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by Amanda Andrei

Buko was almost like all the other children in his village. He had ten fingers, 
ten toes, a mother, a father, and lived with them in a nipa hut. The only  
difference, really, was that his head was a coconut.

Not that anyone knew what a coconut was at the time—they didn’t exist yet. 
But it was very peculiar that he had such a round, round head. Not to  
mention a nose, a mouth, and one eye.

One day, when Buko was playing with the neighborhood children,  
he accidentally pushed another little boy into the stream. The little boy  
was very angry, because he lost the toy top that his mother had given him 
that morning, and he yelled at Buko something he had only heard his  
parents whisper when they thought they were alone at the dinner table:

“You’re an orphan, Buko! Your parents went to Obando to pray for a baby 
and they found you on the side of the road!”

None of the children knew what orphans were, or what Obando was  
exactly—they just knew it must have been very serious, if your parents  
had to pray for a baby and leave the house.

Buko’s single eye began to tear up. By then, another child had found the toy 
top and handed it back to the little boy, who instantly felt sorry, but it was 
too late. Everyone thought that an orphan was a little boy with a round, 
round head, not to mention a nose, a mouth, and one eye.

When Buko went home, he felt very sad. His mother gave him a cup of 
goat’s milk, but he refused, which was strange, because that was all he 
would ever eat. Buko sat in the windowsill and watched the orange sun  
float past the trees.

Buko’s mother did not mind her son’s strange little habits, which is fortu- 
nate for us. After all, she and her husband had gone to Obando to pray for  
a baby. They didn’t find him on the side of the road, but in time had him the 
same way all babies are born. They loved him—round, round head and all.

At the very moment that his mother went to put back the goat’s milk,  
a mosquito buzzed by Buko’s single eye. The little boy swatted at it— 
and accidentally fell out the window!



Buko’s mother heard his cry and rushed to the window—but there was no 
trace of her son, only a soft patch of brown earth. She and her husband 
searched under the house, in the garden, and near the stream, but it was 
fruitless. Suddenly, Buko’s mother had an idea: sprinkle goat’s milk on  
the ground.

“That way, he’ll come back when he’s hungry,” she declared. “Little boys  
are always hungry.”

Day after day, the parents dutifully sprinkled milk on the ground. In time,  
a tall, slender tree with pointed leaves grew from the soft brown earth.  
After seven years, the tree produced fruit. When you removed the husk,  
you saw a round, round fruit, with three holes that looked like a nose,  
a mouth, and one eye.

The mother was so happy to have so many children, that she named them all: 
Niyog, Lubi, Bagol, Silot, Ungut, and of course, Buko. And that is why  
we have so many names for the coconut today.
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