the story in this chapter should come back to this spell and read it again; when he will
see that it alludes to the Boyowan's treatment of their magjor prophet and the conveyor of dl his magic, his
mother; that the pests referred to are mere metaphorsfor the insensibilities and ineptitudes that made for the
fight between the prophet and
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is people; afight that the TOWOS! as his current champion must carry on.

Formula3. This spell, asoanexorcism, explicitly names Tudava. It was seen in chapter X.
Formula 4. is merely an exclamation marking aritua step in the gardening program.

Formula 5. Refers to Tudavas departure and the change of heart of those who came after.
Formulas 6, 7, 8, and 9 smply announce stages in theritual of gardening.

Formula 10 is the same as 29.

Formulas 11 to 16 areinaugural directions giving formality to successive operations.

Formula 12 continues the theme of formula 2 and is addressed to Tudava. It goes like this:
"Even you had poisonous pests on Monument Cape;
But you threw them off Monument Cape right back to Dulata.
Even you had poisonous pests a Dulata;
But you threw them off Dulataright back to Monument Cape.
And the pests were gone.
The pests were gone from the head of your TAITU,
From leaves and laterals,
From shoots and roots,
From the plant entire the pests were cast.
Y ou cast them from the TAITU vines increasing them manifold
Y ou raised them high, dense and densities on densities.
Y ou kept them all gathered up together."



Formula 18 identifies Tudavaor at least his magic with the magical web weaving of the spider. Wehaveseen
this spell.

Formula 19 is a powerful evocation of the spirit of Tudava, and dl like minded Boyowans as an influence
for fertility. The spell sounds like this;
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"Therewas abundance to fill my one boat, then for two, for three, four, five; for ten, twenty, thirty, forty,
fifty.
Y ou produced TAITU day and night, endlessly.
Y our vehement impatience was for TAITU,
Y our insufferable assertiveness was for TAITU;
Y our sweating was for TAITU,
For abundance of TAITU; abundance on abundance.
Abundance on abundance of every kind of TAITU;
for NAKOYA, SAKAYA, NABUGWA, KWOIMA.
Tokuwabu cherished your TAITU dressed for you on the broadway.

Formula 20 is only an excerpt of the evocation of formula 19;
"Impatience for TAITU, your vehement impatience .”

Formula 21 is aprayer in reference to the scrub hen and the influence of tilth on fertility; but otherwise
practicaly the same spell as formula 27.

Formula 22, an explicit reference to Tudavas onward journey was seen in chapter three.

Formula 23 announces the VAKUWALI BAGULA, go jolly the garden period when there is nothing | eft
to do but gloat over the garden and acclaim its growth.

"Break out, burst right and free;

Free of the seed, free of the tuber.

Mount TAITU, hunch your head, unresl.

Let out your vine, unreel your root,

Beget your spuds in my garden.

My garden is solid like a pounding block."

Formula 24 isa repeat of the above theme in other words.
Formula 25 is agood sampling of the yeasty humour whichis the
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hallmark of dl the spells. Identifying Tudavawith lunar splendour invokes the MEGUV A of that solitary,
insuperably austere figure over the TARO. Taro is much less plentiful and so much more of atreat in the
Trobriands. The sardonic touches are not incongruent to the sacredness of magic but itswarrant, the touch
of matriarchal wisdom, mother talking plain and tersein the mother tongue. If thereare any rationaliserslike
comparative religionists who would want to make this spell a deification of Tudava, it ismy fervent hope
that they would lay off, at least until thetribal treasures have been salvaged in their primitive freshness. For
me the lunar motif in this spell is a poetic allusion to the lonely vigil of the TOBUBIBWALA BAGULA,
the garden sentinel, the fidelity of whose watch was betokened by the fact that of al the hundreds of
unfenced gardens and thousands of nights | never saw or heard of a garden eaten by pigs. The mention of
a carnisa reference to the shape of theheap them yams are cured in. The spell goes like this;

"With aroyal fullness the moon is full, your moon in the east.
Youfilleditintheeast and fuller still in the west
You filled it inthewest and fuller still in the east
So swell the taro!

Swell the taro like the wide horizon.

So swell my taro. Make big its furl, its stalk,

its spathe, its leaf unfurled.

Let them eat taro, make feasts of it to satiety,

till their eyes are bunged with it, their

minds witless; till they burst like the

pods of the medicine weed or the PUPUTUMA,

Let my garden be solid with taro like a carding board, the ground solid with their roots like a pounding block.
Goodbye.

328

Formula 26 isonly aritual exclamation, "Gentlemen, out with the old, in with the new!" at the storing of the
new harvest.

Formula 27. demonstrably, was completely understood by Malinowski, so it is a good point at which to
observe that if any linguist, despite reference to him, doubts whether the origina saysdl | say it does, let me
recommend to him my manuscript dictionary and grammar in Mitchell, Fisher or Australian Nationa library.

The spell says;

"A roya dolphin isyour dolphin, your dolphin in the east.

Y our emerging and submerging dolphin.

Y ou bound when you emerge and again when you submerge,
Bounding dolphin.

Bounding dol phin bound among my saplings, props, stumps
and grids, among my leads, stays, stakes and



supports; along my ridges, plots, beds, garden
pillars and guards.

My garden was undertaken and begun, cleared, tilled
and made neat. It came up sturdy like an iron

wood palm or acairn.

It has grown like a pregnant thing.

Gentlemen we can now leave off our rituals.”

Formula 28 marks the use of that piece of harvesting equipment, that circlet of rattan that fixes the
circumference of the cairn of tubers and makesthe height of it an exact index of performance for comparison
with other growers and other years. The spell goes;

"A royal rattan was your rattan, your rattan in the east.

When you flourished in the east | perished in the west.

When you flourished in the west | perished in the east.

But now my homestead is founded like basalt blackened

with generations of living;

My storeis established now like arock outcropping and massive.
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Its fullness throws a shadow like a house overgrown
with creeper, a shadow black as the abyss.

My store is established now.

Tudava may go now for it is fully established.

May the acclaim of my store rumble after him to the east

The name Tudavaisnot in the origina of this spell; but anameisto be supplied, mentaly at least,and in the
context of dl these spellswhose, if not Tudava s? The worthiest current exemplar of Tudavas BWAIMA is
that of the paramount chief at Omarakana, anditsnameisDUBLIKWAY Al, Dusk of Evening. Theopposition
of Tudava on the one hand and hisdiscipleson the other isamotif common to the peoples of the KULA ring.
Among some of these Tudava's counterpart isthe Monikiniki or Great Snake. Thisthey salute when they go
on KULA. Their awesome regard for gardens high on the mountain side is also a flattering tribute to their
opposite numbers, the TOKWAIBAGULA or Master Gardeners of the KOYA.

Formula 29 compl etes the preamble to the ULAULA or grand oblation, the dedicatory spell of which isthe
VILAMALIA used in the celebration of the tribal mysteries known as the MILAMALA. Understanding the
Boyowan colouring of thismay help the understanding of thisfestival throughout the Far East. Thisliturgica
proclamation is as follows;

"The foundation is settled now, the doctrine taught;
the foundation of Tudava, the doctrine of Malitu,
Tudava can pass on now, can leave his throne behind.
What isit | must carry on? | must carry on my home
stead's foundation. The founding of my land,



corner stones, basement, crates, with sprouts

and spreader; of my lintels, eaves, ridgepole,

struts, rafters, battens, thatch and ridge

capping; of my beams and figure head.

It must be founded? My homeisfounded - likean
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outcropping rock, massive, basic,
It is founded. Fully so.
The acclaim of it, heaven confirmed, resounds to the east.

3. Tudava asthe Accepted Saviour

Proverb: GUYAU KWALISALESA KUYOLISA GUYAU
"To depose alord you must outlord him"

Comment

Thisis the Tukwauukwa version of the most important myth that makes sense of the pretensions, magic and
protocol of the Tabalu chiefs. Inthisand the Omarakanatelling Tudava isnot aTabau, or evenaMalas,
but aLukwasisga of the Kweinamaclan. Thisisanote of some importance in folk ways and a cue for much
discussion; discussion of long standing, with a patrilineal bearing. The Labai set of monumentsto Tudavaare
the onesthat belong to thisversion of the myth, and include a set of footprintsin the solid coral, sundry marks
of his person and the cave of Bolitukwa his mother. Her first name was Natigisi and ancestral to her was
Malitu. The name Bolitukwabecame hersin referenceto the virgina conception of Tudava. Obukula, the site
of theorigina Tabalu settlement, isat Labai; whereasthe site of the original Kweinamasettlement, Bweidaga,
isbetween Laba and Mwatawa. Obukula, at* you* may* go, as a Tabal u monument avows the substitution of
the Dove peopl€e's ascendancy over that of the Parrots; a motif reflected by tribes al round the
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KULA ring.

Mwatawahasariva and separate set pf monuments, including aset of footprintstwo feet long and afoot deep
in the cora sandstone above the middle beach. There isatree crowned rock above the Ikulatg'he stiffened!

landing where a stick, thrown in the fight with his brother, Dovana, landed. There isthe petrified skeleton of
his dog. In this Mwatawa version Tudava was possibly a Malas, earlier and different from the Kweinama
man. But such hesitancies are not important. Tudavaisno patriarchal figure; hetook hisfamily with him. The
emphasisison matriarchy and the authenticity and rightful succession of their lore and magic right down from
the great mother, Malitu.

The Tabau Malas have adopted the Kweinama man by marrying preferentially only Kweinama women; a
factor tending to dividethe Boyowansinto two major moieties and weakening the other two phllaeor separate



human races that in their sense constitute mankind. That this present state of affairs could also be ancient is
the fact betokening the extinction, matrilineally speaking, of one human race as far as the Trobriands are
concerned isthat the Lukulabutatotem GEGILA and the Lukwasisigatotem KALAGA usbothlories. Bethat
asit may the Tabalu unconcernedly confirm by their approval thispossibly more recent myth against the more
widespread acceptance of differing versions. According to these Tudava quarrelled with hisyounger brother
Dovana and killed him, or in afight with him killed another man, or by a partitive reading of the expression,
many of them; or inyet other traditions an elder brother. Tudavasuffersfrom every story teller trying to steal
abit of hiscloak. But in any case he repented at once, and felt so bad about it that he baked the remains and
offered them for eating to villages of all the districts of the main island and Vakuta. Some say they were
accepted, here, there and in Dobu; others say only in Dobu or Kaili. The sense of thiseating is expiatory, in
sympathy with Tudava; and symbolic, eating or repudiating the folly that had brought about the death.
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The renunciation was double; Tudava's by his acceptance of banishment, his peoplée's by their correction of
error. How charming to find atribal philosophy more conciliatory than modern international politics.

Kalli is saidtobe, notanisland, but abig VALU or land to the west or north of west of the Trobriands and
very much more distant that Dobu. This is the New Guineamainland near a place known as Kaluwawa, the
Dump. The Kweinamatradition claimsthat they landed at a beach near Bau in the Kaulakoki Strait and made
their first settlement at Bweidaga, beautiful steps about a mile from Obukula.

With so many story tellers getting onto the stage to grind their particular axe the cause of the quarrell is
almost a matter of anyone's preference. There ishowever in recent times a certain embarrassment. Tudava,
the founder as it were of their civilisation, an ailmost divine figure and foremost benefactor, was a hard man
to love. Hisproblemsare basic, the problems of the Boyowan living the Boyowan life today; and there each
individua's persona adjustment is full of stresses. Possibly, confronted with the Christian ethos, there has
been some retreat, a kind of fade out by way of a discreet silence on certain aspects of the story. But if this
iIsso it isamistake for the most fascinating part of the Tudavan tradition is that it faces the crucia test of
socia compatibility on the Boyowan village level with alternatives stated wisely and with courage.

Both Daniel Monsiuwa and Tolosi, the blind man of Laba were quite frank about the cause of the quarrel
being real inthe sensethat they wre still the preoccupation of earnest Boyowan gardeners. For Monsiuwathe
highlight was improvidence; stealing from the garden freshly planted tubers, adoubly ruinous practice. This
stealing he expressed as due to a prolonged dancing period. Tolosi with his eye on Tudavas dour and
vehement character the highlight was flirtation with Tudavas wife. Monsiuwa's understand-
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ing of the settlement was that Tudavawent east while his surviving opponents in the quarrell went west back
to New Guinea "that stealing (and its recrimination) might disappear from Kilivila" One thing issure; the
lesson of thisrenunciation isdeeply felt in Boyowa, and the TABU on dancingand drums whilethe crops are
intheground, inmy timewas absolute; Bolitukwasand Tudava slong sojournin the jungle could have been
that of their father or grandfather.

The Tudavan complex of stories is common to al the peoples of the KULA ring; even perhaps to all the
Melanesians of Papua; even, most strikingly, to the non-Melanesians of Rossel Island. There Tudavais
Podowo (Porowo or Pohowo - Kossel has the RBH factor), and the reason he fled Sudest was stealing and
dancing. Tudava corresponds with Maui of the Polynesians, as Boyowans have known for some time from
Polynesian mission teachers, and they will even volunteer a second name, Maui la. With such alarge field
to gather from in Papuathe story could befilled in and degpened quite aot, and sinceit goes back to ageneral
Oceanic stratum,could in turn deepen the perception of the same figure in many-and far distant places and
traditions.

It isthe depth of the perception that needsto be appreciated most of al or we will underestimate. We might
be tempted to regard themeslikeresignation, renunciation and sacrifice as mere expressions of necromancy,
that any notion of these themes asafruitful or rewarding influence in themselves would be reading more into
the record than was there. But | was aware of this mentality among the people long before | came to see it
expressed inthelr stories. It was amatter of perpetual notice in the ordinary contacts of daily living, in their
very expletives and obscenity and at first | disregarded it as accidental coincidence. But when that would not
wear it was nice to find it documented in folklore.
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Folklore springing like language itself from below the level of awareness and forged in the mind of men
desperately holding on to sanity under dementing social pressures carries its own halmark of brilliance and
its assonance with the intrinsic ordering of human thought. This anyway isthe oracle and assembly point for
the standard bearers of men fending for their lives. Both Daniel Monsiuwaand Tolosi, engaged in tracing out
the larger outline of the Tudavan tradition in the presence of the Labai monuments were aware of the curious
lack of statement about Tudava s gifts to Boyowa. Asin Mainowski's day the explicit statement was al in
relation to strangers and secondary. But this did not bother them. The whole cult of Tudava, every rite and
spdll relates to his gifts and their preservation. For Tolosi the pagan with hisleaning towards Cargo Cult the
greatest gifts ere still to come, while for Daniel Monsiuwa the greatest gift was moral integrity. He added a
curious phrase, BAVATIVAU, | should restateit. VATU, ‘set, build, trim' isused of dresses or houses and
VATIVAU does not mean mend, but make a new dress, build a new house. So forgotten myths can be set up
again even though any current formulais sacrosanct and must not suffer change even of a syllable or only at
the hands of grandmaster of story telling.

The number, importance and the very fact of the existence of the monuments to Tudava mark his central
position. The outline and highlights of his story are found in many clans and tribes attributed to a variety of
names but dl cults of the same salvific charisma. The three mile long Snake Passage, the monument to
Podowao's flight from Sudest, points to a cosmological wrath; and Tudava's ire, marked psychologically by



his renunciation, is not less telling for toeing more subtle. All villages have for him a
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religious rather than a classic regard; the common mould of the Boyowan character, looking from the
standpoint of thetribal conscience, their concern with morality and solidarity for the common good, with the
prophetic vision that warrants their faith, the common mould of al thisis that of Tudava. Thanks to the
notable Boyowan tendency to keep their polarities distinct dl this can be over the horizon, in another world,
for the casual sojourner inthe Trobriands. So, for those who visit Boyowa, and haveread the story of Tudava,
avidgt to Labai and the various monuments, could be a memorable excursion into primitive folklore. The
composition of landscape and seascape proclaimsthe UltimaThule, and just beg to be poetized. If Neapolitans
still bake bread the way it was done in Pompel, the people of Labai could have been catching mullet in their
Gumam, when the first Amhotep was king of Egypt.

4. The story of Tudava

A paradigm for the understanding of folk ways
Proverb; KAM SIYAWAI KAGU SIWAPU
"Oysters for you mussels for me."
(Some people relish but are allergic to oysters)
Tudavawould have been living at Labai when the Cannibals were at home along the slopes of the wilderness
with their centre at Mtawa. What had happened wasthis: they had eaten dl the people of the villagesand only

afew at Laba were left. These were in hiding and keeping fearful watch. They were five brothers who set
about building themselvesfive boats. Thesethey outfitted for avoyage and had taken their wivesand children
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when their sister, who had decided not to be left behind, came down to the beach. With her belongings
already packed in a basket she appealed to her eldest brother;

"Wait for me; take me with you."
But he said,

"The boat is at the point of sinking. When younger brother comes aong ask him."
She said to the younger brother;

"Oh bring your boat here and take my things."



But he said,
"No, itisready to sink with your nieces and nephews; ask number three to take you."
Number three then came by poling along the shallows near the beach; she asked him;
"Please take me aboard."
But he said,
"There is no room; try number four."
He poled straight past, so she stood waiting till another brother came punting by and asked him;
"Take me with you."
But he said,
“The boat is full; get the boy to take you."
So she waited and begged of her youngest brother;
"Please take me with you."
As he ground ashore he said,;
"We can try if you like but theresalot of us."
He was right to be doubtful for when she got aboard with her things the boat went under. She said,
"Oh well I'll have to go back to the caves."
As they were saying goodbye to her and she was taking her axe to get firewood they warned her again;

"When you have afire be sure there is little smoke or the Canniba will seeit. Be careful not to burn more
than two bits together. Y ou must only warm yourself at night
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when the smoke can not be seen.”



Thisishow It happened that in al the Labai country there was no one living except thisgirl. Her five brothers
had gone off with their wives and children to the land of Kaili and made their farmsthere. She was abandoned
because none of them had thought to provide for her, or cared enough to come back for her.
If it was raining she csmped in the caves though they were damp and full of stalactites. It was from the drip
of one of these th?t she became pregnant. She gave birth to a son; and for the wonder of it she called him
Tudava or Sonny. All the time she was suckling him, when he could walk, when he could run steadily, even
port a spear, she waited in vain for rescue. All through his childhood she still waited. As he grew to sporty
youth they were still alone. Even when he had filled out to the full stature of aman and was dl grown up they
were M| aonein the Labai 1ands; the shameful story could be secret no longer. He asked,;

"What are we doing here in the bush?"
Fearfully she told him;

"Not so loud, the Cannibal will hear us and come and eat us."
But Tudava had pondered long and deeply; he said to his mother;

"What timber is this?"
"KAIBOMA. Folk split it for spears.”

But when he had felled thetree and split it into spearsthey failed inthe test. When he Bhook them to test their
toughness and resilience they snapped in two. He wanted a spear that would match hie strength. He
complained to his mother;

"You did say It was tough."
His mother next suggested ebony;

"Then split some ebony."

But that was no better. Tudava was insistent;
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"Now just what timber is tough? What timber is that?'
His mother exclaimed;
"That is KWEBAKWEBILA. That isthe timber our nobles use; if you must be alord.”

He felled atree and made spears of it; curing them carefully in the flames; tested and retested. This time they
were tough; he told his mother;



"Thisisthe spear for me."
His mother was studying him. One day as he was setting out for awalk she asked him;

"And where would you be going?’
"Oh just for awalk."

He took his spear and went off. When he found a wallaby in the bush he killed it and took it home to his
mother;

"Mother isthis the fellow?"
"That's awallaby, awild thing; throw it away."

Another day when wading aong the shore he met with a shark. He killed it and took it to his mother;
"Mother, isthis the one?"

She was not encouraging;
"No."
"Canwe edt it?"

"No. Throw it away."

Another day he took his spear and went off and came on awild boar and killed it. He took it to his mother
asking;

"Mother, is this the fdlow?"
His mother was more interested;

"That isawild boar; but its forbidden food for the nobility; we will not be eating it so you can throw
it away."

But Tudava wanted only to get at the enemy;

"Then mother, where does this fellow live?'
The time had come when he must know. His mother said;

"You will have to go into the wilderness beyond Mtawa."
So Tudava did his scouting there. One day he stood at
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Hesitance where the roads fork. He hesitated conning his choice;

"Would | be taking that road or would | be taking this one?"
Theroad hetook wastheroad at last that |ead to the Cannibal's place. In relief Tudavahurled hisspear. It flew
right at the house of the Canniba; and thiswas the way of things. The Canniba himsalf had gone off foraging
in the wilderness; only Pocks was left to guard the house. When Tudava's spear hit it it rocked the whole
building. Pocks was shocked; he exclaimed,;

"Woe. who would you be daring to upset the house even of the Cannibal himself."

Tudava came into the village and straight over to Pocks who asked,;

"Just what would you be doing to strike the house of the Cannibal himself."
"Nothing much, just wandering around; thought | would have alook. Where has the Canniba gone.”

Said Pocks,

"He'sforaging."”
Said Tudava;

"Then just fetch me down a green coconut to drink and I'll be going.”
Pocks was distressed;

"Oh but you can't do that; you must sit down and wait till the Cannibal comes and sees you; then you
can go."

Said Sudava;
"No, I'll be going straight away."

After drinking his green coconut he drew his embedded spear, put it over his shoulder and went on hisway.
Pocks called after him;

"Goodbye."

Said Tudava;
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"Oh, don't worry; I'll be along again tomorrow. When my friend comes you might tell him to wait for
me. I'll be along in the morning early."

When the Canniba came he was curious about what he saw:
"Who's been entertaining? What are al those coconut husks doing lying around.”
Said Pocks,
"There was agreat big fellow here just now; you'd scarcely believeit.”
The Cannibal was excited,
"Where did he go?'
Said Pocks,

"It'sdl right; hell be back. | saidto him, wait till your friend seesyou; then go. But he wouldn't
dothat. He just left. He said you were to wait for him tomorrow at the time appointed.”

Said the Cannibadl;
"Did he now; just like that?'
Said Pocks;

"Y es, and what's more, when he comes you should have agood look at his spear. When he cametoday
he stood back on the road there and threw. It struck your mainstay and sent it flying yonder."

The Cannibal said;
"By my eyes I'll be gnawing your knuckles."
Tudavatold his mother;
"l know where helives."
His mother said;
"Very well; tomorrow we will first charm all your herbs."

This way the way of her spell binding. As each item was heated and put aside they heated some
KWEGAPANI for posies and put them aside; then some
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MILUKWEBILA was bundled and laid aside; then two bouquets of croton, one for Tudava and one for the
Cannibal. Tudava said to his mother;

"If you see my crotons waving | have killed the Cannibal; but if you see mine drooping and the
Cannibal's waving he has killed me. Now you take care of yourself whilel go to it."

Forthwith he left. On the way at Hesitance he stopped and let fly with his spear and the length of his throw
isgtill shown; where he withdrew his spear. Porting it again he went on to the vicinity of the villagewhere he
again let fly. The Canniba was standing by the lintels of his house which were decorated by precious white
cowrie. The spear of Tudava struck them and knocked them to the ground. The Cannibal said to Pocks;
"He has come; but does he have to announce his arrival with portents?’
Pocks full of the liveliest expectation said;
"Oh yes, he has cornd”
When Tudava went to retrieve his spear the Cannibal said;
"My oh my! But you do have to let us know you are here."
Tudava was curt;
"l am."
The Canniba wanted to be hospitable;
"Well take a seat on the stand.”
But Tudava had his own preamble to the solution of this encounter. He said;
"No, I'll just be standing.”
"Well wait while Pocks gets you down a green coconut to drink."
"No, | must be going back."
When he withdrew his spear and porting it turned to go the Cannibal scrambled to his feet saying;

"In that case, my friend, we must go together."

But Tudava, though wary of the Canniba, had turned hisback and wason hisway. The Cannibal, disconcerted
by this
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offhanded treatment so new to him protested;
"I said we must go together.”

Side by side along the road they went, the Canniba swerving and trying with his fabul ous teeth to snap off
the arm of Tudava. While he was intent on doing thishewasfed a packet of charmed herbs. Further along the
road he was fed a second packet and so intent was he on his swerving and snapping that he failed to notice;
he thought he was getting the mint on Tudavas arm; that it was the posy he had eaten. Findly Tudavafed him
a packet of KWEGAPANI leaves and he became really muddled. By now they were in the wilderness and
Tudavaflipped him afourth packet of leaves. They were now among the dense PILIPALI vines and Tudava
making passes and feints kept cracking his pennant like awhip so distracted his opponent that he weaved in
thewrong direction and snapped at thewrong time, thetrail of hisquarry becoming sheer confusion. Hewould
striving and gasping like this;

"Oh that's where you are, behind up there and | thought you were down here in front."
"No, that was only the creeper moving."
"But | was sure it was you; just you daretry it again.”
"Ohyes, | saw you pass behind me eh, but how do you cometo bein front while | was wondering where you
ae?'
"Oh well, if you must know, put out your left leg for me to stand on and you'll redly know if | have
passed or not."

Tudavafeinting and cracking his pennant contrived to make the Canniba so confused and furious that, with
his extrarows of sharp teeth, he snapped off his own arm;

"Eh, that was my hand. But | must know what you did."
"Alright, put out your right leg."

Tudavadid as before and the Cannibal lost hisother arm. But such wasthe headlong fury of hisdrive heended
up snapping off both his own legs and falling helpless to the ground
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Tudava cut off his head saying;

"Y ou made too many mistakes,"

He took the head home on the point of his spear. His mother had been watching the crotons. The Cannibals
were drooping while Tudavas were waving; she exclaimed;

"Oh my son has killed the Cannibal; his leaves are perk while his enemy's are drooping.”

His mother was waiting for him when he got home;



"Mother isthis the fellow?"

She wanted to know everything;
"How did you do it?"

But Tudava had only room for one thought right then;
"l killed him; here's his head."

His mother said;

"Well put it aside now, but tonight we must put it in a bathing trough and rig the trough like a boat
to take it where your uncles are. Y ou must take the biggest of the troughs.”

That night Tudava and his mother rigged the trough like a boat with a sail set exactly and with a special
outrigger float as adrag to keep the sails before the unverring trade wind. The Canniba's head was set inthe
trough and sent off on its voyage down to Kaili with the help of some magical instructions;

"Burden tour gone, crew none sail on,
Mother's other brothers bother.
Pinking, pink in pink out pink in

Stop at doorstop stub or drub."”

It sailed straight on down to Kaili and there went inshore. Asit drifted in and out of the waves lapping the
beach itsrig stubbed first on the doorstep of the eldest brother. But when he came out to look it had drifted
back into the dark away from the beach. When he was asleep it came in again and stubbed on the doorstop of
the next eldest.
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But by the time he had roused himsalf enough to go and ook It had drifted away again in the dark and the man
looked about invain. It was the same with brothersthree and four. But when it stubbed on the doorstop of the
youngest brother he came out at onceto find thetrough on the sands. Hetook the Cannibal's head and putting
it away in his house went back to slegp. Recognising a portent he gave early next morning some very brave
instructions:

"Elders, today you will cut my clearing, the clearing for my new garden; and | will not be there.
Afterwards there is some boat building to do. We are going to go and visit our sister.

“But to begin with you will cut my clearing.”
But the brothersintheir turn had recognised a portent; so they meekly got out their axes and went off to cut

the clearing of their junior brother. Junior meanwhile stayed home to direct some cooking, particularly of
mashable yams. When these had been, diced he used them to cover the Cannibal's head in the cooking pot.



When his brothers having finished cutting his clearing returned to the village he served them first with whole
vegetables, saying;

"Here, serve these to your little ones, then come and eat your mash from the pot.”

Taking their spoonsthey sat around the pot eating fromit. When they reached down for the soup at the bottom
of the pot they of course came upon the toothy head of the Cannibal. Therewas afearful scatter. But thetime
had come for them to overcome their cowardice and make amends; junior recalled them sternly;

"Come back here. Y ou haveto eat the head. We have found our sister again. In the night when there
was drubbing on your threshold thiswasit. When you looked in the dark and saw nothing it was adrift by your
house. When it drifted on down to me and drubbed on my threshold | woke at once and found it. | put it away
in my house. That iswhy | put it on you to
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cut my clearing; | wanted you to find it likethis. Now thisis donewe can think about boat building and going
to see our sister.”

So they set about their boat building and sail making. All five of them prepared for avoyage and sailed away.
Their nephew was sitting on the beach watching when they came up over the sky line He asked his mother;

“How many brothers did you have?'

Five"

"Wéll five boats have just comein sight.”
He went bathing and then coming back sat on the platform combing his hair. He watched the boats running
before the wind straight for the beach of the Labai landing. Then he turned his back and faced the jungle.
After crossing the shalows hisundieslaid aside their paddles and became very interested in the nephew their
sister had found for them. It was the lively appreciation of their junior that warned them;

"We must not go ashore without tribute. He has saved our lands."

So when they went ashore they took precious axe blades with them. They put them down on their nephew's
threshold saying;

"Y our tribute Sir; we want to come home again."
Tudava did not even look up. When they had gone he asked his mother;

"What did they bring?’
"Axe blades. Most noble stones."

Tudava disdained them as nothing saying;



"Could you perhaps use them for carding the stuff of your dresses.”

The brothers on their boatswaited in vain for any sign of recognition. Againit wastheir junior who prompted
them,

"Look fellows, we will have to take armshdlls.”
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They went ashore with these; the eldest going first and putting them down in turns with the words;
"Your tribute Sir"
Tudava was disdainful. Only after they had gone did he ask his mother;

"What did they bring?’
"Armshélls, precious, noble armshells, the kind we make KULA exchange with."

Like one willing to find what pay off there might fee for al those lonely years in the jungle he suggested,;
"Could you take them to make pole pads to use when you carry on your head?'

Again hisuncles waited in vain for sign of recognition; junior had to prompt them again;
"Take necklaces."

They went ashore with these and announced,
"Your tribute Sir."

Tudava even more disdainful asked when they had gone;

"What have they brought?’
"Necklaces. Precious, noble necklaces, the kind we make KULA exchange with."

Tudava was not impressed;
"Could you even use them to bind up your carry all."

So the brothers waited anxiously for sign of recognition. But there was none. It was junior again who
counseled the last desperate throw saying;

"Let's take him all the tribute we have; let's take him our tusks."

They went ashore with these, made their presentation and left. Tudava asked his mother;



"What this time?"
"Tusks. Tusks worthy of the nobility."

Tudava was more disdainful than ever his suggestion more unhopefully likely;
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"Then perhaps you could make target hoops of them for your spear game.”
Meanwhile the brothers waited and waited. They finally sent Junior ashore to ask their sister;
"What more? All our wedlth is given; what more does your son want?"
She went to her son;
"Y our uncles have given al their wealth. They must go back now; but you have not given them one
word of recognition. They want to go; what can | tell them?"
"Ask them how many daughters they have."
She went and asked them and brought back the answer;
"We each have a daughter he could marry."

Shetold Tudavathis and at |ast he gave his recognition;

"Go now; outfit your daughters and bring them to meto be my wives. When they are living with me you can
come home again."

So they went and outfitted five daughters and brought them to settle there. Tudavatold them;

"You aredl brides, but | choose the daughter of my youngest uncleto be my lady and your mistress.”
They brought their goods and settled there. Tudava said to his uncles;

"Fathers, take up your homesteads; | will be your lord."
They said;

"It isfor you to command; we have just come home again. We have paid tribute to live here; you will

give us security for that tribute.
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CHAPTER XV

Tudava the Banished, Archetypal Sinner and Hero

1. Culmination of the Tudavan Epic inthe MILAMALA
Proverb: GALA KAYOM KAYQ'"! LOU GALA KATOIM KATOIM MLEBAS
"Y our wooing and your love was as painful (and true)
as the sting of sea urchin and stone fish."

Withthe story inthelast chapter we have finished a traverse of theworld of story telling for Boyowan young
folk. Prom here on out we arein agrown-up'sworld to which the storiesareamereintroduction. Itisaworld
known redlly only to Boyowans; and not just a missing chapter from Coral Gardens but a subject for an
equally large and important study, the classic poetry of the WOSI. The light of this shines on the story and
isreflected there. The WOSI Itself servesthe MILAMALA as one of its props. But we can easily overlook
thisif the MILAMALA islooked on asameredate, likeyear'send or New Y ear: and this nearly dl the time,
except for afew token rituals, iswhat it is. Perhaps only once in a hundred years will the MILAMALA, in
any given set of villages, be the grand focal point of everything in triba life.

MILAMALA may be MA*LA**MALA (MALA is MANA in other Austronesian tongues)'has become
MANA;" or it may be amere reduplication of "MANA and so an apol ogetic or deprecatory use of that sacred
symbol. Thematriarchal Malitu may derive her nameasMALA*TA, 'the MANA one'; and thisin turn would
suggest why some tribes have used this name as a reference
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for God in the Christian sense. Be dl this as it may, there is this deep religious sense of things in the
MILAMALA or Harvest Festival and it does not depend on mere semantics, mere congruent, punning or
poetic associations like harmonicsin music. As the motifs and facets of Boyowan stories focus on Tudava
and the MILAMALA,; asthe gardening program and its  rituals focus on Tudava and the MILAMALA; as
al the socia to do of the Boyowan women'sworld, therites of theBALOMA in mourning rituals etc, stems
fromandreturnsagaintothe MILAMALA; so thewos would, mounted on thesefoundations as on atripod,
give anew proclamation of the tribal gloriesin the form of a supreme celebration of tee triba religiousfaith.

This pattern isrepeated dl over Melanesa and where else not; so the "Sing-Sing” of these partsis a needed
and neglected study. It istoo bigasubject to be part of thiswork, but it doesrelate and a few references are
necessary, particularly in view of the singular service rendered by Tudava to the MILAMALA. This
pattern, perhaps not necessarily that of all "Sing-Sing" but widespread enough, wasin my mind before | ever
set foot in Boyowa. In 1936 | was on sick leave at Ononghe in the Vanapa valley and saw the dancing at
Kambas when Fuyughe tribes, settled over three thousand square miles of the Owen Stanleys, danced there.
My mentor was Father Dubuis; just back from a three month's stint with three hundred of the leading
performers. He was naturaly full of the subject of thisdance and it is indicative of the powerful carniva
Spirit it generated that on two successive days we had not |eft the eight o'clock breakfast table before four
o'clock inthe afternoon. The philosophy of the Song and Dancethere, enuntiated has remained with me over
athirty year association and concern with the WOSI. The immolatory aspect of the Kambisi performance



particularly alerted me to that aspect of the MILAMALA: all the more cogently did it do so by the fact that
the oblationary courses of the two types of performance
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were not the same. The Kambis villagers did not dance. With thousands of guests to provide for for a
fortnight or more they were exhausted merely rendering service; only guests performed. This service was a
belated acquittal fifteen years overdue. Children grown to full human stature were still running naked because
initiation rites that depended on the dance had not been performed. The Kambis had been foolish. Fifteen
years or more before they had stopped a murder investigating patrol at the Arun Gorge and, overimpressed
with their own rock rolling, had defied the Piritani (British) to enter their territory. But the patrol returned in
force and the Kambis domain returned to jungle and the villagers to jungle nomads cadging off in-laws. For
five years they had worked and husbanded their resources for this dance. When it was over they would be
reduced to the jungle again, but happily thistime, because, along with Austronesiansgeneraly, they had been
all worthy, if only oncein alifetime.

Besidesthe oblationary aspect, morethe part of theproviders, theolder generation, thereistheall important
expression of the joy of living. The ballad for this, the technique and tunes come from the elders but the
action isfrom the young£. On dl dikethereisarather cruel compulsion: the intolerable staleness, that tribal
lifeinevitably lapsesinto, must berelieved or the tribe dies. There are few waysto get relief. Oneis exodus;
like Pilgrim Fathers make a new start in anew world. This, inthe land of a dash and burn agronomy where
al tribes are colonid, is an immemoria pattern. Another relief is war. But war was stopped by the
pacification of the governing protectorate. At this point the bitter lament, heard over fifty years and so
puzzling to Europeans, that this interdiction was wrong may be understood. The spiritua renewal that war,
their war, meant was denied to them. Thismakesthe contribution of WOSI to their life and culture so much
the more important.
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The first thing one notices about WOSI ishow seriousit is. However absorbed people may beit is not mere
entertainment, as most "Sing-Sing" are regarded, it is as sober and mandatory as being in church. The very
formisapsalmody; itsauthority, politely at least, isthe BALOMA,; its function therapeutic, the catharses of
al the trivid, stale, unworthy or noxious. The words are nothing by themselves, they are only WOSI when
joined to the full orchestration of the Song and Dance with drums, dress, pantomime and the gear that goes
with it. By its subordination to the MILAMALA it proclaims jubilee or amnesty, the end of mourning and dl
pendlties, the cessation, inthe present instance at least, even of hate itsalf; the assumption, as by an act of faith
or magica induction, of that joyful living normally counseled with sardonic scorn. It is as though the
BALOMA, the reputed authors of the WOSI, should say;

"Y ou want personal glory? Bedeck yourself with the sunset
"Y ou want to mourn? Let the classic expression of al men of al time outcry you."
"Y ou want bathos? Well here you have it; the BALOMA blasphemes the BALOMA.

Whatever your problem cast it among the medley of voices, the endlessweaving of thewaterslit by the sunset
glory that the WOSI is."



The drums beat on forever; the recitative is endless; hour after hour, all day al night, day after day through
suites of tunes and sagas of hundreds of stanzas sung over and over the WOSI goes on. Itstherapy isthat you
give yoursdf to | it asto hypnosis, consign the past to the dead, so preparing for the moment, when at the
voice of command, you snap out of it to begin anew lifein anew world.

"Is vanity your foible? To the pillory with you and let this be your song;

YAEGU BWAINA MIGIGU | am a handsome man,
ITOPELA MIGIGU Incomparably so
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ITOKESA MIGIGU Extravagantly so
ITOYASIMA O BAKU And perfect is my dancing
YASAMEIGU YAEGU The dancing of the handsome
KAITAKIVI Very handsome One-Baton? Or you would grieve? What of the dead you
neglect?’
PAPALOMA LITUGU "Lost on the wide ocean
BAYOVASI BUNITA Among the buffeting waves
UTUPEGU KAISAI Where the tormented scream
MINUPOLU VALAM And tides carry me away
KAPWAYATA NUBOGWA While my heirsignore me
NUPESIGU KADAGU The children | cuddled.
SOPI GUNAPEPA By nephew smothered
KAYOVASI BUNITA Undertowed, adrift at sea." "Or you have aproblem? Air it ! Dispel it!
NAULIWELI YAEGU "A scoldam,

NAULIWELI DOGAYEWA Dogayewa
NAULITUMA USITUMA To very heaven itsdlf,
KUMA KUYABWEIGU To very heaven denied
KUYABWEIGU WA MOI Your couch,

YAEGU TUGWA | your little one
NAULIWELI YAEGU For ascold am I."

WOSI, capable, it would seem, of endlessreworking from atreasury or common stockpile of poetic phrases,
is even so rare enough in Boyowa. Possibly less than ten communities out of a hundred have mounted a new
song and dance in the last hundred years. But the hall mark is on those who have done so. There is no need
to ask who they are; though the effects of this classic achievement are shared by dl communities. The WOSI
re-establishes even creates tribal tradition and culture. Three women, authors of Guma-Gabu, Usituma, and
Kadaguwai have set the form of modern Boyowan ballad; they dl pleaded in the body of the WOSI itself that
those who implemented it would become lords and powerful magicians. It is official recognition of the
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spiritua renewal that this effort brings; the charter of new leadership which it establishes and, by claiming the
decree of the BALOMA,, sanctions and, by the public acceptance of the WOS!, civically confirms.

The Kambis dances had been Homeric and on the scale of army manoeuvres. | keep athrill from them asa
life long memory that a millionaire might travel the world for for alife time in vain. Sixty warriorsin full
panoply had halted on aknoll above the road near the mission station to put on around of their performance
for our benefit. To hear the singing better | went to stand under the knoll and listening turned to take in the
grandeur of that seventy mile long valey with sides rising in one sweep to eight and nine thousand feet. So
absorbed | heard a sudden hissing, fluttering whoosh with a familiar note to it, that | recognised as by an
instinctiveracia memory even as| reacted to itsgalvanisingterror. By thetimel had looked round there were
sixty glistening, pennanted war spears standing besides mein the soft peat. Thewarriors, giving atriumphant
war cry that rattled through the gorges, swooped to recover their spears and go happily on their way well
pleased with themselves. By comparison anything | ever saw of the WOSI was as fuggy as a Sunday in bed;
but not the words; they enshrine a vision like Bali Hai or that cinema spectacular the Ten Commandments,
not history as it should have been but a worthy embodiment of the traditional memory. Since the brilliance
of the villager's dream stage is an inverse ratio to the drabness of the actual scene an effort should be made
by tourists and such to fed it out; otherwise it isthe visitors who are dull, who earn the Boyowan comment;

"TADOKI TOMOTA."
Which says literally,
“Imagine they're human."
But means,
"Don't imagine they're human; they're not."
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The same vertiginous depth between the polarities of Boyowan thought that makes them colorful also gives
their paradoxes freedom and power to reconcile. A Boyowan'ssurpriseor cavilling at Christianity's divisions
could only be cant and humbug. Their culture is not the monochrome thing that Mainowski, despite all his
appreciation of their colorfulness, made it. With burial caves everywhere Bolitukwa's had to be specia to be
al important. That unconstrued 'holein the ground' could not be an autochthomous note; for such athing to
the Boyowans, in so far asthey could understand it, was one about which they could not possibly care less.
Tudava is not mentioned nor, | believe, aluded to in 6,000 lines of Boyowan verse though WOSI is the
proclamation of the MILAMALA and Tudava's the presence that makes it. The Tudavan religion is the
antithesis of the religion of the KOY A, the shrines of the Great Snakes, the Monikiniki: but Boyowans on
KULA worship these in their MWASILA rites. Their regard for these beingwhat it is, their action can only
be areflection on their hope of arrival at the beach O-Gegelain paradise and an exploitation of an opportunity
for an effective corrective of their prevailing hubris, with the lesson; "Y ou don't walk into heaven as though
you owned the place;" or asthe song hasiit;

KALA KWADUDU TAU "By uncle well adorned,



KWADUDULA BOYOWA By elders met and screened,

KUSIPALEIGU O KIBAU Though shy, converted quite
YOMWASINA TUWAGU | landed on that shore,
KUSIPALEIGU GWAIILA With friends around me there,
IKOLBUGU KADAGU Withwdl filled pouch
YAPONUGU NUBEIGU Despite my finery, |

PWESI KAWEYALA For al my commonness
MOSINEGU UWOGU Was overcome with shame.”

WOSI itself, much as it eschews other polarities is not homogeneous. It is a chaos of scrambling,
inversion, mixed up
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references and allusions. The TOWOSI is not oriented like the comparative religionist on the mythical
background, heis merely appealing to that understanding in the tribal consciousness for the sake of aworthy
socia performance at the present moment. He is an artist concerned with a recipe. He does not mind how
much the things he lumps together are at sixes and sevens so long as they make a dish. It is the overal
overriding patternthat isal important. Theoverriding patternfor theKOVESISA, ULAULA,WOS!I, YOBA,
and VILAMALIA is the MILAMALA. This is a most interesting concoction. Malinowski knew all the
ingredients; he never assembled the collation. Formulas 28 and 29 given in the last chapter refer to the
KOVEISA, the Display and to the ULAULA, the Oblation, not to the VILAMALIA. He mistook his
informants as referring to what he was at, while they were talking about v/here they thought he was going.
This will be clear from my trandation of Formulas 30 and 31 about which he made so many apologies that
| will not add mine, except to say that | trandate in such away that | make explicit by conventions known to
uswhat in these spellsis explicit to the native by conventions known to him. The VILAMALIA spellssigna
the YOBA or banishment, conclude the MILAMALA and the old year and address the new.

If there isany grand culminating spell to the gardening rituals other than these, or if it has been lost or has
never been divulged to white folks it does not matter because something has so moulded the protocol of the
Harvest Festival itself that any further magic is hardly needed. In fact | am skeptical of even Boyowan
virtuosity being able to fill the void that the mould proclaims; though some exciting items are tucked away
for sure. The Master Spell, the climactic magic of the MILAMALA isthe WOSI itself and | am not pursuing
WOSI or eventhe MILAMALA; | suggest it as the subject of abook, the most worthy, the most exciting, the
most fruitful yet to be made of these
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parts, what | am trying to set out isthe contribution of Tudava, the impersonation of every earnest Boyowan
gardener. Aware of therigour and duration of the gardening discipline | am not surprised that inhibitions are
swept away; knowing the filthiest of Boyowan songs practically by heart | can appreciate a Fuyughe remark
about the GABS, the WOSI of the Kambig, "thefilthiest invention that Tsidibe could have givenus." Asthe
ethnographer remarked, it istheidiom of the situation. What Tudavadid wasto reconcile asort of keep-your-
cake-and-eat-it situation. WOSI gets its absolute right of way for one month; then at the apex of its
performance while the moon was still full it was cut dead, like the Mardi Gras by Ash Wednesday.



This is the positive side of thefestival, the affirmative thinking that, story-wise, Tudavafought for invain.
His decree only became effective with his renunciation and banishment; isonly kept effective by the Y OBA,
the re-enactment of his banishment as the climax of the MILAMALA in every Boyowan village. Others can
mount his throne as TOWOSI, perform the magic of Bolitukwa his mother, of his ancestress Malitu, can
vaunt a fidelity greater than his and not even Malinowski bothers to ask or was told who they are, asin
Formula5;

"Who has been converted in Y ema?
| yayabwa and partner Gagabwa,
We have been converted,

We are the anointed ones,

We are performing now in Y ema."

The Boyowans have no limitlessjungle to forage in; no inexhaustible sago swamps. Oblationary celebrations
of the tribal mysteries like those at Kambisi would mean tribal extinction So the compromiseis made; at the
height of the performance the command for the Y OBA isgiven and in the presence of BWAIMASAs packed
with the prime quality of the harvest Tudava and all attending BALOMA are driven out again. The oblation
isto them
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and villagersand guests alike makeit. The proclamation of their concurrenceis theracket of the Y OBA And
this on Boyowa, the main island, may, at its widest and most densely peopled, be heard everywhere at the
same moment.

Theword VILAMALIA isbuiltup VA*LA*MA*LIA,' cause to become proliferated’, theracemeLIA used
by itsdlf ismostly in reference to weeds. Misreading the key words of these spells, as Malinowski did, makes
nonsense of the whole performance. BIBILA may be used only in magic, but awoman will say to a dawdling
child; TAGA KUYOBIKI! "Don't keep holding back!" The list of landmarks in this formula define, from
the standpoint of the villagers of Kaituvi and O Bulaku, the sea route by which all fruits and vegetables,
fondly regarded as Tudava'schildren asit were, cameto the Trobriands. Thesesailingdirectionsareinreverse
order, but that isthe way the Boyowans seem to prefer them. This, the VILAMALIA spel in Formula30,is
a solemn injunction to keep away from the pantry;

"The dogan is; Refrain!

Refrain from starting; refrain from holding out your hand.
The dlogan trumpeted is; Refrain!

For fear of obesity, constipation, breathlessness

the warning trumpeted is; Refrain!

For fear of depression, craving, shiftlessnessthee o o
For fear of thriftlessness, extravagance, improvidence e
To privacy and secrecy by oven, hearth and hobs «
Torafters, ridgeand figureheads o o o

Togrid, shelf, doorstep and thresholde « -
Tosguareand street «  « .



To midden, lane, and highway s o ¢ o o

To seaside, beach and shallows ¢ ¢ o o

Refrain from starting; refrain from holding out your hand.
Y our own wind, the monsoon,

Y our own sea road, the royal route
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Y our own hill Coconut Mount,

Y our own landing Upper beach,
Y our own inlet, Kalabaku,

Y our own Strait, the Kaulakoki
And then by Lema, Kawalaand Turns.
Y ou will not be frittered away,
You will not die and be logt,

Y ou will not be wasted.

| sweep for you inside my village.
Itis festive, wealthy and plump.
It sweats of it."

The motifs of Formula 31, no matter when or where the spell may in practice be provisionaly applied, are
focused on thelean monthsor MOLU; and their purposeisto protect Tudavas children, the cropshalf grown,
in the womb as it were, from hungry raiders. The allusion is made by the choice of terms for broaching the
KUMKUMLA or baking oven, itself a symbol of pregnancy and feasting, and the intact, creeper covered
BWAIMA. Thevariety of bakingsalludesto the manifold excursions of that season, such as the KULA, such
asthe huntsfor dugong, turtle or shark; for bird nesting; foraging for oysters, mullet, lams, turtle eggs etc.
Thereisnot asyllable of Mumbo-Jumboindl this. PA on DUDU and WOY A and PA on GOLU of the spell
allude to anything that will rattle or resound and to the racket of the YOBA or banishment. The referenceto
yamsasalifeline or umbelicus seems to me, pace Malinowski, sufficiently nutritional. Y our or five months
at least of gardening effort to establish the new gardens intervene, like a period of gestation, between the
invocation of this spell at the YOBA and the holiday to which it refers. Thisistheritual end of the Tudavan
epic every motif of whichis bent to persuade to the weal of thisspell. Tudavas gift was thesurvival of his
people.
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Formula 31, the concluding spell of the gardening rituas, the sublimation of the Canniba theme;

"Beat it out; pound it out on the drums'!

Y our mother was none other than the matriarch;

Y our father was none other than the patriarch.

Break the interdiction, burst apart the restriction

For oven fern lined and spathe lined

In gravel, loam, sand and clay.

Go proclaim it thunderingly; go to it Boom! Boom! Boom!
Boom for the end of interdiction and restriction;



For the end of deep deep, of quickening slegp of wakening;
For the end of sanction.

Boom for the chocks, long beams, cross beams,

For spreader, rafters, ridge pole and floor;

All planed, compartmented, wind-breaked and thatched.
Boom aong street and backyards for the life line of my village;
The crackle, the rumble, the movement of its living.

| sweep for you in my village.

It isfestive, festooned and fattened.

It sweats of it.
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2. The TOWOSI discusses Us-Tuma*

Tovileu
Proverb; TUAU KUKUNABEIGU KAPOKA NITUMAI VALAM O KWADEWA
"By driving me out you doomed ray little ones desol etes on the shore.”

Tranglator's Comment

In so far asthey lay down guiding linesfor the individua's thinking on the conduct of triba affairs WOSI and
LILIU are al sguare with each other, dove-tailing and complementing each other. The initiative in tracing
out the basic theme of Us-Tuma from all the trivia and addenda, that any Boyowan Song and Dance
accumulates as trimmings, was entirely that of Tovileu. Uncle-nephew rivalry was the theme that made Usi-
Tuma as far asthe Tabalu of Kaileula, Kavataria and Tukwauukwa were concerned; while Mitakata's
liquidation of his problem in Numakala made it a sizzling polemic for the whole of Boyowa. Not that any
community is over much concerned with the politics of the others; each is concerned with its own and with
its conciliation with the intertribal public opinion. Dancing is for the young and vigorous, for the co-evals
not of the ruling lord but of his successor elect. Their dancing is not so much the dramatising of some ancient
story as the establishing of their own image in the patterns tribally canonised. Tobesaula could prance and
posture as lord before Kuwenaya because he was that in the eyes of his co-evals and to many of the Spirits;
as witnessed by his medium mother and her trances. The successors elect of Pulitala and Kaboka could
prance and posture to the name of Tobeso because that was the pattern sanctioned by the WOSI and LILIU
of their own personal standing.

* An account was given in Oceania of March 1945.
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The WOSI has many facets and reflects aglory in more directions than one; its appeal and sanctionisfortified
in various ways because it constitutes tribal living at its most integral and cultural level. Theruling lord isas



eager for its performance as any of his following. It has the excitement of a contest, each party pushing its
clamsto the utmost and holding any gains made. Because the WOSI frame of reference includesthe dead as
well asthe living, maintains the abiding glory of myth and legend, looksto the past aswell asthe present and
future and iswitha such an exhausting tour de force in itself, displayed before the widest possible public, it
makes futile and sheer anticlimax any caling in question of what hasthere been countenanced; it brings down
for these primitive communities a settlement between contending parties asfina and formal for them asisthat
of the judiciary for less primitive communities.

Since anew and really worthwhile Song and Dance might occur only once in along lifetime for any cluster
of village communities; since apart from the people actually concerned the only outsider likely to be very
much aware isthe. missionary, particularly the missionary who has been many yearsin the same district, who
knows what concord is effected, it isnatural for him to be on occasion the protagonist of thisinstitution. He
does not need confreres to tell him it is an occasion for licentiousness; he is concerned, that at hie people's
level of existence, so shorn of material glory, and of their more urgent need for it in that setting, there should
be something of the homeric spirit. A story istheway to the spiritual valuesthey are searching for; but no one
can command the muses; inspiration is a fortuitous thing and is very much shaped by the problems and the
anguish of them that has made their lives. It isonly to be expected that those who have realised in themselves
some authentic inspiration should want, their situation

362

being what it is, to back up their muse by invoking the authority of the dead and the hereafter. They may do
thisin the first place merely to gain a hearing. But the competence of the composer must be real; otherwise
the trance or pretense of trances is sheer embarrassment. Ambition withers. For the Song and Dance that
succeeds there are many abortive attempts that die somewhere along the long trail to find success. But once
the Song and Danceis established thereisan effort on the part of many to get rid of the necromantic element.
They will tel you that this tune really came from such a place and this stanza from somewhere else; this
incident is only arehash of such and such.

The effect of Bible storiesisto send people scampering for a closer more intent look at their own myth and
legend. It iswonderful timeto collect stories. Because of avery genera scepticism the gimmick of the trance
and the tiresome inquisition on the way of things in Tumathat followsit isaweakness and a bugbear. It is
mostly disbelieved and seemsto have been a sickly business at any time. It intrudes an unwanted association
of stale necromancy and humbug that the Song and Dance is better without because it hasto stand onitsown
worth inany case. If the syntheses for which the Song and Danceisaformuladoes not achieveitsown glory,
does not exat with its own truth and beauty it isafailure. The missionary has no need to flog the dead horse
of necromancy. Since this vector of tribal life is the most integrating and sublimating he cannot afford to
denigratethe WOSI at thetime of itsgreatest challengein the period of its most effective response; otherwise
the emotional reaction to dl secular and religious education from contact with civilisation will be stifled and
its proper indigenous evolution deformed.

If till alive Tovileu would be over a hundred years old, and Usi-Tuma was composed, the origina parts at
least, before Mstime. Gumagabu could be as old again.
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Notes on Usi-Tumarecorded at the Request of the TOWOSI Usi-Tumaor Tuma Song isa Song and Dance
owned and danced by the people of Tukwauukwa. Thisisthe way that |, Tovileu, heard that it came about.
| am saying this conversationally, not as one reciting a story, and it isjust ray own idea of the way of it.

It dl began ontheidand of Kaileula. They werefilling ayam store there, the store of Kuwenaya- incidentaly,
thisis what the section known as O-Guvagava is about. The village forebears were saying;

"It is not up to the people of O-Kaibomato be composing Song and Dance for us."”
We, the people of Tukwauukwa have composed portions of Usi-Tuma but not that portion which
begins;

"Whom we have comforted in marriage.”

That was given by the Spirits. So the people of Wakanawakanafilled the store of Kuwenayaand after it was
done the Spirits gave that portion where it says,

“This man was living by the brown daw."
The Spirits were there too when that portion was composed which says;

"I will stand by the brown daw, you will hear my voice"
The following portions al quote the Spirits;

"That figure head taken down by Tobesaula."

"Come down out of that."

"He shall not come down; a man of clear speech, of rare mind is he."

"Heisavery scurvy man. Let someone handsome take his place, take over the figure head.”

But heisaman of very clear speech; he must pass this off; we like alaugh when speeches are given.”
Thisisthe main theme of the Usi-Tuma Song and Dance.
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Tobesaula's mother Bolapasawent into a trance. During this trance she went and danced with the Spirits.
There she learned the BISILA, the dance of the streamers. She watched the drumming till she knew it by
heart. When her spirit arrived in the land of the Spirits (only the spirits of peoplein atrance go and stay in
Tuma) the Spirits asked Bolapasa;

"Have you been here long?"
"No, | only just came."

They let her stay on; but inthe evening when they were cooking for dinner she bade them farewell and coming
back to her son Tobesaula said;



"Y ou must cook me something to eat; your reward will be Usi-Tuma?"
This said nothing to Tobesaula; he wanted to know;

"What song is that?"
"Usi-Tuma, the Song of the Sunset Isles. Just cook me something to eat; you will see.”

When dinner was cooked his mother said;

"Tomorrow, if you seemelyinginatrance, just watt till evening. Y ou must get my little pot and cook
amed initjust for me. | will come out of the trance and ezt it."

Every day his mother would bein atrancetill evening and he, her guardian, would have her little pot of food
ready. He would wait till the sun went down when she would come out of her trance. She would sing the
verses of Usi-Tuma and while she sang he would listen, lie watched while she waved her pennants and sang
the song all through when she would say;

"Now give me my dinner."
After dinner was over his mother would say;

"Son, the bonus for your kindness and attention will be Usi-Tuma; you will have power to ded in
magic and pigs, Continue to be good to me and the song | give you will be your song."
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The routine became a fixed one which lasted all the time Usi-Tuma was being composed. Whenever she
went into atrance her son would prepare her food, and she on coming out of her trance would confidently
cometo it. Thefirst dance type and the first of the suite of tunes to be completed was the BISILA, the
Dance of the Pennants. Before starting on a new dance type and a new tune she warned him;

"Tomorrow my trance will belonger; | have to meet my brothers and go with them into their houses
because this variety is danced there."

When Tobesaula's mother went into her brothers' housesin Tumashe would take her placein the inner room
whileher brotherswould be performing near the entrance. The Spiritswould comein carrying their drumsand
beating them. Their standing plumes and their trailing plumes would be arranged and they would don their
dancing dress and start the performance of the sections known as Vesdi, O-Vatoi, O-Luwalewa, Usi-
Wawaga, Usi-Kabiliaand Sdlibu. All would be rehearsed and the performers would go while the Spiritswho
were |eft would become curious about Bolapasa; with possessive jealousy they would ask;

"Have you been here all the time?’
"No, | just came as the dance finished."

This did not seem right, but they were not sure so they said;

"Did you ever? Well perhaps you did."



They let it go and left while Bolapasa came back to her son. The rehearsals now werelong onesand it would
be night before she came out of her trance and had her dinner, and so it went on till she said;

"Now | know the whole Song and Dance of Usi-Tuma. Tomorrow you must go into the forest and
clear a space where the dance that | will show you can be established.”

The trances were over. Instead Bolapasa and Tobesaula
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went into the forest and thererehearsed over and over dl the dancetypes and dl the tunes of Usi-Tuma. They
rehearsed till everything was known by heart to perfection, till it was time to bring the dance to the village.
Even while they were doing this other people had been spying on them just as Bolapasa had spied on her
clansmenin Tuma. These peoplein their turn went and cleared a spot inthe forest where they rehearsed what
they had seen and heard. So it went on, Bolapasa and Tobesaula exchanging roles and one dancing and
miming while the other drummed and sang till everything was perfect.

The word was given,

"Now you can bring the young people to Bee your dancing'.
Thewhole troupe cameto rehearsalsin the forest till they had al perfected their performance and Kuwenaya
who had been spying on everything al along finally went to the speakers rostrum in the village and made it
officid;

"Now you can use your feathers and do the dance in O-Bwelaki."

With the dance in itsfinal form people who came to seeit saw it through to the end. Mother and son were very
happy; vistors weretold;

"This danceis my mother's invention; it was she who brought it to us."
When the dance was established at O-Bwelaki a vistor who became very interested was Pulitala, the lord of
Kavataria. To say that he must have equd partnershipin dl
this, be the cost what it may, he filched the dancing pennant of Tobesaula saying;

"I have stolen the pennant of Usi-Tuma, | must have thisdancein Mlusai do; some day soon you must bring
this dance and establish it a my place.”
So theround of feasts began. Pigswere caught, food was baked, and betel nut gathered for feasting in O-Bwel &ki.
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When it was over the performers|eft to train the dancers of Mlusaido. As each dance type and tune was mastered



Pulitalarewarded the balet with suitable gifts. When the whole Song and Dance of Usi-Tumahad been danced to
itsfindein Mlusaido more pigs were daughtered and the Kaileulafolk were returned to the village with boat |oads
of gifts. Pulitalawas now an owner of Usi-Tuma and this was how he had done it. But while this was going on
Kaboka, lord of Tukwauukwa had aso become interested. He approached Tobesaula saying;

"Tobesaula, thisisamost fascinating Song and Dance. | hope afurther extensonispossibleand that | can
be an owner for Tukwauukwa."

Tobesaula was agreeable and Kaboka later made it officid from the speakers rostrum in Tukwauukwa;

"Kadomaa and Kailagega, you are to take a precious belt, a gift of inducement, to bring Tobesaulato
Tukwauukwa, to teach us the Song and Dance of Usi-Tuma so we too may own it."

Whenthey did go it was secretly by way of Lobuwaand the Lobuwalanding beachinthe Kaulakoki Strait. Thiswas
to avoid friction with the possessively jeal ous
people of Kavataria. To aert his people to the Situation Tobesaula made his greeting a pertinent one;

"What are you doing, coming here?"
Sad Kallagega,;

"Kabokawants you to cometo Tukwauukwaand dancefor him. Hewantsto own your Song and Dance.”
Tobesaulasad,

"Yes, | will so comeand eat.”
Whenthe Kavatariapeopleheard that K abokain Tukwauukwawas catching pigsthey set about staving off any such
extension. When Tobesaulagpproached Kavatariaon hisway to Tukwauukwahewas confronted and chased back
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to Kalleula. So Kadomda and Kailegega went to Kaisiga and learned the dance there and so brought it to
Tukwauukwa. But this did not satisfy Kabokawho said;

"No you sail right back to Kaileulaand bring Tobesauld.
"But the Kavataria people wouldn't let him pass.”

But that was their problem; Kaboka just said;

"So what?'
ThistimeK abokagavethem apreciousaxebladeto taketo Tobesaula VV/henthey went ashoreat Kaisgawith their
presents the dance was still going on and when they gave Tobesaula Kabokal s message he just sad;

"Yes, gowemust."



On their way to Tukwauukwa they were met, as they had expected to be, by the Kavataria people who had many
nasty thingsto say about ownershiprights, about the assertivenessand ugly pers stence of Kabokain gettingthe Song
and Dance to Tukwauukwa. The party went ashore to an enclosure where they first dept and then began dancing
inthe early hours of the morning. Every day of the rehearsalsapig waskilled to make tasty dishesfor them. When
the Song and Dance had been perfected Kaboka gave the order;

"Now you can put on the show."

Every day the dance went on fishermen made hauls of barracudato regd e the dancers. On the day of thefindetwo
pigs were killed for the visitors and they were sent on the their way home with ceremonid crates of food. A
prestation of five pigs was made to Tokwalyelu and Tobesaula who had led the dancing. Such was the rivary
between the people of Kavataria and Tukwauukwa for the showing of Us-Tuma.
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3. TOWOWS Quotes Bolapasa's Nationson Tuma

Tovileu

Topiletaisthe Master of Tumaand helivesintheLand Of Song, Madawos. Madawos isthe other world where
Topiletais theonewho caresfor thosewho havejust died and seesthat they areentertained. They eat beforeheasks
them;

"Why have you. come?”’

If they say;

"We were hexed."

Hewill a once. say;,

"Comelet'sgo."

Hewill tell his people to gather round the newcomers, to string garlands for them, to show them the way to the
celebrations, to see that they are happily settled. They will. tour the great places of the land, the store houses and
palaces of Mnava.,, O-Gegda, O-Luta, O-Y owita and Kwemilawosa; they will become residents of Topiletas
country. Topiletaistal and fair like the grand chief Toulawa and very handsome with agreat presence. Eaubada
the master or heaven; Topiletaof Tuma. Hetakes dl the cases of the recently dead, dl gardening cases, cases of
sckness, fighting, accident, murder and suicide. But Tumais aplace only of celebration. end happiness, We will
be transfigured. There will be no labour or war or rivary. We will do no evil but just keep on celebrating. When
people are trans-figured they shed whatever sores or blemishes they have. When the KAIDOGA magic isdoneit
will bethe end of dirt and the vulgar appearance we now have and our new, me will be permanent because, with
our earthly flesh scrgped away, only our beautiful soulswill be left.

Whenmendietheir soulsgo and stand ontherocksat Dawos. From therethey go downtotheworld beyond where
they dance to the tune of Katupotepwa. Then they move on
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to dance, to the tune of Dikupwala, Opened Rock and on again to dance to the tune of Dikumeyoyu or Under
Awnings Stone. Then they will dance Dikupwalaagain and maybe, to provetheir initiation certain they will dance
thecircleroundthroughY doma, O-Tutuna, Kd atubwa, Kwemilawosa, Kadavakaiwa, Sisyogwaand Gilda When
they have 'bathed and washed their faces, blown their noses, dried themsdves they will find their paints, red, and
black have disgppeared; their faded bouquets and posies, dl the gppearance that was theirs on earth has been done
away with. They will cover their bodies with Jawery. As new comers they will be asked to take their last ook
whence they have come;

"What land isthat?"

They will answer;

"Thet isKiriwina"

Then they will betold;

"Now face about and |ook on your mother and father in their dwellingsin theland of good hunting, theland
of palaces. Take off the sgns of mourning, do not shave your heads again or blacken your bodies. Go on your
celebrations in the world you came from origindly.

Topiletashomeisin Grand Tumawhichisbeyond the Tumawe see. It ,is, closed to theliving. Topilta's son called
Chief of Tumaand he has ayounger brother called TumaMan
and a Ster cdled Tuma-Girl. They livein Tumaand do their dancing. there.

When the peoplein Tumawho werefrom Kaileulawere dancing Tuma-Song the peoplein Topileta;s country were
Saying,
"Let us go and see this dance cdled Tuma-Song."
After they had seen it they told their father Topeleta;
"Fether, itisalovely song."
Topditasad,
"If you like it you must tell them to come and dance it.
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So the spiritsin Tumatook the messages to the Kaileula people living in Tuma
"Topditawants you to take your song and dance to hislittle ones.
The Kaileula people were eager to make the most of it, asking;
“Would there be any pig to eat; would there be afeast?’
“Two stores have been filled for you.”
Topileta gave the order;
“Let them comein afew daystime. Inthe meantime make preparations. Cull apig of each kind, adappled,
ablack, ared and awhite. They awhite, ablack, ared and astriped pig. When they took their sdection
Topiletasad,
"Leave. them betill tomorrow."



Next day the. Kaileula people got busy and put on dl ther finery and even brought their hobs to the threshold of
Topelita Therewerefive potsaong onewing of hobsand five potsaong the other wing. The men wereready to
ped the vegetables with their wives and. one vegetable was big enough to fill apot but Topiletaingsted they ped
twofor each pot. Heput. onevegetableontheboard, saidamagicword over it and al thevegetablesshed their skins
entirdy. He charmed the trumpet, the savouries and the pigs from which dl bristles disappeared; then with dl the
Kalleula people assembled, he said to his sons Tuma Chief and TumaMan;

"Blow you trumpet’ and your brother will strip off their hides.”

Theeder brother blew thetrumpet and the younger threw off their skinswithasingle. flick. The pigsyelped and lay
gtill. Kaileulapeople danced and feasted and the pork and vegetables were served to them by the wife of Topileta
himsdf. When they had had dl the food they could possibly eat they were teased by Topileta;
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"What was it you. Kaileulafolk, were saying, would there be any pork,, would there be afeast? Waan't
there more than enough?”’

Onthe day of the grand findle Topelita had fifty pigs caught. He opened his own store, which wasfull. Pigswere
daughtered and they were dl freeto take as much asthey wanted or the produce. They weretaking it away al day
anddl night for two wholedays carting breathlesdy. Topiletahimsdf bade ;them farewd | asthey left hisvillageand
went back to their own while Topelita s people took over and danced the Kaileula song.

4. A Complementary Note on Topileta's Easern Counterpart.

YawdaMailuba

Tokilupaupa, the Uplifter, is not a human Spirit but one like Topileta. She has a huge head and a nose reaching
down to her feet and ears reaching down to her hips. Topiletasaid to Tokilupaupa;

"Would you go and live at Bomatu and watch over the ways of those who have just died; take charge of those
who havetrances, who commit suicide, have been killed by black magic, or were children born dead. Do not molest
them but help them to come to a proper land in the end.”

Tokilupaupalivesa Bomatu but on theundersidelike Topileta. Sheisthe guardian of the soulsof peoplewho have
died, who must be shown their way. The wicked do not find their way easily. Tokilupalupa is non-human and
unmarried.. Her monument or 'house stands near thevillage. of Kgpwani, on the shore called Bomatu. Thereisone
road there for the spirits of who have suicided by throwing themselves from a tree top or the top of a coconuit.
Another more arduous road is for those who have
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killed by black magic. There is another road for the stillborn. These are the ways of those who
are sood off as sorcerersare. Others are waived off for thieving, for quarreling over pigs of
produce. Only later are they beckoned to their true way by those who try to light their way, by
the welcoming spirits who ask as it were;

"Can you see anyone?"

"Noitisdl dark. | could not recognize anyone properly.”

5. A Quotation from the Author of Kadagowai.*
Igdi

| am Igdi and my husband isthefirst of the headmen just as Mitakataisthefirst of thelords. Our village
isTobowada. | am, theauthor of the song and dance called Kadaguwai. Thespiritsgaveittome. Theoccasionwas
the death of my child Koldeu. | wasin mourning and covered with black. It wasthen that the spirits spoketo me.
| was stricken and taken to the Sunset Land and given the Song and Dance of Kadaguwai. Later with Uwellas’s
consent it was performed publicaly after we had privately rehearsed what the spirits had given me. | had been
having trances day after day for awhole month. All the nights | had lain stricken | had been dancing with Kaddall
and Dubiligaga. It was their wish that the cel ébrations be put on and the mourning ended.

Thekadaguwai performancecomesfirst andisfoll owed by O-Kubelisa, Us-Guyau, Us-Laumaand last US -
Kaydu.

*See* Kadaguwal in Oceaniafor June 1950
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Kadaguwai isthenameof Uwellas’ sstore house; Us-Pukoyaisjust atitleand O-Kubdisaisthenameof Uwellas’s
persond dwelling. The Song end Dancer wasdone a Bwaitavayaand then at Tobowada. | allotted Kadaguwai to
one person, O-Kubelisa to another, Us-Guyau to athird, Us-Laumato a fourth and Us-Kayelu to afifth. | was,
rewarded with hegps of good things and jewelry and my kinsfolk likewise; they were entertained with pigs, feasts
and jewery; puddings were made for them

6. A Quotation from a Performer of Gumagabu*

Madake

Guma-Gabu grew out of the Bulakwa affair. Tokalamwa (sic) wastrying out anew boat. Whenit did well
inits seatrids people began to scold him,

“When are you going to carry out your revenge against the mountain people; the barbarianswho killed and
ate our uncle?’

Tomakam duly sailed away to the mountains and when he had arrived there and the barbarian had come



down even onto hisboat he cut off hishead, and, putting it on aspike like atrophy, brought it home to Bulakwa
The deed is commemorated in the Song and Dance cdled Guma-Gabu, the Man from Burn-Off.

The earlier affair waslikethis, Tomakam's kinsman had gone among the mountain people and been killed by them
and roasted and eaten. Hissister later had achild who grew up to make himsalf boats and made many voyages. All
hislife the Kaisiga people had dinned in hisears,

"Y ou have afeud to carry out. They killed your uncle.”
That iswhy when he did go for hisrevenge he said his mates;
"Y ou go and give token gifts; | will be staying on the boat

*Malinowski gives an account in Argonauts of the Western Pacific
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Tomakam then lay hidden peeping through some matting. When the barbarian came he cut off hishead. He had
warned his crew beforehand;

“Just cut the rope; leave the anchor; put ingtantly to sea”’

When they arrived a Nubiyam they lit asigna to let the people know. They arrived at Bulakwa the next day.
Tomakam having got his man was now chief.

7 . A Quotation from the Author of K asesaveaka.
Mwaova

| anMwaovaavillager of Teyava | amitsguardian and oldest inhabitant. | amtoo old; my son Tabagoni isaready
an old Man. When my people are out fishing and | am not with them | easily forget and start singing spells against
then to abort their fishing. | am on amusing mysalf, but they get nothing al the same. When they land back they
scold me, saying | put counter spells against them to abort their fishing.

Pdavdaisthe ddest nameintheline of my ancestors. Hissister had abad hand who sojourned in Teyavaand was
curedtheredecided to settle. Theboat they traveled onat thetimeof 'their immigration wasahollowed out teak | og.
Pdavdawasal ukwasisigaman by totem and hishouse and clan wasnamed Videka Thesister Wadamatahad first
settled in O-Y uveyovabut finding lifein Teyavamoved therewhere she ason caled Mwalova Mwaova ssister,
Viupona had two daughters ISvata and Bovayausa. | and my grandchildren with these names are our ancestors
namesakes.

In my time as guardian of the Teyavalands, but along
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time ago Mtawawas a mighty village; and so was Kasana. Topilaveakawas chief in Kasana and after Mtabau,
thenKwaiwaya Duringthesametimesin O-MarakanaPulayas waslord, thenNumakal a, then Taulisa-Guyau, then
Toulawa, then Mitakata. During the same time period Tukwauukwa Moslibu was chief, then Mlauma, then
Monagoi, then Kaboka, then Moslibu. Long ago in Sineketa Moyadudu was chief, then Moniyoyua, then
Mokaikima, then Moniva- alot of chiefshavediedin Sineketa- then Touduwada, aman younger then mewho died
recently (1936). Touduwada s nephew Saulas isthe present chief. Moyadudu paid tribute to Pulayas and so did
Kabola; Pulayas wasthe greatest of the chiefsin my time.

| composed the song Kasesaveaka not asarea song but just as an amusement (askit): It wasjust to make people
laugh. They did take it to another village; but now only Teyava dancesit. My timeisfinished. When | die my
children and grandchildren will not mourn for me because | am old and my timeis over; my death has been dow
in coming; they will just bury me. | will go and see my family who have gone before me and are now living in the
land of Tuma

8. Reply to a Question
“Why did Tudava Hawk His Brother's Remains?”

Tolos

Proverb KALU VILUTU BILUTU KALA VILELA BILELA",
"The effort will go on, the growth will be multiplied.”

Trandators Comment

Tolos. the blind man of Labal who gave this account of Tudava's argection by his people was rather
gpologetic about it. He emphasized that he was giving me no forma LILIU or
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myth but only astatement of hispersona understanding. Thelast paragraph hasaCargo Cult flavour wasgiven with
aquizzicd whimsy and ahint of impudencethat pointed in morewaysthan one, Thisstory, by way of exceptionto
every other item in this collection, was specificaly asked for. It is not something that a story teller would
spontaneoudy chooseto tell an outsider and, there being no villageincident to evokeit, itstelling wasun related to
the present, and Tolos was feding for the point of interest. Yumsalemais meant for Jerusdem.

Questioned about Buduwe akaand Wawel avers onsthat madethevictim an elder brother Tolos just brushed such
details asde as unimportant saying that hisown statement was KALA BIGA WALA. or soit goes. Thishesitance
or detachment is generd. and typica. Mitakatain his heyday scorned the idea that the megdiths in Kwaiwaya
gardeningarea, inspiteof tharr title, Dikula-Kwaiwayaor StoneM onuments, wereaBoyowan thing. Heargued they
obvioudy thework of ‘intruders. Daniel M osiuwathought they had beentransplanted therefrom Labai astheir name



suggests, and asMitakatahimsdf lifted oneof the Dikula-kwawayaand transported it to O-M arakanaasadoor-step
tohis LISIGA or persond dwdling. Atthetimehedidthis, 1941, Kiriwinawas suffering oneitsthird-of-a century
recurring droughts and the stone; represented as an influence for abountiful, harvest. was a needed token of good
luck.

The point of Tudava hawking his brother's remains is not that Boyowans should be cannibals. It sanctions, the
contrary and that the people of the KOY A or mountainous areamay be. What was done in the myth isthe charter
for what isor idedlistically should be. 1t recognizesthat thereisacertain necrophiliaor unnatura rituaism among

378

the highlanders that is rightly repudiated by the more Urban Boyowans; but a the same time it has the same
colouring as, the Domea myth in Milne Bay where afamine stricken couple-killed their ever crying baby; and then,
too weak to dig a grave, planted it by small portions in a burnt out corner of the forest; afterwards gathering a
bountiful and varied harvest. Boyowansareaware of thissort of thing and, little or much asmay be part of their own
tradition, they make their bow to it as part of that continuum of culture of which their own traditions are a part.

In the spate of words that followed Tolos's extemporary performance it was clear that the misbehaviour of the
younger brother and theferocity of the dder had been lightly touched  upon. The poignancy of Tudavasthwarted
effort to better his people, a betterment made good retrospectively by his renunciation in accepting exile for the
murder of his brother and so influencing his peopl€e's acceptance of the gardening tabus, received a much greater
highlighting than was given in the story. As anote to Tudava's brother's whitening the village with wasted food |
would remark that | remember seeing villages so whitened with grated coconut or limeand being told that spellshad
been performed to exorcise rancourous spirits; that item should be an interesting one.

Another point made clear in the village didlogue; no cosmologica extension may be intruded into the relation of
Tudavas doings. The purdy mythicd theme of Kiu was regarded, astrivid by comparison; so Tudava dominates
therelm of LIBOGWA or folk history. He belongs on no Olympus; he is demi-god or hero but an authentic
Boyowan aswell.. He had as many faults as virtues. Heis saved, as his peopl€es regard for him was saved, asthey
inturn must look to be saved by fidelity to Mdlitu, totribal piety. He saved his people. not by the compulsion of his
own will and presence but by persuasion, by
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recognising that his overpowering drive raised a bow wave as big as itsdlf.

The anomay of the YOBA or Banishment is that historically Tudava s departure was to the east while at the
MILAMALA that of thedead or BALOMA istothewest. Theaddressof thegardeningritualsismostly totheeast,
to Tudavaasoneof theliving or asrepresenting the descendants of thehardier folk who left with him. Thisisintune
with that notable Boyowan endeavour, aready noted, to keep. their categoriespolarities separate; and, by thesame
tokenitwould bemorenatura and productiveto seeancient themessolikethe Tudavan through Boyowan eyes. The
old. taesof fratricidal strife, of agod dying and resurrected by the piety of hisfollowersand in turn saving them has
more emotiona and intuitive zip for the Trobriander because that is the bearing of his own cults. The stories of
Gilgamesh and Enkidu, Cain and Abd, of Isisand Odiris, the Syrian Adonis, the Agdtic Attis, the Persan Mythra
arenearer the Boyowanidiomthanto ours; but they areonly idletalescompared to that of Tudava.. The Boyowans,
believing like Meanesans generdlly, that where you have identity of expression for "what" and "who" there you



have kinsmen would be much mere excited by finding AVAKA and AVEILA in the New Hebrides, because that
would be a discovery and atoken of truth to him that Tudava had indeed gone that way. Vao would sound like
"Newfoundland™ in his ears and he would equate the menage of Hev-Hev with that of Tokilupa upa without a
moment's hesitation and the scope of his understanding would not be encompassed by a chapter in abook.

Tolos’ sreferenceagiant whirl-wind or cyclonewhich did in fact occur and for him did terminate the second world
war, isaeuphemisticalus ontothat event something of whichwearedl, accordingto his understanding thoroughly
ashamed.
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Tolod’s Statement

Tudava shomewasat Labal. It wasat Labai that he becameirreconcilable. with hisbrother. It could havegoneon
like this, Tudava liked to catch, fish and was dways preparing something round his house.. Once when he was
spinning thread he asked his brother to bring alight from wife, busy at the moment with her cooking. Tudavawas
suspicious, and hisbrother could not hel p teasing him. When hewent insidethehousehetook histimegettingastick
from the fire and Tudava made suspicious, started to hustle him;

"Man, bring me that stick:"
He was s0 oppressive his wife intervened;
"Oh be patient do! Give him time to pick one; don't be so assertive."

Thiswas not hel pful; Tudavaonly got madder still when opposed, even to reaching for his spear to kill; and in the
endthat isjust what hedid. Oncehisbrother had had tofly thevillagetaking theroad to the ocean beach, mideading
him at every possibleturn but making Tudava the moreimplacablethelonger the pursuit, continued. Sotheyoung
man had come out. on the beach at Tukwai and had gone wading round to the boat landing where Siketawagawho
was lord of Mwatawa was working on their boats with hismen. The boy appealed to him;

"Sir, you must protect me."

"Oh, what do you mean? From what?'

"Oh just keep me safe”

"Yes, but tell us."

But by now Tudava had caught up, shouting;
"Stand asde while | kill thefdlow.".

"No! Leave himaone. Youcan'tkill achild.”
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"Cant 1? Stand' asdeand I'll do just that.”

Arguing like this and milling around they came to the turn off from the beach where Tudava made his demand,



“ Give me my brother.”

“No”

“l ing<t; give me my brother.”
And so it went on. Hisfootprintsare il therein the stone; the haf print where he trudged and the stone brokein
two. Thebog hasbeen a Tubwewaever sncehewiped off hisswest there. After climbing theridgethey had come

down to the village again and the incident was ended.
Another time when Tudava said;

“ Give me 'something to drink."
Hisbrother handing himabowl tipped it al over him. Oncewhen he wasbeing served with dinner hisbrother threw
food at him till the village was white with it as though it had been limed. So it came about that Siketawaga was
gppointed to make settlements of their disputes; who laid it down;

"Y ou must take no action till you have seen your father.”

It was Tudava himself who proposed,;

"My, brother and | must go away together,”

“No, you must not do that; you will surdy kill him.”

“No, | would not do that.”
But in the end he did; faced with his brother's defiance he drew his spear and killed him. There had to be aforma
settlement. They came together for it on the boundary of thevillagelands. There Sketawaga cut abranch from
aSIBULAVETA tree and planted it. It afterwards grew into atree to mark the event. He gave aruling between
Tudava and hisrebelious following; saying to Tudava;

"You must leave; you must never again set foot in
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Laba lands. Because you cut off your brother’slifein his childhood I now cut you off from Labai.”
Tudava pleaded his case;

“But he took liberties with me.”
But Sketawagawould not be swayed;

“I have given ajudgement that isequd for dl parties. For you itisjust this, snceyou cut off thelife of your
brother | now cut you off. Y ou have nothing whatever to do with us; otherwise we will kill you and there will be

no head price. On the other hand, if we take liberties with you, you can kill us and there will be no head price.”

So Tudavatook hisdead brother’ sremainsand baked themin an oven. He potted them, preservingtheminfat, and
cdling together his wive ssters and mother |eft with them on histravels. In passng Mwatawa he called out an



invitation;
“People of Mwatawa, come and eat some of my brother.”
They had replied,
“ Oh no, we couldn’t do that.”

For this heleft them with certain idiosyncrasiesin the their peech to mark the event. Punting on past Kuluvitu he
did the same and same again a Siviyagilaand Lobuwa. At Bwoitdu they were rude in their refusdl;

“We couldn’t do that; hisflesh will be rotten.”

“No, | have presarved it in fat.”

“ Neverthdesswe will not est it.”

They suffered his displeasure;

“Weél for you your fish will be stingrays, your shel fish, mussels. Y ou and the people of Kuboma district
will be untouchables, no one will eat from your pots. Y our red meat will be bush pig, your language amumble.”

Going by Kavataria his invitation was not accepted there either and the people were told in consequence
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they would be indifferent gardeners and would have to live by barter. His passage by. O-Y uveyova, Teyava and
Tukwauukwa left peculiarities in their speech and the people of O-Kupukopu for their refusd, were left with a
distortion. Similarly he passed through 'Kaituvi, O-Bulaku, Silaketa O-Kayaula, Bwadda, Gilbwa, and V akutathe
last of the. Boyowan villages. At thefind embarcation point, Kadiligulaguva, Tudavaand hiscompany madeanew
oven and rebaked his brother's remains, potting them in fat. Then they went overseas past Simalaketela of Lust
Idand where Tudava remarked;

"Shdll fish are plentiful here so you had better dive for some.”

It was while they were doing thisthat Tudavalet eyesrest on something they should not. Telling the older women
torest ontheir canoeshhewent with hissister to theid and where he seduced her; so theidand got itsname. With the
remainscarefully preserved, they went onto Gumasilawheretheinvitation was again refused and Tudavadecl ared;

"Y ou Gumasilapeoplewill haveto live by making, pots; you will have no gardens; 'your food will haveto
come to you from Boyowa."

Hemadethe samedeclaration at Koyawewaand Dumdum. At the gateway to the mountains, Suyaoya, hedeclared
that peopletherewould hunt with bowsand arrowsfor snakesand bandicootsand other animal sthat arefound only
where there are granite and basdlt rocks. They would have fled in fear of him only he reassured them saying;

"Don't put yoursalves to any trouble; | will not be staying; | only invite you to come and eat my brother.”
"Yes? Could we see.”



The remains were shown to them. They sad;
"Oh yes, we can egt them. Y ou can be surewe will.”
They went off with the remains and ate them. When they had finished Tudava sad;
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"Now you have finished there is something | must do for my brother; | have to disburse some benefitson
hisbehdf. Thesebenefitsyou must cherish. Y ouwill have abundance of betd nut; thetreesthat grow from this seed
will bear abundant fruit; this because you did not refuse to et my brother. Theseyamsthat | giving you must be set
to grow and you get agreat harvest; thehard yamsvery greet, the soft yamsnot so great. Thehard yamswill beyour
gsaple. The soft varieties, TAPISALUTU, UDAWEDA, TAITU-DOBU particularly will do well; but your main
crop will thehard yams. This| will do for you. because you were not too dismayed to eat my brother. My giftsare
made on my brother’s behdf."

Having dedlt with yams he went on to ded with sago.

"Thisisthe seed of the sago pam; you must plant it; for sago will be agood food supply for you in these
idandsand you will begreast makersof it. Those peoplein Kilivilarefused to eat my brother so some of my giftsare
lost to them and that iswhy | am here giving you these things; you will dways have betel nut, yamsin abundance
and sago in plenty for ever. People, in Kilivilaor theidands anywhere will cometo you for sago to take home and
make ther feast with; or come here to et it because they have none at home; | cannot give you more.”

Hewent ontotheeast, to Woodlark and beyond and settled there. Hemarried hissister and had children by her and
they became numerous people. They madetwo kindsof boats; one kind were steamers such aswhite people have,
others were made by lashing such aswe have. Tudavafled avay but it
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was to send to send back his giftsto usin the end; to send us every kind of skill such as white people have.
Thethingsthat Tudavawasfighting for, for which his skin was shed and hisblood spattered among the caves, are
now coming faster and faster; even though the grandfather of al whirlwinds cameand took hold of those steamers
and twirling sank them all; just asit had previoudy sunk the windjammers. But something has surfaced and come

to land where | and the Kiriwinians generaly still make our boats and homes by lashing them. 'Y ou white people
should bring back to usthe skills that were denied us and taken away to Y umsaema

9. SUNAPULA Labai, The Rise of Labai

Proverb: KALA BUBULA MINANA BILA BIBUBULI LEIMA GWADI
"If only the departed would endow with her beauty the child, to come."

Trandator’'s comment



Tolosg, after giving an account of Tudava stravels, went straight onto comment, on clan origins. Thisfollowed on
conversation severa days previously but otherwise was not prompted; it represents points he himself wished to
make. Thoughonly informa, casual remarksthey aretoointeresting to omit. It had a ready been agreed that people
from thefour totemic divisonshad originated at Labai: theMadas of White Pigeon family represented by the house
of O-Bukulawiththeclan nameof Tabau; thehouseof Waibitu with theclan nameof Kalaguma; the Lukwasisga
or Lory people by the
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House of Bweidaga and the clan name of Kweinama; the Lukuba or Hawk People, represented as from Waibitu
(mother and children of the origind family could not have been Kalaguma), and the clan name of Mwauuli; lastly
the Lukulabutaor Lesser Lory Peoplerepresented asfrom O-Bukulaand the clan name of Kwewoma. Thisdoesnot
say that al Boyowan peopletracetheir originsback to Labai. Another important first settlement of commoner Maas
was at Bwaliteta, between Idedlaka and Luebila, the Wanineta clan who are strongly represented in dl the villages
adjacent to the swamp. A very important first settlement for the Lukwasi siga Peopleis Sakapu and Wa-Bdi where
the airport is now. There are a number of others without going into the traditions of the Kaileula Kwaibwagina,
Vakuta or Kitava people. But Labai is the most important SUNAPULA because the ruling clans Tabau and
Kweinama came from there.

Thereisamultiple significance in the mention of the snakes, the Boyowans are in fact free of the poisonous ones.
Thisreference meansthe Snakes or Snake People or aborigind. Papuans; their totemic emblems, the Monikiniki or
tutelary deities, theofficia representativesof these, their headmen or theguardiansof hill top villages, or their ancient
Sites, very restricted areas as far as the Boyowans are concerned and quite outside their cultura sphere. This
disclaimer of adherencefrom their folk history isconsonant with many linguistic indications that the Boyowansare
apurer lessmixed Meanesian stock. An opportunity to keep theruling Tokul abutaof Tobowadainther placeisnot
to bemissed so, despitethefact that Kwewomapeoplecamefrom Labal, the prestigeof coeva originisdenied them,
they belong to alater migration.

Tolos'ssummary on desth duties, despite his embarrassment with the topic and dight incoherence, istoo reveding
of his earnestness and honesty to omit. Before the
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demands of modern hygiene these sacred duties and intimate beliefs arein trouble. The statement hereis exact but
not pretty; In fact |looking back over thefull period of European familiarity with things Papuan it looksliketheleast
common denominator traditionaly exacted. Something inthenatureof adoctor'sdesth certificate would become
avery important ingtitution for the future.

Tribaly there isavery active partnership in death between the living and the dead; discreetly between parent and
child and ceremonialy between spouses-and-in-laws. Theoneis who most dependson thegood officesof theloved
onewill rewardthat loved onelikeaguardianangd or tutelary spirit or, contrariwise, dog hisfootstepswith bad luck.

The Boyowan DOLI and BALOMA aredistinct references like the ancient Egyptian KA and BAI. Though DOLI
is telescoped into BALOMA in casud references in funera practiceit isnot. It is only during the period when
concern with the DOLI is mandatory that the dread of the KOOSI or spiritud manifestation of the dead personis
dominant. A notable or untoward degth practicaly stalsall village activity for aweek, subduesit for amonth, and



sometimes for months. For amore frivolous ook a DOLI, see the story so named or Togatu. The BALOMA at
theMILAMALA arewd comed as-intimatefriendsand honoured with dl thedisplay of wedth and good thingsthat
can be gathered or borrowed and the KULA exchange can achieve.

Boyowanshave been, perhagpsmay till tend to be, over preoccupied with death; but their tendenciesarebest known
to themsalves and a field. worker digging up masses of necrophilia would not serve any beneficent purpose.
Confrontationwith death therehasto beor thereisno adjustment. Psychologicdlyitisnecessary for that, apotheosis
that the primitive. man isintent upon. From familiar practice he knowsintuitively that thisistrue and no wit of any
pundit can
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persuade him otherwise. Patience, sympathy and acommon knowledgeabl eunderstandingiswhat Tolos isgroping
for and his gpped should be well noted. Intensity of mourning practice isin fact highly variable as though, like
fashions, themoretherewasof it the moretheretended to be; and thelesstherewas of it, thelesstheretended to be.
Itiswhenthereismuch, of it that the snobbish and mercenary side of mourning observance showsmost clearly. But
thisopento ridiculeasisevident from pieceslike Dugawinaand Tokabibogwa. This should be remembered so that
averson from the unseemly does not prevent us from seeing this ancient injunction as a sublimation, a valiant
affirmation of awonderful truth that life aslifeisimmorta.

Tolog'sinterpolations on the Rise of Labail and care, of the dead.

[, Tolos, acommoner Madas of the Kdagumaclan have this understanding about my originsand the origins of my
forebears an understanding, such asit is, common to each totemic divison; we dl came from the Waibitu site at
Laba. TheMdas camefirst and then the Lukulabutaand afterwards dispersed dl over the country; but wherever
they went thisiswheretheclansthey belongto originated. Thefirst. man had no sooner arrived thanthe Great Snake
gpproached with much ado; only to be chdlenged immediatdly;

"Who are you?"

"We are the Monikiniki."

"Wl you are not coming here. Y ou are aggressive and poisonous; you can go to Dobu. Herel will

have harmless snakes; the dangerous ones are being kept out; | will kill them.”
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Thishow itisthat thereareno poisonoussnakesin Boyowa. Thearriva of thefirst Uwellas wasmuch later but very
sudden. He too was challenged;

“Who areyou?’
“We are the Red Ocre people.”

But their prowess in war was dready known. The people said;

“Don't let them come here; they will only add usto their possessions.”



So they wore denied access to the Laba uplands and settled at Bali near Kuluwa. So much for the first
comersto Labal lands.
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Our forebears gave these ingtructions to their children;.

"When | die you must start my reincarnation. | must wait under the house five days and you must
watch over me noting my condition; boiling water if necessary to keep body warmed so that it begins even on the
first or second day. Even then the stench should fill the house. By the fourth day | should be unrecognizable.
This must be done without showing any repugnance; for my ghost would take you to task, saying;

"What are you spitting for?"

“Ohgdr, | did not.”

"Yes, you did; | saw you; you showed me repugnance. Go and husk a coconut and. bring it to me.™
That done my ghost could say;

"Now bregk it in two.”

That done, this could be said;

“ Give me the upper haf; you keep the bottom while | hold it pay attention. By the sixth day my
envelope should be shed like the husk of the coconut and should be duly buried
Only when our envelope is shed are we free to live our new
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exigence. Likethe DOLI, the germ of life, in the coconut must the beginning of our new life be.”
Thisis our most anciently established tradition for the way we should respect death. It turns on the word;

“Y ou showed me repugnance.”
Asthough loved ones should say to one another;

“I hate you; you hate me. | who have died have eyes; will be watching you while you cannot see me.
No matter how long you live you must die; you must come to me in the end; | must prepare you for your entry
into the great land of Tuma, | your dead and Topiletawho iswith the dead, and his sister Tokilupalupawho stays
at Bomatu in the east while he remains at O-Gegdain thewest. These are the ones who makeit possible for
loved onesto live together again in the great land of Tuma; and this, so far aswecan say it, ishow itis. Only if
the living respect the dead can the DOLI be freed and man’s mortal development be so shucked off that the
DOLI can be readied by the sixth day to make itsjourney by the surface of this world to the world down under.”
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Epilogue

Here | end my account of the Boyowan'stdling of hisown story. It isonly a haphazard sampling but sufficient
to show the way of itstype and dlegory, its am and motivation, so didactic and religious aswel asamusing, it



predominant figure of so unmentionable a name but a depersondized personification of everyman. Thislooming
presence out of the timeless past stands on every path to Boyowan folk ways like an Easter Idand Statue. As
hero or victim hewaits like an Elias to be reincarnated and live some of his story over again in every living
Boyowan.



