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In the olden times my grandfather came from Babaga. He was named in the Babaga language Keto Vali, and in
the Koita language Geita Hari.
At that time there were two villages situated in the Babaga land. One was called Verairubu, and the other
Sevele, which was adjoining to the former. The Verairubu women used to go to the coast very often for collecting
shell-fish or to buy them from the Hula villages, and the people of Sevele made a plan.
The plan was this. They built a platform beside the track by which the Verairubu women used to go down to
the coast, and they sat on it, for they wanted to see the tattooed right thighs of the Verairubu women. When the
women had passed, they pulled the platform down and built it up on the other side of the road, and sat on it and
waited for their return. They did this very often, and the chief’s wife of Verairubu understood their plan and she
told her husband. She said,
“I want to tell you this and you to hear, whether it is right or wrong.\fn{ I.e., whether it is good or bad, seemly or
unseemly [The notes here italicized are those of F. E. Williams, under whose name this memoir appears in the Journal. Of it he says in his
introduction: His text has been to some extent rearranged, but it is printed here almost in full. A few quite irrelevant passages have been
dropped, and some long-winded ones summarized in square brackets. I have italicized all of Williams’ lucubrations, to differentiate them
from my few additions:W].} The man said,

“Tell me, what is it.” And she told him all about it. When all the people were assembled together the chief rose
up and said,
“I am calling you because I want to tell you of something that has made me very upset. Here is the thing of
which my wife has complained to me. Every time they go through the Sevele village, the Sevele people build a
platform on the west side of the road; and when the women have all passed, they pull the platform down and put it
up again on the east side. She says they do this because they (the Sevele people) want to see their right thighs. It
has made me very upset. And now, this is the best way for us: we will make a feast and we will bring them all in
and we will kill them all, because they were doing a very bad thing.” And all the people said,
“Good, we better do this. We will kill them all and no one will escape.”
They prepared the feast and invited the people of Sevele, Kalo, and Kamali to attend. And the chief instructed
his son and said,
“My son, I want you to do my order. When the chief of Sevele comes in for the feast, don’t be afraid, because
you are going to do as I ordered you and carry it out properly; and if you don’t, I'll kill you.” And the boy said to
his father,
“My father, I must carry out all your orders faithfully. What shall I do to him?” And the father said,
“When the chief of Sevele arrives you have to watch him until he sits down on the verandah and the tail of his
sihi\fn{Perineal band} falls down between the boards. You see it and take a piece of wood and go under the house
with care and tie that piece of wood with the tail of his sihi. Tie it up tightly so that I can kill him. If you don’t do
as I tell you and if the man escapes, I will kill you then.”
They waited until the date of the feast, when Galoga Logoro arrived with all his people. And that boy carried
out what he was told. He did it properly and came and said,
“Father, I have done everything according to your order”
The father rose up and took his spear and went and took hold of Galoga Logoro’s hair. And Galoga tried to
jump down from the verandah, but the tail of his sihi pulled him back, so he had no chance of escape. Then he
said, “Ae! Galoga, Logoro!” and he praised himself, saying,
“When I entered the villages of Alomarubu and Rivali they gave me pigs, and when I went to Hula they gave
me turtles and big arm-shells. My name is Galoga Logoro and I will be ended today.”
When he finished his talk he was killed. All the Sevele people were killed, but the Kamali and the Kalo people
were allowed to go.
When the fighting was over, they cut off all the heads and took them to the place called Rage Kou, and put
them all together (just the same as coconuts in a nursery). The last head they put down was that of Galoga Logoro. And when they had done this, then all the heads said,
“Galoga Logoro tobe!”\fn{Ahuia could not explain the meaning of the word tobe. He sad it belonged to the Rigo languagre,
which he did not know } All the people were very frightened, and when they returned to their village they discussed
this till daybreak without having any sleep.
In the morning they divided the dubu into two, left and right. The left lived at Babaga. The right was divided
again into two parts : some went to live at Goaibo, and Geita Hari and all his people came here to the Port Moresby
district. They built a koge\fn{A house dubu with a roof rising to a high pinnacle } near the present village of Akorogo. When
they had finished building it, deaths occurred among them, and they broke up and their families wandered about the
places. …\fn{The particulars which Ahuia gives of the wanderings of his paternal (as well as of his maternal) relative would be too
boring to repeat}
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The man Geita Hari was father of Ova Geita, and I am one of Ova Geita’s sons myself.
*\fn{These internal divisions occur in the memoir:H}
The generation of which my mother was born: the man named Navu Kave borned Hedu Navu; Hedu Navu
borned Rohi Hedu; Rohi Hedu borned Abau Rohi; Abau Rohi borned Oa Abau; and Oa Abau borned my mother
Diara Oa and my uncle Taubada Oa.
The grandfather of my mother was Abau Rohi, who was a great fighter. They called him Abau Kama\fn{ Equivalent to “Sir Abau”} because the villages of Delena, Roro, Nikura, Paitana, Avoo, Vanuamai and Kabadi were all his
enemies.
On one occasion, one of his relations, named Oa Siala, happened to be at Kabadi, and the Kabadi people had
killed a pig and served food for him, and then killed him on top of the food served.\fn{ There was always some
possibility that strife would develop at a feast, to which the guests came in force and fully armed } Abau Rohi led the war to the
mouth of the Toutu River, and waited.
And there a man named Oa Kelebu, brother of Oa Siala, had great sorrow for the death of his brother, so he
gave up all his mind to die. He sat on the edge of the river with his legs in the water and waited. The people
persuaded him and said,
“Oh, Oa Kelebu, the Kabadi people will be here. You’d better get out of the place.” He replied,
“Don’t be persuading me, because I don’t want to live. As my brother has already been killed by them, I want
to be killed by them too.”
And the Kabadi fighting men arrived and he was killed. Because he was very, very sorry for the death of his
brother, his promise was fulfilled.\fn{ An extreme example of the self-castigation practiced when suffering from a sense of bereavement or injury}
Abau Rohi counted his men: they were three hundred. But the Kabadi people had one thousand. About 100
were killed by the Nara people\fn{I.e., by Abau Rohi’s} and Kabadi killed about 100 Nara people in that fight, so
there were 200 left alive.
There was a Poreporena man named Arua Daera in this fight, and he was chased by Abau Kama. And Arua Daera
called and said,
“Oh, Abau Kama, this is I.” And Abau Kama replied,
“Friend, you must run as fast as you can, so you will not be seen by the fighters. I am watching till you pass
away.”\fn{I.e., escape} Therefore Arua Daera ran before his friend, and escaped..
Abau Kama stood up against a big tree, called vauto, at Toutu River and waited. Later on a Kabadi man came and
left his son on the side of the river. And the boy sat on the edge and cried,
“Oh! Oh! Father, come back and take me .” And the father said,
“Come quickly. I am afraid that we will be found by the enemies.”
But the boy did not listen to him. And Abau Kama stood and watched him all the while. The man then swam
back and held his hands to get the boy. And Abau Kama threw his spear from the edge above and speared him
under the ribs through to the other side, and said to him,
“My name is Abau Kama!”
Abau Kama’s clan was named Vauria, because their hill was also named Vauria. After that fight they lived in
that village quietly. But one day the word was heard that the villages of their enemies wanted to have another fight.
The man Abau Kama called all the people and said to them,
“Here is the talk. I want you all to hear it. All the villages of our enemies are intending to capture and besiege
our village, so we must be prepared and look out for them.” They replied,
“What shall we do?” He said,
“The kapok tree must be cut down. When it is cut down, cut off the branches, and cut the middle part into three
logs and tie them up with cane. Then clear the scrub from the top of the hill to the flat.” These things were carried
out by the people according to his instructions.
They kept on waiting, until one day the enemy arrived. They looked down and saw them on the flat and told them to
wait a little bit, for they were just having their meal; they will fight later on. They just told them a lie. Then they instructed
their children and youths to call them up. So the enemies walked up the hill-side. Then all the children ran up on the
street,\fn{I.e., into the village} and the enemies were quite near to the logs. Then the in-charge called out, and the canes were
out and the three of them rolled down the hill. And the enemies who were on the hill-side near the rollers were all killed,
but the ones who were walking slowly on the flat escaped. They named these rollers boki.
After that fighting, a very bad attack of sickness and death was epidemic through the village. Many people were
dead; from five to ten died in a day. On account of this they left the place, and spread out to different places.\fn{ Here
follows list of a number of Nara families, scattered from Manumanu to Poreporena}
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They all had one chieftain, Abau Rohi,\fn{I.e., Abau Kama} who came here to Hohodae and lived with Ganaga Abau,
who was head man of Dubara iduhu.\fn{Clan} This man then shared the land into two, and gave one share to Abau
Rohi and told him,
“We better live here.”
That was how my grandfather Oa Abau was born. He was the father of my mother and my uncle Taubada Oa.
*
In my young days I was a very bad boy. Once I was playing and knocked a Kilakila boy about, and my father
was very wild at me and beat me in payment. And one day I was out fishing, and while I chased the fish to spear
it, one Vabukori boy, named Mase, threw his spear and wounded my leg; and I speared his leg too. For that my
father beat me again; but Mase’s father came and said,
“Don’t beat your boy. He hit Mase because Mase hit him first, and it is square.”
My father was a high man, so he did not want me to do anything wrong.
On one occasion I was playing at Konedobu with my mates, and one boy, by name Kora Maraga, threw a stone at
me and hit me on the head. And I took one stone and threw it at him and hit him on his head for payment.
On another occasion we were at Kilakila. My father was lying on the verandah and I was playing in the street
with the boys, and I threw a spear and nearly got into my father’s eyes. He was then very angry and beat me very
badly.\fn{Ahuia tells of a further incident where a boy hit him with a stick, and he retaliated in anger and was once more beaten by his
father} My father instructed me not to do any more trouble. So he always taught and kept me in right ways.
When I was living at Kilakila I was playing on the road with some boys, and we saw some of the Gorobe people
with the turubu\fn{The cassowary bird} on their heads, and thought they were Koiari. I was very frightened, and cried
and ran to my father, Ova Geita, and told him,
“Father, I am very frightened because I saw some of the Koiari, so I ran up to you.” And my father said,
“Where are they?” And he saw them later on and said,
“Don’t be afraid, they are our friends.” And I was not frightened then.
When I was a little boy, my parents took me out to Laloki for hunting purposes. We camped at Buabu Kasaka.
While my father was out for hunting, I crawled about and fell into the river. And my uncle jumped down and
saved me from my misfortune. (I don’t know about this, but my mother told me.) On the return of my father from
hunting in the evening, he heard this and gave hard talk to my mother.
One day I went with my mother, Uncle Taubada and others to our garden, and slept out there, because that
garden was always destroyed by a wallaby. So one night we got up and took the huo\fn{Wallaby net} and set it
outside the fence of the garden, and waited there until the morning. And we got in the garden and chased the
wallaby. And it came out and was caught by the net and I held it. But it got out, and I bit its tail, and it jumped me
about like a dog does until my uncle came and held it, and we both killed the wallaby.
*
When I was a big boy, I started to work for white men to earn money. I was first employed by —— and ——
and ——. I was a very good boy to them, and they were very good to me. But many times they put the money on
the floor and tried to cause me to steal. But when I swept the floor in the morning I picked them up and put them
on the table, and tobacco as well. I never at one time stole my master’s properties. They paid me at 7s. a month.
At that time a big famine occurred in Poreporena. I had planted a melon in my taubada’s\fn{European master’s}
yard. And the name of this melon was Pie Melon.
In that year the village people assembled the lakatoi, because there was no food and the people were very
starved. But my masters were very good men, and they kept my mother with rations until the arrival of the
lakatoi. These lakatoi were full up with sago. My mother was rationed with a bag of flour or rice per month.
During this time the Hohodae people had made a garden at Talai. These gardens produced pumpkins and sweet
potatoes, so the Motu people sold arm-shells to Hohodae for the food. Hohodae people were enriched by the Motuans
in that year. …\fn{Ahuia goes on to tell how he visited his friend Garia Vagi, a boy who was working for a certain Captain S—— aboard a
schooner beached in the harbor}
And that man poured a whisky into the tumbler and gave it to me, and I thought it was for a medicine for sick men.
So I drunk till I finished it and nearly died, because I was not used to it. Then on one day I went and reported to Mrs. I
—— about the man who gave me a drink. The taste was exactly the fire. And Mrs. I—— was very wild when she
heard me say this, and she reported to the magistrate; and the magistrate sent Captain S—— back to his home for good.
…\fn{Ahuia says that he has sampled whisky, brandy, and beer, given him by one of his employers. This is a risky piece of fun on the latter’s part,
since to give liquor to natives in Papua is a serious offense. [This memoir was published in 1939:W]. Among Ahuia’s many employers was Mr.
Musgrave, then Government Secretary, who took him to Cooktown possibly as a personal servant while on furlough [and Ahuia continues]:}

There we spent six weeks. I saw all kinds of European things. I rode on the railway; went to inland, where I saw
some black policemen; they were tall men. I went out for trips on several occasions, by the war boats too. When we
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were on the sea I never ate or drank for six days at least, on account of the seasick. … \fn{ Ahuia mentions Frank Lawes,
first Resident Magistrate in Port Moresby, Romilly, “the first Governor in Port Moresby”, and “Governor Douglas”, as men whom he
remembers [and he goes on]:}
When I was a youth I worked for Mr. G ——. Sinabada\fn{I.e., the mistress [not apparently a proper name:H]} cooked food,
and I waited at the table\fn{As a steward} and made the beds and did all the housework, laundry as well. They paid me

one pound per month and one bag of rice besides.
When I finished from Mr. C —— I was employed by Mr. B —— as a cook boy, and then I married Boio Alua. I
planted that rubber tree near the Resident Magistrate’s office ; so I am getting old, and the tree has also grown up as a big
tree.\fn{Ahuia is, of course, ignorant of his age, and it cannot be determined accurately. He was a young boy when the Protectorate was declared [by
the British over the south-eastern quarter of the island of New Guinea, the western half of the island being part of Indonesia, then administered as a
Dutch colony, and the rest of what is now Papua New Guinea being a German colony:W] in 1884. He was probably born about 1877} I then
received three pounds per month. …\fn{Ahuia [then] speaks of the erection of three buildings at this time, including the old Hotel } The

owner was Miss W ——, a fat and short woman. These were the first buildings in Port Moresby. I am forgetting
the years of my employment.\fn{ With a little prompting, Ahuia was able to remember further details of his trip to Cooktown. He
was taken over on a schooner called Hygiea under a Captain Thompson, who had a mark on his neck where he was alleged to have been
wounded by a native in an affray at Cloudy Bay. In Cooktown he was impressed by the “electric lights”; he saw a man doing guard on a
war-boat with a bandolier and rifle; he went on board the Paloma, a submarine, and the Lucinda, which he says was the yacht of the
Governor of Brisbane and was propelled by wheels; he went out with some white boys shooting birds with rubber catapults and “shot half
a dozen”; he saw a black fellows’ camp where there were no houses, but only lean-to’s; and he was amazed by their spear throwing (with
spear-throwers) which no New Guinea man, he says, could equal. On leaving Mr. B’s service, Ahuia remained some months in the village, and then
was employed as cook at Government House for a short period at £4 a month. After a further stay in the village, he was appointed Village Constable, at 10s.
a month. This seems rather a “come-down” from a financial point of view. But natives will often show a delightful disregard for this aspect of employment,
when they are tempted by congenial work}

*
I was in the position of Village Constable for five consecutive years. During this period I acted three general
works. Firstly, worked for my chief’s business;\fn{ I.e., as leading man of Hohodae} secondly, as Village Constable; and
thirdly, as a Court Interpreter.
As Village Constable I stopped all the quarrels. On one occasion three men were fighting, and I went and tried
my best to stop them, but they never took any notice of me and continued on fighting. So I arrested them and
brought them in before the Resident Magistrate, and they were then instructed by the Magistrate and sent back
home.
Another time one Tatana boy, by name of Nauari Igo, had done some stealing, and I was sent by the magistrate to
fetch him in. So I went over to Tatana and called him several times, but he wouldn’t take any notice of me. So I went up
to the house and threw him down from the house, and put the handcuffs on his hands and brought him in to Port
Moresby. And he was sent to gaol for one month.\fn{Ahuia has recalled only these few spectacular incidents in his official career, but of
course the Village Constable’s work consists of more than making arrests. He is the intermediary between magistrate and people, and has many duties
of a routine nature}
Captain Barton was a magistrate then. One day we both investigated the Poreporena villages.\fn{ Poreporena is the name
used by the London Missionary society for the whole village-group which includes Hohodae, Hanuabada, Tanobada, Kuria, and Elevala. In popular
usage Hanuabada, rather than Poreporena, is the inclusive term } As we walked along the street he saw some of the old posts

standing in the street, and said, “Why are these posts standing here?” and we told him they were the posts for the
dancing dubu. These dubu are made for the meeting of the dance, or some other kinds of feasts. We told him all that,
and he said,
“Why don’t you do it now?” And we said,
“Because we are afraid of the missionaries.” But Captain Barton said,
“Oh no, you must not stop it; because they are the customs of your olden people.” So from that time we started the
dance until now.\fn{Ahuia’s dubu in Honodae has seen three tabu feasts, having been more or less repaired for the later ones. Two other fine
dubu have sprung up within the last five or six years; there has been something of a renaissance. They are in the southern half of Poreporena. The
northern half is more or less thoroughly Christianized, and the local mission still sets its face against the dance}

In that year I married Goka. She was first married to another man, but her husband was jealous on me all the time. I
did not know her and she don’t know me, but on account of the man’s jealousy she said to him,
“No good you jealousing about this man all the time, and making him ashamed!”
So she came to me herself, and then I never worried about my position, so I married her. When I married Goka,
Captain Barton was Governor and Mr. Br —— was magistrate. Mr. Br —— held the court about my trouble, but I
was found “not guilty”, and I won the case.\fn{He was tried for adultery and acquitted}
At that time Mr. Weaver was killed by Ariki and others.\fn{ Weaver, a European, was an old market gardener on the Laloki
River. He was murdered (1906) by Ariki of Baruni, apparently for ritual reasons. Ariki is said to have wished to paint the posts of his new
house with red, a distinction to which homicide would entitle him, and he chose as a victim the defenseless old white man } And they hid
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him in the scrub. The Government thought he had had his bath in the Laloki River and that he was taken by a
crocodile. But a Baruni man named Ginate came and reported to Mr. B ——
that Mr. Weaver had been killed
by Ariki.\fn{Ginate, according to Ahuia’s verbal explanations, had learned of Ariki’s guilt by overhearing a song especially composed to
celebrate the murder at a Koriari feast} When Mr. B —— heard this he was very wild with me and said,
“Why didn’t you tell me about this trouble?” And I answered,
“Taubada, I don’t know about it till now, and we both hear it at the same time.” But Mr. B
— would not
believe me. He thought that I had heard the trouble but hid it; but it was not so. …\fn{ There was a long and ineffectual
search for the murderers [delineated at this point in the memoir] in the Koiari hills. Finally Ahuia approached the Lieutenant-Governor at Government
House, and volunteered to take over the search himself [and he continues]:} I said,

“Oh Chief, I want to ask you something.” And he said,
“All right.” And I asked him,
“I want you to send me and I shall go inland and search for the man and bring him in.” The Governor said,
“All right.”
So I went out and searched for him with strength and wisdom until I found him. When I found Ariki and asked
him, “Where have you been living? I have been looking for you and could not find you,” he replied,
“Every day I saw you, but Ginate has been hiding me and threatening me.” …\fn{ Here follows an account of how
Ahuia handcuffed Ariki and took him to Port Moresby; also of how he met Ginate by chance on the journey, and arrested him on sight }
The magistrate was very glad, and spread the news in the town that night; he mentioned my name and said,
“Ahuia has found Ariki and brought him in,” so that everybody was very glad on me. When I sought Ariki that
time I did just the same as a white man would do, because I carried out my work with faithful.
So Ariki was hanged and Ginate was sent to gaol for 12 months for his telling lies. He told the Government
plenty of lies, that I hid Ariki; and also he had hidden the words about the killing of Mr. Weaver. I knew all the
thoughts of Ginate. He was too jealous on me because he saw that I had worked hard for the Government, so he
tried to blame me to the Government. But his complaint to the Government was frivolous. I knew how to do. I
could defeat him easy on that case. That is why I have had a very good and clean name in the Government service
until now. …\fn{[There is another emendation in the text by F. E. Williams of uncertain length, and then he says:] One Christmas
morning Ahuia had to deal with a white man who had been celebrating too freely [and Ahuia continues]:}
He was a tall man and his head was no good, and he walked about the township, his cane in his hand, so he
always beat the boys whenever they passed him, for nothing. …\fn{Ahuia makes a long story of this episode. He discreetly
refused to arrest the man without authority from the magistrate, although called on to do so by some Europeans. Finally several native police,
Ahuia among them, were sent by the magistrate to arrest the reveler, and in due course to escort him to the gaol. They handed him over. [There
then follows:]} The Head Gaoler then said,

“You boys must run as fast as you can. This man is going to shoot you.” So we all ran to the office and told the
taubada about it.
One time a Koiari man, named Mudiki, was killed by Iohia Vagira. Iohia Vagira had committed adultery with
Mudiki’s wife, so he wanted to kill the man first and marry his wife afterwards. And a Baruni man came and
reported it to me, and I went to the Resident Magistrate and reported it, and he sent me for investigation. He told
me,
“You go and see the dead body and come back and tell me.”
And I went as instructed and found the dead body. It was stinking. I saw the wounds and instructed the people
from that village to bury him.\fn{ Ahuia made his report, and was sent back with the Medical Officer to disinter the body, after
which it was duly viewed and reburied. [Then follows:]}
After burying the body I carried out the usual and general plan of how to find the right man who had killed a
man. I told Iohia Vagira,
“Will you bring me a bit of pepper. I want to have a chew of betel-nut.” And he brought me a pepper fruit. I
chewed it and vomited. And I again sent him to bring me a ripe paw-paw, so he brought me one. I ate it; just the
same, I vomited out. So from these signs I knew he was the rightful man who actually killed the man.\fn{ Ahuia
had him arrested and brought before the Magistrate, who asked him how the murderer had been discovered. Ahuia explained, and
eventually, though no doubt on somewhat stronger evidence, Iohia Vagira was tried and found guilty . [After this editorial encapsulization
there follows:]}
He\fn{The Resident Magistrate} knew that all my works were carried on with faithful, because I found the man from

the olden ways of how to find murderers, and vada men as well. This is the way in which Koita and Koiari people
find the bad manners out; never make any mistake. But the Motu people do not know how to find bad manners out, so
they are blaming too much for nothing. …\fn{ [After another emendation:] Ahuia was sent out, he says, by Mr. B—— to collect
clubs}
This was because I broke one of the handles of his clubs. So he said,
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“You must go in to the land and look for it and bring me just the same as the one you broke.” …\fn{ He traveled
extensively on this remarkable mission in the Mekeo district } I sought from village to village until I climbed up to the hill of
Kovio.\fn{Mt. Yule} I was never frightened and never worried about the life of my own, because I went for the sake
of my master’s instruction.
When I went in from Mekeo to Kovio with twelve carriers, we nearly been killed. It was on one Sunday, and
we had our rest in one of the dubu. Then the enemies of the village arrived and all my boys were frightened and
ran away into the bush. But I thought myself, shall I run or not? If I do I will be killed just the same. Then I
took one knife in my hand and ran in to the enemy. These people touched my body with the points of their
arrows, but put them up again. And one of the chiefs came and asked me,
“What village do you belong to?” And I said,
“I am Hanuabada.” And he then stopped his people and said,
“Don’t you threaten this man; he is a Hanuabada man.” Because he knew that the Government lived at
Hanuabada, he stopped his people at once. …\fn{ The raiders returned, and Ahuia and his carriers left for the coast,
apparently at top speed, for they started at midday and walked throughout the night } We were in the water all the way along,
and in the morning we arrived at Veifaa village and lodged at the chief’s dubu. … He commanded his people to
cook the food for us, because he was a chief. …\fn{ During these travels .Ahuia went to the village of Inanesira, in Enebane
swamp, where he saw plenty of crocodiles, tortoises and fish}
I had seen in their canoes crocodiles tied up, two each or three each, and some underneath their houses against
the posts, one by one. I know the people of the village know how to catch the crocodile. None of the Koitapu
villages are equal to them. …\fn{ Besides being Village Constable, Ahuia was used as an interpreter by various Resident
Magistrates}
All my masters were satisfied with me, and were all very good to me too; and I was very good to them. …
When Judge Murray came and saw all my works given to his satisfaction, he wanted me very badly. …\fn{ Thus
Ahuia became Central Court Interpreter}
That was a very good job, and my clothes were marked with different braid. … I was a very good boy, and my
master was a good master too. I suppose if I was a very bad boy he should be the same.
I always translated exactly what the defendants said, with truth, so there was nothing wrong at all. The laws of
white men are much better than our laws. Plenty of times Judge Murray and myself held a court case; but I have
forgotten the years because I had no record of them. When I was interpreter I translated all the words well and
plainly. I have not been caught translating wrongly, or caught in trouble at any time in the office.
The laws of white men are very rightful and powerful ones. The olden days were different from this time. For
them all their goings were with fear and doubt. But nowadays it is not the same, because the peace and the laws
are above us with powerful.
Therefore all the enemies in different villages call one another brothers and relatives. Nowadays the gardens
are made at Laloki and the nearby lands, either four or five miles away, because the Government’s arm is above us
all. But beforetimes the people were very frightened and never went that far at all.
I was helping Dr. Seligman for some time when I was the Village Constable of Poreporena village. He was
working about the native customs, and he did a lot about the tabu feast and a lot more about some other things.
Old Taubada Oa and Kuruku Geita of Kourabada village, they both told all about the customs, and I am the man
who explained it to Dr. Seligman.
And also one old man, his name Vagi Douna of Mavara iduhu of Poreporena, Motuan, he told us something
about Motuan customs before Dr. Seligman. When I was helping him do his work I did the same as in the law
court or the Central Court.
One day Dr. Seligman made one boy to make himself like the woman giving birth to a child. And some boys
saw that and they laughed. So Dr. Seligman was very wild because they laughed.
When Dr. Malinowski first came to Port Moresby he came to see the Judge and asked him to let me help him to
do some of his work. So the Judge he let me go and help him for some time. And when I was having my short
holiday for some time I went with him to Sinaugolo. So we stayed at Rigo, at the Government station, and we
took some Sinaugolo customs, about two weeks. Then we returned to Port Moresby.
But it was very rough on that day, so we could not get in to Port Moresby in one day. We sailed to Tupuseleia
and anchored there; and next morning we arrived at Port Moresby. Then I finish from him.
*
I first married Boio Alua. I married her from betrothal. But her head was gont bad\fn{ Lunatic} so I threw her
away and married Gari Rei. I married Gari Rei in church, and Mr. Lawes officiated our wedding. After this I
married another woman, named Rignia; so I was then put off from the Christian on account of this. Then I
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married Goka and threw Riguia away.\fn{ Ahuia’s case [he was married five times] is by no means to be regarded as typical.
Even by heathen-native standards, he is a much married man }
I married another woman also, named Vagi Gege, but she was a lazy woman and my first woman chased her
out of the house. She was in a family way, when she left me. Her baby was born, but died. She was then married
to another man, and she is living with him until now.
Gari Rei bore me a baby girl. But it died when it was small. But none from the other women.
The reasons of the women I married and threw them away: Boio Alua, her head was no good, and I hated
her. Riguia, she was a greedy woman. She wanted all my properties should be managed by her. But I told her
that I divided them into two—she to take some and Gari to take the others. But she wouldn’t take any notice,
so I beat her and sent her away. She was then married to Arua Ganiga and bore two children, one girl and one boy.
But she was with me for two years without children.
Amongst all Goka is my first-beloved wife and Gari is second. But Goka is the best, because she knows how
to make the garden, and how to do washing and ironing, and gives me good foods to eat. She can keep the house
in order, and all my visitors were looked after by her. So that is why I put her as number one.
This is the custom of our olden people. If a man has very large gardens he can get two women; and if a man
have plenty of visitors he can get two women. But a man who is lazy and gets two women, everybody will laugh
at him; and they might say,
“No use for him to get two women.” That is how the olden do this game.
And if a man have no children by first woman, that man must not go and look for another woman without the
consent of his first woman. His first woman should say,
“I think you better go to look for another woman and make some children. No good we have no children, and
when we are getting old, what we going to do?”
So a man tries his best until he finds another woman, and marries her then. This is another way of man getting
double women.
*
During the time of our youth T —— M —— and myself were very lucky on engag ing with girls. T ——
was my hebadina tauna,\fn{True friend, literally “one who stands by him”. Ahuia’s partner was the son of a Raratongan teacher
who had been killed at Kalo in the early days. The boy was adopted and brought up in Poreporena by another Raratongan teacher. The
girls with whom they consorted in particular were laundry girls employed by Sam S ——. This was after Ahuia’s second marriage. He
swears that he never had intercourse with anyone before his marriage, as he “did not want to spoil his hair”} and the luck accompa-

nied us in all our goings. When we married we ceased all these games.
Many women from stranger villages wanted me very badly, but they were refused by my uncle because he said
it would mean too much labor or works. …\fn{ These many women boil down to two, one from Gaile and one from Lealea. The
worldly-wise uncle, Taubada Oa, said that in either case it was “too far to pole a canoe,” i.e., the maintenance of friendly relations by visits
would mean a great deal of bother. Ahuia follows on by repeating the list of his wives and the reasons why he parted with three of them,
i.e., that one had “a bad head”, one was “too greedy”, and one was too lazy }

If they were very good they wouldn’t go away at all. Perhaps they would be with me until now. But one
thing, I have forgotten how many years each lived with me.
*
My first adopted child was the daughter of Mase Vagi and Igua Rova. They presented her to us because we had
no children. We brought her up with all our best, but she died from dysentery. They presented this child to us because Igua Rova (the mother) was a relation of Goka (my wife). So she and her husband were sorry for us, and
never minded about giving us the child.
The second one, Lohia Guba, was the son of Guba Oala and Boio Gogobe. They gave us this boy because
Guba was a brother of Goka, and he never minded about the boy. We adopted him with tin-milk until he grew up
as a youth and died.
The third one was the son of the same man and woman. This boy, named Oala Guba, was sent to me by his father to substitute Lohia Guba. I kept him until I bought a woman for his wife. He had two female children by her,
but he also died. The names of his children are Goka Oala and Vani Oala. They are living with me.
The fourth one, Mataio Kone, was the son of Kone Udia of Kilakila. This boy was given from charity. So I
adopted him with the cow’s milk until he was a big boy. And I wanted to put him in the school, but he died.
The fifth one, Oa Siala, was the son of Siala Veau, of Diumana (Nara). He was a chief of the end village of
Diumana; also the Village Constable of that village. This man had a bad sickness and sent me a message in
which he said,
“I want you to come and take me to live with you until my end. And I want you to bury me at Poreporena
and take this boy for your own. When he grows up he will take your place because you have no children.”
8

Therefore I sent a canoe to Nara and fetched the sick man Siala Veau, his wife, and the son Oa Siala. They
lived with me until the end of the man, and we buried him here. His wish was fulfilled. His widow lived with
me and I took off her death mourning\fn{ I.e., officiated at the ceremonial ending of the widow’s mourning } for her husband and sent her back to her home village. But I kept Oa Siala as my son, as his father had promised. I
bought him a wife with 51 riches.\fn{ Ornaments}
The sixth was Kabua Vagi. His mother, Heni Maku, was married in Tupuasleia and had three male children,
and she died. After her death my wife Goka and I went to Tupuseleia, and the two elder brothers gave this boy to
my wife as payment for their mother’s death.\fn{ I.e., they gave their younger brother as kwara, literally “head”, the mother
having died in a foreign village} We brought him here and adopted him until now he has grown up as a man.
So both of them, Oa Siala and Kabua Vagi, are like my sons. And I am trying to get a woman for Kabua, and
he and Oa Siala will live in my house and when I die they will look after these two girls Goka Oala and Vani
0ala. These girls are now at the school of Roman Catholic, and when I die they will not be forgotten from my
property, i.e., the lands cultivated with coconuts, mangrove trees, etc. They must have a share of them.
*
After the death of my uncle Taubada Oa’s two wives, he told me to take his place as a chief.\fn{ Taubada Oa has
two sons, both of whom have been passed over in favor of his maternal nephew. Neither of the sons is of very forceful character. The elder,
Ova Tua, happens to be an artist and an all-round craftsman } And he instructed me to do just the same as he did, to
matauraia the people\fn{Ahuia explained that this meant: “not to give bad talk to people”; “to give them something to eat and a place
to sleep”; and “to try to stop rows”. The first and last of these duties illustrate the dislike of strife in the community. However prone individuals may be to quarrel, they agree as a society that quarrelling is to be condemned. The lohia should set an example as a peaceful,
good-tempered man} and to speak about making the gardens.

He also said that I must not go out for fishing or hunting very often, but to do my very best in making a garden.
\fn{The point is that the lohia should not waste time in fishing and hunting. It might be more profitably spent in gardening. There is also
an idea that the lohia should not be too much away from home } And he did not want me to have bad manners.\fn{ I.e., to be dagedage, “fierce” or “bad-tempered”} He said if I did the same things as I did when I was a boy, the power of my chief
would be useless.
Taubada Oa also told me that I must not tell lies to anybody, and not to go after the stranger women. If I did I
would get into trouble and spoil my name. He taught me all about making gardens and hunting, and how to prepare the feasts.
All the chiefs in other villages are liking me very much and respect my name. I kept all Taubada Oa’s instructtions, and he was satisfied with all my ideas. All his works and ideas have been surpassed by mine, because my
name is higher than his.
My father Ova Geita’s place was taken by Rabura as a chief. But now Rabura is dead, and I took that position over too. At present I hold two positions. The position I got from my father is a Chief of Olden Time and
for the Peace; that which I got from Taubada is only a Chief of Fighting.
The proper chief belonging to Hohodae has no descendants now. Some of the chiefs are only for the gardens,
or strong-arm chiefs. …\fn{Ahuia here gives a list of the succession of proper chiefs in Hohodae: Abau Vani, who begot Erogo Abau,
who begot Vani Erogo, who begot Egahu Vani (all of Taurama iduhn). Egahu Vani, however, never married} This was because his leg
was bitten by the Koiaris’ dogs and made a big sore; so he became a cripple-leg then and had no children.
*
The names hereunder were the friends of mine. They always accompanied me on fishing, hunting, and gardening, etc. Avaka Rohi, Kora Maraga, and Hera Mamaga, and Kabua Laru (all deceased). We had a very good company.
One time we all went for hunting, and Avaka shot one wild pig, and he was very frightened of it. And there
were also some Kuriu champion catchers of pigs; they were all afraid and stood near the trees and hid from
being seen by the pig. When I arrived at the place I caught the pig with my koda,\fn{A hoop of strong cane, about
two feet in length and somewhat less in width. The centre is filled with a very wide mesh of strong rope. It is held in both hands, to
engage the snout of the pig as it charges } and fought with it till it had bitten my koda in little pieces. But I was strong

and caught it by the ears, and killed it. Everybody gathered together at the scene and looked at the pig and they
also looked at me. And they all said,
“This is a very big pig which was caught by this boy without wounding him.” And others said,
“Because he is a very strong boy, so the pig could not wound him.” … \fn{ A lacunae of indeterminate length is
indicated here in the text; the symbol is used elsewhere:H }
One day I accompanied Governor Barton to Mr. Weaver’s place at Laloki. Mr. Weaver asked the Governor,
“Is there anyone in Hanuabada who knows how to catch the pigs?” The Governor introduced me to him, and
he said,
9

“There is a very big pig that always destroys my fence and damages all my plants. Therefore I have invited the
Kuriu people to come here. A man named Goata caught it, but he was wounded by the pig and was carried back
by his mates to his home. This pig is still round my place. … Three men have been wounded by this pig, so I want
a strong man to catch it.” The Governor said,
“Here is a strong man, so you have to call him and he will catch it. And if he also is not strong enough, you
will then call someone else.”
And one day Garia Vagi, Kabua Tarn, and Ahuia Abau and myself led three dogs to Mr. Weaver’s house. When
we arrived he fed us first, and about two hours later we all went to the scrub outside the garden, and the dogs
found the pig and Mr. Weaver shot it with No. 1 shot. But, he did not kill it. The pig had wounded two of our big
dogs, and fell on the ground. Only a small dog was barking at it until I arrived.
I got hold of it with my pig-catcher, and Garia helped me to kill it. Mr. Weaver arrived at the scene and asked,
“Who got this pig?” He was then exalted about me and said,
“That Governor was telling the truth. Now I know that you are the champion pig-catcher.”
I was led away by Mr. Weaver to his garden, and he gave me a big bunch of bananas and I carried it to the
boys. And we burned off the pig’s hair and cut it up, and I asked him,
“What part do you want me to give you?” He replied,
“I am only myself alone and I want a little bit, enough for dog and self.” And I gave him a little bit. The rest
was carried to the village.
Next morning I went and told the Governor about it. And he praised me very much because his word was fulfilled by me. …\fn{Ahuia describes another encounter with a pig, at some length. He had wounded and followed it, when it turned and
attacked him}
When the pig saw me it grew angry and I thought,
“Shall I shoot it again, or not?”
But I had not time, because it came suddenly to me. I got hold of it and fought for about two hours, and afterwards I pushed it to the foot of the hill, and one of the pig’s feet was put in through the catcher, and so I pushed it
over and sat on it. Before the pig’s arrival I had first cut a stick and sharpened the point and put it in my belt.
When I was doing this the pig came and I had not got time to put the pocket knife back, so I put it in my mouth
and held the pig. There was nobody near me, only myself.
All Hohodae people are not strong enough to get the pigs. Only a few of them know a little bit about getting them.
But I am champion, and Garia Vagi is next to me. When chasing the pigs or wallabies no one will beat me, because I
have chased and caught plenty of wallabies without spearing them. The number of wild pigs I have caught is 136.
… \fn{The next episode in the hunting reminiscences concerns a quarrel between Hohodae and Kuriu. Following a grass-burning,
Ahuia’s dog had caught eight wallabies, all of which he gave to his brothers-in-law. On the way home, he and one Hera Maraga had met a
Kuriu man, who asked them to spear a wallaby which he had seen sitting in the grass. Hera Maraga succeeded in spearing it, and then he
and Ahuia appropriated it. But the Kuriu man considered that it was his}

That man was very wild, and he went and told all his people, and they waited for us on the road. All my
brothers-in-law heard this, and said,
“If you people fight with our brother-in-law, we will go for you too.” So they were afraid. … \fn{Next morning
they waited for the Hohodae people at another place, and there was much argument and brandishing of spears, but no casualties. When it
was all over the Kuriu men spoke}
“Sometime we will snatch one wallaby from you people; then this trouble will be stopped. …\fn{ They eventually
did so and therewith the episode closes. Ahuia was once sent as Village Constable to arrest two boys of Papa for stealing bananas from
a garden}

The people of these two boys were angry with me. They said,
“Why does he come and arrest our pig-getters? Does he know how to get pigs?”
And one of my uncles, who was a teacher in that village, heard them talking about me, and he was very
upset and wrote a letter to me and invited me to go to Papa and have a race in hunting with them. …\fn{ Ahuia
says that he had no time then, but in 1922 (some 15 years later) he went with all his boys to Papa. More than six villages then combined in a reed-gathering and hunting expedition inland of Papa }

In that time I won and defeated all the villages by getting four pigs. The Papa people tried me in chasing the
pigs, but could not do anything; so in that time I showed them my appearances.
*\fn{Ahuia made a tabu feast many years ago, with the support of Garia Vagi of Taurama iduhu, Hohodae. The platform used for the
display of the feast was not a proper dubu, but made of mangrove saplings. The name tabu is given to certain supernatural creatures which
inhabit the hinterland of the Motu-Koita region. Its application to the feast is due probably to the legend that certain songs and dances
employed in connection with it were taught by the tabu to human beings whom they had taken captive. At a tabu feast tremendous quantities
of food, mostly taitu (small yams), are given away. … The food is presented to, and taken away by, the guests from other villages in
fulfillment of certain obligations and exchanges. In due course it is returned in very exact measure at other feasts }
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When I traveled about with the Governor and he saw the dubu in Sinaugolo villages, he said,
“Why don’t you make one like these?”
I kept this in mind. When I wanted to make a proper dubu, all Hohodae refused me. Avaka Rohi and myself
started one. I was on the right side, he was on the left. We both helped together until the work was completed. In
that year I got 2,600 yams, and Avaka got about 1,000 yams. So when all the people heard that we both found
plenty of yams, they all gathered together and came to help us.
In this feast the Governor gave a large pig for his help in the feast; the Government Secretary gave me a bag of
rice; and T. Ryan helped me with one sheep. They gave me these because they were all my friends.
The yams, bananas, and sugar-cane are the things we really like. But nowadays the Europeans brought us melons, pumpkins, manioc, etc. They are not accounted by us. We say that they are only for food-stuffs.\fn{ Yams, bananas, and sugar-cane are ai emui lalokau gaudia, “our love things”. Melons, pumpkins, and manioc, etc., are merely things to eat; that is
to say, no traditional or sentimental value attaches to them: they are not an accepted form of wealth and evidence of power. Ahuia said that
if one brought pumpkins, manioc, etc. to a feast, the people would laugh and say, “This is not a rich man!”}

The reason for quarrelling between Garia Vagi and myself: Garia got 1,000 yams in 1931 and he thought he
was going to make a tabu, but he never told me anything about it. I lived with quiet; then one day Charlie Hedu
came up to mc and said,
“What do you think?” And I said,
“What is it?” and he said to me,
“I want you to help me by renewal of your dubu.” I replied,
“Good, I will do according to your willing.”
When Garia heard this he was very upset about it, because he thought that I should help him. So he came and
started the quarrel with me. Afterwards Garia hired Oala’s lorry and went to Laloki and took 200 coconuts from
my property without my permission. I was then very upset about it. So the Resident Magistrate told me to sue
Garia in Court if I wanted. But I declined to take any proceeding against him because I knew if I did so he would
be getting into a big trouble. We both hated each other for two consecutive years.
At one time I wanted pacifying with him in front of the people of Poreporena, Elevala and Tanaubada. The
Resident Magistrate also invited us to pacify. I stood up in front of the people and made a speech. I said,
“I wish that we must pacify in front of the people.” But Garia Vagi stood up and said to the Resident Magistrate,
“No, I do not want to pacify with him today.” And all the people then went away.
Until in the year 1932 we went to Laloki and worked there. Garia had killed a wild boar, and he brought one of the
legs to me and gave to me. We both then talked together. He had said in front of the people that we should pacify by
means of gifts, and this was not fulfilled. When I spoke in front of the people that we should pacify for nothing, he
said that was not the custom. We must pacify by gifts, because olden people did so. I told him that we must pacify
in the name of God, because all the riches in the world are not valuable, but the peace of the Lord God is the only
big thing. Afterwards he pacified according to my willing. On account of that he built a new dubu and called it by
the same name as mine, Gaibu Dubu.
*
One female god,\fn{I.e., dirava. The dirava are individual supernatural beings in human form, mythical characters who are
believed to have survived from ancient times. Present-day informants claim that the word is common to both the Koita and the Motu
languages … A good deal of confusion exists regarding the application of the various terms used for supernatural beings and spirits .
Dirava has been adopted by the London Missionary Society for “God”} named Ibuna Vavine, lived in the bush at Koma. In the

olden time she dwelt in the big tree called irimo as her house. She started the song of Mada. She also taught the
people this very song. That is how this song is sung by the people.
One time I was very ill and likely to die, and I was carried to Garia Vagi’s grass house and the people watched
me there. One night Ibuna came and lifted me up. She wanted to take me to her place at Koma. The house where I
slept had a partition erected.
But when she took me and flew with me outside, it seemed there was no partition in the house; and I was not
heavy. When she and I were between the grass and the iron house the watchers all woke up, because Garia Vagi’s
wife was not asleep. She woke them up. By this time Ibuna was frightened and threw me down on the verandah,
and I hurt my chest and forehead because there were hardwoods spreading on the verandah. But no marks were
found on my body.
I saw this woman. Her skin was very white, like a white woman’s, and her hair was very long and fair.
The story of the serpent seen by me: I saw a big serpent at Twelve Mile. I was sent to Sogeri by Mr. Br ——
and I took three boys and three rifles with me. I was sent there because some blame was brought before the
Government by Mr. C ——. He said the bush people were continually troubling his place. So I was instructed by
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the Resident Magistrate to take the boys and go there. We stayed three weeks, and then Mr. Br —— heard that Mr.
G —— was telling a lie, so he called us back.
On our way we called at a little village situated on the main road. They gave us a feed, and collected some
spears for us. We tied them in a bundle to be carried by the boys, and left about 5 p.m.
When we were at Fourteen Mile the sun was over, and we walked in a dark night and came to a place called
Meika, at Twelve Mile, where we met a serpent. I was in the lead and I did not see the serpent. Its head was raised up
and I struck my forehead with its head. I knew that was a main road and nothing should be on it. But I felt, and
walked backward; and the three boys walked backward too. And I took the box of matches out of my pocket and
struck one, and I saw the serpent lying on the road.
Our way was closed: we had no way to pass it. I took the bundle of spears and threw them. But not one hit it. If it
had been something else the spears would have struck. But that was a tabu, so none of the spears would strike it at
all. And it did not move.
After that moment I understood, and I told the boys to burn the grass to frighten it. But it was not afraid and did
not move about. And I spoke to it and said,
“Oh, will you please to move and give us understanding of you. Because we were out of understanding at first
when we threw the spears at you.”
When the tongues of fire came upon it, it did not move at all. But when I gave it these words, then it moved on.
We stood nearby and waited until its tail passed by. We felt weary and tired. The noise of its crawling down was like a
wind. We were afraid of it and left all the spears, and rode on the horses and came to Kourabada village and slept there
until morning.
Then we led the two horses and came to Government House. But I didn’t report to my master about the snake, so they
never knew. Only we ourselves know that this happened.
One time I went to the Laloki with my mates for hunting with our dogs. We camped for the night at Kerea Vaga, and in
the morning led all the dogs up a hill called Rauta-Tabu. We wanted to go over the other side for hunting.
As we climbed up the hillside we came on some big rocks, perhaps the home of the serpent. We wanted to pass
those stones, not too near, about 12 yards distant. As we walked up we came to a middle part of the serpent, and
stepped down to the edge of the scrub and walked a bit further, and climbed up again and came to its middle part
again. … {They retreated and tried again, each time moving further out, and only on the fourth attempt succeeded in clearing the snake's
tail}
I understand that was not an ordinary snake. That was a tabu. Its name was Rauta Tabu. … It was our fault. The
evening before we had been yarning, and said we would climb over the hill of Rauta Tabu and hunt on the other side.
So the serpent heard us saying this and closed our goings.
This is what all tabu do. They must not show themselves. But if the people yarn about their hunting in the evening,
it will hear all they say and close their way, and it will then be seen. So if we want to go anywhere we must talk about
it during the day-time. That is all right; no trouble whatsoever about it. The tabu do not crawl about by day, but during
the night they crawl everywhere.
Because they are not like other things. They can hear all our argument in the night. Even in the hidden places they
can hear, and will close our goings.
During the year 1911 I was asked by the Governor to make one cane suspension-bridge at Laloki, just for trial.
So some friends of mine and myself went to Laloki to do this work.
One morning while I was there, I got up to hunt in the Koina bush. I went right into the bush and saw a pig
come to me. And I stooped down and waited for it. It walked right close to me; I could put my hand on it. I got
ready and aimed my gun at it and shot it.
And it was then lost.\fn{Disappeared} It never ran at all, but was just lost.
I stood alone, and made up my mind to return to camp. And on my arrival they all asked.
“Where is the thing for your firing?” And I replied,
“The thing for my firing was a pig; its body nice and fat and smooth, and it looked not like a village pig.”
But it was a pig which belonged to the gods. When the night came we all slept, and my grandfather, Oa Abau,
came to me and made-dream-me and said,
“Why did you go and shoot our pig this morning? Don’t you know that it saw you and came to you, and you
shot the poor pig? But don’t he afraid, as it won’t die. Your grandmother carried it up on the verandah with
weeping and poured hot water on the wounded shots.”
And I replied to him that I did not know; I thought it was a wild pig and shot it. He also said.
“You hear this. The name of the pig is Moro Nimu. When you find a pig, just call it Moro Nimu,”\fn{ This is not
a piece of magical information, i.e., a secret name which will help Ahuia in subsequent hunting. The meaning is, as he explains, that he
should give this name (which he is quite unable to account for) to any little bush pig which he captures alive and brings up in the village.
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The capture of young bush pigs is a common practice. Bush and village pigs are of identical species. The latter are always given personal
names}

I then woke up. I knew that I had been dreamed by the gods (the spirits of dead men). And I told my wife Goka
and the people who were in the camp about the dream, and they were all surprised at it.
Another dream is this.
Once I went out to hunt and slept out there. And my adopted son named Mataio, a dead boy, appeared to me
while sleeping. He said to me,
“Oh, my father, I am very sorry for you. So I want to tell you something, and you have to pay heed to it. Tomorrow, when the grass is going to be burnt, you will shoot two pigs.”
And I woke up and thought that was only a night’s dream, and I never trusted it. In the morning we went and
burnt the grass. Then I shot two pigs and four wallabies. Therefore my dream was fulfilled.
*
In the year 1914 I was a Court Interpreter.
I had a dream one night that a big wave floated up higher than Paga Hill and broke upon Port Moresby
township. The town was in this wave. In the morning I woke up and thought what should be the meaning of this
dream, or what should happen.
About two days over, the news was heard that Germans and English were met. I was told that a big war is now
starting. I knew that is the meaning of the dream I dreamed.
One night I dreamed I saw plenty of fish in the sea, all dead. I woke up and thought,
“What is the meaning of the dream?” While I was thinking of it, a dreadful sickness was epidemic through all
the village and plenty of people were dead.
Sometimes I stayed myself alone at home and thought of tomorrow’s hunting. And if I dreamed at night that I
met our Governor and had talk with him, and in the morning went out to hunt, I caught pigs. Because he is a chief,
and when I see his face in my dreams that is a sign of good luck.\fn{ Various general interpretations of dreams follow. If a
man dreams he meets some men wearing cassowary feathers, he will kill a pig in hunting; if of seeing plenty of bananas and betel-nuts, he will
kill plenty of wallabies or catch many fish; if of a big flood, it means fighting. If he dreams that the lalcatoi have reached home with plenty of
sago, coco-nuts, and betel-nuts, he will know that his garden will be productive, and similarly if he dreams of a swamp with many crocodiles,
or a hill covered with stones. To dream of a canoe sunk or capsized, or of a house in process of building, is a sign of death}

If someone dreams that somebody is taking some fun and laughing, that is also a sign for death, because that
laughing is reversing to cry. And if you dream that someone is crying, that is reversing to good; the good fortune will
soon arrive.
If someone dreams of eating meals of bananas or sago in his house, and does not gather the people to worship
the dead spirits, then this makes the dead spirits upset, and the gardens will be burnt up as by fire. So when a man
has this dream he must tell it out at once. If he has a pig to kill, he must get bananas from the gardens and cut up
the pig and cook it with the bananas. Then he invites all the big men and all the heads of clans\fn{ Iduhu} to eat the
food. When this has been done, the garden restores its strength again. …
The same sort of thing happens in the fighting or quarrelling. When two men are quarrelling with each other, the
dead spirits help one of them and are against the other. Nothing will happen freely, by itself, because in the country of
Papua fashions of this sort began in the midst of the people. Therefore all our gardening, hunting, and fishing are sacred. If the garden is made with sacred, that garden will produce plenty; and if without sacred, that garden will get
nothing. Both the fishing and hunting are in the same way.
Because the olden people of our country began these things, so we are quite accustomed to them. Therefore some
of the people are wanting to do the old customs, thinking they are very good; and some of the people are saying that
they wanted to use everything from the new customs, thinking they will be all right. But the man who is well accustomed to the old customs wants them badly. So this makes the people doubtful.
I myself think the olden customs are fitting for the Papuan people and for their benefit, because some of them have
tried to copy the new fashions but do not make them the same. At one time our Big Governor said,
“You must do everything from your old customs, so they will fit you. You may try to copy us, but you cannot be
the same.”
*
About the Sorcerers. I have looked upon all the male and female sorcerers and this is what I have found. They
say by themselves that the dead spirits come upon them and twist their hairs.\fn{ Some of the professing babalau still wear
their hair in long strands} The sorcerers say that the appearances of the dead are like the living people; but an ordinary man cannot see the dead body.
I think that some sorcerers were doing right, and I have a little faith in their works. But most of them I am not
believing, because they [simply] heard that the others were doing good, so they wanted to become sorcerers them 13

selves and [go in for] bluffing. They try to make the people believe them, and say that they are true sorcerers, so
that they may get plenty of things in payment. That’s what they want it for.
One Baruni woman named Vaveri was a sorceress. Every night she told the people in the house not to light the fire,
because Iori Gara will meet her and have a word with her. So the fire was put out, except for one stick which was kept
burning. And they all waited till about 8 o’clock. Then she\fn{ Iori Gara} arrived with screaming, yelling, and laughing
and asked for a smoke, and they gave her a smoke. A few times I myself made a smoke for her. When I made a smoke
and gave it to her in the dark, she said,
“Will you touch me?” And I touched her fingers.
I did not quite understand, is that her or that woman? But I knew it was Vaveri because, when she sang the songs,
the voice was hers. I don’t believe Iori Gara, because one day she told me,
“Tomorrow you will go hunting and you will spear a pig and catch it.” So I thought that would be so. But while
hunting we killed plenty of wallabies, but of the pig which she mentioned we saw nothing at all. Iori Gara said, in front
of the people, that her home was on Bunia Hill between Lealea and Kido. I never saw her body, only just touched her
hands.
Many years ago my wife Goka was very ill, and one sorceress of Elevala came and asked me and said,
“Is your wife sick?” I said,
“Yes.” And she said,
“I will try and make her better.” I said,
“Good. Do it just as you please yourself.” She then said,
“I will just go into the bush and get some medicines.”
She went out and I was making a plan to catch her. I went to the house of one of my friends and walked in and
sat down, and I looked from the window to watch the work of the sorceress. When she was in the bush she
chewed some leaves of weed in her mouth and then came out and sucked pains from the sick woman’s body, and
spat into a coco-nut shell and walked out to the verandah and ate it again. And she went in again and tried another
suck and came out on the verandah and did the same as at first. I kept on watching and then left for my house.
When I walked up into the house I did not make any talk, but just had a smoke with her, and she then left me and
went to her village.
This is the woman who was gaoled by Mr. B —— once for doing that. But she never stopped doing it, and that
day I could have reported her. But I thought; she is a very old woman, therefore I had pity on her and did not
make any report; and also I did not pay her anything.
When I was acting as an interpreter I was given twelve months’ leave, and I went to Kerema by a cutter and
there I made a small lakatoi. And in that time I got a very big sickness, and some Elema sorcerers treated me by
rubbing.
This is the way they did it. They smelled my body with some short strings in their mouths, and then coughed
and pulled the short strings out of their mouths. Those who were ignorant thought that those were snakes (or
earthworms); but the men were bluffing. In that time I found out the Elema sorcerers; but I was not angry with
them, and I did not pay them anything.
There were about three who tried on me. Therefore this is what I am saying, that the sorcerers are lying ; they
are not fully in truth.
*\fn{Ahuia begins this chapter with a hearsay account of the coming of the first missionaries, a number of South Sea Islanders under Rua
Toka, to Port Moresby. They had been established by the London Missionary Society at Varivara, some distance to the North, but had
moved down and settled at Hanuabada, where they were well received. Later on, when Dr. Lawes was already at Port Moresby, Ahuia saw
the men lined up before his house at the Declaration of the Protectorate, but he remembers very little of that occasion. Next he tells of an
incident which occurred at a subsequent visit of “a man-wars boat.” A foreigner, Jim Malay, resident in Hanuabada, had quarreled with a
sailor and knocked him down, whereupon he was laid hold of by the man-wars}

They took him to the back of the church and tied him against a big tree, and the poor man was covered by the
ants. When he was covered by the ants he cried and said,
“Oh Charlie, come and untie the rope!” This is what he said in his crying. But they were waiting until the given
time was up; then they untied the rope.
I was a boy and went with the people and saw this clearly, and heard him crying. …\fn{ Next Ahuia tells how when
grown to manhood he married Gari Rei, and, being a Christian, was married by Dr. Lawes in the church. Then he reverts to the case of
Goka, seeking once more to justify himself}

This Goka belonged to another man. But her husband was always too jealous on me, and beat her all the time.
She said,
“I do not know about this man; but you are giving him to me yourself all the time. My skin is badly paining.
So, very good, you give me to that man. I will go and marry him, then afterwards you will know.”
14

I did not know about her, but on account of the man’s jealousy and his talking about me to her, that made me to
intending to go for Goka. And I went with wiseful until we came to court, and I won the case and married her.
…\fn{Hereupon, it appears, Ahuia, was dismissed from Church membership, and ceased for the time being his attendance at divine
service}
Once when I was at home T —— M—— visited me. He walked into my house and said,
“The peace of the Lord God is come to your house.” I replied,
“Very Good.”
I was very glad, because for a long time I was out from Christian on account of my marriage to Goka. … \fn
{Ahuia now resumed his attendance at church, though still debarred from communion }
But afterwards all the deacons and Christians were grumbling about me. They were saying that the men who
have double wives are not to go into the church. But when I heard this I never stopped going to church. One evening I was invited by Mr. Clark, and I went to him and he said,
“You must not be moving about\fn{ Bothered} until one of your wives’ end. Then you will join the church.” And
I replied,
“Good.”
And I lived with good and also went to church with strong, and I preached in village too. Before Mr. and Mrs.
Clark went for leave in England, he heard that I had been preaching in the village. He was very pleased and
wanted me with all his means. After they had left for England on their furlough, the complaints of the deacons
were heard by the teacher named P ——. When he heard these nonsenses, he preached about them at one Sunday
afternoon service. This is what he said,
“Don’t you all know a man named Abraham? Has he married double wives, or not? We all read the Book and
we all know it very well. And how is that?” I was reminded by his preaching and I knew it was about me.
I was living under care of T —— M ——, because he was a best friend of mine. And afterwards T —— M
—— said to me,
“This is the best way for you to do, to bring out all your dancing ornaments and other adornment things and
burn them off.”
Therefore I brought out my headdress and other dancing adornments and heaped them up on the beach and I
instructed the boys to burn them up. They were all properly burnt off.
One day, later on, Judge Herbert came to me, and he walked into my house because he wanted to see that headdress. He asked my wife,
“I want to see the headdress.” And my wife Goka answered to him,
“T —— M —— has ordered this man to burn up the headdress and the other dancing adornments, and nothing
has been kept back at all.”
When the Judge heard this talk made to him by my wife, he grew angry on me for as much as six months’ time.
But afterwards his anger went away, and we had a proper talk together.
When I was living at home sometime I had a misfortune I had a big sickness. This was after Mr. and Mrs.
Clark left for England, on their leave. I nearly died. And at that time some of the deacons came to see me, and
went back and told some of their male friends,
“That man’s head is bad.” And the words came to me, and I was very upset,
When Mr. Clark was in London he praised my name in front of many people. He did not know that after he
was gone the deacons said my head was bad, and that I was angry and that I made a dance. This dance feast was
for the “dead bone” of my adopted son named Mataio.
When Mr. and Mrs. Clark returned here they also heard this, and they came to me and wanted to persuade me
to return to church. They said,
“Will you come to church?” And I replied to them,
“Wait awhile. I must prepare my heart.”
But they came to me all the time, and kept on persuading me. And I told them that I had not been going to
church at all; but my mind was waking continually and not sleeping at all. Of course my body was dancing and
making a feast in the village. I told them this, and his wife said to him,
“Now you hear what he says. Do you think he is out of his mind? You have been giving him too much talking.”
We had a very long talk that day, and they left me. So from that day they never visited me for some time.
Some time afterward the Catholic Mission came to me, and they took my two granddaughters. And therefore my
mind was very doubtful.
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And some time after that the Governor brought his wife, and both came up to my house. It was on one Saturday afternoon; I had invited them to come. We had a good talk in the house, and the Governor saw my two
granddaughters, and he asked me,
“Who do these two girls belong to?” And I replied to him and said,
“They are the daughters of my adopted son Oaia. Their father died and I took them as my adopted granddaughters, and they have now been taken by the Catholic Mission and put in their school.” And the Governor
said,
“Why is that? They must not go unless you tell them to go, because you are their guardian.”
And also I told him that this makes me of a doubtful mind: should I go to the L.M.S. or to the Catholic on
account of these girls? And the Governor answered to me and said,
“You are doubting about going to one side or the other. They are just the same. So don’t be afraid about it.
Just stay on. They will not kill you for staying as you are. Just please yourself.”
So I am now living as the Governor told me.
Therefore the Catholic Mission have now baptized these two girls Goka Oaia and Vani Oaia, and put them in the
school. They go to their school continually; but sometimes when we happen to be at Laloki for gardening we take them
with us and spend one month, three weeks, or sometimes two weeks time, because we got a permission from Father for
this purpose.
But my mind cannot be changed. I do not mind being put off from the church for my trouble sake. But my mind
is still believing the Lord God and cannot be removed from him. The man who baptized me was Dr. Lawes, and
while I am living at present I must believe both religions, L.M.S. and Catholic—not only one religion but two of
them.
It is because I understand that they are working for one God. One is not working for one God and one for
another. Of course they have different religions, but they are for one God.
297.19 Excerpt from The Erstwhile Savage\fn{by Osea Ligeremaluoga (c.1895-1975) } Kono Village, New Ireland
Province, Papua New Guinea (M) 18½\fn{ What follows is the author’s continuous narrative, from the time of his birth until
the death of his wife, or the last half of chapter two to the end of chapter 10 of his autobiography, covering the years between his birth
to the raising of his wife’s tombstone, some time in 1931:H }

… My father was Amamap, of the tribe of Geat Laqog Kolaqunon, and my mother was Inmanede, of the tribe
of Kobanis Ulurag. Inmanede bore him several children, but they didn’t live more than a day. Only one child
lived, and when this child was born they took very special care of it to try and rear it, because the others had all
died.
When the child was born, one of the honoured old men of the tribe asked his parents to give the child his name,
so that the name would not die out in their tribe. The parents agreed, and called him Ligeremaluoga.
The meaning of the name is this:Lige: speech.
re: of.
maluoga: orator.

These are placed together, and the name is Ligeremaluoga.
Amamap was a thick-set, short, hairy man, and he was an agriculturalist. He was the chieftain of his tribe, and
they had great faith in him, and trusted their possessions to him.
My father called me “Arurum” (beloved child of a chieftain) because it was his wish that I should succeed to
the chieftainship of my tribe. He forbade anyone to carry me except my own real relatives. I was fed with special
food that he himself chose for me—pork, bananas, and different fruits of trees.
I was born in my father’s village, and while I was growing up my father made feasts for my instruction, so that
later I would be capable of entertaining in a chiefly manner.
3

While I was still a child, my father, Amamap, became ill and died, and my father’s brothers carried him quite
four and a half miles into the bush to their own piece of land, and there they buried him. They made a big feast for
his burial, and when the burial rites were completed, my mother and I stayed behind because we were very sad
that this chieftain had died.
Our own relatives sent for us to go back to our own tribe again, which we did.
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Then another man, Ani, the son of Ruqun and Limerabo, took Inmanede to wife, making a second wife for
him, both women of the tribe of Kobanis Ulurag. He was very kind to me and looked after me well. Inmanede did
not bear him any children, but Meta, his first wife, bore children to him.
My relatives did not forget the wish of my father, Amamap, for me to succeed to the chieftainship, and that he
had called me Arurum.
This was the order of the ceremony to proclaim me their chieftain:—
*
Kaba: This was a very strong wood, and a very precious thing to us, and belonged entirely to the chieftains.
If a chieftain wishes to perform this ceremony, he first secures sufficient pigs, and plants large gardens of food.
He will speak to the child’s relatives, and they will see how many pigs they have, and take account of their
gardens of taro and banana groves, and see what amount of shell money they possess.
When all this preparation is finished and their thoughts are as one on the matter, they will make the matter
known by beating the drums. The drums are beaten to inform the other tribe and branches of the tribe of the
matter; we call these drums Wasakiam. When the other tribes hear this they say:
“Oh, So-and-So wants to perform Kaba.”
There are great preparations indeed for it; it takes about a year preparing the gardens and fattening the pigs.
One day the chieftain provides a feast because he has called special men together to cut the tree for the festival.
The tree is cut off at about 6 ft. from the ground, and the roots are carefully dug about so as not to cut them. The
tree is lifted out intact. The roots of the tree must be dug out on the one set day.
Another big feast is provided the day the Kaba is brought from the bush to the village. As many as 20 to 30
pigs are provided for this feast. This is not the final feast in the festival.
Smaller pieces of wood are tied to this tree to make it possible to carry it as a platform. While they are fixing
this platform up securely at the beach, the father is dressing up the future chieftain “Arurum”. The whole of his
body is covered with necklaces of shell money, and his forehead is painted with lime. He is then placed on the
platform and given a large quantity of betel nut and pepper berry and a pouch made of Pandanus leaf filled with
lime. The pepper berries are wrapped in red teqete leaves.
If the “Arurum” is still young, an honoured man is sworn in to take good care of him, and is placed on the
platform also to keep the child from falling. At this stage the platform is raised, and all the men help to support it.
The “Arurum” stands holding the betel nut, pepper berries, and lime in his hands.
Whew! he is a prince indeed; his body is literally striped with shell money.
While the procession advances, the “Arurum” stands calling out:
“A orog, a orog, a orog.”
When the women relatives of the boy, together with the women relatives of the father, see the procession
advance, they begin to cry in memory to the last chieftain who has died and made it necessary for a successor. The
meaning of a orog is chieftain, or the child of a chieftain.
At this stage the “Arurum” is taken off the platform, and the tree, with its roots upturned, is planted in the
earth. The roots are then ornamented with all kinds of flowers and leaves.
*
Dawan: Simultaneous with these preparations is the custom of Dawan.
When a chieftain or nobleman of the tribe has a maiden daughter, they will put her in a separate house hedged
securely about. A good platform is put in the house for her to sit on. She will not go out of the house in the
daylight, and no other man or woman will see her but her parents. She is given the best of food, such as fish and
pork, to eat with her vegetables and bananas. Her father will go fishing to supply her needs. Her parents will carry
the water and bathe her in the house so that she will not need to go outside.
We call these girls Dawan. They will be kept three, four, or six months in these houses.
When the day for the final feast of the festival of “proclaiming” the chieftain has arrived, these Dawan will be
brought forth and displayed in all their glory of ornamentation of shell money, scented oil and flowers, and they
will sit under the Kaba, as only the new chieftain sits on top of the platform. Other young maidens encircle these
Dawan, dancing all the time.
*
The final feast.—The day has been fixed, and the Platform, that we call asig kaba, made.
Whew! What a feast this is.
The taro and bananas are brought from the gardens and placed on a number of raised platforms. The hair is
singed off the pigs, and they are placed with the taro and bananas. There would be 70, 80, 90, or 100 pigs.
There are many dances, and the villages are crowded with visitors from both coasts and from the bush. The
chieftain who has provided the Kaba, will then climb on to this platform and cry:
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“A orog, a orog, a orogsakit!”
When he has finished speaking, they will divide out the food, first to the visitors, then to his tribe. Plenty of the
food goes bad before it can be eaten, as there is such a quantity. This feast is the day after the procession bringing
“Arurum” in from the beach to the village.
If anyone is afraid of the vengeance of the custom of Auk, he will not attend the festival. Sometimes the
chieftain giving the festival will send a sign making clear to all that the festival will be a peace festival; then
everyone knows it is safe to go.
The night before the final feast, the visitors join in the hilarious celebrations. They beat the drums, and have
every jollification they know, and there is sexual licence also. I was exalted in this manner by the custom of Kaba
being performed for me. Those of us who are called “Arurum” and have been exalted in this manner are carefully
instructed in several matters that we must observe:
(1) If anyone begs a gift from us, we must never refuse or give niggardly, because he who withholds a gift is
no child of a chieftain or an “Arurum,” but a plebeian.
(2) If we carry food or wood no woman may Jump over it; if she does, she must pay a fine.
(3) If one of us should be sick, they must kill a pig to commemorate the illness.
(4) When our heads ache and they let the blood by cutting, a pig must be killed also for this.
(5) They forbid us to work or carry anything. If we should carry food, none of our brothers-in-law should see
us or a woman from another tribe eat of the food we bring in; only our mother and relatives shall eat of it.
While my father was yet alive, he instructed me in the different duties of a chieftain, so that when I should be
grown I should be capable of performing them.
When my father died, my relatives also made me cognizant with all our land and the fruit-bearing trees; also
taught me the methods of growing food so that I should never be in want, and be tempted to steal. They taught me
how to take proper care of myself, and to be very careful of any left over food so that I should not be bewitched
thereby. I was also taught to control myself and never seduce a woman, so that I should never be the cause of war
as is the custom of Natom.
*
I was born into heathenism and confusion; war and cannibalism still reigned supreme. Perhaps God knew that I
would later preach in His Name, and He freed the path of my grandparents that they should rear my parents, and
that they in turn should rear me.
In the year 1902, the Mission schooner, Lidia, went from Ulu to buy food at my village, Kono. The sea was
rough, and they were wrecked on the reef off from Korian. The people of Kono dragged it off the reef.
One of the men, Kasisie, wanted to kill the two missionaries and their schoolboys, but his brother, Timi,
stopped him from doing so.
Timi was the chieftain at that time, and the two missionaries stayed with him about two weeks. It was then that
Timi asked the two missionaries to send him a teacher.
Perhaps I was about eight or nine years old when Christianity came.
*
In the year 1903 I first came into touch with Christianity.
Kulinias Ria was the first teacher to bring the seed of the Gospel to the people of Kono. The year Kulinias Ria
came to Kono there was a devastating drought over the land. The people were subsisting on qelep, a kind of palm
tree, and edible berries of trees.
The teacher was in Timi’s village, and he lived on rice.
I was absolutely ignorant of Christianity, and I felt no stirrings in my heart for better things. Sundays came,
and the people went to the service, but I didn’t, I went into the bush to enjoy myself. Afterwards they removed the
teacher to Kunume, between Kokolik and Kobeo.
The teacher stayed here for quite a while, and he worked hard to Christianize them. He held school and began
teaching the young boys, but I was in a different village, and felt no longings for Christianity nor learning.
*
Jonatan Harum succeeded Kulinias Ria, and he also worked hard at the school, but I still remained ignorant of
school and Christianity. I didn’t think Christianity a good thing, and I wasn’t going to worry about learning.
I had just commenced to learn something different. They had just commenced to teach me to hunt with the
dogs, and I completely gave myself up to this pursuit in my young manhood. I didn’t think any more about school
or Christianity, because I used to rise at about 5 a.m. and go into the bush with the dogs. We would be well in the
deep bush by the time the sun arose.
They also instructed me about the medicines to give the dogs to make them fighters.
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Whew! I was an expert at hunting, and I had a she dog, whose name was Men, and she was a splendid hunter
of pigs, there was none better.
*
When Jonatan went, Eliakim Turharus came to the school, but I continued to stay in my own village. Some
afternoons I would go along to see my mates as they were coming out of school, and they would taunt me by
saying:
“Oh, here comes the one who is over-fond of pork.” Whenever they saw me they would taunt me thus.
One day I was very angry over this, and I cut a boy’s hand with a knife; Timi judged between us, and from that
day I gave up hunting and commenced school and attended the services.
*
I had only been attending school a short while, probably about nine months, when the teacher wished to send
me on to the Primary School at Piniqidu. I couldn’t put syllables together correctly, and could only subtract and
multiply to 100.
About March of the year 1910 the teacher wanted another boy and me to accompany him to the Quarterly
Meeting at Piniqidu, with the intention of us entering the school, but when my cousin heard of this, he asked me
to go with him into the bush, because he didn’t want me to go. I also didn't want to go, because I thought of
several things, viz.:—
(1) I thought of my village and the land; also the good food, and I thought perhaps I would be hungry in a
strange place.
(2) I thought I would never be able to do what was required of me, and therefore never be fit to be a teacher.
(3) I thought of my mother; that she might die and I would never see her again.
(4) I thought of all my friends that I had lived and played with.
All these things were large in my mind, and I wasn’t happy at the thought of leaving all.
One afternoon the teacher and Timi called me, and the teacher talked to me, and I could see just a little light, so
I gave the matter due consideration and fought it out with myself, and eventually agreed to go.
This was the night before we were to go.
On that same night my people made love gifts to me, and the next morning we went.
4
Three other boys and myself entered the Primary School in the newly made circuit of Piniqidu together. Our
names were Eliakim Tasi and myself from Kono, and Iotam Bosen and Joel Ledu from Labau.
The Rev. and Mrs. Pearson were appointed there; also Osea Naivalu, a Fijian.
The Mission supplied us with food because it was a new place, and there was no food there as yet. We worked
hard to grow our food, and when the gardens yielded freely, the Mission refrained from supplying us with food.
*
Something happened while I was there that I shall never forget, and perhaps never see again while I live. In the
year 1910 I saw for the first time a comet, and I was amazed.
My teacher worked hard with me, and I soon began to read a very little, and I learned the tables, and commenced doing a little arithmetic: addition, subtraction, multiplication, and division.
It wasn't long before Osea Naivalu died and Jonatan Harum took his place as our teacher, and he remained our
teacher for about a year.
*
In the month of September in the year 1911, Emos Werebasaga baptized me. He was a Fijian candidate for the
ministry. He baptized me with the name of my first teacher, Osea.
Eparam Sailo, a Fijian, also followed Jonatan Harum as teacher of the school. He was a fine, earnest man, and
tried hard to Christianize the people of Piniqidu.
The people were still very heathen; the women were clad merely in leaves, and only the young men wore a
loincloth; the old men clad themselves in a sash only.
The young men indulged in immorality as if it were merely a pastime. The people did not respect the Sabbath;
about ten men and ten women refrained from working on the Sabbath, and many went fishing on Sundays.
Eparam Sailo continued pleading with them, and they began to desist.
*
In the month of October, in the year 1912, my name and two other young men’s were brought before the synod
for entrance to the College at Watnabara. The other two young men’s names were Panipas Tili and Iona Kalolon.
We were the first three to go from the new circuit to the College. I was very happy about it.
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Just then something happened at home which tended to defer my entrance into the College.
One of my cousins in my own tribe became ill and begged me to go to see him. I asked permission of my
teacher, and he granted me leave and I went. When we met, our relatives wanted me never to return to the school,
but I persisted, and returned to Piniqidu, and my cousin died shortly afterwards.
About a month later we three proceeded to Watnabara.
*
When I arrived at Watnabara, I was quite new to the rules of the College, and I noticed the obedience and
discipline of my fellow College mates who had entered before me. Rev. W. H. Cox was the Principal of the
College, and Wiliam Taufa, a Fijian Probationer, was the Head Master. He was the only teacher in the year 1913,
and the students numbered nearly eighty.
When we commenced school and I saw the arithmetic some were doing, I became depressed, thinking I would
never be able to do them, that they were too hard. I thought if a young man were attending school for three
months he should have learnt all, and I didn’t realize then that when one has been learning for two or three years
he is just beginning to be enlightened.
That same year a Duke of York boy fell from a coconut tree at Ulu and died. His name was Ilias To Pauvamala.
During that year also, the new Mission schooner, Litia, arrived, and we celebrated its arrival with dances and a
feast.
*
In the year 1914 the Great War commenced, and the two Governments were fighting, England and Germany. It
was a very confused year amongst the white people and amongst us natives also. We thought the English would
shoot us all down. The seat of the Administration commenced then in Rabaul.
In that same year the sun dried up everything, the food went bad, the bush died, and the rivers dried up. It was
a very big drought.
The Mission fed us at Watnabara with rice, but we were badly in need of water, because Watnabara is only a
small island with no rivers. We went in boats to the island of Makada for water. Some days we tried digging near
the beach to see if we could strike a spring, but we were not successful.
*
Another year it didn’t rain for two months; we had food but no water, and we had to go again to Makada for
water. That was in 1916.
Two things happened to me at Watnabara:
A cricket ball had a little talk to my mouth, and split my lip, so that a Sister had to put stitches in it; but it
healed all right a little later.
I was felling a tree and it fell on me. It. was a dead tree, and I was cutting it down for the grubs that had eaten
into it and caused its death, because we eat this grub. It fell on me and stunned me, for I remember nothing until
later I awoke, got up, and walked back to the village. I was in hospital for three weeks after this.
*
In the year 1917, on the 7 th August, a great sorrow came to us in the death of our much loved teacher, Wiliam
Taufa. He was a father to us all.
In that same year in October, my name was brought before the Synod for me to become a native teacher. Rev.
J. H. Margetts wanted me to remain in the College as a teacher, but the Chairman and other missionaries wanted
me to go back to Piniqidu as a teacher so that I should become familiar with that work.
They made me the teacher at the Piniqidu Primary School.
I was sad to leave Watnabara. I was used to their ways, and I wanted very much to stay, but I had been there
five years.
One day I went with other Laur boys to Laur, and when we were near Kudukudu, the boat filled with the sea,
yet nothing seemed wrong with the boat, and the sea was calm. When we returned to Watnabara we had to spread
out our things to dry. I went to the missionary and told him I would like to go to Omo as a native teacher, and he
agreed to my request.
On December 13, 1917, we left Watnabara by the Litia for Malakuna, and the next day we went by steamer to
Omo.
5
When we arrived at Omo the Rev. E. Boettcher told me that I was to be the teacher at the Omo Primary School
and that I was to go to Piniqidu and bring the schoolboys back to Omo, and we should have school together there.
*
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In August of 1920 a primus exploded and burnt me.\fn{ The primus stove was the first pressurized-burner kerosene stove,
developed by a factory mechanic in Stockholm, in 1892. }
Whew! the pain was excruciating, and I nearly died. I was in hospital at Kavieng for six weeks.
In this accident I have seen the hand of God showing His love to me. The Bible is true when it says:
“Those that God loves He chastens, and scourges every son whom He receives.” (Hebrews 12:6)
It is true I was in the work of God right from the time I had gone to church and I was in His schools. I had
heard many good sermons, and I had preached myself, but I didn’t really know Jesus nor feel His love in my
heart, and it wasn’t very clear to me just what Christianity really was.
I was partially blind, and that was why my character was bad in God’s sight.
I knew also lots of good things that God desired to be done, but I didn’t do them because the desires of the
flesh were stronger in me; but when this accident with the primus happened to me, I really saw God, and realized
He didn’t want sin, and that they were not friends, and that He wanted His children to be just like Him, and while
my body was still in great pain, my spirit cried to God in prayer:
“Lord, You are righteous, wipe away all my sin and make me true so that I shall be your true servant, and the
Holy Spirit lead me in the paths that are straight that I shall never go wrong.”
I felt in my heart that God had answered my prayer, and from that moment I tried hard to work for God, and I
tried to get better in my health also.
My desire was that my repentance should please God, and He had pity on me and delivered me from the
effects of the accident, and from the dreadful pain. The words of the Bible are true in Hebrews 12:11:
“No chastening for the present seemeth joyous, but grievous.”
*
I stayed four years at Omo, and learnt their language and customs; for many of their customs were different to
ours, and I didn’t know them.
When I recovered from the accident with the primus, God had thought of me and made the way clear for me to
have a partner to help in His work, and He placed a nice thought within the heart of a girl at Omo for me.
In December, 1920, that girl told her uncle of that thought in her heart.
Her name was Anasain Pisig, and her uncle told her brothers and other relatives, and they all consented to her
wish.
Anasain Pisig told the Rev. E. Boettcher herself, and he was very pleased.
She was already bought for a man according to our old custom. Many little girls are bought for grown-up men,
and then when the girls grow up they turn from these men and desire a different one.
When Pisig expressed her wish to her relatives, they all agreed and returned the native money to the relatives
of the man, and they received it and consented. It is true a little confusion arose, but not with Pisig’s relatives, but
through a man of another tribe, and that is why we had to take it to the Government Court to judge the matter at
Kavieng.
Pisig and her uncle and brothers went to the District Officer, and told him about it; the case lasted three days,
and one day the District Officer sent for me and asked me had I bought this woman, and I said:
“Yes.”
He then settled the matter. We were not married yet.
6
On December 19, 1921, we were married by Rev. D. T. Reddin.
I mentioned before that Pisig had spoken of her feelings toward me, but we were not married for a year, because Pisig had not finished her contract with Rev. E. Boettcher, but when he returned to Germany, Rev. D. T.
Reddin married us.
At the following quarterly meeting of the church it was agreed upon that I should go to the island of Diaul to a
village called Piliwa.
At this quarterly meeting I made a feast with the help of the other native teachers to celebrate our wedding. I
bought a big pig and we bought taro from the island and had a great quantity of saksak (from the sago palm), and
we all ate together with happiness.
*
th
On the 15 March, 1922, we had a farewell service, because we were to leave for Piliwa. Rev. D. T. Reddin led
this service. The minister spoke first, and after him a schoolboy spoke.
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When Pisig and I heard these two speeches our hearts were glad that we should go and work as native missionaries amongst these people. We heard there were 500 men and women and children in that place, and we were
happy to think we could help them and lead them to Christ.
They sang hymns, and then gave us presents to show us their love. When this was all over, the Omo people
came with their love gifts to us. Pisig’s father, who was the native judge, spoke, and then another chieftain spoke.
They sang, and we ate together, and then they also gave their love gifts.
The next day they came with us to the beach at Pota, and we got in the boat to go to Piliwa. Manoa To
Wamalar took my place at Omo as school teacher. We were only married three months when we went to Diaul.
This was the beginning of our moving about in the interests of the work of God.
Anasain Pisig was a girl from Omo itself, and the night before we sailed for Piliwa her relatives asked me to
allow her to sleep once more in their own village before leaving, and I agreed without first asking her, and when I
told her this was her answer:
“I do love my relatives, but from now on they have no authority over me, because I have sworn to God that I
will stay with you and look after you until death parts us; so I’m not going now to them; there may come a day
when I think circumstances demand it, then I would go.”
This answer she gave her relatives also.
We arrived at Piliwa at 5 p.m., and the next day the people of that place made a feast in our honour because we
had come to them.
So we commenced our work there.
*
There were 500 adherents of the church. It was truly a big undertaking, but we didn’t feel it too much, because
our hearts were earnest for the work and our hearts were full of love for the people.
We soon got to know the people; Pisig became very friendly with the women, and I did with the men. The
people worked on the premises and kept them in good order; and they also attended church. There were 80 school
scholars and 120 attending Sunday school.
When the people saw we loved them, they loved us in return.
It is true when we arrived there it was hard to discern anything Christian in their characters, but soon afterwards we could see it dawning upon them; it was manifest in their love and obedience and work for God.
In that year they began to try to support their own native missionary by paying his salary, and when their
chieftain told them to do so they did it gladly. Some quarters they would give £7 or £8; they were first in this
matter in the Omo circuit.
It is true that if a native missionary works faithfully, the people will see to his needs. God, Who knows all,
knows that if a worker thinks rightly of the work given him to do, He will place it in the hearts of the people to
take proper care of him and help him.
Ten boys could soon read the Bible, and thirteen could read the hymn-book. Some of those boys who learnt
first to read the Bible went out from the College as native teachers in 1930.
The chieftains of the villages helped Pisig and me very much in our work, because they were anxious for the
young people to learn. If a boy missed attendance at school, the chieftain went to him to make enquiries as to his
absence, and fined him ten coconuts; and when they had a number of these coconuts they sold them to the plantation owner nearby, and the church steward would take care of the money.
When we noticed a boy who was advancing in school and ready to read the Bible, I would make this known to
the chieftain, and he would give orders to buy him a Bible from this money; sometimes it would be a hymn-book
or a slate or pencil, or even kerosene.
In this way their needs were met. The people were delighted, because they saw their children able to read the
Bible and hymn-book.
*
One day Anasain Pisig said she would like to go to Omo because one of her relatives had died. I agreed, and
asked permission for her to go. She went, but she only stayed the one day, and returned to our work together.
*
That same year at the synod it was decided that I should return to the college at Watnabara as a teacher. When
Rev. Reddin returned from synod and told us, we were both amazed, but pleased to think we should work for God
in a strange land to our own. There was one thing that was foremost in our thoughts, and it was this:
“If we stay in one village like this in the Omo circuit, we only help these one people, but if we go to the
college at Watnabara we will be able to help some from every tribe and circuit. We could help them by being an
example in our Christianity and our work so that they could follow us. Then they would go from the college later
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and teach their own; in this way the work of God would expand, and we would be privileged to help far more
people into Christianity.”
There was another thing that we spoke of together when we were alone in our little home at night. It was this:
“That our characters should be flawless before the young people in the college who were preparing to become
native teachers, and that we should flee from wrong-doing so as not to be a bad example to the students; and that
our stay in a strange land should not be fruitless, and the blessing of God should rest on us and on our work.”
We were at Piliwa for ten months, and during those ten months God knows if we completely filled them with
good or not—we felt in our hearts it was good. It was true we really loved these people, and the people were very
sad, and didn’t want us to leave them.
In the month of December, at the quarterly meeting, they decided that I should take charge of a catechist’s
position at Lugatan, New Hanover,\fn{ New Hanover Island, a large volcanic island in New Ireland Province:W } and for me to
stay there until I was to go to the college at Watnabara.
The first week in January, 1923, the people of Piliwa made a farewell feast for us. Lapai helped Piliwa with the
feast. There were three pigs, and plenty of fish and taro, and a quantity of ripe bananas.
They placed in our hands their great love gift, £16.
I have mentioned the amount so it can never be forgotten, although I know it isn’t right to mention how much
is given in a love offering. We did not need this, but God put it in their hearts to do this for us.
*
On Monday in the second week in January, we went by boat to Lugatan. It was a bad trip, because it was the
north-west season, and the wind became boisterous and broke the mast, so that we were nearly capsized, and we
had to return to Sumuna, Diaul.
We mended the mast and dried all our things, for they were all saturated; the next day we set sail again. We
called at Wutai on the way, and the following day we arrived at Lugatan, our journey’s end, and met the church
people.
While I was at Omo these people had begged for a native teacher, and in the year 1919 they had been given
one, so they had had Christianity for four years. We both commenced our work there by becoming friendly with
the people.
One day I was going along the paths looking for villages that had not Christianity yet, and I came to Materan
and spoke to the chieftain, and he said he didn’t want Methodism, that he wanted Catholicism.
I stayed there that night. One of the men wanted our services, but the chieftain didn’t. I told the man who
wanted our services to wait a while, and probably a teacher would come to them.
That night the chieftain's child died, and he, himself, came to me about 5 p.m., before the sun had set, and his
first words were, “You conduct the funeral service for my child that has died,” and I buried the child.
I commenced my work in that place with a funeral service.
That very day the chieftain asked for a teacher to be placed there, and now a teacher lives there. It is about 30
miles from Lugatan to Materan.
I went also to Lavagai, Nusavug, and Naila; these were all new places. That was the first time I had known of a
chieftain married to 60 women like Laitapok and Iqua Ragal were. The chieftain whose child I buried had six
wives. In my place a chieftain would sometimes have two, three, or four wives.
We lived at Lugatan nearly six months. The work of God progressed, and new places kept asking for teachers.
We were friendly with the people, and the people wanted Christianity, and they worked enthusiastically.
I also had the catechist’s school to attend to, for at that time each catechist had a preparatory school. I sent live
boys from here to the primary school at Omo.
On the 22nd June in the year 1923, these people gave us a farewell feast, and they also gave us gifts that were
very good.
When this was over we went by boat to Kavieng. When we arrived here they took our things straight on to the
Litia. Pisig’s relatives were at the beach to say good-bye to her, but she did not go home to them again. When we
had said good-bye we weighed anchor and sailed for the college at Watnabara.
6
When I arrived at the college, they appointed me to the 1 st class to teach those who have just entered the
college, and they stayed with me for a year before entering the 2 nd class.
The year that I entered the college as a tutor, Rev. W. H. Cox was principal of the college, and Mr. Sleigh, a
school teacher from South Australia, was head master.
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When I began my work I found it hard, and I felt slightly that I didn’t want this work because it was new to
me. I was their teacher, and I didn’t know all the things I should be teaching my class. These were some of the
things I had to learn:—
(a) Mental arithmetic, such as 12 books at 1½d. each, 16 books at ⅓ each, and such-like rules to help in
mental arithmetic, so that later they could do bigger mental sums.
(b) I had to perfect my handwriting. I tried hard that my handwriting should be a good copy for my class,
because I knew that if my handwriting were not good, theirs would not be either.
*
When Mr. Sleigh returned to South Australia, Rev. W. B. Davies, M.A., succeeded Rev. W. H. Cox as principal
at the college, and Rev. W. H. Cox went to Malakuna as chairman of the district.
Shortly afterwards, another school teacher came to be head master—Mr. E. G. Noall; and his wife and children
came, together with a sister, Miss Collins.
This head master helped us native teachers very much. He divided out our subjects in the college. Apelis To
Maniot was to teach the geography, Timot Tikai was to teach composition, and I was to teach writing.
When I had been teaching for a short while in the college I became very happy in it, and I saw many good
things in it. I realized that a teacher’s position was very responsible, but these were some of the things also I could
see in it:—
(a) It was the work of making men, because when they entered the college they were new and fine boys, and I
could see that my class was the time of beginnings of all inspirations.
I tried hard to teach each new year’s students good habits, because they were young yet, and new to every thing.
I tried to teach them to be quick and obedient, and in the school to be respectful and quiet, and to listen and
retain what was said to them.
Another thing was: a schoolboy is like a young tree. It isn’t strong, and if strong winds blow on it, it grows
crooked. I felt I was a support for them while they were growing in good habits. My great longing was that they
should become true men and always speak the truth.
I kept on speaking to them to love each other and subdue their tempers. I never ceased to instruct and help
them to develop themselves into good men.
A boy’s thoughts develop as he grows. Lots of things help to develop a boy’s thoughts when he sees them, as
when he sees a piece of hard wood and he thinks:
“I couldn’t break that piece of wood, but I’ll eat yams, and then I’ll grow strong enough.”
This helps him to think, and other things such as that.
Before I ever entered the school I didn’t think we thought for ourselves, and thus developed; I thought we were
like trees, just to a plan. I know now how foolish this was, but I was in ignorance then.
When I began teaching my class arithmetic, geography, hygiene, and other such things, and explained the
Bible to them, they retained quite a lot of it. I didn’t put the things inside them, for a boy isn’t like an empty bag
that one places yams in and it holds them; no, there is a brain within the head, and this does the thinking.
I thought that if I taught a subject well and explained it thoroughly, and let them see it with their eyes, and
placed things within their hands to feel how many there were, this would be as a photograph on their brain, and it
wouldn’t fade—just as a photograph of a person does not fade away.
This was my great wish: to place these photographs on the brains of the boys—photographs of school subjects,
photographs of things to help their temporal bodies, and photographs of correct things for their hands to do.
I tried hard that I should never lead a boy astray with my character. The boys were continually watching me,
and if my character were bad they would follow my example. If I did a good action they would copy me.
One thing the missionary and we teachers strove hard to get the students to want and strive for was learning.
We know, and feel in ourselves, that if one is not enlightened in his mind he does not understand or comprehend God, because God is Spirit, and he that keeps seeking for wisdom will find God in his spirit. If one isn’t en lightened, his understanding of God is not clear, and he is liable to go wrong. These three things were always
foremost in my mind when I was talking to the students:
(1) That they strive for wisdom, knowledge of Christianity, wisdom of the spirit, and temporal wisdom.
(2) That a boy should strive to make Christianity real in his heart, and bring his character up to its ideals.
(3) That they should work with their hands.
It is truth that working with our hands is a good thing, and helps our bodies. I felt that if one refused to work
with his hands, saying he was tired, he didn’t know God, because God is a worker, and He wants us to help Him
work with our hands; and if a boy was tired of work he was not a true Christian. Paul says,
“If one won’t work, neither should he eat.”
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If anyone works he sees the fruit of his labour, he is never hungry, and will not steal; he will also earn money
to supply his needs. While I encouraged them to work, I also worked hard with them to be their example and
follow me, so that when their student days were over and they were teachers, they shouldn’t become lazy. I spoke
this also to my wife, so that she could do the same with the women (wives of the students).
*
Once Anasain Pisig went with the wife of Rev. D. T. Reddin back to Omo for a holiday, and they returned
again to Watnabara. I think this was in 1924, because Rev. Reddin was then chairman at Malakuna in Rev. W. H.
Cox’s absence, while he attended the conference in Sydney.
*
The year 1925 was the jubilee year.
This was a very great thing to us, the dark people of New Britain and ad jacent islands. We thought of the year
Dr. George Brown\fn{1835-1917, English Methodist missionary} arrived at Molot on August 15th, 1875, fifty years
before. There was a big united service at Molot, and a feast. Celebrations were also held at Raluana, Malakuna,
Kabakada, Namatanai, Omo, and Piniqidu. The administrator (General Wisdom), the general secretary (Rev. J. W.
Burton), and an honoured church member and his wife (who came from Australia), all the missionaries and their
wives, and the sisters attended the celebrations, as well as the different chieftains and church people from these
islands. There were hundreds of pigs and a large quantity of taro and bananas for the feast.
*
In June, 1926, my wife and I went for a holiday to Kono. This was the first time Anasain Pisig had been to my
own land.
We stayed one week and returned to Watnabara.
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Anasain Pisig persevered with lessons at Miss Collins’ school.
It is true that before we were married Pisig knew how to read, and she had her own Bible; but she couldn’t
write properly, and she didn’t know any arithmetic at all.
She tried hard at school, and Miss Collins helped her with the different subjects. Sometimes she told me she
was ashamed because she couldn’t do all the sums, and then I would help her also. She would remember the
things Miss Collins explained to them, and she began to write clearly and master arithmetic.
One day I was so surprised because I saw her writing, and it made me so glad. Before, if she wanted to tell her
relatives anything, she would first tell me, and I would write to them; and from this onwards I never wrote for her
again—she could write by herself.
Truly, isn’t schooling a wonderful thing?
If we never go to school we are forever ignorant.
She learnt other things also that she could do with her hands—sewing and weaving. She made mats and a kind
of mat that the Samoans use for plates for their food; the Samoans are clever at this weaving. One week she went
across to Molot to Tofia (a Samoan native minister’s wife) to learn to make these plates that they call “Laulau”,
and to learn to put wool round a mat. When she had learnt, she commenced to teach the other girls to do them
also.
I was surprised at her growing wisdom, and I completely trusted our home and its management to her. If I was
not at home and a visitor arrived, she would do just the right thing for him. She was very hospitable to strangers,
generous, willing, and courteous.
She was made the leader for the Omo, Piniqidu, and Namatanai women, and she conducted their meetings and
helped them. At these meetings they spoke of their characters and their industry—the making of mats for their
houses, and keeping the place clean. She, herself, led the way in these things to be a good example to them.
Lots of the New Britain and Duke of York women were her friends, and loved her also. She loved the women
greatly, and gave them many gifts. Some months when they were hungry they knew Pisig would feed them.
She loved sewing, and did it well. Her teacher taught her fancywork. The white people admired her work,
because it was always neat. When her teacher taught her a new thing, she would keep on until she perfected it.
It is true Pisig wasn’t clever, and there were some things she didn’t know that some girls did know; but she
was wise in the things of the heart—perhaps we should call that wisdom “soul wisdom”. One thing she did have,
and that was very apparent in her character—it was her true Christianity.
She would help me with everything that I did. If she saw anyone working, she would always help them. Lots
of things I didn’t think of or tell her to do; she would think of them herself and do them. She put her heart in her
work for God.
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It is true she was a sinner too; but she was careful not to do wrong consciously. She prayed earnestly that God
would help her and change her heart. Her faith was very clear in Jesus. Many of the women and the men also
watched her character and her faith, and they also believed in Christ.
She loved little children, but she, herself, was barren, and never bore a child. She thought of all the babies and
little children as her own, and called them hers. Often she would talk to the women about taking care of the little
ones from the sun and rain.
Why did she do this? Because she knew that if one had a little child it was a talent from God, to take care of its
life and character so that they will develop rightly—the body and the character.
She also loved the white people, who were strangers here in New Britain, and she thought such a lot about
them because they were here as strangers in the name of Jesus Christ.
Some Christians in Australia were her friends also, because they had heard of her character and works. The
work of God in this land was very dear to the heart of Anasain Pisig, and she tried hard to do her part.
She didn’t want to sit idle in her own land.
She said to be a stranger for Christ’s sake was beautiful, and she called those with whom she worked her relatives in the name of Christ.
9

When the jubilee celebrations were over, a new site was chosen for the college (the new site is now called
Vunairima), and the work was commenced.
The chairman, Rev. W. H. Cox, asked the Kabakada circuit church people to assist in clearing the ground. In
the year 1926, planting of the gardens was commenced. We sent a large number of banana suckers from Watnabara to be planted there.
*
In July in the year 1927, the schoolboys went across and worked there, for that is the month the schoolboys
work to have money of their own for the annual offering or any other thing they may need. I went across with
them to be their leader.
We worked for a month, were paid, and returned to Watnabara for the annual thanksgiving. We had only
commenced school a week when the chairman sent across again for my class and myself to return in August to
Vunairima.
The place was still only partially cleared.
My class and myself numbered 48. We slept at Vunakabi, the adjoining mission plantation, because there were
no houses on Vunairima, and the white overseer at Vunakabi, and Peluaga, the Samoan helper, gave us houses to
sleep in.
*
Each morning we made “line” at Vunairima.
It was a very big work we had to do—planting gardens, clearing the bush, leveling land for houses, assisting in
building the European houses, carrying the timber for same, because there was not a mission lorry at that time.
One knows that commencing a new place is very hard work.
Such a lot of things the chairman, Rev. W. H. Cox, gave me instructions to get done, and some did not get
finished, because some of the “boys” became ill, and they were few in number. Some days the schooner would
arrive with timber for the houses, and we would leave the ground work and carry timber.
It exhausted me talking to and encouraging the “boys” to do the work with enthusiasm and goodwill. It is true
many worked whole-heartedly, but a few shirked the work. Sometimes I would go to a different branch of the
work and find some sitting idly, then I felt very sad and my heart ached, because it was as if some worked only
when watched, just to be admired, and them when the leader’s back was turned they played. They didn’t seem to
think God saw them all the time, and He wanted truth in their work also—that is why I spoke straightly to them
some days.
The architect who was building the European houses spoke to me some days, complaining that all of the
“boys” were not working faithfully, and I felt ashamed and sad over my “boys.”
I could see I would not be returning again to Watnabara, so I asked the chairman to allow my yams to be sent
across for me to plant, and he agreed; the pinnace brought them to Malakuna, and the lorry brought them the rest
of the journey to Vunairima, so we planted them on Saturday afternoons.
*
My sadness.
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One day there was unrest amongst my boys. The reason was some of the boys didn’t want to work, and they
put a different meaning to my words, and agitated the rest of the boys, making a real discontent.
Mr. Bennett, the architect, found some of the boys lying down in their houses when they should have been
working, and he spoke to them; and in the evening they told me they didn’t intend working any more, so I
answered them,
“Yes, my friends, how many more things are you going to do to make me sad?”
And I felt very upset over them.
I went to Vunakabi to have my meal, and when I was gone they began working. One boy came and told me
they were working, so I returned and talked to them. Some desisted, but some kept on; so I took the timber off
their shoulders, but some were persistent.
I tried my best to stop them, and then I left them. That night I couldn’t sleep, for I was too sad and worried
over them.
*
I wasn’t sad over the things they said about me—that didn’t disturb me at all; but I was sad because I thought
about these islands of ours and Christianity here.
If we men of this generation are so dense yet, who will enlighten those who follow us and teach them right
ways?
And when will the real light come to overcome these foolish ways?
When will right be firmly established in their minds?—because it is no good if our characters are unstable.
Laziness is no good. Lots of our people are blamed for stealing food from another person’s garden in the dif ferent villages. They are also guilty of immorality and other bad habits of the day and night, the reason being they
dally away their time and do not give themselves to their work.
Another trouble amongst us is that men become old and worn out before their time, simply because they do not
do manual work and develop and strengthen themselves; they are often hungry, having no food to eat as a result,
and their bodies become weakened, and then, if a slight sickness attacks them, there is no resistance in them, and
they die. Many of the villages are dying out, some places there are only two, three, or ten men left; very soon
there will be none of them left, and the places will be deserted.
We are people to be pitied if we do not awaken to these facts and save ourselves from extinction, and who then
will claim our land and do our work?
*
Christianity has come to us, and the missionaries and sisters strive hard to teach us. They instruct us in right
ways of Christianity by working themselves as our example, that we may see and follow them.
It is their wish that we, ourselves, shall carry on this work of spreading the Gospel amongst our people; but if
this habit of laziness remains amongst us, how shall we earn the money to develop this work in our midst?
If these other habits of ours remain also, how shall we accomplish it?—the habit of not taking notice of
instruction, of arguing over instructions, and harbouring unkind thoughts towards a good man or woman.
If these things continue, when shall we be fit to control this work of Christianizing our people?
Who shall lead us?
These were the things I was always speaking to them about while we were working at these different things.
*
This was another thought that came into my mind that night.
Perhaps our two islands, New Britain and New Ireland, are really different in our ways as well.
Some places are used to hard foods, and some do not eat it, such as saksak (made from the sago palm). In my
island, New Ireland, they are adepts at making this food, and they like it. Some places know a little about it, and
some places do not know it at all, but they are willing to learn how to make it. The people of New Britain do not
know it at all, and when some of the native teachers go from here to Kavieng and see it for the first time, they
think it is lime, and think it smells disagreeable.
During the discontent of the boys, one boy only from New Ireland and one boy only from Raluana stood with
the whole company of Duke of York, Kabakada, and Malakuna boys against me; but when the trouble was over I
gave them food and took care of them just exactly the same as the others.
I made no difference whatever; I had no wish whatever to retaliate. Some days I called them all to come and
eat with us, and Pisig and I gave them love gifts so that they should see our patience and our love to them, and be
ashamed of their previous actions.
*
I thought also, perhaps we people are not fit yet to jump over a big log that is in our path—that perhaps we had
better walk round it; it is slower, but perhaps we shall thus accomplish it.
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*
This was the third time my boys had done things of like manner to me.
At Watnabara the Kabakada boys had encircled me, with their mattocks raised, out in the gar dens. My own
tribe did not want me to oversee their (Kabakada) work.
Today we are five teachers, but I know I am the greatest worrier over the characters of my brothers and children in Christ. I thought like this: these things are my cross; and this thought encouraged me to keep on and not
grow weary with my portion in this work for Christ.
I wasn’t afraid of the mouth of the mattocks or knives, for they are futile to harm where Christ is. Some of my
own people were working with them, but they did not help them, and they knew and heard everything I had said
to them.
I didn’t retaliate, nor did I inform the missionary. It is true in the unrest at Vunairima the chairman found out,
but I did not tell him; the white overseer at Vunakabi told him, and the chairman asked me about it, so I explained
it to him.
*
When this was all finished and completely forgotten, I asked the chairman to change these boys with some
others from Watnabara. These boys had worked two months, and they returned to Watnabara, and new ones came
across. These new ones only numbered 25, and the work was increasing, and they were not sufficient for the
work.
I asked the new chairman, Rev. J. H. Margetts, for more men, and he sent a message to all the villages in the
Raluana circuit, and twenty-odd men responded, 'and the work began to improve. There was one thing of sadness
in this also.
Some of these new Raluana boys became ill, and one died; and they were afraid after this because of sickness
and death.
Perhaps the real reason was because this place was previously believed to be the home of an evil spirit, and this
fear upset them. They paid them off, and they returned to their villages, and we “schoolboys” carried on alone
again.
*
The previous chairman was sorry for me here alone, and he was sorry for Pisig all alone at Watnabara, so he let
Pisig come across in the Litia with her cousin, Eliap, and his wife, Rosalin, to Malakuna, thence per lorry to
Vunairima.
We had been separated three months. When Pisig came, we both slept in Peluaga’s house (the Samoan) at
Vunakabi. I quickly built our house here at Vunairima, and as soon as it was finished we moved into it.
The boys were still sleeping in the timber shed, so we commenced building the students’ houses, and when
these boys had worked six weeks they were paid and returned to Watnabara. The new students entering the
college in 1927 came straight here to Vunairima, and they had school here, and helped with the work also.
*
The chairman, Rev. W. H. Cox, had to return to Australia for medical treatment to his ear, and the new chairman, Rev. J. H. Margetts, took over control, and soon afterwards he and his wife came here to live, and see to the
work.
Rev. W. H. Cox subsequently recovered and returned to his position at Malakuna as chairman.
*
At this stage we commenced to lay out the grounds, and we built the church, a native building of grass and coconut leaf.
The second class of the college students came to us at this time and helped us build this church. It was a large
building, and would seat 400 people. We had an opening ceremony for this building; this was the first ceremony
of the kind at Vunairima.
When Anasain Pisig came from Watnabara to Vunairima she was the first woman to be on this new place.
Some days she longed for another woman to speak to and have fellowship with, but there were none. When she
thought of her friends at Watnabara, she was sad. It was hard for her being entirely alone all day, for I had to be
with the boys at the work every day.
About December, two Laur women came. They were the wives of two new students for the college for 1927.
Pisig was very happy over this. A little later the wives of the students of the second class came across, and they
lived together in the one house while they built their houses, then they moved into them.
At this time everyone was busy building the students’ houses, both in the married village and the single boys’
village. The mission gave us nails for these houses, so they were finished quickly.
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We divided up to build all these houses. Some worked on the church, and some of the single boys helped the
married ones to build theirs; there were twenty houses being built at the one time.
Six of the single boys’ houses were finished first, and they all crowded together and slept in them, while we
helped to finish all the married boys’ houses. They were very quick building them, and then we finished all the
single boys’ houses.
*
The European buildings.
The first one to be built was the missionary’s house. It was commenced in September, 1927. Mr. I. G. Bennett
was the builder, and three Chinese and eight of our boys helped on this building.
The next was the school master’s house, then followed the sisters’ house. These were fine buildings.
We had the first service in the missionary’s house on Christmas Day, 1927. Rev, and Mrs. Margetts were living
there then, and we had the service on the cement ground floor, for our church was not built then.
In October, 1928, the college building was finished. We also call the college the “Jubilee house”, the reason
being the money was donated in the year of our jubilee for the college.
*
The chairman, Rev. W. H. Cox, was ill, and the doctors in Rabaul said he must go home, and would not be able
to return again; so it was decided that the Rev. J. H. Margetts should be chairman, therefore he must move to
Malakuna. We had a feast and dancing as a send-off to our chairman, and then Rev. J. H. Margetts took up the
position of chairman.
When Rev. F. T. Walker arrived from furlough in Australia he came straight here. In this month, May, the
remainder of the college students arrived from Watnabara with their teacher, Apelis To Maniot.
The sisters came into their house also when it was finished.
“Watnabara, beloved of all our hearts, you are left desolate; we have all gone out from you!”
Miss Collins commenced her work again amongst the married women when she returned from furlough in
Australia.
Miss March also came across with the single girls.
The day the third class students arrived here we had a small feast of reunion. We bought two pigs and a quan tity of taro, and were happy together again. Straightway we commenced building their houses. We had school at
first in the native church building, and because this building soon became insecure we moved into the college
building, even before the opening ceremony was performed.
*
When the college was built, a number of visitors, both white and black, came to see it.
The Governor-General, Lord Stonehaven, and his Lady came to visit these islands, and they came to us at the
college. We made great preparations for their coming; we decorated the grounds and sang and drilled for them.
The Governor spoke to us; it was a happy day for us.
One thing stands out very clearly in our memory of that day, and that was the advent of the aeroplane. We were
amazed at this, for it was the first time many of us had ever seen one.
We were amazed to think people were in it.
*
In the year 1929, on the 15th August, they made Dalamanuta Ia Maduk and Anasain Pisig class leaders in the
Church.
This is a fine thing and a big mark of respect also. Their teacher, Miss Collins, chose them because she saw
and knew their habits and their work, and she gave them this big position.
Apelis To Maniot and I were very happy over this, that our wives should help in the work of the Church. The
quarterly meeting accepted both of them.
On October 22, 1929, the college was opened.
Whew! Such a crowd came to the opening. The Administrator, General Wisdom, performed the opening ceremony. There was a number of white visitors present, as well as the chairman and the missionaries.
The natives came in motor cars and lorries.
When it was all over and the lorries were returning, one lorry met with an accident, overturning over an embankment, killing one girl and injuring some others. This caused us great sadness.
The month the college was opened was the month of Synod, and this enabled all the missionaries to be present
as well as the chiefs and leaders from other circuits. There was a number of dances and many hymns were sung.
The college is a beautiful building and very spacious. It is a two storey building; downstairs accommodates
two classes, and upstairs is divided into four rooms, two classrooms and two offices. The boys of each district are
blessed in having this beautiful building for a school.
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Because Vunairima was for a school and to give learning to our people, that is why the administrator agreed to
Rev. W. H. Cox’s petition for the ground.
They also built a big European hospital here at Vunairima, and Dr. Penington took charge of it. This also the
chairman mentioned to the administrator in his petition for the ground, and the administrator agreed willingly to
it, because it was for the good of our people.
This was a love gift from the administrator to us. The Methodist Church does a lot for us in looking after our
sick; this is a big work, and very much appreciated by us. The Methodist Church is foremost in looking after the
sick, both the sick in soul as well as the sick in body. The Government also admires this work that the church
does.
This hospital building is the gift of a Christian man in Australia, Mr. F. Stewart, to us, the natives of New
Britain. This is a big love gift, and he also pays the doctor’s salary.
The administrator opened the hospital on 19th July, 1930.
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My loved one, Anasain Pisig, was taken suddenly from me.
When the hospital was opened both of us were ill and not able to enter into the happiness of the others and join
in the singing. August 10, 1930, was the day of our Annual Thanksgiving, and the chairman, Rev. W. H. Cox, took
charge of the meeting. That year the offering was taken up in this manner:—
There were seven circuits represented and each division’s prefect took the plate to them and they made their
offering. Anasain Pisig took the plate to all the married women and took their offering. Oh, the poor girl! This was
the very last act of leadership she performed amongst the women.
This was a Sunday, and on the Monday she washed our clothes at the stream, Ubulup, and two little birds were
fighting and one fell; Pisig picked it up and was so happy to have it. She brought it home to me and asked me to
make a nice cage for it, which I did.
Tuesday and Wednesday she worked as usual, and on the Thursday she ironed our clothes that she had washed
on Monday, and she also cooked our food while I was teaching in school, and when school was over we had our
meal, Ruby Ia Marqat eating with us. Afterwards she went to draw water and I went to the garden to bring in more
food.
This was Thursday, 14th August, the day they said for her to go to the hospital for preparation for her operation
on the following day.
This sickness of Pisig’s I didn’t understand; I just thought she was barren. The doctor examined her, but she
didn’t tell me about it, therefore the doctor and I didn’t talk together about the operation. I didn’t understand the
need for it.
When the operation commenced they overlooked to send for me to stand near while they operated. I was happy
doing my work at the school and I hadn’t an idea of the heavy load waiting for me on that day.
At 5 p.m. on the Thursday I carried her mat, pillow, blanket and mosquito net and we went together to the hospital. I fixed up her bed and we returned to our house to eat together. I cooked some rice and bought a tin of meat
at the store, and Pisig put the food on our plates. Then I saw two of the boys passing, so I called them to join us at
the meal, but they said they had eaten. Therefore, we two ate together alone; it was not a feast at all, just rice,
meat and a drink of tea.
After Pisig had gone I continually thought of this, our last meal together, and I can never forget it. This was at
7 p.m., and the bell rang for service, at which a school boy was to preach, so I said to her:
“You wait for me until the service is over and I will take you to the hospital later.”
That little meal was really the greatest meal in our years of love together in our married life.
*
In Pisig’s going I didn’t feel any presentiment to make me eager or doubtful over the operation. In my prayers
that night, while Pisig was at the hospital, and I was at our home, I didn’t feel a special need to plead nor did I
strive in prayer. I slept that night without a presentiment of any sort.
I began to think that night that perhaps my prayer hadn’t reached God’s ear because my prayer wasn’t earnest
as I usually felt. Also there seemed no reason why I should stop Pisig from this operation. It was as though I was
confused.
Oh! This was a different feeling in prayer to me, and I had never felt it before. If one is ill and we see them
failing and not eating or not wanting to talk, we know they are near to death. Perhaps white people are used to
people dying under operations, but it was the first time I had known of such.
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On the Thursday evening Pisig told me things she wanted done. (a) She didn’t want all of the women to come
to our house to clean it, only Salaniet Wansal, my niece, was to come and sweep the house; (b) all our crockery
and cutlery, only Eliasir Maqilag was to touch it; (c) she told me to be careful Levi Musau didn’t open the cage
and let the little bird fly away, because Levi had his little bird in with hers, and I was to feed it myself; (d) she said
to me: “If I want a blouse or a loincloth, you send clean ones to me, because some strangers may ask the doctor’s
permission to see through the hospital, and it wouldn’t be nice for them to see me in a dirty blouse”; (e) I was to
take care of the fowls and our things in our house.
I remembered all of these wishes of hers.
*
When the service had ended that evening I came home quickly to take her to the hospital as I had said. I
searched for her everywhere, and then I asked the women where she was and they said she had gone to the
hospital; so I went straight there and called her name and she answered me from inside the building.
One of the nurses spoke sharply to me and I felt rebuffed; therefore, I did not see her. I stood on the ground and
asked her who brought her to the hospital; she answered,
“Sister.”
This was our very last talk together.
*
I came home again and I was upset over the rebuff. I wondered what they were doing to my wife.
These two things are large in my thoughts: this last little meal together and this last little conversation together;
it is as if our meals together, our conversations and our whole married life ends here.
Yet we were both entirely ignorant that it would be so, only God knew beforehand. When Pisig had gone, I
then realised it all. I thought again of my prayer that night, and it was clear to me that God didn’t want Pisig to
stay here any longer.
On Friday, 15th August, 1930, we went to school as usual. I was waiting to be called to the hospital when they
were ready to perform the operation. I was anxious the whole morning, until we came out at 11 a.m. I hurried
home to feed the little bird, and when I opened the cage, Pisig's bird was not there, only Levi's. I searched for the
bird and I asked Levi if he had touched the cage, and he said,
“No.”
It was true he hadn’t opened the cage, for the door was hard to open.
While I was looking for the bird the missionary, Rev. R. H. Arthur, came for me; he waved to me to go to him,
and I went happily, thinking they had sent for me to stand by my wife like they had done with the students if they
give their wives chloroform. The missionary didn’t tell me in my house why he called me, we went to the road
and got in the motor car to go to the hospital. When we were near the hospital he stopped the motor car and he
said:
“Osea, your wife has gone.”
*
When I heard these words it was as if a heavy thing had fallen on top of me. It was as though one had cut a tree
down, yet there wasn’t the least sound of the swinging of the axe or the sound of the axe on the tree, nor any
sound of the falling tree through the air—just intense quiet.
I was amazed that it had fallen on me, but it struck me to the ground.
What could I say? It was as though my tongue were tied. The missionary said,
“Let us go to the hospital for you to see.”
We alighted at the hospital, and the missionary went in first to see Pisig; but when I got out of the car and tried
to follow the missionary, I was not like a man any more—I was just like a leaf. The missionary returned and led
me in to where Pisig lay.
When I saw the body covered with a cloth, realization came to me; my heart and body were overcome with
grief, and my breathing was hard as if I should die. I stood near the wall for a while; I couldn’t approach her
quickly. Then I went to her and took away the cloth.
Oh, my beloved one! She had gone from me. I was a poor thing; my wife and mother had gone from me in this
girl, for she was as a mother to me also.
No good thoughts arose in my heart—my heart was black; there was no light in my path—it was as though
darkness had suddenly fallen across my path. The sun had ceased to shine and give light to the world.
I sat in the depths of the darkness of sadness. A valley deep and broad, with huge trees at the top of the
mountains shutting out the sun and encircling the valley that shut me in.
When I thought of Pisig and our love to each other and our work together in the different villages, and her love
for God’s work in agreeing to come here to the college, I was overcome with grief; all these things crowded in
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together in my mind with her death, and I felt the burden of the grief too much to be borne. Nothing else was of
any consequence any more—neither our belongings or food, as grief had made me feel replete. I thought on this
wise:
“Why should I eat these things now my wife will not be with me at the table as we had eaten together during
these years of our life?”
*
The day after the funeral, one of my friends and his wife asked me to go to their house, and I stayed in their
house two months, and they comforted and sympathized with me. Their love to me was very great. God bless
them both for their love to me.
Rev. and Mrs. Arthur were mindful of my grief, and every evening they came to me and prayed with me that
God would comfort me. The sisters also showed great love to me—Misses Collins, March, Dorr, and Williams.
Our friends in Australia sent sympathy letters to me. The other missionaries and their wives and the sisters all
remembered me, and in this way they lifted me up to God so that I could see His comfort and the peace which He
gives.
In this way the light began to creep in on my path again.
*
I afterwards gave a feast, as is our custom: fourteen pigs and a great quantity of taro. Many people sat down to
eat the feast.
I also thought of Pisig’s relatives away in their village in New Ireland, so I sent a pig to them to eat together in
memory also, as is our custom. This I did so that her relatives shouldn’t talk later, saying I didn’t provide them
with a pig on their own soil.
I sent her things back to her relatives, as is also our custom; and then on November 26 th, 1932 I went to New
Ireland to see her relatives, and to try and recuperate from this heavy grief. When we met they wanted me to tell
them all the details of her going to the hospital and of her death. Truly this meeting was very hard to me.
I stayed with them two weeks, and then I went on to my own village for a while. I wasn’t in peace in my own
village either, for they tried hard to prevent me from returning to the college. They wanted me to stay and be their
chieftain again. God helped me, and I resisted their entreaty. I stayed two weeks with them, then I escaped to
Piniqidu.
This is the missionary’s station, and the school is there that I attended when a young man. I stayed here also
two weeks, and I was very sorry for the people of Piniqidu. The people of my own village came here for me, and
begged me to go back to my village, which I did, staying three more weeks with them.
From here I went to Kokola and spent a week waiting for a schooner to return to my work at Vunairima. The
intensity of my grief was subsiding a little, but when I entered our house again it revived.
*
I thank God that He remembered me in my hard trial and gave me His comfort and lifted me out of the dark
valley that I was in. It is true He knows how my faith wavered in this hard trial, but who was I to be able to stand
firm in this fiery trial that so suddenly overwhelmed me, for I am of the earth.
I am happy because He pitied me and helped me to see again happiness and enjoy liberty.
I pray God to continue to help me when the hours of depression come to me.
*
Marriage is a precious state, and should be a state of reverence with men, because a man has a woman for his
glory. The woman is great, for if there were no women the tribe would cease to be. My forebears had a saying:
“Woman holds the tribe,” or “Woman is the tribe.” If there are no women in a tribe, only men, that tribe passes out
of existence, and the name of that family is extinct. A woman is the glory of man in the house and in the village
and in his life. God, Himself, ordained the marriage state at the beginning with Adam and Eve, that a man and a
woman should be one, and that they should respect each other and love each other, and that love should follow
them each day of their lives.
If a married couple really love and respect each other, only good will be seen. Their characters will shine
before people, and they will be as an adornment to the name of Jesus before people, and be truly one in Christ.
Why do you, some of my brothers in these islands of New Britain, strike your wives, blinding their eyes,
making their heads bleed, their ears to swell and become deaf?
The reason is your love has not developed. My ancestors had another saying:
“He who ill-treats his wife does so because he already wants another woman.”
When a man treats his wife in this manner, that man is worthless, and does not belong to Christ, nor does he
respect God as the Author of the marriage state.
*
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Because I loved Pisig and helped her, she in return loved and helped me. All our married life we helped each
other in this way: If Pisig saw something in me not just right, she would tell me about it in our own bedroom, and
I, in my turn, would tell her. This was a great help together, and prevented our people from seeing our bad example.
I spoke to her also about our obedience to the rules here. When a bell rings for church or school or work,
always obey it instantly, so that the girls should see her example and do likewise. When I saw her doing this, I
was very happy. She always would speak to me in like manner, and was happy when I acceded to her wishes.
I always felt Pisig was a mother as well to me in her love and her help in our lives together. When she went,
this was one of the things that left me powerless in my grief.
When the mother that bore me died, I did not feel as I did when Pisig left me. This death was as though one
had cut my arm off—yes, truly, my right hand had gone. Because we were so happy together married, I did so
want us to grow old together; but that wish was not granted.
*
Truly, the thoughts of man are foolishness, and God shall laugh at our foolishness, for He alone is the dictator
of life and the only God.
Pisig had not been ill in bed and racked with pain, nor was her frame wasted away or refusing food; no, not at
all. She just went suddenly; her life in the body seemed just translated into the life of the soul beyond. It was as
though one lay and slept peacefully one night in their home, and in the morning awoke and went out, leaving
forever their home for another land which existed in their thoughts.
We don’t know anything of her preparations; she just regardlessly went from us all.
Today the light has pierced the darkness of my soul, and I can see this was a lovely and fitting way for Pisig to
go, for she was not a strong, robust girl like some of the women. God is wise and loving, and knows what severe
afflictions are man’s portion, and, therefore, His judgment was correct. I was very confused because of my grief,
and I am a being of the earth, and couldn’t see the hand of God in it all at the time.
My brothers, the college students, and the women also, showered their love upon me when Pisig was taken
from me. Their thoughts toward me were as if I were an orphan whose mother was taken. Indeed, this was true of
me.
*
During the weeks I spent in my own place again my relatives strongly forbade me to marry again a girl out of
our tribes. The reason of this is because one of our customs of the feast for the dead is different from others.
They said my money, that I had bought the feast for the dead, was gone forever, and that not a fraction of it
would be returned to me. Our custom over a death is like this:
Should my wife die, my relatives and I would buy pigs. We would buy one very large one first, the price being
20 pieces of shell money (we call this “A mat na tunan”); then later we would buy other pigs, ranging in price
from 10 pieces of shell money to 6 pieces, and so on.
The girl’s relatives would also buy pigs just as we would be doing; if they did not, my relatives would not
forget this—it is the completion of the refunding system. Should they not comply, my relatives would ask them to
repay, and, should they fail to comply in completeness, my relatives would never forget the incident.
Should I die later, my relatives would commence quite a conference, so that they should fully repay the cost
we had expended over the death. I told my relatives this old custom of ours is a custom of heathenism and ignoreance, and that there is no love in it, and that it is not fitting for me, a native missionary, to do likewise to this girl,
as we were married in Christianity.
“Don’t let there be any talk whatsoever about it.”
Our shell money (madig) is very valuable. We can buy quite a large pig with 1 fathom, the same as here in
New Britain would be bought for 7 or 8 fathoms of their shell money. A pig that we call a Mat na tunan for 20
pieces of madig is very large indeed; two men could not carry it; they make a platform of poles, and ten men carry
it together.
These large pigs and the feast (Kaba) are our custom of finishing the repayments at death.
*
When fourteen months had elapsed from Pisig’s death, I raised a headstone to her memory on her grave. I
asked the Rev. J. H. Margetts for Liung Tim, the mission Chinese carpenter, to help me do this work, and he was
granted to me.
I wanted to do this thing out of my love to my wife, and because I didn’t want her relatives to deny that I loved
her, or to talk about the matter later. It is true Pisig’s relatives volunteered to buy the headstone because they loved
me, and they realized I was carrying the whole cost alone; and Eliap Paranis came to me with the suggestion, but I
silenced him, telling him,
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“I hadn’t ceased to love Pisig, and that I wished to do it myself, as I had taken Pisig from amongst her relatives
and from her own ground.”
Then Eliap didn’t say any more.
The cost of the pigs for the feast and the headstone altogether totaled £31. Thus I tried to mark my love to my
wife, Anasain Pisig.
In the whole of New Ireland, when a man or woman dies, they make a cement out of burnt coral, and thus
mark the graves; but Pisig is the first woman to have her grave marked by a real headstone.
She lies here in New Britain, a stranger in a strange land for the name of Jesus Christ.
I know not if any shall thus mark my grave when this temporary house of my soul shall fall; but if not, I shall
not grieve, for Christ has prepared a beautiful house for His loved ones up above, in which we shall dwell
unendingly. …
107.30 1. Giminyawe And The Broken Promise 2. The Evil Ghostmother 3. The Sister’s Revenge 4. The Girl And
The Poor Man 5. The Orphan Wife: Five Folktales\fn{told by Raminyu (before 1977- )} Karapere Village, Southern
Highlands Province, Papua New Guinea (F) 9
1
There were several brothers, and among them were Keapu, Rame, and Lopa. Keapu and Rame wanted to find a
wife for Lopa, but he did not want any of the women. All Lopa’s brothers sought to marry him off, but with no
success. So they decided to see if he would marry a woman named Giminyawe.
Lopa heard of these plans and agreed. He put the pearl shells they had prepared for him into a net bag and set
off. After walking some distance, he came to a fork in the path, where a couple of men waited. One of them, a
man with reddish skin, announced to the other,
“This is my cross-cousin. He is coming from far away.”
This man showed him the way. Lopa went on, and presently he saw that the path stopped at a tall black palm.
He climbed this tree, and when he reached its top, he saw on its leaves the footprints of men who had walked
through there. He followed them.
He reached a ceremonial ground with many fine trees surrounding it: casuarinas, bamboos, and pines. Here,
too, was the red-skinned man he had seen earlier, engaged in peeling cane to work into armbands. This man
asked,
“Why have you come? There was another path over there.”
“I heard of you, and I have come,” Lopa replied.
He took some casuarina branches, laid them down on the porch of the men’s house, and arranged his pearl
shells on top. Having done all this, the men there brought all the unmarried women and asked him if he liked this
one or that, but each time Lopa said,
“I don’t like her.”
It was now nearly dark, but there were glows of sheet lightning in the distance. As Lopa sat inside the men’s
house, he could see the lightning through the doorway, and by its light, he saw a young woman sitting behind
some casuarina trees. His thoughts went to her.
The next morning they asked Lopa again about the women in their village, but still he refused. He told them he
wanted to marry only Giminyawe. Then they called out to her, saying that this youth wanted to go with her and
asking her to come forth.
She came out. Lopa looked at her and was pleased.
They killed three pigs and cooked them. When that was done, they asked the two to stand together and close
their eyes. But first they told him,
“Her house must not be like our own; it must be different. You must plant bamboos, casuarinas, colorful
shrubs and kapipi tree-ferns. Make the house look good. After you have made such a house, install her in it. But
do not make this house just anywhere. Build it close to a neka.”\fn{Natural well.} Lopa thought,
“Where I live there is a deep well, and nearby grow bamboos that I can take shoots from. I will find some treeferns and casuarinas to plant there too.”
Lopa did all this. First he cleared around the edge of the well. Then he built the woman’s house over it. Next he
built his own house to one side. Nearby he planted colorful shrubs, casuarinas, and bamboos. The two of them
lived there.
*
One day Lopa heard that his brothers were cooking food in preparation for a pig kill. The woman said,
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“Go and see if they are ready.”
So he went to look, returned, and told her that the men were indeed ready. She replied
“Good.”
Then, taking some of her hair, she threw it down into the well. A large-tusked pig came up. Many other pigs
came, and then finally one thin sow with clouded eyes.
“This last pig,” she said to him, “you must tie to a rope and fasten the other end to your own leg.”
Then she threw more of her hair into the neka, and many “bone” pearl shells came up. This was the path of
shells. Then he loaded the shells in a net bag and prepared to leave. The woman instructed him,
“When you give out these shells and pigs, do not spare a single person, pig, or even a dog.”
Lopa did this, giving out shells and then legs or other cuts of pork. Finally one man, a poor man named Kakapu, was left. Lopa told him,
“Wait, I’ll kill this last pig of mine and give you its ribs and head.”
Kakapu replied that it did not matter what inferior pieces he was given; he would take what was offered him,
for he was poor.
Kakapu, however, did not wait for this gift. Instead he set off along the path Lopa had come on. He reached the
house beside the well, and there he hid and looked on from a concealed place. He saw the woman, Giminyawe,
with fine shells draped on her shoulders around her neck and over her breasts. The bird-of-paradise plumes of her
headdress waved back and forth, and her skin glistened. She was doing a koda dance and beating a drum. Kakapu
looked on, swallowing his saliva.
While looking on he was holding a branch, which suddenly broke with a snap. The woman looked over and
saw what seemed to be a remosi.\fn{Little ghost.} She threw her drum onto the roof of the house and went inside
quickly. Kakapu followed her in.
“Why have you come?” she asked.
He did not answer, so she cut off some of her hair and threw it down into the hole. A pig came up.
“I don’t want this pig,” Kakapu said.
So she threw down another lock of hair and a good “bone” shell came up, but neither was he pleased with this.
“It’s you I want; for you have I come,” he said. But the woman again asked, “Do you want salt, or tree oil, or
…” when the poor-man thrust his hand into her mouth and cut off her tongue.
She died.
When Lopa returned and saw what Kakapu had done, he killed him.
And now we make ali kalia revenge killings in this same way. Lopa became a kapipi, a tree-fern.
2
Several girls one day went to catch fish. One of them presently grew tired of catching and stringing the small
fish, so she sat down on a rock by the water’s edge. Feeling drowsy, she lay down to sleep.
A youth wandered along and saw her lying there. He knelt down and cut pu yapai\fn{Decorative incisions.} into
her flesh above her breasts while she slept. When eventually the young woman awoke, she felt something on her
breast and, looking down, saw the marks.
“What made this?” she wondered.
Embarrassed to think of how the other girls would view this (since the incisions are made by a boy-friend), she
went back directly to the house. She was like Abuwape now, as she alone sat down inside the house, never coming out. The other girls put fish and other food into the house for her to eat. She refused to leave her room or in
any way show herself. And so it went.
One day the others decided to find out why she would not come out in their presence. They decided to put one
of them, a very little girl, inside a cooking bamboo and stand this bamboo in a corner of the house while they
were away. They did this.
When all the others were off, this small girl saw the young woman come out of her room. She was pregnant.
Later, when the others returned, this little girl told the others that their sister was pregnant.
“Oh, sister,” they called out to her, “you never told us!”
Outside their house, meanwhile, someone was preparing the ground for a new house. First the posts were
placed; then, later, the mat walls and a thatched roof were put up. None of the girls knew who was making it. The
next day, a sleeping place was made in the house. And when the sisters came back from the garden, the following
afternoon, the house had been finished. The pregnant girl went to stay there.
After a while she gave birth to a son. The sisters saw that a pig had been gutted, singed, and left for them.
Again and again this occurred; they ate the pork without knowing who had left it. Whoever was leaving it did the
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killing and cooking unseen: all they saw was cooked taro and cooked pork hung from walu-wood posts. Sometimes the food came by day, sometimes by night; but they never saw how.
One day, when the son was now grown to about Miru’s age (four years or so), an old woman came and said to
the mother,
“Woman, you don’t look after my son well. I’ve never seen you tend his pigs; all you ever do is sit in the house
and eat my son’s pork. Let’s go now.”
So the girl killed the sisters’ pig, Puramenalasu, butchered it, and she carried off a large side.
The three of them went alone—the young woman, her son, and the old woman. They walked along under a hot
sun. Presently the younger woman said,
“Mother-in-law, I want some water.”
But the old woman did not allow her to drink, and the three continued on. After they had gone further, the
young woman saw some leaves of the kind used for plugging bamboo water containers. Indicating a pool, the old
woman said,
“Women such as yourself often drink in this place. Put your child aside and drink.” She was a good-looking
young woman, this one.
“Take your skin and put it aside,” said the old woman.
This the woman, Abuwape, did, revealing a pale and gleaming skin underneath. Then the old woman pushed
her into the pool. In that pool were many women who had drowned this way. The old woman then put on the
young one’s skin. She gave the dead woman’s bag of pork to the boy to carry.
But unseen, the boy had taken some of his mother’s hair and placed it inside his bark belt.
The two of them continued on, the boy weeping. His father heard the weeping from where he was sitting.
“My son doesn’t know about me,” he thought. “He cannot know where to look for me. How is it that he’s
coming here?”
He went to look. Seeing them coming, he called out,
“Oh, boy, I didn’t call for you. Why have you come?”
“He is crying so much because he misses his mother’s sisters,” said the woman.
The three of them started off to the man’s place. But first the husband told the woman to cut some soft kobo
sugar cane from a clump, for he was suspicious. While the woman was away, he quickly asked the child what had
happened. The boy showed his father his mother’s hair and related the events. This woman who had come was not
his mother, he said.
“All right,” said the man, and he took the boy to sleep in his house. The next day he told the woman,
“Let’s go and burn the new garden.”
They did so, and when the smoke was thick enough to conceal him from her, he took his bow and arrow and
killed her. Then he placed her body on top of the fire and burnt it.
Then the two, the father and son, returned to the pool where the young woman drowned, the son showing his
father the way. They made a platform on top of it and on this platform they built a small men’s house. When the
house was finished, the father told his son to do a rupale dance along the central corridor. The son sang:
Ayama yali wapu ropa ropa winya, aya na ama,
Ayama kili wapu ropa ropa winya, aya na ama.
Mother, waving pandanus tree of Ialibu Mountain, mother,
Mother, waving pandanus tree of Giluwe Mountain, mother.

Now the mother\fn{I.e.,her ghost.} heard this singing, and through a hole in the floorboards of the house she
appeared, her head white like that of the kaluga duck. She sang,
Kuri aki repalisi mula mula era, nena pearipula dia, na naki ama.
This sister-frog went to catch fish that’s all, it\fn{Your birth.} was not done for you, my son.

The father had readied a noose of rope, and as the head appeared he tightened it around the neck, hoping to
pull the woman up. But he could not; she was ashamed to come out. He pulled and pulled, but to no avail.
We hear, nowadays, noises from such pools, from dark red-colored pools that kill men, and that is the sound of
that woman struggling.
The two others, the father and son, became two kapipi tree-ferns by the pool’s edge. One is tall, the other short.
3
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There were many men in Kuri clan. They lived with one young woman, their sister Tyame. One day one of the
men, Keapu, went to the forest to cut bark for bark belts, but he did not return. Yarapea went to search for him, but
he, too, did not come back. Then Lopa went in search of the other two. He, too, failed to return. Then Rema,
Kusa, Dira, Dira’s son, Nayo, Tyamera, Riawa, Mulu, Pasere—all these men went and disappeared.
Tyame alone was left, and she wept as she strung Job’s-tears seeds to wear in mourning. She made bracelets of
the seeds, one for each of her lost brothers, calling them by name as she put the bracelets on her arms. Then she
mixed some charcoal with pig fat and rubbed it on her skin; and she donned thick mourning skirts.
It was not long before she decided to go in search of the others. First she killed her pig, Puramenalasu, and
cooked it. Some of the pork she ate, and the rest she tied up into a bundle. She bound this bundle securely with
strong kalipu vine, pushing the loose ends of the vine well into it. Having done that, she set off, following the
footprints of her Kuri clansmen.
These tracks led her along a wide path that crossed Mount Keresa and dropped toward Walu. Presently she
came to a lean-to in the forest. In it she saw the lower jaws of many men. They were strung on a length of vine,
just as people string up pig mandibles. She paused and gave this some thought.
“Those are the jaw bones of my brothers!”
She was afraid, but she pushed that feeling aside, entered the house, and sat down. Placing her net bag beside
her, she waited.
After a while she heard a man approaching. He was exhaling his breath in a low whistle as he walked, so she
guessed he was carrying a heavy burden. In a moment she heard the sound of a load of firewood fall to the
ground.
“Mother!” she heard the man call out.
“I am not your mother here,” said Tyame. “I am someone who has lost her way. Come inside.”
The man did so. Tyame rose, took the bundle of pork from her net bag, and tossed it over to him.
“Some pork, eat,” she said, feeling for the sharp stone ax that she had brought.
The man picked up the bundle and turned it over and over, looking for a way to open it. After a while he gave
up and bent over to bite the vine through with his teeth.
Immediately Tyame sprung up and brought the ax down hard on the back of his neck. Then she dragged his
body out of the house and dumped it in a ditch nearby, in which she saw her dead brothers’ bones. Next she threw
in a bracelet of Job’s-tears, saying,
“That’s in return for one of you.”
Later another man came along, whistling softly. He, too, dropped some firewood and entered. This one was a
light-skinned youth of some importance, a mudu ali.\fn{Headman.} But she did the same to him, using the bundle
of pork once again.
A third youth arrived and called out to his mother. Tyame spoke as before and offered him the pork. She killed
him as he bent to bite the bundle open, and then she threw his body and a bracelet into the ditch. Again and again
she did this to the others who came, until all but one of the job’s-tears bracelets were used up. She went outside
and walked through the piles of firewood to the ditch. She saw that it was now full of dead men.
But still one bracelet was left. She thought to herself,
“For each of those who have died, I have killed one. If more come now, they can kill me and I won’t care.”
She went inside and sat down again.
Soon a young man approached. He was about Lopa’s age, and the youngest of those who had come. He threw
down his wood and called out,
“Mother.”
“Come inside,” said Tyame. She killed that youth the way she had done before, though she did not throw a
bracelet in this time.
Finally an old woman, the mother, arrived with many net bags filled with food. She was bringing enough for
twenty men. Tyame looked on as the old woman dropped the sweet-potato bags to the ground. And she heard the
old one mutter to herself,
“Where are those sons of mine? I’ve never seen them go off like this before.” Then Tyame said,
“All your sons went off with some young women who were here. I’m here because I lost my path. Come
inside.” And when the old woman came inside Tyame threw the pork bundle over to her.
The old woman searched for the end of the vines that held it together. Then, just like the others, she tried to
open it with her teeth. Hers were long tusks. As she did so, Tyame broke her tusks with her ax, and then struck her
body, but to no avail.
“What’s this cutting me?” cried out the old woman. “Just blades of grass, that’s all!”
Tyame kept striking her, but the ax blade just bounced off her skin. Defeated, Tyame ran back the way she had
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come. The old woman gave chase. Seeing a pima\fn{Wild pandanus tree.} at the side of the path, Tyame climbed up
it. She heard the woman below, singing sadly,
Ga winya nena mone mone nuri pae pe peae,
Na kama nomarabu wa pele peae.
You could well have killed all the others,
And spared the good youth, my Kama Nomarabu.

The old woman was singing thus because she was most saddened by the death of Nomarabu, her youngest son.
Now we see the large nuts of the wild pandanus, and this is the woman sitting in the tree. As for the kulu\fn
{White bracts.} we see at the top of the tree near the fruit, that is Tyame’s mourning skirt.
4
One day several girls left their home for their garden. On their way back, they saw thick smoke rising from the
thatch of their house. A poor man was there. He had killed many small weso birds, wrapped them in leaves, and
was cooking them singly in several hearths of the girls’ house. When the girls arrived home and sat down by their
fires, they found these parcels, removed them from the ashes, and ate the contents.
The poor man then said to one of them, “Let’s go,” and he went off with the girl who usually slept closest to
the porch. The next day he returned and did the same thing again, and again the next day. Each time he took one
of the girls off. He was a riaboalisi\fn{Little poor man.} who did that, and his name was Kikoi. One of the girls once
said to him,
“You are a man without much wealth, yet again and again you lead girls off.”
“You’ve seen all the food I bring,” replied the poor man. “That’s why they come with me. They eat well!”
The next day he came back with more small weso and ramani birds in bundles. He cooked them in several
hearths, and later he left with another of the girls. And the next day another. Without missing a day, he kept this up
until there was only one girl left. This last one watched him cook his birds. Then she said,
“All the others have gone, and now there’s only me.”
“Come with me too, then,” he asked.
“All right,” she agreed.
So she killed her pig, cooked it, and put the pork into a net bag with some salt. This she carried with her as
they went off. They went on until it was nearly dark. Finally they stopped, not at a house but at the base of a large
kati tree and a pai tree. The poor man said,
“I will go to sleep on top of that kati tree. You sleep at the base of this pai.”
So she put her net bag down at the base of the pai tree, took her walking stick, and walked over to the base of a
nearby tall beech tree. She struck the ground repeatedly with it. Someone said from the earth below:
“Don’t hit my head like that!” Parting the roots, she felt something warm there.
“I will sleep here,” she thought.
And she went back to her net bag, covered it against possible rain, and returned with some pork belly and salt.
When she returned to the beech tree, she saw an old woman. On her back, she bore many bruises, made by the
many girls who had struck her with their sticks, just as she had done. This old woman said,
“Many young girls like yourself have I seen pass by here, but none have I seen return!”
The girl gave her some pork and salt, and the old woman was pleased. She said again,
“No, I don’t see them return. But you can go on after sleeping here.” The old woman ate some more pork and
salt and then said,
“That is the way the poor man does things. In the morning he will come for you.”
Then the old one got some small bundles and put them into a large net bag. She gave this to the girl, along with
a heavy walking stick. Then she fetched a big cooked taro which she had scraped. This too she gave the girl. Then
they slept.
Soon it was nearly dawn. The old woman woke the girl and told her,
“The aluba birds are crying. Get up!” Then she added,
“When he tells you to do something, whatever it is, you must do it!”
*
The girl went off with the thick walking stick, the bundles, the taro, and her own net bag of pork and salt. The
girl and the poor-man, went along for a while, and eventually they came to two wide pools. The girl could not see
how they could ever cross them, but the poor man took an arrow and, holding it out in front of him, walked over
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the water to the far side of the first pool. Then he aimed this arrow at her and said,
“I will shoot you if you do not come across.”
So she threw down her walking stick onto the water and walked across on it, joining him where he stood. Then
the poor-man said,
“We will cross the other pool now, but first tell me your father’s name.” She said,
“My father’s name is Tuaraipara.”
“Who is your mother?”
“Menanalapurugi.” And then she answered other questions, “My father’s ax is Tuaraipara as well. The name of
this vine is awipu. The name of this lake is Buna Kumi,” and so on.
The poor-man, hearing her answer so well, said that the two should continue on their way. They went on until
they reached a fence enclosing a dancing ground. There he told her,
“We shall not both take the same path now. You go on, and I will take the other one. But first give me some
pork.” She took some pork from her net bag and gave it to him.
“Stay over there at my mother’s house, where I have many pigs tethered,” he told her.
She went where he indicated and found a newly built house. Putting her net bag down inside, she sat and
waited. From where she sat she could see, at some distance, another house, an old one with tall grass growing
around it; and she saw something shining there. She went over to this old house and found, sitting there, an old
woman.
“Who are you, then?:” she asked the little old woman. The old one said,
“Oh, cross-cousin, your husband’s mother is a bad woman!”
The girl began to clear this old house of some of the rubbish lying around, and then she spread some dry
banana leaves down on the ground. She offered the old woman some pork, and then she arranged the old woman’s
net bags.
“Your husband’s mother will come, making much noise,” said the old woman. “Prepare yourself. Cut bananas
and sugar cane, dig sweet potatoes and taro, and fetch firewood, too. When she asks you for these things, you
must have them ready.”
So the young woman went to gather these things, and she returned. Soon she heard a noise—buuuu!—from
some distance.
“That’s your husband’s mother coming!” said the old woman. “All this pork you have brought you will have to
give to her. She will eat it all herself! Hang it outside for her.”
The young woman did so. The buuu sound was drawing nearer; the ground shook.
“Now when she comes here, stay inside and look through the open door.”
*
A tall old woman approached. Her body had branched out into several—her victims’ bodies had joined to her
own—and each of them carried a net bag loaded with something different. One held padi greens, another sweet
potatoes, another rani greens, yet others sugar cane, taro, yams, and kuni pitpit.
Many young women branched out from her big body. The old woman herself carried a heavy load of firewood
on her head. All of them were saying in unison,
“My son’s wives don’t come to sit by my house. They never stop to help me.”
The young woman sat by the door and looked on, much afraid. Then she rose and carried out pieces of pork.
She gave a piece to each of the woman-branches. These all put down their net bags, and it was as if many people
had stacked them there together for a feast. The young woman gave away all her pork. Then the old woman with
the many branches said,
“Good, I have taken some pork and I have brought some vegetables. Do you have taro? Sugar cane? Plantains?
Kuni pitpit? Padi? Yams?” Each time the girl said that she had.
“You’ve brought all these? That’s good! Keep them! My son’s other wives were not hard workers, yet they
said the same thing.”
It was now dark, and they slept the night.
*
The next morning the poor man returned and said,
“Hey, I want you to carry some yam posts out to the garden. Come!”
When she saw there were many heavy posts to carry, she shrugged and carried them out to the garden, leaving
them in a pile. She was about to return when she saw a big yakua snake. Seeing the snake approach, she cried out
in fear, “Father, help!” and quickly climbed to the top of a tall yawi\fn{Black palm.} tree. The snake was trying to
bite or eat her, and it tried again and again on succeeding days. But each time she climbed out of reach to the tree
top. One day the helpful old woman told her,
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“Beware of them. I’m afraid now they’ll kill me soon. When they say they’re going to kill a pig and eat pork,
what they actually mean is that they will kill and eat me. So you must not eat what they offer. Eat instead a piece
of pork of your own.” She repeated this,
“They will kill and cook me, but they will say it is pork. Don’t eat what they offer. Eat some of your own pork.
When the old woman tells you she wants to butcher the pig and asks you to fetch a bush knife, go along this path
along which you came. There you will see a house made for the ribu cult; the knife will be in the porch.”
Thus did the old woman tell the younger one everything that would happen later.
Presently the old woman with many branches arrived. She took a length of stout vine and strung the other old
woman up, killing her.
“My son’s new wife must work well. The others didn’t obey!” said all the branches in unison. “Now we’ll cut
up this pig fat and put it in the ribu house. My son’s other wives didn’t behave well. They were all lazy!” The
branched woman said this as she took down the old woman’s body.
“Now we’ll cook this pig.”
Her many voices sounded together, as in koda singing. The young woman saw this and felt sorry for that old
woman. Then the branched woman told her,
“Go to the ribu house and bring me a bush knife. I want to cut this pork.”
The woman went. She opened the door of the cult house. Inside she saw the same yakua snake. Taking down
the knife, she chopped the snake into pieces. But when she looked again, it was not a snake but a good-looking
young man that lay there. It was this same poor man; it was he who had been deceiving her by changing into a
snake. She had killed this poor man now, thinking it was a snake; but now a handsome young man lay there dead.
Then the many-branched woman came, all her parts talking and singing in unison. The girl cut at them with her
knife. She killed them all.
There, in a depression at the side of the cult house, she saw piles of ornaments and bones of young women and
men. She climbed down and picked up beads, armbands, pearl shells, bailer shells, and skirts, some from each pile
of bones. Then she walked away with these things and bunches of kalia cordylines. As she went along she met
many men and women in mourning, all with Job’s-tears necklaces and faces daubed with mud. To each mourner
she gave the ornaments belonging to the dead relative, along with a sprig of kalia cordylines.
But when she had finished, she did not return home. When she had given away the last of these things, she
turned into a mumakarubi quail.
5
I am going to tell a story about a snake that ate men, a story my mother told me.
Nokali lived with his wife, who was just about to give birth. She was feeling early labor pains, yet her husband
said,
“They are killing pigs not far away. Let’s go and receive some of their pork.”
She agreed and they set off. As they were walking along the path, the wife had to stop. She gave birth to a girl
child. After she did so the couple left the infant in the forest and continued on their way. They arrived at the pig
kill, received gifts of pork, and returned home. Back at their house they re-cooked the pork and ate it.
Elsewhere some men were working on a forest garden for a man and his wife, who in return were cooking
food for them. The men who were working had left their belongings—ax, shoulder bags, tobacco, comb and the
like—at the edge of the garden, lest they be damaged during the work.
Now this baby girl, the one who had been abandoned in the forest, survived. She was a short, thin little girl
with reddish skin around her mouth. Her uncut umbilical cord still dangled from her belly. She approached the
place where the men were working, picked up one of the young men’s shoulder bags, and hid it in the brush
nearby.
When the sun was getting low, the men ceased their work. One of them, a youth named Keapu, could not find
his bag, though he looked all over.
“Did someone take my bag?” he asked the others. “I put it here but now I can’t find it.”
No one knew. Finally he told them,
“Go on ahead without me. Start eating. I’ll stay and look.”
He continued to look, went to rejoin the others, ate, and then returned to look some more. But he could not find
it. Finally the little girl brought him the bag and said,
“You there, is this what you are looking for? I took it, and here it is!”
Keapu was startled.
“You, with your red mouth, what did you do that for? Give it back!” he said sharply. And he left for home with
his bag.
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He was surprised to see the same little girl sitting on his sleeping place when he reached the house. He thought
to himself,
“Why did she go and sit there? How did she know it was my place?”
*
She stayed with him, sharing his house. One day the youth thought for a while and said,
“I’m going to a place where they’re gathering for a singing.”
“All right,” said the girl. ‘I’ll stay here and cook food for you. It’ll be ready for your return,” she replied.
So he left.
She quickly prepared plantains, sweet potatoes, taro, pitpit, and pork. She put the food into an earth oven to
cook. Then she took off her hair and skin, those of an ugly little girl, and became a good-looking young woman.
When she had put aside the bad skin, she looked very beautiful indeed. Then she put red pigment on her face,
stuck cockatoo feathers into her hair, and decorated herself with other ornaments. That done, she walked swiftly
to where they were dancing. She danced at Keapu’s side, grasping the handle of his ax.
When the dancing was nearly over, she let go of his axe, left his side, and hurried back to the house. There she
put her ugly-little-girl skin back on. Then she began to remove the food from the earth oven. Keapu returned, and
when he saw her, he spoke unkindly,
“You with your red mouth and that thing dangling from your stomach, what kind of woman are you? I saw a
good-looking one at the singing.”
“Oh well,” she replied, “here I am, and I’ve been cooking food for you. Never mind her, come and eat.”
“Some woman you are, to come and stay in my house,” he muttered.
But they stayed on. Another time a gecko came into their house and chirped, “"No koda abi; koda dancing
now.” The girl said to Keapu,
“Go by yourself. Put on your ornaments and go. I’m not the type to go to that sort of thing.”
She helped him put on his decorations, and he departed.
She prepared food just as she did earlier. Then she took off her bad skin and set off. When she reached the
dance ground, the singing had already begun. She once again danced at Keapu’s side.
“Ah, woman,” thought Keapu, “before you came and danced with me. This time I’ll not let you go!”
But once again she released her grip on his ax and went quickly back to the house. There she took off her nice
skin, removed the cooked food, and waited for his return. When Keapu returned, he said contemptuously,
“Oh you, if only you were the woman who looked so nice at that dance. I saw her again. Give me something to
eat!”
“Say whatever you will, I’m going to stay here with you. You can’t get rid of me!” she replied.
*
Later on, another singing was announced. But this time Keapu told a poor man named Weabi to spy on her
after he had left. Weabi did so. After Keapu departed, the girl put the food in to cook as usual, then went to the
foot of a wild plantain tree, took off her bad skin, and hid it there. Weabi looked on as she wrapped her little-girl
skin in dry pandanus leaves. Good-looking now, she set off for the dance.
Weabi came out of his hiding place and burnt that skin. Then he hurried off to Keapu.
“Brother,” he said, “that good-looking one is your wife! I’ve burnt her other skin. Hold on to her tightly during
the dancing!”
When the young woman arrived on the dance ground, she did just as she had done twice before. She danced
yasa with Keapu. Late in the afternoon she rushed off back home, removed the cooked food, and went to change
into her other skin. She searched hard for the skin, but she couldn’t find it. Resigned, she went and sat down on
Keapu’s sleeping place inside the house.
After the dancing was over, Keapu’s brothers returned and sat around eating. They were very pleased that their
brother had taken that beautiful young woman. When Keapu saw her sitting in the house, he said,
“You tried to deceive me, didn’t you?”
So he took her as his wife, and after a while she gave birth to a son. They lived on.
*
One day the wife left the infant at home with her husband while she went to work in that distant garden. She
did not return quickly, and the boy began to cry. When finally she returned, very late, Keapu rebuked her.
“You who were such a sorry-looking girl, with your red mouth, why didn’t you come home sooner?”
“Look,” she replied, “I have returned with all this food, and the garden is a long way off. Why do you bring up
these old ideas?” She was angry.
“From now on I won’t nurse your son, and I’ll sleep on the other side of the house.” So she went to sleep in
another room.
41

The next morning a pool of water had surrounded the house; it was choked with tall grasses, a real swamp. She
had turned everything there into wild forest, and then she had disappeared. When the father and son saw what she
had done, that morning, they hurried to look at their gardens. They, too, were overgrown and in ruin. All their pigs
had gone wild as well. Nothing had they to eat now, those two. They began to consume their bark belts, hair, and
fingernails. Then the father said,
“Let’s go to the forest. We’ll be able to eat the buds and shoots of trees.”
So he led his son into the forest, where they ate the tender new leaves. But still they were sick with hunger,
foraging over the mountainsides. When the boy could no longer walk, Keapu took some black palm sheaths and
rolled him up in them, tied the bundle with vines, and carried him on his shoulder.
Some time later during his wandering, Keapu saw smoke rising from the slopes of Mount Ialibu. He set off to
see who was there. After several days he came to a forest garden, and he sat down at its edge. Seeing two ripe
cucumbers, he cut them and gave one to the boy. They ate and fell asleep.
They had not seen that in the middle of the garden there stood a tall old woman, with a stone ax stuck in her
belt. She was standing on a forked stake tying up bananas. When she had finished, she walked along the edge of
the garden, checking the fence. She found the father and son, asleep and covered with buzzing flies. The woman
prodded Keapu with her foot and he awoke.
“What are you doing here?” she asked. “Get up and let’s go,” she ordered them. “Look, there’s much sugar
cane growing here. You must go and cut stakes and tie the cane to them. And don’t take the broken canes and eat
them. Tie them up, too, and mend them with gum.”
Keapu took an ax, cut posts, and staked up the sugar cane. Then she commanded him,
“As for the canes that rats have gnawed, you must tie them up and cover the marks with gum.”
Next she told him to split a dry walu log for firewood and carry it into the house. While he was doing that, she
gathered several sorts of food from the garden and carried it back.
The three of them went to her house. She took a dish of walea wood, put cucumbers and other food on it,
sprinkled some salt on top, and ate it all herself. Then she made a large earth oven, but she alone finished off all
the food in it, giving none to the two who looked on. The next day it was the same, and the next. All she ever gave
them was more work.
“Go and fetch water,” she ordered. Then later,
“You see this new forest garden. You must enclose it with a fence today.”
He finished it that day. One day the man said,
“Listen, I’ve done all this work for you, but now I’m dying of hunger, for you give me nothing to eat. How can
I do more work for you?”
“You won’t die right away,” she replied. “Continue to work for me!” And she told him to go and carry back the
stump of a big walu tree, for firewood.
But he found he could not lift it by himself, and he called for her help. When he got it on his shoulder he asked
her,
“And the boy, how will I carry him?”
“Put him on top of the wood,” she told him. When he had done so, she told him to fetch some water on his way
back.
While he was doing all this she put some cucumbers on her dish, sprinkled some salt on them, and ate. But this
time, she got some more cucumbers and spread them on the plate along with some ripe bananas. When Keapu
returned, she said to him,
*
“Do you understand now? Before you called me all kinds of things and insulted me. Don’t ever speak like that
again. Now I have my son with me and I am content. Sit and eat.”
Having said that she took off her old-woman skin and gave them both food. She was indeed the wife who had
left him.
“I have many pigs and gardens,” she told the father and son.
And indeed from then on the two ate well and regained their strength. Both father and son looked well, and the
two seemed like brothers. One day Keapu said to his wife and son,
“You two stay here and cook some vegetables. I’ll go to the forest and hunt possums.”
He went off, but he did not return. So the next day the woman said to her son,
“Let’s go, we must look for your father.”
They followed his footprints and soon came to the ridge at Kunabalo. They saw that Keapu’s footprints led
toward something like a greenish-blue stone. When they drew closer, they saw a huge yakua snake lying there, its
two jaws open wide.
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Too late. They were swallowed.
Nowadays, too, this snake on Mount Ialibu eats people, the way it did those three.
1920
256.85 Excerpt from Kiki: Ten Thousand Years In A Lifetime; A New Guinea Autobiography\fn{Albert Maori
Kiki (1931-1983)} in a village from the Orokolo coastal area, nr. Orokolo Bay, Gulf Province, Papua New Guinea
(M) 11
1
The very first thing I can remember is the day on which they brought back my dead uncle. Like a hunted boar,
they had tied his hands and feet to a long pole that was laid across two men’s shoulders. I remember that day better
than any other in my life, for it was the same day on which I first, consciously, watched a sunset. Standing on the top
of a hill, I could see the red ball of the sun set—virtually at my feet.
It was the sudden outbreak of wailing and crying that made me run back to the village. With some bewilderment I
watched the little procession. As it arrived in the middle of the village my uncle was untied and laid out on the ground.
My mother was prominent among the women who cried in loud wailing voices. All the children, even the tiny ones
like myself, were brought to look at him.
There was a large gash across his clavicle and the blood was still red and fresh. The men took pains to explain to us
that he had been killed by a man of the Bei people, who lived further up in the mountains. No doubt we were expected
to keep a kind of mental account of the continual war between us and our neighbors. The men’s chief occupation was
to think about and carry out the “payback”, which would of course inevitably lead to further retaliation from the other
side.
I can remember sitting on the white chalky soil, watching the men as they decorated my uncle for the last rites.
His body was painted in yellow and deep red clays. Touches of white were applied here and there with the sap of
a milky tree. His hair was decorated with leaves, and cassowary feathers—the mark of a warrior—were tied round
his right arm. The weeping continued all night, but when I woke up in the morning I was told that my uncle “had
gone to the West” and everybody went about his normal business as if nothing had happened; only his widow was
to remain in her hut for several months to come, covered in mud.
My mother’s people always referred to the dead as “going to the West”, because they did not bury the dead in
the ground but placed them high up in the branches of a tree, facing the sunset. They did not believe in the last
judgment and they had no concept of heaven or hell. But they believed that the dead are ever present and that they
can be called upon to help in any dangerous situation.
I have never grown out of this belief myself. Even though I know that God is with me, I also know that my
mother is with me. In times of danger, say a car accident, I call her name first: Eau.
My mother died in 1958, the year I got married. From time to time my wife and I prepare a special meal and
we set aside plates for my mother and for her father (whom she loved most) and we call their names and leave the
food there while we eat our own share. This food will later be put away, it can never be eaten. We do this so that
we can think better of our dead.
My mother belonged to the Parevavo tribe, who live in the thickly forested hills on the banks of the Purari
river, (also called Pulari). To the North the mountains rise higher and higher, but to the south the Purari river soon
enters the swampy plain of the Papuan Gulf land. The coastal people feared the Parevavo and considered them
wild and savage and identified them with the notorious Kukukuku tribes who lived to the east of us and whose
language and customs resembled our own.
My mother’s clan are river people. During my first initiation I learned that a woman called Namora emerged
from a small lake named Eihovu, which is near the Vailala river. She swallowed a large fish and became pregnant
by it. She gave birth to a son, Maruka Akore. But when the son grew up he turned round and married his own
mother. And they had more children and more children. This is the origin of our clan and whenever we kill a pig a
portion of it must be thrown into Eihovu Lake as a sacrifice.
Maruka Akore is the greatest protector we have, in war and in peace. Whenever I was in any danger I used to
conjure up his presence with a sequence of sacred words which would make him immanent and even visible to
me:
Hilake Maruka Akore
my big fat boy
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I am looking at you.
You are a man, a man, a real man.
Now—now I can see you, Maruka,
I can see you in my mind’s eye.

My secret name, in fact was Maruka, after the ancestor of the tribe, but only my mother could call me by it.
My common name in the village was Lahori. Lahori is a fresh brook with drinkable water, but it is also a sigh of
relief which a man utters when he has quenched his thirst.
*
My father did not belong to the same tribe as my mother. He was from Orokolo in the coastal area and it was the
very first time that any Parevavo woman had married outside the tribe. It was a strange set of circumstances that
led to this marriage and that made me grow up in two different tribes and two cultural traditions.
My father’s name was Kiki. He married his first wife at the time of his initiation in the eravo men’s house. But
as his beard had not sprouted, nor the hair under his armpits, he was considered too young to sleep with his wife
and have children.
Consequently he was expected to go out into the world and prove himself a man before returning to the wife
who would be waiting for him.
My father first went to work in the Saphire copper mines near Moresby, where he was paid £6 a year. Even
then (in the late twenties) this was not very much money. But the workers were supplied with a weekly ration of
bully beef and rice and were issued lap-laps to tie round their waists.
In those days native workers were expected to go bare-chested. My father thought that the white men believed
that the “natives” were incapable of keeping a shirt or singlet clean, so they were discouraged from wearing them.
The remnants of this curious colonial attitude can still be seen in the large hotels in Port Moresby and Boroko
today, where the waiters still wear only lap-laps.
When my father found conditions unbearable at the mine he ran away to join a boat crew. Only days later the
mine collapsed, killing dozens of workers. My father sailed to Milne Bay, and the Trobriand and Ferguson Islands
on the cargo boat. Later he worked on the drydocks at Napanapa. It was four or five years before he returned
home to have his first child.
*
Soon after his return to Orokolo he was made the village constable. He had to look after the thirteen villages that
made up Orokolo and his duty was to settle minor disputes in conjunction with the thirteen appointed village councillors. Serious cases he had to bring to the notice of the magistrate in Kerema. He was in fact responsible to the magistrate and not to the police.
The administration regarded the village constable as a kind of interpreter who had to explain policy to the village
and see that it was carried out. Patrol officers paid rare visits to Orokolo in those days. So it was left to my father, for
example, to see to it that everybody in Orokolo started a coconut plantation, as the administration had decreed.
Soon after the birth of her second son my father’s first wife died. Being the village constable, he was spared some
of the hardships that are usually imposed on a widower. He had to go through the ritual of decorating his wife’s body
with shells, which her brothers took away before the burial.
But normally he would have been painted black with charcoal and given special arm bands to signify mourning
and would have been confined to the house for many months, sometimes two years. He would not be allowed to
remarry until his wife’s brothers came to set him free. This involved a feast and the ceremonial washing off of the
charcoal and the cutting of the armbands.
But though the village constable could not be made to go through all this, he nevertheless had to wait two years
before he was set free and could think of remarrying. His wife’s brothers came and gave the feast and they
returned the arm-shells he had put on the dead body of his wife. That meant that he had been absolved from all
obligations towards her.
In my mother’s tribe only the women had to go through an elaborate mourning ritual. The men were much too
busy fighting their neighbors—they could hardly retreat for one or two years when the community was in constant
danger.
*
Soon after my father had been set free the patrol officer took him on a patrol up the Purari river. My father
spoke Motu and a kind of Papuan pidgin that has since disappeared from the territory. This patrol led them into
my mother’s village. Previous patrols to this area had failed to make contact because the people had always run
into the bush as soon as they heard of the approach of the white man. This time, however, for some reason or
other, they decided to wait for him.
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My father was made to blow the whistle and the whole population had to line up for counting. The people were
asked whether everybody was now present. The people said yes, but there was one woman who had remained in her
hut because she was in mourning.
My father blew his whistle again, and the woman came out. She had covered herself in mud, because she was
mourning her second husband. The patrol officer said, “Who is your husband?” and the woman was afraid. She
thought that the white man might carry her away if she had no man of her own. So to seek protection she stood by
my father.
No woman had ever been allowed to marry outside the tribe until that day. How could she conceive of such a
thing and how was it that her people actually allowed her to leave the village and marry my father?
Eau had lost two husbands and she had borne one child to each of them. Among her people a woman was not
expected to have more than two children so she knew she could not find another husband in her tribe. To her, then,
the sudden appearance of the patrol meant a new lease of life.
Her clansmen might have protested vigorously had she been a young girl. But though she was by no means an old
woman she was unmarriageable by their custom and she was becoming a liability to the tribe. In any case, they must
have been too frightened of the white patrol officer to venture any serious protest.
My father had been a widower for too long to resist the opportunity of marrying again and of finding a wife
without the usual long drawn out negotiations and bride price arrangements. The patrol officer gave the fullest
support. The administration encouraged the native police and constables to marry women from the remote “savage”
tribes. They saw it as a good way of introducing new concepts into the lives of these remote peoples. The woman
would eventually return home and be able to tell her people about the things she had seen on the coast. She could
talk about the better living conditions of the coastal people, and also about magistrates’ courts and the strange new
law that forbade a man to kill in order to avenge a kinsman.
And so it was that a few days later my mother followed my father down to the coast.
*
She was still covered in mud and my father conceded her every right to finish the period of mourning according to
her custom. Her appearance in Orokolo must have caused some commotion: caked with mud and with a few leaves
front and back, she looked strange and savage to the people of Orokolo. They would remember many a man from
Orokolo who had been killed by her people when he had strayed accidentally into their territory while hunting a wild
pig. No wonder they hated her, and she was never fully accepted.
Only the women softened towards her. She sold them string bags which she made better than the coastal
people, and after a while they found out that she was an expert midwife and she delivered many babies in Orokolo
as she had done at home.
When I was old enough to walk my mother often took me along to watch her at work. The woman giving birth
usually sat upright, her legs placed on a couple of logs. My mother sat at her side. Her left hand rubbed the belly
while her right hand supported the child’s head. While the woman was in labor she would softly speak an incantation that would induce the child to come out.
You are clinging to the womb like a parasite,
you are chafing against her belly
like tree trunks rubbing each other in the storm.
Let go, let go,
the woman sitting under the umbrella tree
is appealing to you:
Maruka,
you are chafing like trees in the storm,
come down then, Maruka, come down.

All her deliveries were successful. Only once a woman died, after great loss of blood. My mother adopted the
child, but unfortunately it died when only a few years old.
*
When she had been on the coast for a couple of years, she gave birth to me, on September 21, 1931. My father
called me Maori, which is the Orokolo name for the hornbill who leads his mates in flight.
Soon after the birth she returned to her own people. She had never been happy in Orokolo. She never spoke Elema,
my father’s language, well, and she could never get used to the idea of fishing in salt water. She preferred to walk a
long distance to catch fish in the river, even though the fish were much more plentiful in the sea.
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Thus it came about that my formative years were spent in my mother’s village and I did not even know my
father until I was about four or five years old. Throughout all that time he never visited us, but he did send
occasional messages and presents of salt-water fish through relatives of his who lived near our land.
My mother’s people lived in tiny villages. On the coast a village could easily be some two hundred strong, but
among the Parevavo a village of 20 or 30 people was already considered a large one. In the steep mountain area
between the Purari and Vailala rivers life was harder than on the coastal plains. My mother’s people had to be
continually on the move, because after spending six months to a year in a certain area the game would move away.
We then packed our few belongings and moved through the forest to a new homestead, some thirty or forty miles
away, where new gardens had already been prepared by some of the younger men who had moved ahead. Thus we
would move around three or four homesteads until in the end we came back to the original site.
This constant movement determined our whole way of life. It was pointless to build solid, permanent homes. We put
a few sticks together, tent fashion, and covered them with leaves. While on the move we would simply dig a hole under
a fallen log or put some large pieces of bark against a tree trunk.
It would have been quite impracticable to make pots. Our only utensils were gourds and string bags, stone axes and
bows and arrows. Our only clothing was a piece of bark-cloth which covered the head like a cap and hung down the
back nearly to the ankles. Our economy also had to be adjusted to this form of life. We kept hunting dogs, but no pigs,
which would have been impossible to move on our long treks. We relied on a few quick-growing crops like sweet
potatoes and bananas, but mainly we lived on game: wild pigs, cassowary birds, birds’ eggs, snakes, lizards. Occasionally we could smoke out a nest of bees and get the honey.
All our food was roasted. Making fire was a somewhat laborious business. One sat on a large piece of wood,
holding the other end down with one’s feet. Then one started rubbing the log somewhere between one’s knees with the
hard rubbing stick. A fine dust was used to cause extra friction.
I think it must have been the constant movement of the tribe that made them restrict the number of their
children. When a woman had borne two children she was given a root to chew that would destroy her womb. In
both Parevavo and Orokolo a plant is used to prevent conception. It is a grass called ero’o in Parevavo and heroha
in Orokolo.
Heroha is cultivated, it does not grow wild. If you find it in the bush it is an indication that you are standing on
an abandoned village site. Women drink a kind of tea brewed from this grass once or twice a week. Since the tea
has a bad taste they usually add the juice of havai leaves for flavor. During the period nothing is taken, but
immediately afterwards women chew the root of the same plant. This tea is also the first thing a woman is given
after childbirth, to clean out all the “bad blood” from the womb.
There is also a rather dangerous vine called ii, which is cultivated in Orokolo. It is mainly used to kill fish. The
root is squashed and the juice dropped into the water, killing the smaller fish and numbing the big ones, so they
can be caught easily.
Ii is now popularly known as “Papuan dynamite”. Women use it to abort, but it is so dangerous that some have
been known to die from an overdose.
*
In any case, the men practiced considerable sexual abstinence. It was believed that a man who spent too much
time with his wife would become effeminate and he would become a danger and a liability to the tribe. It was
thought that the enemy might easily pick out such a man, that he was likely to be killed more easily and would put
us at a disadvantage.
A man’s life was mainly with other men. They went hunting together, and fighting together, or else they
prepared themselves for either activity. In a sense it was the war with neighboring peoples, the constant watch out
for enemy activities, the “payback” expeditions, the preparations of weapons, that provided the major content and
the excitement of our lives.
I have sometimes been asked by Europeans whether there was any way of breaking the vicious circle of revenge
and counter-revenge and arriving at some kind of peace. I think we did not really want peace because we enjoyed
the fighting. The village leader was always the man who had killed the most people. He was not chosen or elected,
he simply asserted himself and his leadership was accepted without query.
The war had to be fought according to strict rules. Although we killed animals with poisoned arrows, we never
used poison on a man. This was considered cowardly and it was believed that a real man had to kill the hard way. It
was a man’s obligation to always avenge his mother’s relatives, not his father’s.
The payback had to be carried out according to the “eye for eye, tooth for tooth” principle. When the enemy had
killed a man and left his body untouched, we also would not touch the one we killed in revenge. If his head had
been cut off, we too had to cut off the head of our victim. If they had eaten our relative it became our duty to eat the
one we had killed for his sake.
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When the first man was killed during an engagement with the enemy, the bereaved was immediately called. It
would be his duty to cut off the head or decide whether the body should be treated in any other way.
When the men planned an expedition they would move out of their huts secretly during the night. The women
would not be told in advance, but they would soon learn about it from the bamboo flutes that sounded from the
forest. These flutes were played only on this occasion. They were played by the older men who were no longer of
fighting age and they were not addressed to the women but to the dead of the clan, who were called upon to walk
in front.
The flute music was really a kind of recitation: ancient fighting tales were recited in a kind of code language.
The women would understand and be ready. They knew that should the village be overrun they could expect no
mercy. We had no trade relations with the people we were fighting, and we could not conceive of marrying a
captured woman—we believed that we must remain distinct to ourselves.
*
During the night the warriors would get ready: the war paint was put on, cassowary feathers were stuck on
our foreheads. The medicine men would also get busy. We had two of them and it was the job of one to kill
and the job of the other to cure. The one would get busy placing charms around the forest that would weaken
the enemy if he stepped on them, that would drain the power out of him and make him an easy prey. The other
prepared medicines for the warriors that would protect them and strengthen them. Usually he chewed these
secret barks and leaves first and then administered them to the mouth of his protégé. It was believed that
“power” was best transferred in this way.
War was ever present in our minds. My first and only toy was a miniature set of bows and arrows. We little
boys used to practice shooting a rolling pawpaw that represented a running pig, and we would carve crude images
from bark or wood and play at shooting a man.
When learning began in earnest, my uncle taught me how to kill a bird with bow and arrows, then how to kill a
man. This involved learning to hide, learning to stand absolutely still, shooting at a target (we were told to aim at
the heart) and how to approach a man who had been shot down (always obliquely from the side, in case he was
merely pretending to be dead).
In the final stage I was taught how to make my own weapons. We also learned how to set traps for enemy spies
who might prowl around our territories. A young tree was bent down and tied to a loop. If a man stepped on the
loop, his foot would be caught and the tree was released, hurling the man up in the air. The next morning we would
find him dangling from the tree head down.
My mother taught me some of the lore of our tribe, and also the use of simple medicines against fever and
open wounds. Only the girls learnt the art of knitting string bandages with which our people set broken bones.
These bandages were neatly and tightly woven, and people continued wearing them, perhaps like an ornament, or
as a memory, long after the bones were healed.
*
The more secret things were learned during the boys’ initiation ceremonies. I was barely seven when I was taken
off to a place known as Kapa, in the bush, where I went through my first initiation. My mother’s people believed that
a very young boy can absorb power more easily. Later bad thoughts enter a man’s mind and he becomes less
sensitive to the supernatural forces.
At Kapa I learned about Maruka Akore and the origin of the clan. I also had to go through a series of endurance
and courage tests. We were severely beaten and we had to sit calmly and unflinchingly when firebrands were waved
around our faces. On this occasion we were also shown the masks that represented our dead. We were shown how
they were made and worn, but were not yet allowed to carry them.
The second initiation took place at puberty. Its climax was the wearing of the mask. I can remember the large
Kova mask, a painted cane structure, being put over my head, and resting on my shoulders. A coat of white,
knitted fiber covered my body, leaving my arms and feet bare. As I rushed through the village, my relatives paid
homage to the mask. My mother threw herself on the ground and broke her lime pot, one of my uncles broke his
bow. I had to jump over my mother and sisters who were prostrate on the ground.
The secret of the mask must never be discussed with the women—yet my mother knew perfectly well that I
was carrying the mask. For these matters are handed down among the women from mother to daughter and
though they cannot participate actively in this ritual they pass on the lore among themselves.
*
Today I sometimes wonder how, under these hard conditions of life, in a state of perpetual war and being constantly on the move, our people could still find time to celebrate and rejoice. A small feast was given by every
mother a month after childbirth. During the first month she was confined to her hut. It was usually her brother’s
wife who looked after her during this time.
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Symbolically, she was called in “to clean the child’s first feces.” After one month the mother took over herself,
and she had to prepare a feast for her sister-in-law.
The happiest time of the year was the laula festival. It was celebrated when the first fruit began to appear on
the laula trees. This was to us the best time of the year, for fruit would be plentiful on the trees, there would be
more birds around and more birds’ eggs to eat and more game to hunt. We celebrated this by exchanging gifts of
food among the clans.
*
This was the time also when we boys went out bird trapping. Long before the fruit ripened on the trees we
had built our tree houses. Now we climbed up and lay in wait patiently with our cane loops displayed on the
branches. When a bird stepped into the loop we pulled it up quickly. It would be caught wings and all, and killed
instantly. The birds caught in this manner dropped to the ground without being able to utter a cry, and thus did not
disturb the other birds, who hardly noticed what was going on.
This was also the time when we found the fluorescent Hiri fungus in the forest; it grew on the branches of brokendown rotten trees. We used to carry home an armful of dry branches and they would give us a pale, pleasant light in the
night. We had no form of lamp in Parevavo, the only way to get light on a moonless night was to light a big fire.
The Hiri fungus was also very useful when we were walking alone through the bush at night. We used to stick a
fungus on our forehead, thus making ourselves visible from a long distance. In this way we could make it clear, when
approaching a village, that we were no enemies and came with peaceful intentions.
*
Compared with the life at Orokolo, let alone Moresby, it was a tough life by the Purari river. We were struggling
for mere subsistence and survival. There were no comforts and no luxuries and yet what stands out in my mind about
this period of my life is not the hardship, but the happiness of the life.
The sense of exhilaration when I was first allowed to wake up with the men at night while expecting or
suspecting an enemy attack, the feeling of triumph when I caught my first bird, killed my first pig. There was
anxiety too, and constant danger, but there was also the comfort that came from Maruka Akore, the ancestor of the
clan, who would never desert me and who watched over every action.
When I went hunting, he would guide my hand. When enemies were near, he would protect me from their sight.
I shall never forget the day when I first went to help my mother in the garden and she taught me to speak the
incantation while I planted my first banana. Biting a piece of sacred bark that she had given me, I said:
Maruka Akore,
I bite your flesh,
I call your name.
As I am planting this banana,
go into the earth before it,
give it power,
and make it grow.

2
One day my uncles came and decorated my mother. They put the large arm-shells on her, the dogtooth
necklace, the waistbands and the anklets. I had never seen her looking so splendid and wondered what had
happened. Soon it was explained to me that we were going down to the coast, to my father’s village. I was about
four or five years old at the time and all I knew about my father was that he sent occasional gifts of sea fish to us.
Shells were the principal ornaments among the Parevavo people and they actually represented our only form of
wealth. The shells had to be obtained from the coastal people by exchanging them for magic charms—the only
thing we could trade. The coastal people were infinitely richer in food than we were, but they believed that we
possessed certain powers—both protective and destructive.
The “power” trade never went on in the open market, but people met secretly in the bush to negotiate. Judging
by my mother’s appearance that day, my people must have been pretty successful in this business.
It took us four days to reach Orokolo, my father’s village, and most of the way one of my uncles carried me on
his chest. I was already too old to be slung in a string bag like the smaller children.
*
My first impression of Orokolo was that it was full of people. Coming from the tiny Parevavo community that
wandered through the thick forest with their scanty belongings, Orokolo seemed like a modern metropolis. There,
people lived in solid houses, close together, and the place was buzzing with noise and activity. The vast number of
pigs roaming about everywhere also astonished me because my mother’s people did not keep any tame pigs,
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whereas in Orokolo the pig population was larger than the human one. My mother told me later that she felt a
wonderful sense of security in Orokolo, where one could sleep without fearing a night attack by the enemy.
But to me the experience was altogether disturbing and worrying. At night I missed the humming noises that
had lulled me to sleep at home. The formidable sound made by the crickets in the forest was reduced to a feeble
chirping there and the cries of the night birds were altogether absent.
To me, the most frightening thing was the sight of the sea, the unbelievable, roaring expanse of. water.
Throughout that first year in Orokolo I could never be induced to swim in the sea, nor would I enter a boat.
*
I was terribly proud of my father, who stood out from everyone else in his uniform. The image that remains
most clearly in my mind is that of my father standing among men, telling them what to do, or exhorting them, or
making peace. He was also a little frightening, with his heavy leather belt and the steel knife stuck in the side—
the first of its kind I had ever seen.
My father had two grown-up sons who were married, and three younger adopted children, though none as
small as myself. The oldest son was called Heni—after my father’s “trade relation” from Porebada, a Motu village
some 200 miles further down the coast.
The Motu people went on regular trade expeditions to the Gulf area. They tied three or four canoes together
and built a platform across them. These large craft were known as lakatoi, and they brought pots and exchanged them for sago. I saw several of these Hiri trading expeditions arriving in Orokolo.
The trade was not conducted like common barter, it was carried out with a certain ceremony; and the declarations of friendship that went with it were as important as the exchange of goods itself. The arrival of the
lakatoi in Orokolo was usually a great occasion. The visitors were greeted with singing. The Motu people did
not carry their pots to the market, but each went straight to the house of his “trade relation”, with whom his
family had been dealing for years and perhaps generations.
Heni, the leader of the expedition, went to my father’s house. He would hand over all his pots at once to my
father, and it was considered bad manners to count them or to ask for a price. To any outsider the transaction
might have looked like a gift. But in fact my father was counting the pots carefully and as they were piled up in
the house one of his sons was charged with making knots in a piece of string, different knots for different pot
sizes and different shapes.
In this way my father assessed the amount of sago he had to give in return, and once again the sago was
presented to the trade relation without counting. Often my father would also go into the bush and cut a canoe
for Heni, because the lakatoi might need some repairs and replacements after the long journey up the coast.
The friendship between my father and Heni was further cemented when my father called his first son Heni,
and his friend called his own son Kiki. In fact Motu trade relations were almost considered members of one’s
own clan. If one of them were to die in Orokolo, we would bury him with full rites, like one of our own
people.
*
I had some difficulty in learning my father’s language. For quite a while I kept silent and when I uttered my
first sentence it turned out to be a hotchpotch of Orokolo and Parevavo. I have not been allowed to forget this
because to this very day, when my sisters want to tease me, they say: pairake la akea aeve.\fn{“Broom up there in the
sky!”; the first three words are Orokolo, the fourth Parevavo } And I must confess, that after thirty odd years, I still get a little
angry when they do this.
I can remember the original occasion very clearly: I had seen two masks walking through the bush and a
couple of young men going in front, brushing the cobwebs off the branches lest they touch the masks. I was so
excited by this unfamiliar sight that I overcame my initial shyness and uttered my first unsuccessful sentence in
the Orokolo language.
In spite of many similar experiences which, I suppose, any child has to suffer in a new and unfamiliar environment, my life on the coast was a happy one. To us, there was unbelievable comfort there. My mother did not have
to do any gardening because in Orokolo this is a man’s job. The men clear the bush, plant the taro, the bananas
and the sweet potatoes, they do all the weeding and the fencing, and the women are only called in to help with the
harvest. The sago palms, of course, were planted many generations ago and they need no attention. But the cutting
of the trees and the splitting of the trunk are skilled men’s jobs, while the women have to pound the sago.
We children played and ran along the beaches. At home I had never known such wide open spaces, such flat
ground for running. I was as good as any child there with my little bows and arrows, but there were many new
games to learn.
By far the most popular and interesting of these was a kind of hockey game that was played with bent sticks of
cane and the hard, round Koae seed that served as a ball. Boys and girls played this game, but unlike the European
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game there were no goals. The object of the game was to drive the other party of players as far east or west as we
could. We usually played against a neighboring village and when we were lucky we would drive them miles along
the beach far beyond their village and the game would only stop when the sun set.
The boys were in the forefront of the game, hitting the ball with their sticks. But the girls had the privilege of
being allowed to catch the ball with their hands. When they did, everyone had to stand still and allow the girl a
kind of free kick, and they knew how to hit it hard with their sticks.
In Orokolo the women spend much of their time weaving nets and fishing in the shallow waters. The men
catch the bigger fish and go out in canoes at night. There is a long thin fish with a pointed nose called hariha,
which is attracted by the light that is carried on the boats. This fish was plentiful off the coast in Orokolo and
most of the men went out after it.
But only a few people knew how to catch young sharks. My father was one of these.
No hook was used, but a double loop which was let down deep into the water. As bait, two bits of flesh from
a water snake and two small shiny shells were tied to the loop. The sharks would be attracted to the shells from
a distance, thinking they were fish. Once they put their heads through the noose they could not retreat, because
their gills were caught in it. The loop is made from the rough bark of the oro tree (which has given its name to
Orokolo) and by the time the shark is pulled up, it is dead. Often two of them are caught together. Hundreds of
small sharks would be caught in this manner to be eaten.
Our people did not seem to bother about the large man-eating sharks. They never hunted them, and the sharks in
turn seemed to leave us alone. During all the years I lived in Orokolo, I cannot remember a single case of a man being
taken by a shark.
There were other fish that could not be caught by just anyone because they belonged to a certain clan. The fish
known as larovea for example belonged to my father’s people. There was a carved image of this fish in my
father’s house and when the season came for catching larovea my father’s clan would make a feast and then go to
the sea and put the wooden fish into the water. This ritual was intended to attract the fish and usually they came in
great swarms.
But if larovea went into the net of a man who did not belong to my father’s clan he would have to throw them
back into the water. Only my father’s people were allowed to catch them but they could not eat them. All the fish
they caught were distributed among the other people of the village. Though my father’s clan could never keep or
eat the larovea fish, they kept all other fish they caught.
They were not given anything directly in exchange. But there is so much exchange of food going on in Orokolo that the people do not bother even to have a market. When a man has a big catch of fish or a large yam harvest,
he will automatically distribute some of the food to neighbors, friends, and relatives.
My father told me the following story to explain his relationship to fish:
*
Larovea used to be a man and he lived under the mountain. He was an ugly man, so he decided to make a hole
under the mountain and stay there. He was a feeble man who could not work. So he used to go out and steal his food.
When the people found out about it they tabooed their gardens. They made signs (by knotting ray grass)
saying that he was a woman, unable to make his garden, that he was a thief, that he was a beggar. Then
Larovea was ashamed and he went and stayed under the water. When the people saw him sitting under the
water he said to them:
“Now you will find it difficult to catch me. You will have to look for me. You will have to fence me in.
You must say my name: but if you say the wrong words, I will never come to you.”
Larovea is the name that is known to everybody. But we alone have the secret name, that is why we alone are
allowed to catch him.
*
Other fish were related to other clans. The fish called Vlaria for example belonged to the Kauri clan and they
tell this story about it:
Maria was the youngest son of Molara, and Molara kept him in the house until one day Maria died. But
Molara was so fond of him that he did not want to bury him. So he dried the body and smoked it until it
became very small. Then he carried him around under his armpit wherever he went.
So Maria stayed with his father even though he was dead. Though Maria was dead, he began to grow under
Molara’s arm. People soon began to notice that Molara’s left shoulder drooped while his right shoulder turned
up.
In the end Molara was unable to carry the weight and so he went and put his son into the Miaru river.
Every day he visited him and fed him until the son grew up and produced other Marias.
When people want to catch Maria they must belong to this Kauri clan. Someone must go out into the water and
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pretend to be Molara. He must identify himself with Molara’s secret name. He can then call out and ask Maria to
come and help him.
*
Thus much of our fishing activity was bound up with religious ritual and ancestor worship. But the most
sacred activity was the planting of yams.
Yam planting was not an individual’s business. It had to be done communally because it is a very sacred
plant. There is a special kind of priest known as Hi Haela—the string man—who must go onto the land first,
alone, and drive out the evil spirits. This is done by cutting the vines, the wild creepers, which are supposed to
be the magic strings by which evil spirits travel to the earth.
The concept of the magic string is widespread in Orokolo. It is believed, for example, that the leader of any
clan can physically remove himself to the clan’s place of origin within seconds by traveling on this magic string
that will eternally connect him to his origin, rather like a spiritual navel cord.
The story of the origin of yam and its mysterious connection with the moon and with women is probably the
most beautiful story I have ever heard in Orokolo and therefore I want to tell it here in full:
*
In the old days there was a man in Orokolo called Aru Aru.
He was a strange man who would never take anything for granted. When he grew up he married a young girl,
but he had never heard about a woman’s monthly period. One day he discovered his wife’s menstruation and he
was very disappointed:
“You promised that I would be your husband and that you would not sleep with other men,” he said to her. His
wife said:
“Oh no, these things happen to all women.” But he became very angry and said:
“I don’t believe it. You should not sleep with that man. I know who it is, it is Papare, the moon. All right, I will
kill your other husband. I must kill that man!” Next morning Aru Aru said:
“Let’s go and work in the garden.”
When they got to the garden he let his wife beat the sago and in the meantime he went and cut a hapala tree
and made his bow, spears and arrows from its black wood. His wife grew suspicious and she said:
“What are you going to do with those?” And he said:
“I am going to kill Papare.” His wife said:
“Oh, don’t be silly, all women have this.” He said:
“I don’t believe you.”
Aru Aru made himself a canoe and one morning he took his weapons and he paddled off in the direction in which
the sun and the moon go down. So he followed the sun in the daytime and the moon at night. But the moon knew
exactly what he was doing for he had heard all the words Aru Aru had spoken to his wife. So he paddled and paddled
out in the open sea until he came to an island. And on this island there were two men with their wives and their
children. He saw the children playing on the beach and said to them:
“Where are your parents?”
“They are in the house.”
“Well go and tell them to come and help me pull my canoe in.”
The men came and pulled his canoe up on the beach. They were strangers, and Aru Aru was somewhat afraid of
what they might do to him, but nothing happened. They received him well and fed him. They talked about all sorts of
things but not until they went to sleep did Aru Aru tell them the reason for his trip.
“I am looking for Papare. One day he slept with my wife and ran away. So I am going to kill him.” The man said to
him:
“You are very stupid. This thing happens to all the women. And anyway, you’ll never find him.” But Aru Mu said:
“I must kill him.”
In the morning he would not eat anything so he could concentrate on his task. He stood on a log and combed his
hair, because long hair is the symbol of a man’s strength and beauty. And he sang a song saying:
“This is the thread that ties me and moon together …”
Then he pushed his canoe into the water and he paddled on until he saw another island. On this island there
lived just one man and a woman. Again he saw their children playing on the beach. He called out to them:
“Where are your parents?” And they said:
“They are in the house.”
“Well go and tell them to come and pull up my canoe.”
“Oh, but your canoe is heavy!”
“Never mind, you call them.” When the parents came they said:
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“No, we can’t pull up your canoe on the beach. You must take it round to the bay where we usually keep our
canoes.”
So he paddled the canoe round to the harbor. Then they took him to the house and entertained him. Just
before they were going to bed they asked him what he was looking for. And he told them the same story.
“Oh my friend don’t be stupid: these things happen to other women. My wife has it too! You should not look
for that man, you’ll never find him.” But Aru Aru answered:
“I won’t take your word for it. I must go and find him and kill him.”
Next morning he got up and combed his hair, but he refused to drink water. For it is believed that all the
strength and magic power passes out of a man with his urine. So before an important task a man should not drink
any water. Then he said good-bye to his friends and he paddled on.
Finally he came to a third island. On this island there was only one little boy playing on the beach. Aru Aru
asked him to call his parents to pull up his canoe. But the little boy said:
“I have no parents. I have always lived here by myself.”
“But you must have parents. You can’t just come up from the bush like that!”
But the little boy was in fact the moon, who lived on that island with his brother the sun. When he saw Aru Aru
coming he quickly changed himself into a little boy. Aru Aru said:
“Well, help me to pull my canoe up.”
And though he was only a little boy he was so strong that he pulled up the canoe by himself. But of course Aru
Aru did not know that he was the moon.
The boy took him to his house, but it was not built on the ground, it was built on a hepe tree. It is from there
that the sun and moon take turns traveling round the world. Like all spirits they travel along a magic string, which
they throw out from the tree and which enables them to return to their home safely.
At first Aru Aru was afraid to climb up the steps to the house but when he finally got up everything was bright
and colorful, because the house was filled with the stars which belong to the moon and sun. But the sun was not
there. He had traveled to Kereva, the world.
Aru Aru was surprised because he had never seen such wonderful things. The moon told him that these things
belonged to him and his elder brother, who had gone out to garden. At the same time the moon heard through the
string that the sun was about to return.
When the sun appeared Aru Aru was amazed, because the sun was a very handsome man, well decorated and
with bright lights all around him. Then Aru Aru said to the little boy:
“You said your elder brother is coming from the garden. But he is not coming from the garden! When I go to
the garden I always get dirty—but this man looks so beautiful.” Then Mu Aru embraced the sun and rubbed noses
with him. Then the moon said to Mu Mu:
“Well, you just sit down here. I am only going out to urinate.” But in reality he was going to the next room to
dress himself up in all the glories that the sun had brought back.
The sun took Aru Aru to the front door of their eravo and suddenly the moon appeared: a handsome, wellbuilt, big man. Aru Aru said:
“Oh … do you live here too?” The moon said:
“I am the moon. I am the man you are looking for. I have heard what you have told other people that you
will kill me, because I slept with your wife. But my friend, it is not only your wife. Every other woman in the
world is my wife. I marry them first, and you marry them after me. So in actual fact you stole my wife. You
cannot kill me.”
Then Aru Aru was convinced that this was the true story. He realized he could not kill the moon, that these
two men were too powerful for him.
“So I married your wife?” he said.
“Yes, all the women of the earth are my wives. Now my brother here is the sun, he travels round the world
and gives life to you. He gives life to the bananas and coconuts, and you eat him. But you never eat me. Because
I am a bad man. I come out and see you sleep with your wife in the night. Every secret that you have is always
watched by me. I see boys and girls, I see men and women, I see birds, I see pigs, everything that makes love
under this world—I watch you every night. But now I must go because the world is waiting for me. If I don’t go,
there will be no light in the world.”
Then he went out and left his guest with the sun. The sun looked after him in the night until the moon came
back in the morning.
Aru Aru had been unable to sleep all night. He sat and watched the moon traveling through Kereva. Then the
moon said to Aru Aru:
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“You have traveled all this way through miles and miles of ocean to come and kill me. You cannot do it. But
your trip was not in vain. I am giving you this plant, yam, which you must take back to your people. But you must
not plant it straight away. First you must call your people and tell them to make a feast. When you are making a
feast I will know that you are asking me—and I will ask my brother to give them life so that they can grow.”
But Aru Aru was very sad. He thought to himself:
“I have told my people that I will kill the moon and bring back his head. When I shall go back without it
people will laugh at me. I cannot carry this spear and these arrows back with me. I must destroy them.”
But the moon knew exactly what he was thinking. And he said:
“I know what you feel. You have failed. But you can go back and tell the people the truth. Do not break these
spears. But when you plant the yam, stick them in the ground so the shoot can climb up them.”
Then Aru Aru set out in his canoe to return home. But this time it did not take him three days to reach home.
Within a few minutes he reached Orokolo. And all the people ran to the beach to greet him and to find out whether he had killed the moon. Aru Aru said to them:
“Do not touch my canoe.”
Then he told them the story of his trip. And he instructed the people that when their wives had their monthly
period they must not go near them because then they were the moon’s wives and if they went near them the moon
would destroy their gardens.
Then he told them that he had brought the yam and that he would show them how to plant it. He instructed
them to make a feast. When they had all eaten together he chose Muvu beach to plant the first yams. He first went
to the land alone to cut the vines—which are the strings on which the moon and evil spirits travel to the earth and
destroy crops. Then he called the people in to plant the yams.
This is how we got the tradition of planting yam. And this is how Aru Aru became the first Hi Haela or string
man in Orokolo.
*
We stayed in Orokolo for about a year, and then returned to my mother’s village. Our last homestead had of
course been deserted by this time and our people had moved on. But my mother found no difficulty in tracing
them for the young men had marked the path with signs cut on trees or knots tied to shrubs.
In our territory each village had its own sign language and strangers coming across these were well advised to
keep out of the way because anybody seen following them might be suspected of being an enemy and killed
instantly.
This was the first occasion since I was born that my father visited my mother’s village. He was now retired as
a village constable and he lived with us for some time. I spent several more years in my mother’s village and I
was about ten or eleven years old when I descended once more to Orokolo.
This time I was sent for because I had become old enough to be initiated in my father’s community and go
through the various eravo houses. I had already gone through the initiation in my mother’s village, which takes
place at an earlier age. Now I was to face the much more elaborate and complicated ritual of Orokolo.
Years were taken up in this activity and I never returned to live at home for any length of time. And thus it
happened that in spite of all the lengthy preparation I had been given, and in spite of all the promises I had to
make in the Kapa bush, I never did prove my manhood by killing a man, and somebody else had to carry out the
“payback” for my dead uncle, which was considered my own duty and privilege in Parevavo. …
285.11 Excerpt from A Thousand Coloured Dreams\fn{by Josephine Abijah (1944- )} Misima, Milne Bay Province,
Papua New Guinea (F) 9
On a tropical afternoon, in June 1961, I stood on the top of a shanty-crowded hill in the Australian colonial
town of Port Moresby. I held a young baby to my breast and gazed beyond the vaporizing tin huts of the desperate
and the poor of the town to the cool white sands, the gentle palms and the blue coral seas of my Papuan homeland.
I was homeless, destitute and very alone. My only possession in the world was the child who sucked my
breast. My only asset was a dying, consumptive uncle who hoped to stay alive long enough to see his name live
on through me and my son.
*
It all started at the native village of Wamira on the northeast coast of Papua. My mother, a young, grass-skirted
bride of seventeen, was at full term in the village. My father, seven years older, was away working “trade” for the
Australian foreigners—the colonial masters who manipulated our lives, our thoughts and our gods to serve their
own ends.
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The pains of birth began as the kokoroku (cocks) welcomed the morning light as it crept through the motionless palms of the village. By high noon, Josephine Abaijah was ready to take her first look at colonial Papua.
My mother moved out of the palm thatched hut, which was to be my home, so that the tissues of creation
would not defile the dwelling. By the time the labor was well progressed, she had taken up a position, squatting
upright and unsupported, under a shady okari nut tree at the side of the village.
There were no midwives present. My mother carried out most of these duties herself. There were two
scrutineers who had taken up their places nearby. One of these was my father’s sister, there to look after the
interests of his family. The other scrutineer was my mother’s sister, there to protect the interests of the family of
my mother.
At a late moment, banana leaves were cut and placed under my mother’s squatting buttocks and a chewed up
half-towel, which was produced from the family treasures, was placed close by. And, so, I was unceremoniously
pushed, by strong young muscles, out of the naked body of my mother on to banana leaves which separated me
from the warm sands.
As a premature baby, my appearance was anything but impressive. Many of the wise people of the village
shook their heads when they saw me, predicting my early departure to the next life. A white missionary, who lived
at the edge of our village, was of the opinion that it would be wise to complete all church transactions with haste.
It was hard enough for any baby to survive in a Papuan village without being two or three pounds short of weight
to start with.
*
Nearly one year after I was born, my father, who was still away working for the foreigners, plucked up enough
courage to tell his Australian master that his wife was dying and, thus, he had urgent need to visit his village. He
dared not suggest anything so trivial as wanting to visit his young bride (whom he had scarcely seen) and to see
his first-born child!
After a long sea trip in a small island trading boat, my father duly arrived in the village, and the family was
reunited for the first time since the early days of my parents’ marriage. My mother had felt the strain of singlehandedly caring for her small baby, who barely survived during the early months, as well as doing heavy work in
the village gardens. She was not keen to face the future alone; and she managed to get this message through to my
father. So the next time my father set off to work “trade” for the foreigners, he took us with him.
The time came for us to depart, and my parents, carrying me in their arms, set off for a small wharf situated in
a neighboring village. Unfortunately for my parents, at that time a tribal fight was simmering between this village
and our home village. As my parents approached they were attacked by hostile natives and, during the skirmish,
an attempt was made to stone me. My mother was able to shield me with her body and take what stones came her
way.
The issue at stake was who speared, and thus owned, a certain wallaby killed in a recent joint village hunting
expedition. In a rich society, fighting over a dead animal could appear to be an absurdity. But this could not be a
trivial matter in a society starved of meat and protein, where rules of conduct had to be firmly established for
large hunting expeditions involving many families.
*
My father worked for a trading firm on Samarai Island—a small trading post and government centre set among
beautiful islands off the eastern tip of Papua. Here, the family managed to establish a small territorial claim in a
communal “boy” house (“boy” was the Australian colloquial term for all male Papuans). This building was a
large, one-roomed shed which served as a home for many Papuans from different parts of the country. All of the
people who shared this shed as a home had one thing in common: they all served the same foreign master for one
dollar (ten shillings) a month plus weekly subsistence rations of rice, two tins of corned beef or fish, and a small
amount of sugar, tea and tobacco. For a wife and child an additional ration was allowed.
All of this was thrown together in an old sugar bag which served as the store for the food. The only furniture
provided for the family was a mat to sleep on, the sugar bag, and a small cardboard suitcase.
My mother was now about nineteen and had spent all of her life in her palm-thatched native village on the
sands of Wamira. That life was clean and wholesome to her and not like now, breathing the stale air in the
darkness at the end of a communal “boy” house. Also, my father had been able to look after himself much better
as a bachelor without responsibility, playing a cat and mouse game of master and servant unhindered by a family.
These factors meant a change was in the air. Eventually, my father managed to gain work looking after a very
small trade store on a picturesque south sea island called Misima, deep in the Coral Sea. A rich reward for faithful
service.
*
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My family found Misima much more to their liking. Here they could identify with the brown, grass-skirted
people and loved the deep-blue sea, coral reefs, colorful flowers and graceful palms of our new home. My parents
decided to settle here permanently.
But the colonials not only bring their religion, their language and their materials with them when they colonize
a country, they also bring their diseases and their wars. Pearl Harbor had been bombed and the Japanese armies
were advancing across the Pacific. The drums of foreign wars were moving towards Papua.
Foreigners take their wars very seriously. They also expect others to do the same, especially so when the others
are voiceless, colonial people under their control. It is impossible for them to concede that one set of colonials is
much the same as another.
Mime Bay and Samarai were preparing for war and all foreigners were to be evacuated from Misima. Papuans
from other parts of Papua were to return to their home villages—but little thought was given as to how this was to
be accomplished. The general idea was to proceed in a straight line to where the whites wanted to go and then to
put the Papuans down at the nearest convenient spot en route. They were then to proceed to their homes without
food or money, even though this could take many days’ walking with children and personal belongings to carry
and seas to cross.
Misima government station was closed down with the usual colonial drama. Lectures were delivered but not
understood, flags were laid to rest like dead people and Misima government station quietly folded up and went to
sleep for the duration—an event which probably affected nobody but the people who slept there. A small trading
schooner was commandeered and a white colonial officer was placed in charge of the evacuation. A “stiff upper
lip” was the order of the day, and the Abaijah family was ordered to evacuate.
Unknown to all then, the small schooner would carry us and other Papuans over several hundred kilometers of
restless seas to the mainland of Papua. There was only room on board for the people and some of the valuables of
the Australians—so the natives were told to leave everything behind. The only property that the Abaijahs were
allowed to take with them was their daughter, Josephine, now able to walk a few steps and still only protected by
the old towel given at her birth.
One hundred and sixty kilometers from Milne Bay, word was received that Samarai had been bombed and that
Japanese bombers were in the area. Our small schooner with its cargo of souls, did a right-angled turn and headed
for the island of Dobu, in the D’Entrecasteaux group of islands, many kilometers off the mainland of Papua.
After battling with heavy seas for three days, we landed at Dobu. A wide sea and many kilometers separated us
from our native village of Wamira. Needless to say, my parents were foodless and moneyless. Carrying me in their
arms and begging for food and transport from villagers, my parents slowly made their way from island to island
until, eventually, we arrived back at the wharf where I had been stoned a few months earlier.
No more animosity or wallaby wars, as now the foreign war was the big news, as was our own arrival.
Previously, news had come to the village that the Abaijah family had been wiped out by a Japanese bomb.
*
For the next few years, I lived the life of a small girl in the village where I was born. Growing up in a Papuan
coastal village was a warm, agreeable experience which rooted a child’s heart deep in the native soil. The blue
waters of the warm Pacific reached almost to our front door, as our village of thirty or forty houses was on the
beach.
For four years, the sand was our floor and our bed, bundles of grass cut from old gardens our roof, and our
walls the leaves of coconut palms. Our houses cost nothing to build but it was cool and dry. It consisted of one
room in which everyone lived and shared everything in life including the smoke from the everlasting fire that
smoldered in the middle.
There are no secrets in a Papuan village and it is almost impossible to be alone. Procreation, recreation, eating,
living and dying, for us all, took place on that few square meters of sand under the grass and coconut leaves, that
we called home.
My memories are of hot tropical days and pleasant nights with cool breezes. We roamed free in the powerful
sun with coconut leaf skirts our only clothing. Very few girls were rich enough to own a material dress or even a
rag. Our brown skins became much darker in the hot sun but we had no color consciousness. We felt closer to the
hibiscus and the night breeze than we did to the pale, sweating Australians who occasionally appeared among us
to observe how we were progressing towards civilization.
My days were spent swimming with the other children; in the gardens with my parents; or romping in the
village. I grew to love the simple elementary beauty of natural things, the smell of grass, the warm colors of extravagant flowers and the warm touch of smooth brown skin.
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Of my thirteen natural brothers and sisters, the next two girls were born during these four years. Like myself,
they were pushed out of the body of my squatting mother, unattended, onto banana leaves on the warm sands of
Papua. This ritual was to be repeated, at two yearly intervals, for the next twenty years.
Our family now had three girls and my parents had added responsibilities and were growing in status as their
family increased. Being the eldest in the family, I was practically a fully developed mother before I was eight
years old. About the only motherly duty that I did not perform with gusto and constancy was to produce a child
myself and, after all, that act was of no great consequence.
*
Ever since my earliest days in Wamira, I have been deeply moved by the poverty of the village people. I doubt
if my mother has spent more than twenty dollars in her whole life. If she were given a dollar now she would not
know what to do with it and, probably, would look around for someone to give it to.
The most vivid memories that I have of Wamira are of the rare occasions when we were given a small plate of
plain boiled rice. These were tremendous occasions when I lovingly shepherded each grain to my mouth—events
to be talked about and relived for years to come.
Life was hard on our few feet of sand. Food was just enough for existence; our gardens were several kilometers away; fish was scarce and only caught in the rivers; meat almost non-existent. Still, we had ourselves and we
had the natural beauty of our native land.
My people had lived within the clammy grip of colonialism since the last century but my village had never
experienced any form of material development. My people were considered so poor that the men were exempted
from paying the one dollar a year tax which was extracted by the colonial ruler to pay for the practically nonexistent services that were provided.
But what the colonials did succeed in doing was to use our poverty to bait our young men away from the
village to work for them for a dollar a month plus food, thus further weakening our own power to produce and
develop. During the war years at Mime Bay, this became so bad that our married men, my father included, were
released by the army to return to Wamira in order to save the village from disaster.
The most effective part of Australian colonial strategy was the open-handed invitation to Christian Missions to
take over the country. This policy cost the Australians nothing and they knew that the good folk of the missions,
and their overseas faithful, would be prepared to provide some of the services and development that the Australian government was reluctant to do at any cost to themselves.
The missions provided us with our only education and they catered for some emotional development and
wholeness through expression, love and beauty which were eagerly seized upon and internalized by the people.
The few years I spent in my own native village were important. I learned to speak my first Papuan language
which is the close link with my family and my people. I stumbled through a primary experience with destructive
poverty without knowing that there was any alternative. I learned to appreciate the elementary beauty of natural
things and began to seek fulfillment through love, spirituality and self expression and not through a cult of material attainment.
When the war ended, my father gathered together his wife and three small daughters, and we turned our backs
on our native village, never to return.
*
Once again we found ourselves on a small trading schooner headed for the island of Misima via the deep blue
sea.
The waters off the east coast of Papua are full of sensuous magic. A scintillation of exquisite islands sprinkle in
a riot of color between the sea and the sky. But these waters are as fragile as they are beautiful, and our small,
puking craft convulsed its way through three days and nights of violent torment before it slid to tranquility in the
sand-locked, palm drenched, blue water of Misima Bay. Elegant, delicate and untamed.
For the next eighteen years, Misima was my family home. I acquired nine more brothers and sisters, which
with my mother and father, meant fourteen mouths to feed and fourteen spaces to find on the floor at night for
fourteen brown bodies on fourteen pandanus mats. It was poverty that drove my family away from our native
village where the earth demanded too much sweat for the small bounty that it released.
Looking back, it seems that my father made a wise choice. Feeding fourteen people, from the hard soil of my
native village, would have been a tiresome, juiceless experience.
Misima is the kind of island dear to the hearts to those addicted to the magic, if not to the reality, of South Sea
island romance. The island consists of mountain slopes and narrow coastal plains (where most of the population
live) broken by clear, sharp streams fed by torrential rains which keep the island saturated. The rain comes
quickly, hides the blue sky for a moment, refreshes the earth and quietly departs without any pause to spoil the
day, but often splashing the sky with a vivid rainbow as a happy goodbye.
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Compared with my native village, Misima was the promised land. An island of milk and honey or, more
exactly, an island of plentiful fish, taro, bananas, yams, sweet potatoes, papaya, mangoes, tapioka and other
wonders including royal rice and tinned corned beef which, after our early experience, never ceased to bring us
pleasure. The wonders of Misima did not end with the food for here were grass-skirted, brown people like ourselves living in a much kinder environment than we had known.
My father was now a man of more importance. His job was to make a few dollars for a colonial master by
selling canned meat from Australia, colored cloth from China, fish from anywhere canned in Japan and a few
other foods and trinkets. All this was designed to relieve the natives of the few dollars they acquired from selling
copra or working for wages in the local economy which consisted of the government, missions and a foreignowned gold mine. Food was so plentiful on Misima that my father could manage to feed his small but growing
family and still remain relatively honest.
One of the wonders was our new house. We now lived in a real house on piers, with pit sawn timber floor and
galvanized iron for the roof and walls. Our house still consisted of one room which served as bedroom, living
room and kitchen but, each morning, the bedroom disappeared as mats were rolled up and neatly stacked in a
corner. Even when our family eventually grew to fourteen souls, we were still living in grace and harmony in one
room which served for all.
Our bathroom was a few sheets of iron nailed to old timber on the ground outside the house. Our toilet, at least
for the records, was a public toilet which was over the sea about a half kilometer away. This is where we directed
our foreign visitors but I never saw any Abaijah venturing into such dangerous territory after the sun had set.
The public toilet also had another usefulness. It was a very good place to catch fish which did not taste any the
worse for their curiosity!
In Misima we had come into much worldly wealth, and the washing of our tin plates and dishes was an important daily ritual which was something akin to washing the first family car in a more affluent society. As the eldest
child, I became the first to take over the jobs that my parents gradually devolved and one of the most important of
these jobs was washing up.
Usually, I took my load of valuables to a mountain stream that flowed near our house as it made its way to the
sea. The plates were quickly cleaned, but then the pots had to be scrubbed with sand until they reached a state of
gleaming freshness likely to be acceptable to my parents.
*
We also had another duty to perform.
Near our house were a number of rocks which were the dwelling places of a group of long-haired, short, spirit
people who needed to be placated to keep them at home and stop them creating disturbances by aimless wanderings around the place seeking their needs. We had to feed these spirit folk regularly.
Once, when we became forgetful of our obligation, a terrible cyclone struck. In early evening, without warning, high winds and heavy rain came. These increased in intensity until our one-roomed house was swept away.
Clutching one another, we managed to make our way to the small trade store where my father worked and
there we sheltered until it, too, was swept away.
By this time a tidal wave had struck. The water was rising under the house and we were in danger of being
swept off the few sticks still attached to the stumps. My mother and father, assisted by two policemen, decided to
try to make it to the government station which was on higher ground.
The small children were carried on the shoulders of the adults and the bigger children were half-carried, halfdragged along. We were blown from windbreak to windbreak through water, wind and flying missiles until,
almost exhausted, we struggled into a roofless house on the government station. Here, the station people were
sheltering while waiting for the cyclone to pass. We joined them and sought out a suitable windbreak for our
family. Then, huddled together, we waited for the spirit people to end their wanderings and return to their homes.
In the cyclone we lost all of our possessions. Then, after a pause, we once again set about building our usual
one-roomed house, this time using any old materials that we could collect or scrounge. And once again, we began
collecting a few rags, pots and pans which were the status symbols of the new civilization that was pressing in on
us.
*
One of my most constant employments, as a young girl, was fishing. We had many mouths to feed and, as far
as fish were concerned, I was the one to feed them. I loved these fishing assignments as they made me free and
one with the wind, the sea and the things of nature. When eight years old I was fishing with the elders and by ten
years I was fishing on my own.
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For five years, after I was ten, I arose from my sleeping mat two hours before dawn, collected my gear and,
alone and without light, I made my way to the sea. Most of my fishing in the predawn hours was done off a jetty
or off rocks with which I was familiar.
Fishing excursions started the day before. Home from school, I had to work with my mother in the house as
babies had to be nursed or fed, the house had to be cleaned and food had to be prepared for the evening meal. But
every afternoon, half an hour could be found to go to the beach to collect the crustaceans that I used for bait. I
grabbed the small creatures as they scampered away and pulled off their shells and legs in a twinkle and put them
in a tin until I had a tinful of bait. The tin, line and hooks were then stored safely under the house and I went
inside again in time to help with the preparation for the evening meal.
As regular as the cocks crowing, I awoke in the hours before dawn, straightened the skirt that I had slept in and
picked my way to the open air where the consciousness of night and light slowly spread upon me. A small girl,
dressed only in a light skirt, I clutched my line, hooks and bait and, alone with the night, I made my way to the
sea. Some nights, the moon was a bright torch that illuminated the land and the sea with the harshness of day and
at other times, an intimate and private darkness closed around me.
For the five years that I experienced this nightly solitude, I knew little fear and my parents slept soundly into
the light of day.
Reaching a suitable spot, I baited the hook and cast the line into the sea and, alert and confident, I waited for
the first curious nibble. Sometimes the action was fast and rewarding while at other times, alertness spread to
meditation, and meditation to dreams. Brown eyes shut as brown fingers wound a fish line to a toe and dangled a
baitless hook into the dawn.
Sometimes a fish was careless enough to hook itself and signal its misfortune by tugging on the line to my toe.
As fish were caught, I stunned them on wood or rocks with a quick swing of the line, and threaded them onto a
vine and placed them beside me as I continued my assignment to provide for the family for the day.
The nights were so quiet that listening to the beat of my heart I sometimes heard the beat of my soul. Still, five
years was a long time for a small girl to spend in such silence and solitude. During my nightly vigils by the side of
creation, I drifted in colored dreams through the soft years from slight child to virgin woman. The sounds of the
real night came as though through thunderous megaphones, and glowworms flashed like torches in the night. My
dreams and my world were as private as the visions of a Bernadette and my thousand colored dreams were drawn
with pastels from the spirituality of my soul.
At times, my line was carried away by a spirited fish and fouled in rocks in the deep ocean pools. When
morning came and the water cleared for day, I would slip into the sea and, with skirt still attached to my hips, I
would swim to the bottom where with gentle care 1 would carefully free the hook as though plucking a precious
pearl from its fleshy bed.
While under the water, I was one with the fish, the rocks and the deep, unthinkingly preoccupied with my purpose. I was unafraid—like a small animal grazing near a feeding beast of prey—of the sharks that sometimes
came my way and the crocodiles that occasionally floated by, in their search for prey.
Occasionally, a man from the Government station a kilometer away, would approach my privacy in the night. I
would pick up his sounds long before he could see me and, quickly, I would gather my tools of trade and slide
into the bush or between deep rocks. There, like a frightened animal, I would listen until the danger passed.
Sometimes, I fell asleep in hiding, to find when morning came, that my bed was foreign material such as coconut
husks washed up by the high tide or debris of the bush which I had shared with the crawling creatures of the night.
The colonials had long since taught us about Saturdays and Sundays. We could not think of becoming civilized
unless we celebrated Saturdays by playing cricket or football and Sundays by worshipping in the House of God.
Yet, on Sundays, some indisposition usually claimed its own attention.
A useful by-product of these colonial innovations was that a young girl had more spare time on these days than
on other days of the week. Thus, on Saturdays or Sundays, sometimes instead of fishing at night, I slipped off in a
canoe to explore distant waters in my demanding obsession for hunting fish. I would be alone on the sea for hours
probing every wild or lonely place where curiosity might be rewarded or profit gained.
On these excursions, I used different techniques of catching fish which were suitable for use in the light of day.
Filled with excitement, I turned to new challenges and I now speared fish, hunted turtles or gathered shellfish on
the reefs and I became more aware that we must share the harvest of the sea with sharks and other creatures which
must be respected.
There was another new experience, as now I sometimes met village people at sea who were similarly occupied
to myself. A passing greeting brought me into a fellowship of interpersonal reality that I never experienced in the
lonely spirituality of the night.
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My fish hunting ended when I was fifteen, as at that age, I temporarily left Misima to attend school on the
mainland of Papua. From then, until now, I have never hunted fish again and never split the sea for any useful
purpose. My five year romance with the solitude of the night and the scent of fresh dawn was the most important
spiritual experience of my early life and one which I sometimes tried to recapture when searching for purity or
purpose in later years.
*
The new colonialism in Papua commenced a few years after the end of the Second World War but Australia’s
interest in Papua dated into the last century, and long before the Australian colonies talked the British motherland
into declaring Papua a British protectorate. This the British did in the name of Her Majesty the Queen, when
British flags were raised, British guns were fired and pious words were chanted about British abstractions such as
honor, protection, trust and loyalty. Then, a few years later, Britain handed the 200,000 square kilometers, plus
contained souls, to the Australian colonies as a birthday present following their federation as the Commonwealth
of Australia.
Up to the time of the Abaijahs (the name of an Ethiopian King bestowed upon my father by a British
missionary), Papua was administered by Australia with a big yawn. Then one day Australia suddenly woke up and
decided that its colony of Papua was now an embarrassment because of the “White Australia” policy and past
neglect, and that it should be dumped forthwith as discreetly and as cheaply as possible.
In 1950, the first Government primary school was started in Misima. After decades of indifference the sudden
haste to educate the Papuans became compelling and the school at Misima was started in the hastily erected
bungalow of the headmaster-to-be. School started with an odd assortment of embarrassed children gleaned from
many sources and amid wonders from the civilized world of toys, toilets and fat dogs.
I was there on opening day adding to the confusion by being the only girl in my class. Indeed, I would be the
only girl ever in my classes during the whole of my crash schooling programme in Papua.
After four years of schooling at Misima, I was singled out to be the recipient of another crash programme in
education, this time on the mainland of Papua. After a further year of this, I was crash-programmed once more
into a girls’ high school in Australia.
I spent four years at school in Australia with an annual pilgrimage back to my native Papua and the things that
I loved. When I went to school in Australia it was the first time that I had ever worn shoes, but, despite our
cultural differences, I was treated with great kindness and gentleness by my contemporaries. At school, I was
accepted unobtrusively and was even made a patrol leader in their “Girl Guides” and given prizes for being “Best
Citizen” and such things.
For most of the time I was lonely for my home; for the people of my own flesh and bone; for the lovely natural
things among which I lived. One thing that I could not become accustomed to was the purposeless splashing in an
artificial swimming pool, that the Australian girls called “swimming”. I can still remember the swimming coach
booming from the bottom of her chest, in a voice that would scare a hungry shark,
“Josephine, stop wasting time swimming around the bottom of the pool like a brown fish. Practice on the top
of the water until you can swim properly like the other girls!”
But I had spent five years with the sea and my God through the deep nights and the clear dawns of my beautiful homeland. No purposeless swimming, in a concrete tub, could tear my soul from the deep rocks of a skytinted sea.
*
It was at the age of ten that sex first intruded itself upon my conscious being and compelled me to give serious
thought to the business of being a girl. My eight-year old sister and I had attached ourselves to an attractive
foreign woman—as was common with young Papuan girls. We regarded her as being the ultimate in dress, scent
and grooming and her possessions were limited only by her desires.
One day we decided to visit our fairy queen in her castle and present her with a bunch of beautiful flowers.
After much discussion and choosing, we gathered a bunch of flowers suitable for such an occasion and tied it with
a jungle strand. We then made our way to the house of the lady which was in the small settlement where the
foreigners lived.
As we approached, I, being the senior member of the family, held my sister’s hand in my right hand and the
bunch of flowers in my left. As was appropriate for Papuan girls, we shyly approached the house by the back
door, but on arrival, instead of being greeted by our flower-scented lady we were greeted by the man of the house:
a red-faced man, of big authority and big noises, who was employed to continue the process of civilizing the savages in some capacity or other.
We presented ourselves with courteous murmurs and briefly explained our mission. The red-faced man, with a
voice like thunder, then ushered us into the house with unexpected enthusiasm but it soon became obvious, even
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to us, that he was more interested in the two little girls than in the bunch of flowers I was still clutching in my left
hand.
We were taken into the kitchen which was full of every imaginable contraption and there we were told what
nice little girls we were, how pretty our clothes were (the same for all occasions—a short cotton skirt with white
briefs underneath) and how soft was our warm brown skin.
Suddenly, to my amazement, the man knelt down on one knee in front of me and began to feel my thigh under
my cotton skirt. His breath was hard and his eyes were wide like a wild pig, stuck in the bush with a spear in its
throat. I was transfixed with terror and my muscles knotted like mangrove roots. I stood rigid, still clutching small
sister with my right hand and the bunch of flowers with the other. After rubbing my thighs for a time, he forced a
hand between them and started pushing his hand back and forth as though sawing a soft papaya with a blunt
bamboo.
I did not move. My skin grew tight on my body. My hands continued to grip their objects with fierce strength
as the terrifying sawing continued with increasing intensity. At this stage, I would not have been surprised if the
man had produced a stone or a betel nut from my thighs as I had seen magic men do after massaging some
appropriate part of the anatomy of a person in torment.
I expected the evil purpose of this attention soon to reveal itself in some disastrous finale but, to my great
relief, the approach of the man’s native cook, from another room, caused a sudden change in his mood and
activity.
I seized this chance to run from the house, and still clutching small sister in my right hand and the bunch of
flowers in my left, I ran out of the house, over the soft grass to the safety to my own simple home.
After this experience, I became disturbed. For the first time, it slowly filtered into my mind that red-faced
foreigners, whom I had thought were special creatures from some fabled land, indeed could be as dangerous as
the spirits who can rob a girl of her soul and hide it in the branches of a high tree.
*
There were a few colonials who married or lived with Papuan women but these men were mainly among those
trading with Papuans or various kinds of farmers whose work, for the most part, isolated them from their own
society. There were exceptions but for government officers, missionaries and ordinary men of commerce,
marriage or sex with Papuans was largely proscribed. For practical purposes, all that the Australians knew about
sex and marriage in traditional native societies came from the writings of European anthropologists. Optimists,
who used these books as practical guides to romance in Papua, usually learned, from bitter experience, that it was
unwise to believe everything one reads in books.
On Misima, there was the traditional pattern of sex and marriage as practiced by the village people. My friends
from the village had a clearly defined path to follow and free choice was limited as girls often had their marriages
arranged for them by their parents. This sometimes took place at an early age, even soon after birth, and the first
brush with sex for a girl often came after she had been signed, sealed and delivered.
This was of small consequence to parents and others who were absorbed counting the profits and paying the
costs. In Papua, as elsewhere, there was a solid economic basis to love. Patterns of behavior for a girl were clearly
defined and there were few alternatives. After marriage, a young girl passed from flower-adorned maiden to
married village woman in a few short strides.
On the other hand, the small colonial population could always be counted on to provide new diversions which
were a constant source of surprise. This was particularly so to the native people, like ourselves, who lived in the
shadows of their unpredictable society. A colonial might satisfy his needs by a deal with the wife of his native
cook. The native cook might then marry his ex-wife’s sister to restore the status quo. His ex-wife then became his
colonial boss and the recipient of his services as cook and man servant.
After a few adjustments, it was business as usual with little disruption to the way of life. The master had a wife
and the cook had his job. A new colonial master was often harder to come by than a new, dutiful wife.
One Australian wife of a government officer was inclined to parade naked in front of her Papuan man servants.
This was a grand finale to the ritual shower which was one of the marks of race superiority and an activity which
helped to fill the empty days.
Judging by the detailed descriptions of the events given by the Papuan man-servants concerned, it would be an
injustice to them to say that they were unstirred by the experience. On the other hand, prudence, born of a long
experience of the unpredictability of the colonial race, made them cautious as they glanced at the forbidden contours. But they dared not sip one drop of the proffered wine as the colonial goal was very close and six years or
hanging was a big price to pay for a small cultural misunderstanding.
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Some of the Australians lived by the book and would banish from decent society any fellow countryman who
had anything to do with a native woman. Official letters and circulars made it abundantly clear that this was the
order of the day.
A law of the Australians made it illegal for a colonial to be alone with a native woman between sunset and
sunrise. Also, it was illegal, on government stations or in towns, for Papuans to be out after 9 o’clock at night,
unless they had a letter of permission signed by a colonial master.
For many years, the gaols of Papua were full of Papuans who, like Cinderella, were beaten by the clock. Needless to say, there was no such restriction on the Australians and they moved about as they pleased.
Some Australians mixed freely with the natives and paid the penalty, but most of them rationed their contact to
what they considered was consistent with the tolerance of their own society—which was slight—and what was
not detrimental to their progress.
Many Australian wives found life in Papua a bore. The men enjoyed being big fish in a small pool. They got
satisfaction out of a life of adventure in a primitive country or from lording it over the natives.
*
When I was sixteen I was almost arranged into marriage, by my parents, with a village boy of suitable family
and connections. This all started when I was about thirteen. Nothing was said to me, but the parents of both
families discussed the matter of my marriage in great detail and, over the years, various exchanges of food and
valuables took place between them. I had nothing to do with the boy, but it slowly became apparent, because of
the exchanges and the attention shown to me, that this was the boy I was to marry.
The thing came to a head when I was sixteen and home on holidays from school in Australia. During my
absence, firm arrangements had been made by my parents and the parents of the boy that marriage was to take
place during these holidays. I was to finish my schooling as a married woman of sixteen and I was to see my husband once a year when I came home. This was the Papuan way of solving the difficult problem of an absentee
bride. Also, it was to solve the important matter of reconciling the many exchanges that had taken place over the
years.
Up to a couple of weeks before the planned wedding, I was still uninformed of what was to take place because,
to my father, this seemed to be an unnecessary triviality. In his world, a Papuan girl would do what her parents bid
her, and in any case, what was there for a girl to do other than to marry a suitable man and settle down to pro-duce
children and sweet potatoes in a native village?
The alarm sounded when the boy started visiting my home more regularly. He would take up a point of vantage and gaze at me lovingly, which was the nearest approach a Papuan could make to looking like a love-sick
suitor. But alarm turned to panic when it began to dawn on me that plans were in hand for the wedding ceremony
to take place the following week.
The marriage date suddenly became much clearer and closer to me than did the hungry gaze of the love-sick
boy, across the floor of our one-roomed house which was shared by my several brothers and sisters and sundry
visitors as well.
My panic gave me the strength to act.
I mustered all my courage in my meek Papuan heart and blurted out to my parents that, if the marriage that was
to take place next week involved me, they could count me out. I had no intention of creating history by being the
only married woman in my school and I had no intention of creating a sensation among the good Church of
England nuns who were in charge of my scholastic welfare, by growing more pregnant daily before their eyes.
This was especially so as my major determination, at that time, was to become one of them.
My father became dumbfounded as my protest slowly took shape in his mind and he treated me as a brazen,
rebellious daughter. My ex-husband-to-be broke down and made suitable public demonstrations of the depth of
his grief and disappointment.
The ramifications of this break with tradition went on for years and I was explained away as a casualty of the
evils of the new colonialism that had come amongst us.
As for me, I felt that a cloud over my life had been dispersed and I settled down to the important purpose of
learning some of the secrets of the white man’s world which unlocked all doors and provided everything.
*
At about the time that I was selected to go to the mainland of Papua for further education, I was alarmed to see
one of my friends, a year or two my senior, become pregnant. This was the result of an affair with a man from
another district which ended in a broken engagement and much more. This girl was not from the village, but lived
in circumstances not unlike my own. I thought that it would be prudent to see that a similar thing did not happen
to me, and as a Papuan girl, my thoughts turned to magic.
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There is no privacy, ever, in a one-roomed house shared with several perceptive children. Sexual incidents
involving outside people were freely discussed, but personal sex matters were never mentioned in the home or
elsewhere.
Such things were taken for granted. A girl soon learned the facts of life when she married a village boy and
followed the traditional ways which the girls of the village had followed for thou sands of years. Girls like myself,
who lived on the edge of village society, could be absorbed back into traditional life in a twinkle.
I set about my small, private mission in a methodical manner and I reasoned that the best informed person on
how not to become pregnant must be the prostitute from the government station, as she seemed to be immune to
such inconveniences. On finding her, she told me in some detail that this end could best be achieved by having a
woman who possessed suitable magic tie a special jungle strand around my body. After the purpose was achieved,
the strand was to be kept and further treated when pregnancy would be desired by submerging in a certain pool.
Next, I communicated this information to my mother who did not regard my interest as unreasonable and
undertook to see if such a service was available in any of the villages. Eventually, her efforts were rewarded. An
old village woman who was skilled in such procedures agreed to provide the service, and a strand of jungle creeper was securely fastened around my middle, followed by various massaging and kneading exercises to suitably
bind the essence of the vine to the relative parts of my body. I was instructed to sleep for two nights with the
strand attached until the union of the essence with my body was complete. On the third day, the day that I was to
leave Misima, the strand was removed and I was assured, with authority, that I was now protected against pregnancy.
During our trip to the mainland we slept one night at a school on the island of Logea. During the night there
were disturbances in my body and I awoke to great alarm and greater embarrassment to find fluid pouring from
my body: an extraordinary witness of the potency of the magic to which I had been exposed.
By seeking protection of this nature a Papuan girl did not necessarily mean that she was about to engage in an
active sex life. It was just a part of becoming a woman. A Papuan girl feels that she will be exposed to the same
forces and consequences as all other women and, if she is not living under the protection of traditional village life,
where all consequences lead to the same ends, it is sensible to take precautions. In my case, an active sex life was
far from my mind as I was fully concerned with preparations for the future.
*
When I returned to Misima for my last holiday, I was surprised to find that a white colonial doctor had taken
over. He had been sent by the colonial administration to serve the sick at the government hospital on the station.
Dr. Parker was an enthusiastic ambassador for his country and was earnest and dedicated. Papua was one of the
outlets for men and women of conviction to serve unprivileged man in his primitive environment. I attached
myself to the new doctor and worked with him at the native hospital.
On one of the medical rounds with him, a small village girl died in my arms. With all of my selfish privileges,
I felt that I owed a debt to this little brown child who never had a chance. I decided to become a nurse or a doctor.
During the five years spent in the hours before dawn fishing for the family, I felt my god was always by my
side and I developed a constant spirituality of purpose. Always, I heard spirit voices calling for me to go forward.
The night never revealed the path that I had to follow but I was always sure that my destiny would lead me where
the spirit finger pointed.
I faced the dawn of every day with constancy and purpose.
Child of Papua, woman of tomorrow.
At that time medical and nursing education were in their infancy but they were the most advanced courses
available in the country. With practical assistance from Dr. Parker and moral support from my parents, I set out on
my last voyage, over the Coral sea, to the mainland of Papua.
An inevitable journey into a new life.
A timid thrust into the unknown.
301.61 1. Twenty-two Women 2. Quotations (from a Malum Nalu blog under their department “The Nation” by
Armstrong Saiyaman, conducted near the 2012 Papua New Guinea national election date) 3. Quotations (from an
unsigned Malum Nalu blog under their “The Nation” department dated January 22, 2013) 4. Message to wellwishers (from an article by Keith Jackson dated July 23, 2012) 5. Quotations (from an article in the Sydney
Morning Herald by Joe Chandler dated September 1, 2012) 6. Interview with Geraldine Coutts of Radio
Australia (August 13, 2012)\fn{by Loujaya Toni (c.1966- )} Lae, Lae District, Morobe Province, Papua New Guinea
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Twenty two women
Sitting ducks
Shot at
Mercilessly
By trigger happy mouths;
*
A
Nameless, faceless number
Posing
Threatening shadows
Women in waiting
Wanna-be politicians
Hopeful governors;
*
Unknown but significant
Twenty two women
All wanting
In on parliament;
*
They are daunting shadows
Reaching in
To the men’s haus
Haunting his wildest political dreams
Forcing a hand in his schemes
Being
A very present number
At all
His deliberations
Seen and heard more
Than a mere apparition;
Twenty two women
Waiting their dues.
2\fn{Armstrong Sayaman provided his blog with the following introduction: Toni has won over the 50 +1 majority of 6,004 votes in this
male-dominated race. Former journalist, teacher, poet-cum-gospel singer Loujaya Toni is running under the ticket of Indigenous People’s
Party. The Masters Degree in Communication Development Studies graduate from the PNG University of Technology said she could use
her knowledge and experiences to bring holistic development in her Lae electorate. Toni told The National in an exclusive interview earlier
in this year with her at her residence at the Busurum Compound.}
I understand human beings and basics of not only to look after people within Lae electorate, I also understand
how we can develop together our human resources and how to communicate development.
I’m confident with the level of qualifications that I have and that confidence that I am delivering to the voters.
I’m pressing people to take ownership of my policies and seeing them as theirs.
I am working with all the candidates in the Lae Open seat, I see all of them as my brothers and except Bart
Philemon who is my grandfather.\fn{Actually he is her uncle}
I’m banking on the fact that I see all candidates as brothers and Philemon as grandfather, I’m very confident
that I’m in every body’s three leaf combination.
I never support the reserve seats\fn{Twenty-two seats in the 111-member Papua New Guinea Parliament are reserved for the
governors of the country’s provinces, but this is not what the Honorable Member means. There was apparently a similar idea being nosed
around in 2011 to apply to female members of Parliament (see item 6). } and I’m excited in the prospects of running this

election.
Male candidates can’t handle women’s issues, men deal with big issues and women’s issues are not on men’s
agenda.
A woman is qualified in home economics and in human resource development.
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Naturally, women are interested in talking of human resource development and want our children to have good
education, good health and good life.
We, the women are practicing real home economics and human resource development in the home governments, and we women are expanding our areas of governance into the next level.
I would empower and up skill the customary Ahi land owners, squatter settlers, women, old people, orphans,
youth, people living with HIV/AIDS and people living with disability.
I have plans to organise pensions for old people, create sheltered workshops for people living with disability,
Improve alternative healthcare and homecare for people living with HIV/AIDS, employment and training
programmes for youth, programmes for orphans, develop cottage industry for women, downstream processing of
local products and establish a council of chiefs for the Ahi people.
I will provide a report card of my electorate to the United Nations in 2015.
That involves providing a report card to make myself accountable to the Lae voters and transparent to the
international community.
I have 100 days in office plan and a five-year development plan for Lae Open electorate.
3\fn{At the announcement of awarding of three major projects in Lae to KwikBujilt yesterday, Toni said: }
I have a lot of enemies.
I’m rising above that.
Yes, the issues that are involved with my personal life are in court, I’m ‘dog’s breakfast’ but I’m not worried
about that.
Sticks and stones may break my back but words will never hurt me.
The heart that I have is for Lae and we will turn Lae around in the next five years and leave the critics for
dead.
Just watch my game, I’m a woman, I’m not a man!
In PNG politics, they say ‘ol meri save karim bilum (women carry the bilum).
Mi save karim bilum na kam bek long hauslain (I carry the bilum back to the people).
Meri opin bilum (when the woman opens the bilum), we have something for everybody, even the dogs and pigs
that we raise.
So mi meri Morobe, mi karim bilum bilong ol pipol long Lae distrik (I’m a Morobe woman, I carry the bilum
for my people in Lae district).
4
Thank you all for your kind words and the effort taken by the author of writeup about me.
I remind myself of what some writer said in years gone by...”When you laugh, the World laughs with you but
when you cry, you cry alone”.
I thank God for the years that have gone and I stand on their remembrances—an Ebenezar stone.
In my hand is a pebble I am ready to skim it over uncharted waters and watch the distance it accomplishes
from where I stand.
You are my friends for now but my journey is one I must make alone in a house of many divides.
Trust no one but God and yourself in Him.
(signed)
MP 4 Lae and Minister for Community Development, Hon.Loujaya Toni.
5
I got my votes not only from my own people,\fn{ I.e., people from her own tribal clan } but from the settlements
around Lae, where there is growing frustration, growing animosity in some places, about the disparity between the
haves and have-nots, and the lack of opportunity.
But that\fn{Her electoral training by AusAID and the UNDP} didn’t go as far as financial capacity building
and support—that we had to source for ourselves.
I depended heavily on my community. I was there every day talking to people about what their rights were. I
said to them ‘we are all being deprived.’\fn{ Of basic services}
I said “if you can give me the political mandate, I know what I will be running with—our rights to water, to
decent sanitation, to power, to a public transport system.”
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I didn’t stand on the women’s votes alone. I am representing men and women.
6
That Ministry is relevant to the 6 point plan that I actually ran with in the Lae Open electorate, that was
basically to ensure that within the first three years 2013-14 and by 2015, I have a report card to bring to the
United Nations with regards to poverty reduction in the electorate.
With religion, it’s definitely important that we work together with the churches, because with regards to Papua
New Guinea’s development prior to independence and with the churches, the church network that actually
brought development into the rural area of Papua New Guinea well before the government brought into the rural
areas, the churches were already in there setting up health, education sector, and so on and so forth. The churches
have suffered a lot in recent years through inadequate funding and lack of recognition, but with the church
partnership program that has happened in recent years with the help of the Australian government that has
certainly brought the government and the churches again and the important to that partnership into the limelight.
And I feel that with this portfolio we can take it to the next level. But I am going to hit the ground running, but
I won’t be running in the shadow of Dame Carol Kidu. I’ll be doing things differently, I’ll be taking it to the next
level where the churches are concerned.
With regards to youth, first and foremost, I’ll need to roll out on biometric data registration within my own Lae
district to ensure how many youths I actually have within the 16 wards, what are their qualifications, are they
skilled, semi-skilled, unskilled, how many are in Grade 6, 8, 10, 12 and be able to create an enabling environment
for the youth in the electorate so that we can streamline them into trade skill areas.
Again I want to be utilising what I have on the ground through church network again. Also with the streamline
youths into agriculture, into areas of arts and crafts, textiles and design and to areas of music. So basically I want
to be able to conduct, have an aptitude test, conducted it so we work with the strengths of the youth. In that way,
we bring the law and order problem down as well.
Now with regards to community development, I believe my background in communication development from
the University of Technology will be able to help me organise the 16 wards, first and foremost, apart from roll out
of biometric registration, I also need to look at social mapping, because a lot of the land areas in Lae are custommary owned. We need to empower the landowners and whatever we do there in Lae, will be the blue print that I’ll
be able to place in every other province and district of this country, because that is the national portfolio.\fn{ Alright, now in the lead up to the elections, you were very strong on anti-corruption and the fight against corruption. How will you go about
that?}

Well definitely. First of all, if you’re going to fight against corruption, you’ve got to be above board yourself.
You’ve got to be straight and you command that respect amongst other fellow members. And, of course, with
lobbying and horse trading and that kind of thing happens in politics, they’ll be digging everything around you,
behind you and I came in and actually the first thing I said to my fellow ministers when we came in was check it
out, there are no flies on the Loujaya Toni because I won the confidence of my people in the Lae Open electorate,
I was very transparent, I walked throughout the 16 wards in the Lae Open electorate and I said look, we’ve been
seeing male politics, male Melanesian politics for the last 37 years. I’m a woman, I have the qualifications and the
credentials to represent you and we’ve been overlooked. Women, youth, children, we’ve been overlooked and I
need to bring that balance back and I walked in step with my husband, my children were behind me and so that’s
the kind of transparency the community want in order to bring back the confidence and I think I won’t be
changing that.
Let’s start with us as leaders, if we’re going to fight corruption.\fn{ Three women have made it through this time around
and it’s [been] only one in Dame Carol Kidu for so many years. I think I read a quote where you were saying women can do it on their
own. They don’t need reserved seats. So are you going to be opposing the reserve seats for women now? }

Yeah, I won’t be opposing it now. I have been opposing it from day one, so it’s not like something you all of a
sudden I decide, I woke up and said oh, may be 22 women seat doesn’t work for us. From day one, I made no
secret about it, I’ve been trained by AusAID, UNDP. They gave us questionnaires asking us about what do you
think about 22 women seats this that and the other and I said straight in the questionnaires that I answered. I said I
wouldn’t go for 22 women seats because you can’t get respect on a golden plate. You’ve got to earn respect and
the only the way earn respect in Melanesian PNG is to get your hands dirty like the guys, run with them at ground
zero and come up with them through the ranks—how you do the democratic process. You got to exercise that with
the men as well and when you come out on top, you earn their respect.
And I got that confirmation as soon as I came in and I got on the plane out of my own free choice and flew into
Alotau saying I’m going to be in government. The first reception I got was all the guys were there shaking hands
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with me, and they said you’ve proved something they said to me and you’ve proved that you don’t need 22
women seats.
I said no, but we do need to create an enabling environment, we do need to train the women to think and to
understand. The first thing you’ve got to do is to be able to create the confidence within the community that
you’re the candidate that will make the difference and crack the male Melanesian mindset.

The Cathedral of St. Mary, Port Moresby, National Capital District, Papua New Guinea

The Cathedral of St. John, Port Moresby, National Capital District, Papua New Guinea
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A mosque in Port Morsby, National Capital District, Papua New Guinea

The Church of St. Martin, Port Morsby, National Capital District, Papua New Guinea
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Murray Barracks Seventh-Day Adventist Church, Port Morsby, National Capital District, Papua New
Guinea

St. John’s Chapel, Taurama Barracks, National Capital District, Papua New Guinea
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The Cathedral of the Holy Spirit, Madang, Madang Province, Papua New Guinea

A church in So, Madang, Madang Province, Papua New Guinea
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The Cathedral of Mary, Mother of the Divine Shepherd, Mendi, Southern Highlands Province, Papua New
Guinea

The Church of Our Lady of the Angels, Erave, Southern Highlands Province, Papua New Guinea
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The Baitul Kareem Mosque, Kimbe, West New Britain Province, Papua New Guinea

The Heritage of Faith Christian Church, Eagles Nest, Morokea, West New Britain Province, Papua New
Guinea
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The Cathedral of Our Lady of the Sacred Heart, Kavieng, New Ireland Province, Papua New Guinea

A church in Bimun, Namatanai District, New Ireland Province, Papua New Guinea
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Our Lady of Star Mountain Church, Tabubil, North Fly District, Western Province, Papua New Guinea

A church on Daru, South Fly District, Western Province, Papua New Guinea
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The Cathedral of Sts. Peter and Paul, Dogura, Milne Bay Province, Papua New Guinea: two views
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Three stone churches on Kwato Island, Milne Bay Province, Papua New Guinea
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The Cathedral of Christ the King, Wewak, East Sepik Province, Papua New Guinea: two views
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The Cathedral of the Holy Trinity, Mount Hagen, West Highlands Province, Papua New Guinea: 2 views
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The Cathedral of St. Mary, Lae, Morobe Province, Papua New Guinea

The Evangelical Lutheran Church, Lae, Morobe Province, Papua New Guinea: two views
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The Wat Sri Chum Buddhist Temple, Mondop, Enga Province, Papua New Guinea

The Kandep Marian Mission Church, Kandep, Enga Province, Papua New Guinea
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A church in Mingende, Chuave District, Chimbu Province, Papua New Guinea

A church in Kalveri Village, Gumine District, Chimbu Province, Papua New Guinea
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The Cathedral of the Holy Spirit, Kerema, Gulf Province, Papua New Guinea

A church in Terapo Village, Oro (or Northern) Province, Papua New Guinea
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The Cathedral of the Sacred Heart, Kokopo, East New Britain Province, Papua New Guinea

The Cathedral of St. Francis Xavier, Rabaul, East New Britain Province, Papua New Guinea
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A church on Ponam Island, Manus Province, Papua New Guinea

A church near Lorengau, Manus Province, Papua New Guinea
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The Cathedral of Our Lady of the Assumption, Hahela, Buka District, Autonomous Region of Bouganville,
Papua New Guinea

The church at Konnou, Bjuin District, Autonomous Region of Bouganville, Papua New Guinea
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The Cathedral of the Resurrection, Popondetta, Oro Province, Papua New Guinea

The Church of Jesus Christ of the Latter-Day Saints chapel, Korisata, Oro Province, Papua New Guinea
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St. John’s Lutheran Church, West Goroka, Eastern Highlands Province, Papua New Guinea

A Seventh-Day Adventist Church, Sipiga, Eastern Highlands Province, Papua New Guinea
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The Church of St. John the Apostle, Hedamari, Hela Province, Papua New Guinea

The Church of St. Paul, Komo, Hela Province, Papua New Guinea
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The Church of St. Theresa, Lido Village, Sandaun (or West Sepik) Province, Papua New Guinea: two views
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A church in Banz, Jiwaka Provance, Papua New Guinea

A revivalist meeting, Tolu Village, Banz District, Jiwaka Province, Papua New Guinea
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A church in Kairuku, Central Province, Papua New Guinea

A church in Tapini, Central Province, Papua New Guinea
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The Emanuel United Church, Porebada, Central Province, Papua New Guinea

A mission church at Moreguina, Abau District, Central Province, Papua New Guinea
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