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297.65 Joel Bulu: The Autobiography Of A Native Minister In The South Seas\fn{by Joel Bulu (c.1810-1877)}
Vavau Island, Vavau Division, Tonga (M) 20
1\fn{The original book is unchaptered, and the text itself is presented in large paragraphs of dense print, such as was common in 19 th
century books. I have edited the text according to modern usage; but nothing about the words or wording has been changed: that, as usual,
is all as it was in the original before me. The English Joel Bulu used is customary style for the mid- to late-19 th century, and is perhaps a bit
strange to modern ears, but for all that none the less understandable. Footnotes are, as usual, placed within the body of the text:H }
I was born at Vavau in the heathen days, nor was it till I was a big lad that the lotu\fn{Christians} came to our
land. When I heard the report of it, I was full of anger, and my soul burned with hatred against it.
“And shall our gods be forsaken?” I cried in great wrath. “As for me, I will never forsake them.”
1

There were many others also of my mind, and we were one together in our hatred against the lotu, until one
day, when we heard a man talking of it, who said that it promised a land of the dead different from the
Bulotu\fn{Or Pulotu (Samoan) or Burotu (Fijian), the abode of the gods where the spirits of dead men go. A strange and beautiful legend
tells of a speaking tree being there, and a fountain of life. Maui, the king of the gods, fished up Tonga from the bottom of the sea, and
thither a number of the younger gods fled the authority of Maui; who, as punishment, exiled them there permanently, where they became
the fathers of the Tongan race } of which our fathers spoke—even a home in the sky for the good, while evil men were

cast into a dreadful place, wherein there burned a fire which none could quench.
On that very night I went forth with the lads of our town. It was a fine night; and looking up to the heavens
where the stars were shining, this thought suddenly smote me:
“O the beautiful land. If the words be true which were told us today, then are these lotu people happy indeed.”
For I saw that the earth was dark and gloomy, while the heavens were clear, and bright with many stars; and
my soul longed with a great longing to reach that beautiful land.
“I will lotu,” said I, “that I may live among the stars.”
But I feared my father and our kinfolk, for they were all heathen, and great was their hatred against the lotu; so
that it was many days before I could make up my mind. But I would not rest because of the great longing in my
soul, and at length I went away to another town, where dwelt Ulukalala, a Christian chief, and made my request to
one of his people, who took me to him, saying,
“Here is the son of Mafitangata; he is come, because he wishes to lotu.”
“Good is your coming,” cried the chief, for great was his joy. “But why do you want to lotu?”
“I have heard,” was my reply, “of the good land whither you go after death; wherefore do I wish to lotu, that I
also may be a dweller in the sky.”
So they prayed over me. And thus it was that I turned to Christianity; but of its meaning I knew nothing. One
thing only I knew, that I wanted to live among the stars.
*
When my father heard what was done he was very angry; and calling together all our kinfolk he sent for the
heathen priest, and told him I had cast away the old gods, and why. Then the priest became inspired after their
lying fashion, and uttered a lamentable cry,
“Why has he forsaken me? What have I done to him that he should hate me? Have I not always watched over
and kept him ever since he was but a little child? And now that he is a big lad, he turns his back upon me.”
Then were my friends very mad against me when they heard these words, which they believed to be the words
of the god (for, when a priest was inspired, we used to think that it was not he who spoke, but the god), and they
sprang to their feet in hot wrath, saying,
“Let him be clubbed! He shall die today!”
And I was afraid when I heard these words and saw the deadly anger in their faces; so I said to myself, “It were
well for me to lie to them, that I may live;” and I cried out,
“Take pity on me. I will cast away the lotu.”
*
With these words their wrath was appeased; but no sooner had I spoken than a great grief sprang up in my
breast.
“I have thrown away the good land,” said my soul within me; and, stealing away into the forest, I knelt down
and prayed to God:
“O lord, I have cast away the lotu because I feared the anger of my friends; but I lied to them, I lied to them for
I wish to hold it still.”
And thus, day after day, I used to hide myself in the forest, and pray to God, though indeed I knew not what to
ask him for. All I knew of the lotu was the good land among the stars.
When Ulukalala heard that my father had made me turn heathen again, he was very angry, and our friends were
afraid of his wrath; so they made a great feast, to which the priest was called, whereat they bade farewell for me
to the heathen gods, and gave me over to the lotu.
So I went away to Hakoka, the town of Ulukalala, where I lived until war arose between the lotu folk and the
heathen, wherein we were victorious; and when we had beaten them, they said that our God was stronger than
theirs; wherefore they all lotued, and I went back to my father.
*
All this time I knew but little of religion—my soul was dark; but I tried to be good, because of the great
longing that I had after the beautiful land in the sky; and so ignorant was I, that I thought I could get there by my
own strength alone.
Then came Mr. Thomas to Vavau; and, standing under a tree in the public square, he preached to us from the
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parable of the tares among the wheat. It was this sermon that pierced my soul; for I had thought that I was one of
the wheat, and now I found that I was among the tares.
As I heard I wept and trembled, for I thought, “I shall never see the good land;” and it seemed to me that the
devils were waiting for me behind the trees which grew in the square, to drag me down to that awful pit of which
I had heard, where burns the fire that none can quench. When the sermon was over, and the people rose to go, I sat
in my place, quaking for fear, and weeping in great anguish, for all the strength had gone out of my body; and I
could not rise, till some of my friends raised me up, and led me away, staggering like a drunken man.
*
When we reached the house, I fell down within the doorway, weeping bitterly; and our people, looking upon
me, and seeing that my face was like that of a man in great pain (for the anguish of my soul was written upon my
face, thought that some evil disease had taken hold of me.
“What is the matter with you?” they asked; and I said,
“Pray for me. Pray for me, I beseech you.”
So they knelt down and prayed for me, first one, and then another, till they were tired; and then they sat
looking at me; not knowing what it was that made me weep.
But I found no comfort in their prayers, for they prayed for my body, whereas it was my soul that was sick; so
I rose, and going to an empty outhouse, I knelt down there by myself, weeping and praying before the Lord, for
now I felt that I was a sinner: the wrath of God lay heavily upon my soul, and I hated myself because of my evil
ways.
“Oh, what is that repentance whereof the preacher told us,” I cried. “Lord, let me find it that I may live;” for so
dark was my soul, that I did not know that this sorrow and fear of mine were marks of repentance.
Thus I continued for a long while, no longer thinking that I was fit for the good land among the stars, but
seeking the Lord in prayer with many tears; and often did I hide myself in the forest, and pray to God that He
would give me this repentance; while so great was my fear, that if but a bird flew suddenly past me, I startled and
trembled, thinking that the devils were come to drag me away.
*
When the Christian people saw my earnestness, they had compassion upon me, and came near to me, teaching
me all they knew of the Way of Life. The missionary also took pity upon me, and comforted me with many good
words, so that I began to understand somewhat more of the way; but still my sorrow did not leave me, and I could
find no rest for my soul.
Thus I went on for many days, seeking the Lord with tears, but finding Him not; and at length I was appointed
to help in the work. So I went forth to teach others—I who wanted teaching myself; but indeed I did what I could,
exhorting all men to flee from the wrath to come, from which I was also fleeing with all my might though whither
to go for safety I knew not.
*
At last there came a day (1834) whereon the missionaries (of whom Mr. Turner was one) assembled us
together to hold a Love-feast—us who were employed in the work; and when we had sung a hymn and prayed,
then Mr. Turner stood up to declare the work of God in his soul.
My heart burned within me as I listened to his words; for, in speaking of himself, he told all I had felt, and I
said to myself,
“We are like two canoes sailing bow to bow, neither being swifter nor slower than the other.”
Thus it was with me while he told of his repentance; but when he went on to speak of his faith in Christ, the
forgiveness of his sins, and the peace and joy which he found in believing, then said I,
“My mast is broken, my sail is blown away; he is gone clean out of my sight, and I am left here drifting
helplessly over the waves.”
But while I listened eagerly to his words, telling of the love of Christ to him, my eyes were opened.
*
I saw the way and I, even I also, believed and lived.
I was like a man fleeing for his life from an enemy behind him, and groping along the wall of a house in the
dark to find the door, that he may enter in and escape, when lo! a door is suddenly opened before his face, and
straightway, with one bound, he leaps within.
*
Thus it was with me as I listened to the words of Mr. Turner: my heart was full of joy and love, and the tears
streamed down my cheeks. Often I had wept before; but not like my former weeping were the tears which I now
shed. Then I wept out of sorrow and fear, but now for very joy and gladness, and because my heart was full of
love to Him Who had love me and given Himself for me; and Mr. Turner, seeing the tears raining heavily down
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from my eyes, called upon me to speak.
“Stand up, Joel,” said he. “Stand up and tell us how it is with you.”
So I stood up; but it seemed as if my soul were parted from my body, and I remember nothing more until I
found myself lying on the mats, Mrs. Cargill supporting my head upon her lap, while the missionaries held me by
the hand, weeping as they looked down upon me.
“What is this?” they cried. “What ails you, Joel?”
“I live!” said I. “I live! Let me arise that I may declare the mercies of God!”
And even while I spoke, there arose a great cry in our midst, and a burst of weeping; for the hearts of all were
strangely moved; and Mr. Turner stood up with the tears streaming down his cheeks, and cried aloud,
“Let us spend the rest of our time in prayer, and in praising God.”
*
O, what a day that was! Never can I forget it. The prayers, the praises, and the tears of joy! There were many
like myself, who had long been seeking the Lord; and how many of us there were who found Him on that day I do
not remember rightly, but we were very many.
Nor did we break up our meeting until the night had come over the land; and even then we were loath to part.
Before we went away, Mr. Turner said to us,
“Blessed be God for the great thing which he has wrought among us today! But this is only the beginning of a
greater work. Let us now go, each man to his own house, and pray that the heavenly rain, which has watered our
souls, may fall on all the land, for the land is athirst.”
*
And this word of his came to pass; for when a teacher, named Isaiah, who was with us in our meeting, went to
preach at another town, the same great work broke out there also. And so it went from place to place, until it
reached the town of the king, whither we all went to help it on, and to rejoice over the great things which our God
was bringing to pass.
This was the time when King George repented of his sins,\fn{ George Tupou I (1797-1893); named after George III of the
United Kingdom, he had been baptized only in 1831 } and lay weeping on the chapel floor until he could bear no more, but
fled away to his own house, where he ceased not to seek the Lord, with strong crying and tears until he found
Him, to the joy of his soul; and then we were all gathered together to his house, that he might tell us what God
had done for him.
And still the work went on from house to house, and from town to town; strangers also, who had come sailing
to us from the other islands, carrying it with them when they went back to their homes—a work great and
glorious, such as I have never seen since those days.
As for myself, I lived in great peace and joy, for everything was going on well, and I used to think that, if we
had all died in those days, we should have gone straight to heaven in one great and mighty band.
*
O that I could see such a work as that here in Fiji. I have worked for it, I have prayed for it, I have waited for
it; and if I could but see it coming, if I could live through but one day of it, then I would say with joy and
gladness, like Simeon of old,
“Lord, now lettest Thou Thy servant depart in peace for mine eyes have seen Thy salvation.”
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After a while, Mr. Turner went away from Vavau and Mr. Thomas came in his stead.
In those days there was a great friend of mine, one Jacob Fekeila, by name, the teacher at Leimatua, which was
about as far from the town where I was stationed as Mbau is from Kamba;\fn{ About six miles} and with him I used
to meet every Friday, that we might pray together, and help one another on the way to heaven.
One day as I was going to see him, there met me in the path a man, who told me that the word of the
missionaries in Fiji had come to Tonga, begging for teachers to help them in the work of God; and while he was
as yet speaking, my soul burned within me, and a great longing sprang up in my heart to go away to that land and
declare the glad tidings of salvation to the people that knew not God.
I spoke no word, for indeed I could not speak; but, turning my back upon the man, I went on my way towards
Leimatua, weeping as I went, because of the fullness of my heart. There I found my friend waiting for me in the
little house which he had built as a house of prayer.
“What is the matter with you?” he asked, for he saw the tears in my eyes; and I told him of my meeting the
man in the path, and of the great longing which had sprung up within my soul.
“Good,” said he. “Perhaps it is the will of God concerning you. Let us pray about it;” and, kneeling down, we
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prayed for each other, and for Fiji also—asking moreover of the Lord to put it into the hearts of the missionaries
to send me to Fiji, if it were His will that I should go; and, after our prayer was ended, I went back to my own
town.
*
That night I could not sleep but lay thinking of Fiji, and weeping as I thought of how there were many
thousands there who were living in darkness, not knowing the true God. At last I could refrain no longer, and,
rising to my feet, I said to my wife,
“I cannot sleep; I must go to Neiafu.”
Now this Neiafu was the town where the missionary lived, and there also dwelt a Christian chief, Silas Faone
by name, with whom I often met for payer. So I went to him and told him all that was within my mind.
“Lie down now and sleep,” said he, when he had heard my words. “In the morning we will ask the missionary
about it.”
In the early morning, before the sun had well risen, there came a man, called Isaiah Volvoli, to the house where
I had slept.
“Are you here Joel?” he cried. “Good is your coming, for I was just going to seek you. Mr. Thomas has sent
me for you.”
So I went to the mission-house; and Mr. Thomas said to me,
“Joel, a letter has come from Fiji, begging for help; and ever since I read that letter I have been thinking of
you.”
Then I told him why I had come to Neiafu, how Fiji was ever before my eyes, and how the desire to go thither
lay like a burning coal at my heart.
“Good is the will of the Lord,” said he. “It is plain that you must go. Come, Joel, let us kneel down and ask
God’s blessing upon you.” And thus the matter was settled.
*
Great was the weeping of my friends on the day of our departure. My wife and I, we also wept at parting from
them; but though my eyes were wet, yet was there joy in my heart, for the Lord comforted me.
We sailed for Fiji in a canoe, hoisting sail when the day was far spent, so that the land was still in sight when
darkness came down upon the waters. We went sailing through the night before a pleasant breeze, through all the
next day also, and the following night; but on the second morning Mothe rose out of the waters in our course, and
landing there, we offered up our thanksgivings to the Lord, because He had brought us thither in safety.
Thence we went on to Lakemba,\fn{About twenty miles from Mothe, a small island within a lagoon } where Mr. Cargill
rejoiced greatly at our coming; and I set myself to learn the language, and to help in the work.
*
After I had been there some little time, Mr. Hunt and Mr. Calvert came out from England, bringing with them a
printing press. Mr. Hunt went to Rewa, and I was appointed to help Mr. Calvert in the printing, which I did until it
was the mind of the missionaries to send me to Rewa; whither I went with Mr. Lyth, who also had come down
from Tonga to preach the Gospel in Fiji.
*
There were but few Christians in Rewa in those days, and many were the suffering which we had to endure.
We were often abused and threatened, our goods were stolen, and the heathen stoned us when we met together to
worship God.
But none of these things moved us, for we believed that our God was stronger than the devil, and that He
would prevail.
We lived at Nasali, the river being between us and the town; and awful were the sights which we saw from day
to day, for Rewa was then a great kingdom, strong, and full of people. All the open spaces in the midst of the
town, which are now empty and grass-grown, were then covered with houses, and the hearts of both chiefs and
people were hardened and lifted up, so that they defied the living God; wherefore has He smitten them down, and
destroyed them, and the mounds whereon stood the houses of the living are now full of the bones of the dead.
Day after day we saw the bodies of the slain brought to the town, and the refuse floating past us as we stood
upon our banks of the river; for the Notho people were then fighting among themselves, and when anyone was
killed, the body was brought to Rewa, and presented to the king.
These were not eaten, for Notho belongs to Rewa; and they were killing one another in their own quarrel; but
their bodies used to be thrown down on the flat opposite our houses, and there the children used to drag them up
and down, sometimes on land, sometimes in the water, singing the Song of Death.
Moreover, the Tokatoka and the Nakelo tribes were always at war in those days. They lay in wait for one
another in the paths: they hid themselves in the long reeds on the riverbanks, whence they fired their guns and
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threw their spears at the women as they came down with their water-pots or their fish-baskets, at the canoes as
they passed by, and at the children at their play.
Seldom could you pass their towns without hearing the death-drum booming forth from one bank or the other;
and the bodies of these slain also were brought to Rewa, either to the king or to Nggara ni Niggio, his brother,
who took opposite sides in the quarrel, though not themselves coming to blows about it.
These bodies also were not eaten. Having been presented to the chiefs, they were sent back for burial; but we
saw that the Tokatoka men always cut out the tongue, the heart, etc., before they brought a dead body to Rewa.
Men from Suva and other places were always eaten; and Rewa being then on friendly terms with Mbau, whole
canoe-loads were often brought thence as goodwill offerings, at which times we looked on sights that made our
hearts sick with a deadly sickness.
Well do I remember one day, when Mbau and Viwa had smitten Teilau—the little island opposite Viwa, which
stands empty at this day—how a large war canoe came in heavily laden with the dead, who were taken ashore and
piled up in a great heap on the low flat opposite to our houses; and when the Mbau messenger had finished his
report, the king said, “Do what you like with them,” whereupon there rose a sudden yell.
A great rush was made down to the water-side, and the bodies were dragged hither and thither, as the people
struggled with one another over them, many clutching at the same body, cutting them up limb from limb, tearing
them asunder, and snatching the pieces out of each other’s hands. And the yells rose louder and louder as the
people grew ever fiercer in their eagerness; women and children also mingling with them in the struggle, their
shrill voices rising high amid the uproar.
Many years have passed since that fearful day; but sometimes, even now, I see that struggling crowd and hear
that awful yelling in my dreams, and when I wake, I thank God for the lotu, which has wrought so wondrous a
change in that proud and savage tribe.
*
Where the missionaries study is now built, on the raised mound called Thakauwaya, there stood a house, in
which the hands of the slain were hung up and smoked. I have seen the roof full of hands, hanging there in the
smoke, the fingers drawn up like the claws of a roosting bird; and the chiefs would sit round the fire, and point up
at them with a laugh and savage jest, making their mock at their dead owners.
*
I was at Rewa when the chiefs from America came down in the war-ships and took Ratu Veindovi away,
because he had killed some of their people who were fishing for bêche-de-mer\fn{A large sea cucumber} in the old
times. The King of Rewa, with the queen and others also, went to see the ship, and the American chief kept them
on board, saying that he would not let them go unless Veindovi were given to him.
When this news was brought to the town, there was a great uproar, and the warriors ran together, vowing to kill
us all, because they thought the missionaries had a hand in this deed.
Then we were in great fear, but a Rewa chief came over to us; and when the warriors appeared in sight, he
went up to them, and presented an offering of atonement for us, begging that we might not be killed.
So we escaped; but indeed we thought that our time had come.
*
The chiefs hardened their hearts, and set their faces against the lotu; but in spite of them the work went on,
though slowly, and doors were opened here and there. Thus we found an opening to the island of Kandavu,
whither two teachers were sent—even Isaac, a Fijian, and Abraham, a countryman of my own, who was
afterwards with me at Nandi, and who was lost at sea in the great hurricane—he and many others.
They lived at a town called Suesue; and the lotu was making good way, when Abraham, having come from
Kandavu to make his report to the missionaries, was forbidden by Nggara ni Nggio to return; and we heard that a
canoe belonging to the Vusanamu tribe was being made ready for sea, the chief having sent orders that they were
to go to Kandavu and kill Isaac.
When we heard this report we were in great perplexity, for we could not leave our comrade to die without
making an effort to save him; but what to do we knew not. At length we begged a double canoe from one of the
chiefs, and I was sent to look after Isaac, and to bring him away if I could.
A miserable sailing was that; for the wind was strong, the sea ran high, and the rain came pouring down all
day, so that we could not see whither we were steering. We were wet, and cold, and wretched, being, moreover, in
great fear that the sea would swallow us up; but the Lord watched over us, and brought us safe to land.
It was late at night when we reached Kandavu, and very dark, the rain still falling heavily; and we anchored the
canoe in deep water, so that we might hoist sail at once and flee, if need were; for we durst not run her on the
beach, for fear lest we should be attacked; in which case, if she were aground, we should all have been killed
while trying to get her afloat.
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“Who will go with me to the town?” I asked; and two of our people volunteered. So we three went together,
creeping stealthily along the beach towards the town, for we knew not whether Isaac were living or dead, the
Vusanamu canoe having got the start of us.
Presently we were aware of a smell—the smell of an oven wherein a man is being baked; and a great fear came
upon us.
“It is all over,” said I; “we are too late;” and groping along the sand in the darkness, we found the oven with a
club hanging over it—the club, I suppose, wherewith the deed was done.
“It is Isaac who lies baking there,” we said; and, weeping, we returned to the canoe.
After telling our comrades what we had found, we went ashore again, being fully resolved to make sure as to
his fate, though we doubted not that the man in the oven was he. Through the rain and the darkness we groped our
way to the town, and, creeping into Isaac’s house, we crouched down within the doorway, scarce daring to
breathe, lest his murderers should be sleeping there, and at our wits’ end to know how to find out who were in the
house.
“Let us put something on the fire,” said I in a low whisper. “If they are here, we can escape before they are
fully awake;” and gathering together the leaves and bits of reeds which lay in the fireplace, a bright flame soon
shot up from the hearth, by the light whereof we saw a mosquito-curtain hastily lifted up from within, and a
startled voice crying,
“Who’s that? Who is there?”
“From Rewa we. Who are you?” said I, hand a foot ready for a spring, that we might rush to the door and
escape.
“Methuselah,” answered the man. “Is that you, Joel? Who is that with you? Why are you come?”
“It is I. Our people are with me. But where is Isaac?”
“He is sleeping here behind me,” answered Methuselah, pointing to the end of the house. “Wake up Isaac. Joe
Bulu is here.”
“Hush!” said I. “Speak low. Who, then, is the man in the oven on the beach?”
Great was our rejoicing when we saw Isaac alive and well; and he told us that he whom we had found in the
oven was a Kandavu man, whom the Vusanamu had killed at the command of Ratu Naggara ni Nggio. He told us,
moreover, had said nothing to him, save that there should be no more lotu at Kandavu; so we got him and his on
board the canoe as soon as possible, and took them back with us to Rewa.
*
It was while I was living on this station that I fought with a great shark. Here are the marks of his teeth on my
arm, where you see this big scar. Truly, that was a wonderful deliverance.
One night I dreamt that a shark bit my arm—this arm here, where you see the deep scar—and I awoke in great
fear; but finding it was only a dream, my heart was glad. For many days afterwards, when I went to bathe, I feared
to go down into the deep water, but stayed close to the shore, lest my dream should come true.
But one day a young chief, who was vasu\fn{Nephew} to Mbau, called me, saying, “Come out for a swim,
Joel;” and I refused, for I feared the shark. Again he called me, and again I refused; but when for the third time he
shouted for me to come, I saw that he was bent upon it, and I did not like to say “no,” lest his heart should be evil
against me. So I went with him.
In the river there were many boys swimming their toy canoes; and laying hold of one he said,
“Take a canoe, Joel, and let us see which will beat, yours or mine.”
So I took one; and presently seeing that his was shooting ahead, I gave mine a push to make it go faster;
whereupon he also pushed his, and soon we were swimming in the deep water, following our canoes.
“Let us go to the other bank,” said he; and we swam across the river, a great crowd of Mbuans and Rewans
following us. They all climbed up the bank, but I stayed in the river, for it was in my mind to swim back and
return to my house.
As I was wading towards the deep water, I saw two little waves coming towards me on the surface.
“It is a shark,” I thought. “My dream is true.” I was afraid to turn back, for I was too far from the shore. So I
stood still, hoping that the shark might not see me; and the little waves came slowly on. Holding my breath I
stood, and by and by the waves disappeared. Then I said, “It was nothing;” and I struck out to swim for Nasali.
Suddenly something struck sharply against my thigh.
It was the shark biting me, but I did not feel much pain; and, thinking it was only one of the young men who
had dived and caught hold of me, I put my hand down to seize him, and lo, it was a shark.
Then was it with me as if my soul were clean gone out of my body. A great darkness fell upon my eyes, and I
could no longer see the shore or the people or the houses: all was dark. One thing only I remember—the lotu; and
I said,
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“Today my life is at an end. Let me now pray once more to my God.”
I prayed, and in one moment the darkness was gone, though still I could not see the shore, or any earthly being;
but as I looked upwards, it seemed to me that the heavens opened, and I saw the throne of God, and a great
multitude clothed in white raiment, and shining with a blaze of light.
O the glory of it, the wondrous glory!
It was gone in a moment, like a flash of lightning on a dark night; but I saw it, I saw it! As plain as noonday I
saw it, and my soul was glad and strong within me.
I wished not to live.
“Let me die today,” said my heart rejoicing. I no longer feared the shark. It was as nothing to me, though my
flesh was torn, and my blood was flowing.
But now he let go my thigh, and came at me again to bite me. Then I seemed to wake, as it were, out of a
dream, and my soul grew hot against him as an enemy who wished to kill me. When he drew near and opened his
mouth to bite, I thrust my hand down his throat—down, down as far as I could thrust it, for I thought I would tear
out his heart, and so kill him. His teeth closed on my arm and tore the flesh;\fn{ “The scar of this wound is frightful to
look upon even now. It extends all round the arm, and goes down to the very bone, which seems in one place to have only a covering of
skin over it.”—a comment of the original, contemporary editor of Bulu’s MS:H } but still I worked my hand downwards with all

my might; and at length he could no longer bite me, but opened his mouth as if he were sick.
Then I snatched forth my hand, and, clasping him round the body with both arms, I lifted him up as high as I
could, holding my head down so that he could not bite me. Thus I staggered with him towards the shore, and I
could hear his jaws clashing together over my head as he tried to bite; but I held him fast, and I believe that I
should have got him to land, only that, when I reached the shallow water, my right arm, which he had bitten, fell
powerless to my side, whereupon he slipped out of my grasp, and began to swim away, though very slowly and
feebly.
So hot was my wrath against him, that I turned and caught him again by the tail with my left hand; but now the
shore and the trees and the people seemed as if they were going round and round. A deadly sickness crept upon
my heart; a mist came over my eyes; there was a sound in my ears like the roaring of the surf; I fell down and
knew no more.
And this is now the Lord delivered me out of that fearful strife.
3
We had not much to cheer us in those days.
But a few turned to serve the living God; for the people were eaten up of savage pride, and the land was full of
all manner of heathen abominations, some of which I have already told; but there were others concerning which I
dare not even speak.
It was when war broke out between Mbau and Rewa that we had to look upon the worst sights; for then the
people grew mad with rage, and there was no end to the killing of men and the strangling of widows.
Truly these were awful times, for there was no peace, nor any sense of safety, either day or night. The chiefs
were divided amongst themselves, every man’s hand being against his neighbour, while the enemy were pressing
upon them from without; so that things grew worse and ever worse as the Mbauans gained ground, until the
missionaries had to leave; and after a little while I also went away in the Triton to Viwa, where Mr. Hunt was
living: nor was it many days afterwards before Rewa was sacked and burnt to the ground, its people being slain
with a fearful slaughter.
*
When I had stayed some time at Viwa, Mr. Hunt sent me over to Vanua Levu in a canoe, that I might go
throughout the land as far as I could, and see whether there were any place where we could gain a footing.
The white men were then living at Solevu on that land, and thither I went first, in a little canoe, narrowly
escaping being wrecked on the way; for the wind being strong, with a heavy sea, we ran bows into a great wave
that rose up suddenly before us, and in a moment the canoe was full of water.
Springing to my feet, I threw all our boxes overboard with everything we were carrying, and then, leaping into
the sea, we held the canoe up, until it could be baled out. So we escaped with our lives, though with the loss of
nearly all we had in the world.
*
When I reached Solevu, I found that there was an old priest of a heathen god at an inland town called
Muanaithaki, who had been to Mbau, where he heard of the lotu; and returning to his own town, he called his
kinfolk together, and told them that he was resolved to turn his back upon the old gods, and worship Him alone, of
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Whom he had now been told.
So I went to his town; and great was his rejoicing when he heard who I was, and why I had come.
“Good is your coming,” said he. “I thank God that He has sent you to teach us dark-minded men the way of
life.”
He gave me a house to live in, and cared for all my wants; and I went about from town to town, talking with
the chiefs and the people, and telling them of the one true God, and of Jesus Christ, the Saviour of sinful men.
When I went into a town I used to ask for the chief’s house, and entering therein, made my report after the
Fijian fashion, to which answer would be made according to their custom; then I used to talk about ordinary
matters, telling any news that might be stirring; and when we had thus got into a friendly talk, I would speak of
the lotu, and of the good things which are written in the word of God. Many of the people listened eagerly to my
words, declaring that the things whereof I spoke were good things indeed, and better than those which they had
heard from their fathers; but the heathen priests hated me, and spoke evil of me continually.
*
After staying at Muanaithaki for many days, and going throughout much of the land, I sailed back to Viwa, that
I might make my report to the missionaries. And when Mr. Hunt heard my story, then was his soul hot within him;
and with tears of joy he gave thanks to God for His mercies to me.
But when I was appointed to go back and dwell in that land, my heart sank within me, and I feared to go; for
though I had been well received, yet I knew that the priests would stir up evil against me, and I said,
“I am going to my death.”
Nevertheless, though I was sore afraid, yet it never entered my mind to refuse to go, for I knew it was the will
of God concerning me; so I bade farewell to the missionaries, and sailed away in great heaviness of soul.
*
At first things went well enough.
Almost every day there came to me those who wished to lotu, sometimes one by one, sometimes by twos and
threes, and sometimes in little bands, until the work grew too great for me, and I sent to Mr. Hunt, begging for
help. He sent me my countryman Abraham, of whom I have spoken before.
But when, after a little while, the work still growing on our hands, we asked for further help, then he sent us
word that he could give us nothing but his prayers; that we could have no more men, but must do the best we
could by ourselves; and indeed there were no men to be had in those days.
So I said, “We must find our helpers here;” and we gathered the best of the young men together every night at
my house, reading and praying with them, and teaching them all we knew, so that they might be able to each
others. And truly these young men were of great use to us; for some of them did good service in the work, not
fearing even to die, that they might help the cause of Christ.
*
But when the devil saw that we began to be many, and that his people were escaping alive out of his hands,
then he bestirred himself to bring mischief upon us, and to hinder the work of God.
The priests were his great helpers in this evil work. When any misfortune happened, they would become
inspired, and cry out, as they lay convulsed and foaming at the mouth, after their lying manner, that the gods had
wrath against the land because of us; so that the hearts of the heathen people were turned against us; and we began
to suffer persecution.
They dug up our plantations, defiled our bread-pits, killed our live stock, and vexed us in every way, until our
people could bear no more, and wanted to fight; but I held them back, saying,
“Let us endure in patience, according to the word of our Lord: it may be that the evil days will soon be past.”
But they grew worse, and ever worse.
I had a fine pig in those days—a pig large and fat—which never wandered away from my house, but stayed
always about the door eating the leavings of our food; and one day, when I cam back from the weekday preaching,
I found it was gone, and there was a trail in the dust where it had been dragged along the ground.
All the people came running together to my house.
“Joel,” they cried, “we can endure these things no longer; it is our pigs today, it will be ourselves tomorrow.
Let us go and have it out with them.”
“Stay you here,” said I “If we all go, there will be fighting: therefore will I go alone, and beseech them to take
pity on us, and cease these masterful doings.”
“Nay, but we will die with you,” they cried.
“Not so,” said I. “Stay here, I beseech you, and wait for my return. The Lord will bring me back alive. Stay
here, therefore, you, and pray for me.”
So they let me go alone.
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*
Now the heathen town was separate from ours, though close to it; and when I went up thither, I found all the
townsfolk gathered round an oven wherein fire was burning, and by the side of it lay my pig, all cleaned and made
ready for baking.
“Good is the baking!”—thus I saluted them. “Kombo!\fn{A Fijian cry of admiration or disapproval, according to the tone
in which it is uttered} The bigness of the pig! Why, it’s very like a pig of mine.”
“Why do you come here asking about pigs,” they cried. “Are you angry? Are you angry? What are you going
to do?”
“Nay,” said I, “I am not going to talk with you, for I see that you have evil in your hearts against me. I go to
the chief.” With these words I turned from them and went up to the house of the great chief, whose name was
Masiwawa.
“I have come, sir,” said I to him, “that you may tell me wherein we have offended. Your people have ruined
our crops, killed our live stock—even now they are baking a pig of mine—and we hear that, when you have taken
all our goods, you intend to eat us also. What, then, is the root of it? Tell me now why you are angry with us; and
if we have done any wrong, we will not refuse to make amends, or be punished.
“It is true that we have turned our backs upon your gods, but we have not forsaken you. No sir, our faces are
towards you still. You are the chief of this people, whether heathen or lotu, and we are no whit behind the heathen
in our willingness to serve you. Tell me now, have you ever shared out to us any work which we have not done,
any house which we have not built, any feast which we have not made? Why, then, should your soul be evil
against us?
“Your priests say that the gods are angry; but if they be angry, let them show their anger by punishing us, if
they can prevail against the God Who is our defence. We do not fear them. It is you whom we fear.” Then said the
chief,
“True are your words, Joel. True indeed are your words. There shall be no more of it. Be of a good mind. Look
over that which is past, and I will see that you shall be troubled no more,.”
Thus spake Masiwawa; and I verily believe that all would have been right between us.
But even while we were yet talking together, we heard a sudden tumult without, and shouts of defiance; and,
rushing forth, I saw that our lads had come up to look after me, and there they were, bandying angry words with
the people round the oven. So I ran between them crying,
“Why have you come? Did I not tell you to wait for my return?”
“We waited,” said they, “till we could wait no longer. We are here to die with you. You shall not die alone.”
And hardly could I persuade them to go back with me, for they were thoroughly aroused.
*
The heathen now resolved to kill us; and their messengers went to all the neighbouring towns, calling on the
warriors to gather together for the attack on the following morning. We heard all that was going on, for we were
not without a friend or two among them; and we were told that they had resolved, after making an end of us, to
attack the white men also at Solevu, that the lotu might be utterly trampled out in the land.
So I sent a messenger to Mr. Whippy, who was head man among the whites, warning him of our danger and
theirs.
“Good is the word of warning,” said he. “See, here are guns, and powder, and lead, and flints. Go back to Joel,
and tell him to send some of the young men to fetch them.”
When the messenger returned, there was great joy among our people because of the weapons of war. But I
said,
“We will not take them, lest our enemies say that we are defying them. Go one of you down to Solevu, and tell
Mr. Whippy that we thank him for his care of us, but that we will not take the weapons, lest the heathen should
say we want to fight, and lest they should be angry with him also, and thereby evil befall him.” And when Mr.
Whippy heard these words, he said,
“It is good. Let the guns stay here. If evil comes upon you now, it is your own fault. But tell Joel that we shall
not forsake you. We shall go up and see how you fare.”
*
This was during the night.
In the early morning we heard the war-trumpets sounding from three different points; and our people gathered
in the open space in front or my house, waiting for the battle. I went out to them and cried with a loud voice,
“Sit down! Let every man sit down! Let them see that we do not want to fight! Sit down and wait for the will
of God. Then, if they fire upon us, let us spring to our feet, and fight for the lives which He has given us.”
So they all sat down in silence, each man with his weapon lying across his knees; and the blast of the war10

trumpets sounded nearer and nearer, louder and louder, until the enemy appeared in sight on the edge of the forest
—a great multitude of heathen warriors, all painted and armed for war.
When they saw us, they set up a shrill cry; and as with a confused noise they came forward towards us, I spoke
to our people, encouraging them.
“Sit still,” said I; “the Lord will fight for us.”
But when Abraham saw a number of the heathen leaving the main body, and making a circuit as if to get round
to the back of our house, then he ran to prevent them, and certain of the young men also ran with him; but I called
them back, and made them sit down again with the others.
“Abraham,” said I, “do you not know that we die today—you and I, and the rest of us here? Why then, should
you go forth to meet your death, and bring it upon yourself? Let the Lord bring it upon us, and it will be well.
Perhaps even now He will save us alive.”
*
And the heathen came up to where we were sitting.
Those who had guns pointed them at us; those who were armed with clubs raised them to strike; the spearmen
poised their spears, making them quiver before our eyes; and the bowmen bent their bows: but no shot was fired,
no blow was struck, no spear was thrown, and no arrow flew in our midst.
What held them back I cannot say: this only I know, that for a long while they stood there threatening us with
their weapons of war, while we sat in silence, speaking never a word; but our hearts were crying to the Lord for
help, and He heard their cry.
*
At length, after the enemy had been for a long time thus threatening us, and we expecting every moment death
at their hands, I saw a chief coming towards us through the town with a whale’s tooth in his hand.
Walking forward between us and the heathen, he sat down and presented the tooth to them, begging that we
might live, and that there might be no fighting.
And when the chiefs had heard his words, they drew off their men to a distance, and sat down holding a
council; whereupon we also withdrew, and presently Mr. Whippy came in leading the white men and the halfcastes, all with their guns, and the bayonets fixed.
“Here we are, Joel,” he said; “we have come to look after you.”
*
A kind man was this Mr. Whippy, just and upright in all his dealings, and always ready to help forward the
good work. Once, when a letter came from Lakemba, saying that Mr. Calvert was ill with dysentery, and greatly
needing help, and directing me to forward the news to Viwa, that Mr. Lyth might know (for he was well skilled in
medicine) then I being in a great strait because there was no canoe in which I could sail, Mr. Whippy sent me to
Viwa in his own schooner with his own men, and brought me back again, never asking so much as a yam for
payment.
*
But to go on with my tale, after a while two old chiefs from the war-party came to me, bringing with them a
whale’s tooth as a token of peace; and sitting down before me in my house, they kissed my hands, sniffing at
them, after or fashion in Fiji and Tonga, one taking one hand, and one the other.
“Joel,” said they, “we know this day that you are a true man, and that your God is a great God. Wonderful are
the things which we have seen today, for there was rage in our hearts, and it was in our minds to kill you all; but
when we came to where you were sitting in silence on the ground, all the strength departed from our hands, and
we could do nothing against you.
“It was you, Joel, who have saved us alive. If we had killed you, it would have been shedding our own blood,
for are not all your people our kinsfolk?
“Therefore are we sent to ask pardon for our anger, to thank you for your long-suffering, and to tell you that
we shall never forget your love to us.
“Let this tooth of a fish be the burying of all ill-will between us. Know this, moreover, that if any man
hereafter does you any harm, he shall be clubbed, whosoever he be, and an oven shall be his grave.”
*
Thus did the Lord deliver us on that fearful day.
I said that I could not tell what it was that held the heathen back, but I know that it was the mighty power of
God. Not once, nor twice, but many times, when there was none to help, has He delivered me, as He will ever
deliver all them that put their trust in Him, until the time come for them to enter into the joy of their Lord; and
then, whatsoever it be that takes them away, whether it be disease or shipwreck or the club, all will be well.
*
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After this affair, we had no more trouble, but went in and out among the people, preaching to them, and
explaining the lotu from town to town and from house to house, none daring to make us afraid. Many cast away
heathenism, and joined with us in the worship of the one true and living God; while even among those who still
held to the old gods there was so friendly a spirit toward us, that we were like Job, after the Lord had turned again
his captivity; for all that we had lost was returned to us more than four-fold.
And when Mr. Hunt (he who lies buried at Viwa) came to look into the state of the work, he rejoiced with us,
and praised our God for His wondrous mercies.
*
Moreover, there was another thing which turned the hearts of the people towards me.
When the news of the attack upon us reached Viwa, Namosimalua\fn{ King of Viwa} and Verani\fn{The Christian
chief, Elijah} were very angry, and came sailing from Viwa with many warriors to avenge us; and at a council
meeting which they held with the Great Lady and the chiefs who ruled in those parts, it was resolved that
Masiwawa should be put to death, and his town burned with fire; but Verani persuaded them to wait till I returned
(for I was away from home at the time), and he sent a swift-footed young man after me to bring me back.
As soon as I heard from the messenger what was going on, I hastened back with all speed, being in great fear
lest I should be too late to prevent the attack on Masiwawa’s town; which, if it had been made, would have
undone all the good which had been done, and would have turned the hearts of the people against us once more.
When Verani heard of my return, he came to me at once, and having told me the news, he asked me what my mind
was upon the matter.
“Ratu Verani,” said I, “if you love me, if you love the God Whom we both serve, let this thing go no further.”
And with that I told him all that had happened, how no harm had come to us, and how all the heathen were now
very friendly, so that the work of God was greatly prospering.
“And now if you make war upon this people,” I continued, “you will make them our enemies once more, and
you will, moreover, bring an evil report upon the lotu. Wherefore, I beseech you, let there be no fighting.”
“Good,” said he; “good are your words. I will persuade Namosimalua. Fear not, Joe; there shall be no war.”
*
And he did according to his promise, taking the Viwans back to their own land in peace, whereat the Great
Lady and the Nandi chiefs were very wroth; but I cared little for their anger, because I knew that what we had
done was right in the sight of God, and because all the heathen folk were now tenfold friendlier than before.
“Now we know of a truth that Joel is our friend,” they said; and more of them than ever came over to us,
turning their backs upon the old gods—till the work grew to such a greatness, that missionaries were appointed
tao the place—even Mr. Watsford and Mr. Ford—who built their houses at Nandi, whither I also went to live with
them.
4
It was in their time that the dreadful hurricane smote us, and the great flood also, which left scarce a house
standing on all that coast. Abraham, the teacher who was with me when the heathen came down to kill us, was
lost in that storm—he and nearly all of them that were with him in the canoe, some two or three (I forget how
many) escaping alive to the shore.
It was in vain that we propped and strengthened the mission-house, for it could not withstand the fury of the
storm, but fell on its side, giving us barely time to escape.
We fled from houses to house, on falling after another, until at length the flood came down from the hills, a
great and awful wave, sweeping everything before it, and destroying what the storm had left. I carried Mr.
Watsford’s little child, who was very ill, holding her close to my breast, and walking backwards against the wind,
to shield her from the rain, which was driven with such force before the furious blast, that it struck and stung like
little stones.
When the flood came down, I saw a lot of bamboo drifting past; and leaping into the water, I swam to them
and brought them to the shore. With these bamboos we made a raft, on which we carried the missionaries, with
their wives and children, across the flood to a little house on the hill-side, which the water did not enter, though it
came up to the very doorway before it began to abate.
We were all thoroughly drenched and very cold; and not being able to endure to see the ladies shivering, and to
hear the moans of the little children, I swam back to the mission-house, thinking that I might perhaps find dry
clothes for them.
But it was full of water, and I could find nothing dry, until, on a shelf on that side of the fallen house which
was highest from the ground, I saw a large bundle of Fijian cloth which the rain had not wetted, for it was
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sheltered beneath the roof. This I took back with me, and in it the missionaries wrapped themselves, their wives
and their children, putting off their wet clothes.
After the flood went down we returned to the house; and a pitiable sight it was, for it was full of black mud,
which the waters had left, and nearly everything was utterly spoilt.
Moreover, after a few days the poor little child died, to our great sorrow, for we all loved her.
*
At length I was removed from Nandi to Ono.
The lotu had become firmly established there long before; but the trouble had arisen because of the teachers,
who had grown proud, and wanted to live as chiefs among the people, taking upon themselves to interfere in the
affairs of the land, whence much ill blood had arisen; and the work was thereby sadly hindered.
Wherefore, it being thought good that a missionary should live there for a time, until the wrong things could be
set right, Mr. Watsford was appointed to Ono, and after him Mr. Hazlewood. But when the growing evil had been
checked and uprooted, then the missionaries decided that Mr. Hazlewood should remove to nandi.
“For,” said they, “Ono is but a little island, while on the great land there are many ten thousands who know not
God.”
So they appointed me to take charge of Ono.
*
And when I heard thereof my heart sank within me, for I though of the evil which had arisen under the former
teacher, and I was afraid that the chiefs would be suspicious of me also—all the more especially because he (the
teacher) was a countryman of mine. Wherefore did I go to Ono, even as I had formerly gone to Nandi, in great
fear and heaviness of soul.
But my fears were vain, and my soul-heaviness was turned into gladsome-lightness; for the Lord helped me,
the people loved me, and the work of God grew and prospered exceedingly.
Thus indeed have I ever found it. Often have I gone to my work in great fear, expecting evil, and wishing that
my way lay to any place other than that to which I was going; but instead of trouble I have found peace, laughter
instead of tears, deliverance out of every danger, and great success in the work of the Lord; while, on the other
hand, sometimes when I have gone expecting good things, being, perhaps, somewhat puffed up and trusting to my
own strength, everything has gone against me, so that I have been ashamed and confounded.
*
It was during my stay on this island that I was thought worthy of being solemnly set apart to the work of an
assistant missionary, whereat great was my rejoicing; though I durst not take the glory thereof to myself, but gave
it all to God, Who, I well knew, had done this great thing for me.
*
All the while I was at Ono I saw no lessening in the love of the people towards me; and we lived happily
together, helping one another in all things, both worldly and spiritual. They would come to my house, one after
another, and put down within the doorway a fowl or fish, or a basket of yams or ndalo, or whatever else they had,
so that my house was always full of food beyond our needs.
In vain did I tell them not to bring so much. The more I spoke to them the more they loved me, and the more
they brought, so that we could not eat all that was given; and even our pigs had more than they could devour.
*
Wonderful were the things which I saw and heard on this little island—tales of the olden times and of the first
coming of the lotu; the people of God rejoicing and giving thanks, as sinners wept under our sermons and cried
for mercy, so that many a time I had to come down from the pulpit and pray with them—while the words which I
often heard from dying lips made my heart glow and burn within me; and I know that there are many graves at
Ono whence they who lie sleeping there shall rise with joy at the resurrection of the just.
As for tales of the old days, there is no place like Ono for them. And as for the first coming of the lotu, this was
the way of it:
An Ono canoe went sailing Lakemba with sinnet and mats for the king; and when it returned the crew brought
back a wonderful report about a new worship which certain white men had established at Lakemba—even the
lotu. They knew but little about it, but there are many who, when they heard the account of the one true and living
God, found their hearts strangely moved, and taking a present to a heathen priest, they asked him about this God,
and besought him to tell them how they might worship Him.
“I know all about Him,” said he. “If you want to worship Him, I can tell you the way. Kneel down and bow
your faces to the ground. So. Now hold your breath. Let no man draw breath again till I give the word.”
And the poor men held their breath till they well-nigh choked. Three times did the priest make them do this;
and then he said,
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“Keep silence. I will now report you to your God.
“O Lord Jehovah, these are Thy people who wish to serve Thee! As for me, I turn my back upon Thee yet for a
while. Looking away from Thee, I worship another god.
“But do Thou take knowledge of these Thy people. Shelter them, and do them good.”
Thus it was that the lotu first came to Ono, and this priest was the first teacher the people had. But I think that
they did not get much good out of his teaching, because he taught them little else than that they should bring
many presents to him.
“For,” said he, “this God of yours is very fond of wealth.”
*
As for their weeping under our sermons, this is the way of the people of Ono. They are a warm-hearted folk,
easily moved to either good or evil: wherefore some have said that they are the best tribe in Fiji, while others have
declared that they are the very worst, according to what they have seen in the days when they dwelt among them.
I lived with them in the good times, and I used to think that Ono was a little heaven. Never shall I forget the
warmth of love which the people showed me; and what evil soever may have arise in the after days, I know that
hundreds of them are now singing the new song of Moses and the Lamb, and I expect that they will come to meet
me when my name is called, and lead me to the good land of which I used to tell them; for I was not speaking idly
when I said that their dying words used to make my heart glow and burn within me; and if I could tell of them all,
the account thereof would never be finished.
Therefore will I tell of but one or two deathbed scenes, that it may be known how some of these people die.
*
Daniel Kepa as he lay dying said to me,
“Every day have I an assurance of the pardon of my sins. I know that, if my life were to end today, I should
enter upon life eternal in heaven.” On another day I asked him whether the love of God were still with him, and
he said,
“In the night was my soul full of peace, for I found the love of God; and he helped me, so that I had many
happy thoughts in the midst of my sickness.” Then I read to him the 21 st chapter of the Revelation; and the dying
man rejoiced as he listened to the words of the book.
“I am going to heaven,” he said. “I am ready. There is no doubt on my mind, for I know that, if I die today,
today shall I begin to live in heaven.”
Then I said, “Let us pray.” While I was at prayer, he burst into tears and when the prayer was over he was still
weeping; so I asked him why he wept.
“I weep,” said he, “for love to my Lord. He also loves me, and His love is greater than mine. Plain as noonday
is it to me that my soul is saved: therefore I fear not to die; for I know that, when my soul is parted from my body,
I shall live forever with my God, through Jesus Christ my Lord.”
With many other good words and precious did He speak of the love of God to him.
But his sickness grew ever worse; and when on the following Sunday I went to see him the signs of death were
on his face.
“How now Daniel,” said I; and he answered,
“I am ready to be gone today. Near now is my departure from this world to the world above. What day is this,”
and I told him it was the holy day; whereupon he said,
“This Sabbath shall I spend in heaven.” So I asked him how he knew this, and he said,
“It is the Lord’s will that I go to Him today.”
“Has He then appeared to you?” I asked.
“Yes,” said he. “I see him now, though you cannot. Let your words be few. My Lord is here, and he calls me
away. Look! Behold the Lord!”
His eyes were fixed, nor did the eyelids quiver; and his face lost its look of sickness as, gazing upwards, he
stretched forth his hands and died.
Thus went this man of God to heaven, and useful to us was his dying: more useful than all his sermons; and all
his words as a class-leader, was the manner of his death to us who remained alive; for therein we saw how good a
thing is true religion.
And this is the account of Daniel Kepa, the true servant of God.
*
Again there was a man of Ono, Reuben by name whom I visited as he lay a-dying; and when I asked him how
it was with his soul he said,
“My soul is at rest, for I know the love of God; but my disease is heavy indeed upon me. Nevertheless, my
trust is in the Lord my Saviour. Then said I, “Let us pray,” and while we were praying he could not rest because of
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his great agony, but cried aloud,
“Lord Jesus, have pity on me!”
When our prayer was over we sat watching him, and talking with him about his soul. It was plain indeed that
he was ready to die; so I went away again to my own house.
When daybreak came over the land I went again to see him, and when he saw me he said,
“I am very ill. I know that the time of my departure is at hand, when I must go to the land whereunto I have
made myself ready.” And when I asked him whether he was sure he would enter heaven, he said,
“Yes. Long ago was I sure that my soul lived through faith in Jesus;” and looking on his face as he spoke, I
saw that it was like the face of a man who has found a great treasure.
Then he commended his children to my care.
“Joel,” said he, “if you love me take pity on my children. Teach them religion, that they may thereby know
Jesus their Saviour.”
“I will take care of them,” said I. “Trouble not yourself about them, but attend to your own soul.” Then he said,
“Of a truth the love of God is with me. Great indeed is my pain; but this pain of mine is not worthy to be
compared with the good things which our God will soon give me on the right hand of His lordly throne.”
Presently as we were talking together, he said,
“Now is the time of my going near at hand.”
And seeing that he had but a little while to live, we thought we had better take him to the great house, because
he was of the blood of the chiefs, and many people were coming to see him, so that the house wherein he lay was
crowded. Nor was it long after we had carried him away before he died (as we thought), while his friends were
gathering together that they might kiss him, and perform upon him the “custom of the dead.”
Great then was the wailing because of their grief that their friend was dead—a man so useful in the land.
But in a little while we saw that he was breathing gently. Then he opened his eyes, and lifting up his hand he
beckoned us to be silent, saying,
“Weep not; weep not.”
Then there was a great silence in our midst; and we were afraid, for we thought he had been dead. But the
dying man spoke again:
“Weep not for me,” he said, “weep for yourselves. As for me, I live. The Lord and his angels are hastening to
take me with them. But yet once more will I speak a little to you. Be earnest in religion. If you love me, hold fast
the lotu. While I was in health, I believed that which is told us in the holy Book, and thence came to me pardon
for all my sins. I read of heaven in the Bible and believed it; and now this very day shall I look with mine eyes
upon which I believed, though I saw them not—things that Paul speaks of, whose words I have so often read,
where he tells of heaven and of my Saviour. Now I am going to possess them all.”
“Reuben,” I cried, for my soul was hot within me, “tell me once again—for my own sake, and for the sake of
these others—tell us whether you now find the truth of the lotu. Tell us whether you now trust in our Saviour, and
whether He comforts you.” Then he smiled and his face shone,
“Do you see that post, Joel,” he asked.
“Yes,” said I, “I see it.”
“Do you see it plainly.”
“I see it quite plainly,” I answered, surprised that he should ask me such questions, and fearing that his mind
was wandering. But he looked earnestly in my face and said,
“Joel, as plainly as you see that post, so plainly do I see the Lord. Do you not see Him? The house is full of
angels. My Saviour is hastening me away. Farewell. Great is my love to you.” And, laying his hand upon his
breast, he raised it gently two or three times, and so fell asleep,
*
Thus ended his mortal life in this world; but angels took the hand of his soul, and led him up to heaven.
We, with his father, his wife, and his friends, even we heard and saw these things.
Our souls were filled with joy.
It was not to us like a day of death, but like the day of a feast, as we saw the love of God to him that was dead.
Our faith in God was made even as a burning fire; and we said,
“There is nothing in the world like true religion.”
5
Very different from the comforts and encouragements wherewith the Lord blessed me at Ono, were the
hardships and disheartenings which I met with at Nandi, when I was appointed there again.
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Grievous indeed was the state of things which I found there; for war had broken out, and the heathen were
raging furiously, being fully resolved to drive the lotu out of all the land.
We could not stir out of the town without danger, for the enemy were lurking in the forest round about where
they killed two of our men who had gone to cut grass for thatching our chapel. They smote one of our outlying
towns with a great slaughter, the remnant of death fleeing to us with the dismal tale; and to crown all, our
missionary died,\fn{Rev. John Crawford} so that we were left as sheep without a shepherd.
*
The enemy grew bolder and even bolder even as our people grew weaker and more discouraged, untili at
length they came in great force, and began to build a war-fence against our town, surrounding us so that none
might escape. We expected nothing less than utter destruction.
But the Lord delivered us once more; for a great storm arose, with heavy rains, lasting for many days, from
which we were well sheltered from within the town; but they, having no shelter, stayed till they were half dead
with the cold and wet, and then fled away, every man to his own town; whereupon we sallied forth and destroyed
the war-fences which they had built.
*
But though we were thus saved from destruction, yet we were still in great straits; for, when the fine weather
returned, the enemy lay in wait for us in the forest as before, killing those who went out to search for food, so that
we durst not go far beyond our war-fence, and sharp hunger made itself felt in our midst: where I resolved to take
my wife and children to Mbua, that they might live.
“If we fall in with the enemy by the way,” said I, “if we meet them in the path, and they kill us, we can but die,
and if you stay here you will die of hunger.”
So we rose up and went to Mbua, making a circuit for fear of the enemy; and here again the Lord wrought out
a great deliverance for us, for, as we were passing across an open place, bare of trees and every kind of shelter, a
great company of heathen warriors went marching by. We were full in their view, and they in ours; but they saw
us not, though we saw them so plainly that we could have counted every man of them; and I believe the Lord
blinded their eyes, even as he blinded the eyes of the Syrian army who were sent to kill the prophet in the olden
days.
*
Leaving my wife and children at Mbua, I went back to Nandi, and stayed with the people, comforting them as
well as I could, and exhorting them to put their trust in God; but our faith was very weak, for indeed, what with
hunger and fear, we were in evil case.
After some time, I went again to Mbua to see my family, intending to stay three days; but while I was there a
young man came running after me, to tell me that the King of Leuvka had come over from Ovalau with a large
war-party to help the heathen, and that he wanted to see me. I spoke about it to Mr. Wilson, the missionary at
Mbua, and he told me not to go; for, said he,
“A letter has come from Mr. Binner\fn{The mission school-master at Levuka} saying that the King of Levuka had
promised to see that no harm came to the teachers, and to spare the lives of the people also. It were useless for you
to go. Why should you go when you can do no good? for the town is surely taken before now.”
*
And so it was; for, upon the king’s promise to spare their lives, the townsfolk opened their gates to him,
whereupon all the heathen warriors rushed in and burned the town. They wanted to slaughter the people also, but
the king would not have it so.
“Let there be no killing,” said he; and they were afraid to go against his word. Howbeit, he allowed the
townsfolk to be taken away captive among their enemies.
Thus ended that war, and therewith my stay at Nandi also.
*
I lived now with Mr. Wilson at Mbua, helping him in the work; and once when I went with him in the Mission
schooner to the back of the land, we came near being killed at a town called Mouta—he and I.
This was the way of it:
We went to see a powerful chief called Ramere; but when we landed at his town we found that he was gone to
a great trade-feast at this Mouta—whither Mr. Wilson decided to follow him.
We pulled far inland, in the schooner’s little boat up a winding river; and when we reached the town we found
it crowded with heathen, who had come down from the hills to trade. As we went along the path, there came
swaggering up to us a big man, who, without more ado, seized Mr. Wilson by the nose, and shook him to and fro
after a most unmerciful fashion, putting him thereby to great pain of both body and mind; and when, having got
rid of this tormentor, we came to where the chiefs were sitting in the public square, they ddd not care to listen to
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our report, for they were busy with their market.
Meanwhile the people crowded round us, pushing and jostling one another, pinching us (especially Mr.
Wilson), and feeling our arms and legs, so that we had no peace. Wherefore we left them as soon as we could,
and, slipping away out of the crowd, we looked for a place wherein we could hide ourselves till morning, for night
was coming on. At length we found a little hut at a distance from the town, which might perhaps have been a
storage house for yams, and here we lay down in one corner on the grass, with which it was strewn, hoping they
would not be able to find us.
But after dark we heard shouts in all directions; and, looking forth, we saw a great number of men with torches
in their hands, coming towards us, shouting and yelling and calling to one another. So we commended our souls to
God and prepared for death.
“Here they are!” cried a tall fellow, as he stood in the doorway with a torch in one hand, and a battle-axe held
over his shoulder by the other; and, raising his torch, he set fire to the thatch; but some of those who came running
up behind him put it out in a moment—why, I know not, unless it were that they were unwilling to lose the house.
Then he sprang in, and flourished his axe over our heads, the others also threatening us with their weapons of
war.
Whether they really intended to kill us or not I cannot say—perhaps they were only trying to frighten us; but
they continued acting thus far into the night, crowding upon us with threatening words and weapons, one houseful
going out only to make room for another, who acted in like manner, making a terrible noise, while we sat in one
corner of the hut with our backs against the wall, looking them in the face and praying silently to our God. At
length they left us in peace, and we passed the remainder of the night as best we could, in doubt as to whether
they would come back again or not, and make a full end of us.
In spite of this, Mr. Wilson took me with him into the town in the morning, and asked leave to preach—which
was granted, somewhat to our astonishment; and, standing up in the midst of a great crowd of heathen, he told
them of the one true God, and of Jesus Christ our Saviour; after which we went down to our boat, in no small
wonder that we were allowed to leave the town alive.
*
My next appointment was to the Thakaundrove kingdom, Aaron Fotofili being sent with me.
We lived at Wairiki, where we saw much fruit of our labours, for many turned from heathenism. The women
and children were especially zealous in the schools, learning to read with great quickness; while not a few of the
young men gave themselves to us as our sons in the Gospel, and these we were careful to teach, and train as
helpers in the work.
Nor, in spite of all the evil that befell us afterwards, was this labour of ours altogether in vain; for some of
these youths are workers together with us at this very day, among whom is Ratu William Vutikalulu, the native
missionary who is now stationed at Tokatoka.
Ratu Ngolea, he who is now Tui Thaku\fn{ King of the Reef, the style of the kings of Thakaundrove } was a heathen; but
nevertheless he was very friendly towards us, helping us in many ways, so that we were cheered in our work, and
went joyfully on from day to day, hoping for still better things.
Then two missionaries were appointed to the station, even Mr. Waterhouse and Mr. Carey; and after living for
some time at Wairiki in great discomfort and with feeble health (for it is a place of much rain and burning heat), it
was thought good to remove the station to Waikava (Fawn Harbour); and thither I also went, having the Training
Institute given into my hands.
I went, but my wife went not with me; for she died at Wairiki, and there I buried her.
*
Sometime afterwards the chief Ritova sent whale’s teeth to Ngolea—whale’s teeth of war—praying him to go
down to help him in his fighting at Mathuata. Five times came the messenger, and five times he went back with a
refusal; but at length Ngolea consented, and two of his men were sent for me, that I might go with the war-party.
I was away from home at the time holding missionary meetings; but when I came back the matter was talked
over, and it was deemed prudent that we should keep ourselves altogether apart from such affairs, cleaving to our
right and proper work of preaching the Gospel, and teaching from house to house.
So it was decided that I should not go. The lotu people also refused to join in this war.
“Why should we kill those who have done us no harm?” they asked. “Let the chief go, since it is his mind to
go. As for us, we will stay at home, and attend to our plantations.”
“It is well,” said. Ngolea. “Stay and look after your gardens. I shall go and attack that folk; and when I have
done with them, I will make a raid upon you.”
These words sank into the hearts of our people; and they of Lauthala sent to Wai ni Nggolo, the Tongan chief,
who was then at Vanua Mbalavu, praying for help.
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Now it has been said that it was I who brought this chief down to fight Ngolea; but indeed it was not so, for I
had no hand in it, nor did I even know of the message sent by the Lauthala folk.
The warriors went away in many canoes; and it was not long before we heard of burnings and slaughters as
town after town was taken, none being able to stand against them.
*
Then the missionaries, being assembled at Levuka for their yearly meeting, spoke to the British Consul,
beseeching him to use his influence to stop the war, which had already caused such awful woe; and he sent a
messenger to Negolea with a request that I should go with him.
“Let us go first to Tui Thakau,” said I. “It were well for us to tell him of our errand, and to ask for one of his
messengers to go with us in the path.”
So we went to the king and laid our request before him.
“Sleep tonight,” said he, “and in the morning we will hold a council.” But when the council was over we found
that no help was to be given us.
“Go you two,” said the king. “Go to Ngolea, and tell him the Consul’s words. As for us, we will sit waiting
here until you return.”
*
So we went on our way; and when our canoe drew near to the shore where the army was, we saw a great cloud
of smoke rolling up from a burning town, which the chief had taken on that very day. Going ashore we found that
he had climbed up into the mountains to attack yet another town belonging to the hill folk; and as we also went up
on the following morning, we met a great number of prisoners being brought down to the beach, for they had
yielded themselves up without a fight.
When we found Ngolea, he met me with a pleasant look, and showed so friendly a spirit that my heart grew
very glad; and sitting down with him I made my report.
“We are come,” said I, “we two, bringing with us the word of the English Consul. This is his messenger, whom
you see before you; and as for me, I am come to help him in carrying the word—for it was the mind of our elders,
and of the Consul also, that we should be comrades in the path. Hear, therefore, I beseech you, the word which we
bring, even the word of the English chief.
“Let there be no more fighting. It is enough. Many are dead: wherefore here let the slaughter end.”
“Good is your coming,” said Ngolea; “and good are the words you bring. Look, Joel, here is a whale’s tooth,
brought to me that the war may go on; but I say it is over. There shall be no more fighting.”
*
So I went back to Waikava with a light heart and thankful; but when I told my tale to our lotu folk, great was
their unbelief.
“He is deceiving you, Joel!” they cried. “It is in his mind to kill us all, because we would not go with him to
the war.”
In vain did I try to persuade them—they were not to be persuaded, and when the warriors, as they came back,
did many despiteful acts towards the lotu people, spoiling their gardens, robbing their houses, and wreaking their
vengeance, even on the graves of the dead, by digging up and scattering abroad the bones of them that slept
therein, then they said,
“Did we not tell you so? He was deceiving you, Joel. There is no truth in him.”
Moreover, there were many idle tales going about—as is ever the manner in Fiji at such times—which made
them sure that they were in danger. Thus it was reported that four of our chiefs were to be killed, in revenge for
their not going to the war; but I do not believe that this was the mind of Ratu Ngolea. It was but a foolish story,
spread abroad by evil men, who were minded to work us a mischief.
*
At length there came to me Ratu Manasseh, who was one of the four, and he told me that they had agreed to
put up war-fences, for they were sure that Ngolea had evil in his heart against them.
“Do you tell me this,” I asked, “because you want to know my mind thereon; or do you only report what you
have resolved upon?”
“Nay,” said he; “but that we may know your mind.”
“Well,” said I, “if it be so, I will tell you what I think. Forbear, Ratu Manasseh; if you love me, forbear. If this
thing be done, that chief will say at once that we are defying him. Moreover, these are idle tales which we hear:
wherefore let there be no war-fences.”
“It is good,” said he; “there shall be none.”
*
But it was not long before he came to me with another report which he had heard.
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“Now we must fortify our towns, Joel,” he said. “We must put up our fences, that we may live—we, with our
women and the children.”
Again I strove with him, and again I prevailed; but when he came for the third time, and when for the third
time I besought him to forebear, he looked sourly and suspiciously upon me, saying,
“It is easy for you to say, ‘Let there be no fences.’ You know well enough that Ngolea won’t kill you. It is our
skulls upon which the club will fall” (and here he rapped his head with his clenched fists)
“When we are all clubbed, you will be left alive—you and yours: wherefore are you bold to say continually,
‘Forbear, forbear; let not the fences be built.’”
My heart was sore when I heard this saying, nor could I urge him any further.
“I have told you what is right!” I cried; “but you are suspicious of me, wherefore I can say no more. Go now,
and do as you please, lest when your warriors are slain, your wives and daughters dragged away, and your
children clubbed before your eyes—lest when you have brought this evil upon yourselves by giving heed to these
idle tales—you say, ‘It is Joel who has brought these things upon us.’”
*
So they put up their war fences; and presently a canoe came in bringing two of Wai ni Nggolo’s men, whom he
had sent to carry his word to our chiefs, and to take back theirs to him. These men came to my house (for they
were my countrymen), and began to talk to me about the war; but I would not listen to them.
“Why do you come here?” I asked. “Am I a fighting man that you come to me? You have brought evil upon me
already, for Ngolea will think I am one with you in this matter. Go, therefore, both of you, and come to my house
no more.” So they went sailing back to the land whence they came.
Then came Wai ni Nggolo himself, and he also entered my house; but beyond the customary salutations I
spoke no word to him, good or bad, nor he to me, for I grieved at his coming.
*
And on the morrow, in the early morning, I took myself off to a distant town, where I stayed preaching and
baptizing until there was no more work to do; and when I returned he was gone, whereat I was very glad.
Nevertheless I heard of his doings, in this wise:
He and Ratu Kuila\fn{A high-rank Thakaundrove chief} went into a house which they thought to be empty, and
there took counsel together; but it so happened that a countryman of mine was lying sick in that very house, and
being covered up with a sail mat, they did not see him; wherefore he heard their words and reported them to me—
even that Ratu Kuila begged for help in fighting against Ngoles. Whereupon Wai ni Nggolo replied,
“Whatsoever you tell me to do, that will I do. War or peace, according to what you tell me.”
And when I heard these words, I knew that evil was near; for this Ratu Kuila was a great stirrer-up of evil who
joined himself to us, not because he loved the lotu, but because he wanted to kill Ngolea, who stood in his way.
Nor was it long before the fighting began, which ended in Wai ni Nggolo’s death in front of the Wairiki warfence, and the great slaughter of his army; Negolea also being wounded in the fight by a musket ball, which broke
his arm.
Before the fighting began, he sent two messengers for me.
“Let Joel come,” said he, “and I will lotu.”
But these men, instead of coming to me, went to Ratau Kuila, who was very angry when he heard their report,
and sent them away with evil words.
“Go back to Ngolea!” he cried. “Tell him to use his own teacher if he wants to lotu. Is not Wesley\fn{Wesley
Rakusa, a native missionary} with him? Why should he rob me of my teacher?”
Ngolea was wroth at this; and when Wai ni Nggolo was killed he turned Roman Catholic, forcing his people
also to follow him, and doing many things to vex and harass those who still held to the truth. Nor did he spare me
in his wrath; for he dragged away a daughter of mine during my absence from home, and forced her to live with
him.
6
After these things I was removed from Wairiki to Mbau, where I have been living ever since, doing what I
could to help on the great work; and here the Lord has been very gracious to me, giving me the hearts of the
chiefs and of the people, so that I have lived among them in peace and comfort, seeing not a few turn from their
evil ways to serve the living God, and bury others who finished their course with joy.
Many and great also are the deliverances which He has wrought out for me during my stay in this place—
deliverances from danger by sea and by land, for which I bless and praise His holy name. But perhaps the greatest
and most wonderful of them all was His saving me, and them that were with me, in the great storm which raged in
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the month of March (1869), whereof I will now tell you.
*
In that month our missionary said to me,
“How would it be, Joel, if you were to go to the islands and hold the missionary meetings?”
So we asked the Vunivalu\fn{King of Fiji, the style of Thakombau, chief of Mbbau} to lend me a canoe, as ours is rather
small for deep-water sailing in March, which is, above all others, the month of storms; and he lent us that large
canoe, whose name is the Kinikinilau.
After waiting for some days windbound at Ovalau, we hoisted sail on a Saturday afternoon, thinking to make
some one or other of the islands during the night; but we had gone only a little way, being then about half-way
between Ovalau and Wakaya, my mind misgives me, as I saw the threatening look of the sky, for it had grown
black with heavy clouds. The wind, moreover, was not steady, but shifted about from point to point, with heavy
rain squalls; so I said,
“How if we put back, or run in here to Wakaya?” But no one seconded me, and we sent sailing onward.
*
Again, when we had passed Wakaya, I spoke a second time; but none of our ship-folk gave heed to my words,
and we held on our course until there came rushing down upon us a fierce squall with blinding rain, and then they
were all sorry that they had not taken my advice.
With great difficulty we put the canoe about, and tried to run back; but we were too late, for the storm grew in
rage, the canoe rolled and plunged so violently as to endanger her fastenings, and to add to our distress, the point
of the sailyard\fn{The spar on which the sail is spread } was jerked up from its place where it rests on the bow, and fell
down into the sea.
Springing up to the work, we tugged and strained until we got it up again, though it was as much as we could
do, for many of our crew had hidden themselves in the hold, giving themselves up to death.
And still the storm grew even fiercer, the raindrops stinging and burning wherever they struck, so that our
bodies felt as if they were being burned with fire, and all hope of life departed from us.
“There is but one thing left!” I cried. “Lower the sail, for we can carry it no longer.” And when the sail was
lowered on deck and lashed securely, I said,
“Come, let us report ourselves to our God. He can save us alive; and if we are to die, how can we die better
than while praying to Him?” So we knelt down, and Stephen, the Lasakauan, prayed, saying:
“Lord, it is Thou who hast created the heavens and the earth, and all that in them is. We also are the work of
Thy hands. All things are obedient unto Thee, for Thou didst fashion them. Thou rulest the winds and the waves,
so also the lives of men. Thou ordainest, and Thou alone, our life and our death, for Thou art our Creator.
“Wherefore do we now bow down in prayer before Thee. Hear our cry, for the sake of Jesus Christ our
Saviour. Give unto us, we beseech Thee, Thy Holy Spirit to dwell in our hearts, and turn away our thoughts from
all earthly things, that we may prepare ourselves for eternal life.”\fn{ For some reason not named, the author has not
recorded a prayer the made directly after this one; but the translator of his manuscript asked the man above named, Stephen to “write out
what he remembered of Joel’s prayer. He did so, and his account runs as follows:” and I (H) am giving it as if it were the exact words of
Joel, for I cannot think that, considering the intensity of their experience combined with the phenomenal memories which these men were
possessed of, that they could possibly err in remembering the exact wording thereof—especially in considering the result—or as we of the
modern would say, seeing it—“Watch this!”:H}

“Lord, without doubting that Thou art a prayer-hearing God, ever dost Thou give ear to the cry of them that
serve Thee. We bow down before Thee in prayer. If it be Thy will that this be our day of rest from our labours, it
is well; but if Thou will make use of us yet for a little while, then let the storm be a calm, and the waves thereof be
still.
“Hear our prayer, for we pray in the name of Jesus. Therefore hear us, and have mercy upon us, for His sake.
Grant this our request, for the sake of Christ alone.
“Come to us, Lord, in the midst of the waters, as Thou camest to Thy disciples in the days of old. The storm
was raging, but Thou saidest, ‘Be still,’ and lo, there was a great calm; for Thou Art the Almighty One, and all
things are obedient unto Thee.”
*
When we had said Amen to our prayer, a great awe fell upon us; for with the ending of our prayer, the storm
also came to an end; not growing weaker, and ceasing gradually, but suddenly, in one moment.
And there was as great calm.
We looked around for the wind, but it was gone; and gazing in wonderment at each others’ faces, we sat in
silence for a long while, until at length Erone,fn{ Aaron} the Mbauan, cried with a loud voice,
“Vekaveka!\fn{A Fijian exclamation of wonder}Now I know the profit of true religion!”
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*
“The Lord has delivered us,” I said. “Let us praise Him for his marvelous loving-kindness.”
And our praises came for from hearts too full for many words.
Then we lowered the anchor down into the sea; “for,” said I, “if the wind should rise again, it will help to keep
her head on to the waves.:
But there was no more wind.
All that night, even till morning, the canoe lay as steady and quiet as if we had been lying in a river, for the
waves which had been raging so furiously went down with the ending of the storm; and two great sharks stayed
by us all night, one across the bows, and the other across the stern.
*
At daybreak I roused the skulkers out of the hold, that we might go on our way.
“Come up here, if fear has not killed you outright!” I cried. “Get the oars out, and let us scull to land. If we
were all like you, what would become of us?”
Slowly, and with much shame and confusion of face, they crawled on deck; and after we had sculled for a
while a breeze sprang up, to which we hoisted sail, running before it to Nairai. The wind grew stronger and
stronger, driving us swiftly along, till, when we entered the passage through the reef, it was blowing a hard gale;
and so heavy a sea came rolling into the harbour, that our cable parted once and again after we had let go the
anchor. Wherefore, not being able to haul the canoe ashore, because it was low tide, we by her in the water,
holding her with all our might against the waves, that she might not come broadside on, and so be dashed to
pieces; and as the tide made, we dragged her farther and farther up, until we got her high and dry on the shore, out
of the reach of the sea.
By this time a fierce hurricane was blowing, before which many trees and most of the houses fell; but our lives
were safe; and throughout all the storm our hearts were singing praises to God for His wonderful goodness.
7
I am now an old man, and my body is weak; but my soul is as strong as ever, rejoicing in the work of the Lord.
When I look forward to the Good Land, which is now so near me, my heart burns, and my eyes fill with tears
of joy as I think of the glory which I shall soon behold, for the Lord is ever present with me, both night and day;
and, after putting my trust in Him throughout all these years, I am not going to begin to doubt Him now. No!
“I know Whom I have believed, and am persuaded that He is able to keep that which I have committed unto
him against that day.”
Also, when I look around and note what great things our Lord has wrought, and is working—when I see the
people moved under my sermons—when sinners come to me crying, “What must I do to be saved?”—when I hear
good words in the class-meeting, or from the lips of the dying—and when I bury the dead that have died in the
Lord—then my soul rejoices with an exceeding great joy.
But when I think of this people’s earthly concerns—of the ill-blood among the chiefs—of the divisions and
hatreds among the various tribes—of how readily a little spark flames up into a blaze if war, and of the
impossibility of healing all the breaches, and making the land-folk one in heart—then indeed my heart is sad
within me, and I am ready to weep for the slain of the daughter of my people.
For I have seen that the good days of peace have ever been few and short; evil has soon arisen again, undoing
the work that was scarce begun; and now, in addition to the causes of evil which we had in the olden times, very
many of the chiefs and of the people are now drinking the white man’s yanggona;\fn{An intoxicating drink}
wherefore is my heart very sad within me; and I would that I could turn mine eyes away, like Hagar of old, that I
may not look upon the destruction of this people, whom I love even as my own sons and daughters.
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Woman: Thirty-seven Poems\fn{by Konai Helu Thaman (1947- )} Nuku’alofa, Tongatapu Island, Tongatapu
Division, Tonga (F) 22½
1\fn{As the author herself says: “... my western education has not caused me to shift from a belief and reliance in the supernatural...I am a
Tongan woman of the commoner class, and although schooled in western ways, I continue to see myself as part of an organic unity, not as a
chance result of natural selection at work in a world devoid of supernatural guidance ...” }
You come clad in your fine mats and tapa cloth
Your brown skin bursting with fresh perfumed oil
Your eyes shining like stars in a clear night
YOU, the choice of my parents.
You will bring them wealth and fame
With your western-type education
And second-hand car.
But you do not know me, my prince
Save that I am first born and have known no other man;
I fit your plans and schemes for the future.
But you cannot see the real me
My face is masked with pretence and obedience
And my smiles tell you that I care
I have no other choice
*
The priest has left the altar now
And the dancing has begun;
I see myself dying slowly
To family and traditions;
Stripped of its will and carefree spirit,
Naked on the cold and lonely waters
Of a strange family shoreline
Alienated from belonging truly.
*
I love as a mere act of duty
My soul is far away
Clinging to that familiar ironwood tree
That heralds strangers
To the land of my ancestors
I will bear you a son
To prolong your family tree
And fill the gaps in your genealogy.
But when my duties are fulfilled
My spirit will return to the land of my birth
Where you will find me no more
Except for the weeping willows along the shore.
2
you say that you think
therefore you are
but thinking belongs
in the depths of the earth
we simply borrow
what we need to know
these islands the sky
the surrounding sea
the trees the birds
and all that are free
22

the misty rain
the surging river
pools by the blowholes
a hidden flower
have their own thinking
they are different frames
of mind that cannot fit
in a small selfish world
3
i’m no longer
angry with the world
just a little disappointed
with age running erratically
*
remember many months ago]
when your hands and face
polished expressions
supported my dreams
*
windows/doors ordinary fittings
seemed palatial after bebe
when people wouldn’t budge
from their hard decisions
*
surely i can crack
this coconut on the cement
have done it for years
without thinking
*
it does not matter now
what time of year it is
there is no escaping
people’s private problems
4
he gave them all
that he could afford
blind generosity bursting
the floodgates of the rewa
the gift of the decade
*
but they
calculating his next move
came from behind
chanting
give us more
give us more
5
you remind me of your father
or perhaps your mother
*
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i’m sorry i’m late
it was so windy
my hair on my face
couldn’t see where i was going
*
it’s all right, you said
i haven’t been waiting
long and I miss fiji
so much more room there
*
where I work there is no
one to talk to
only computers staring
straight at your eyes
*
yes I said
like my motel room
where piercing pictures
painfully mock me
6
today wellington wakes
to strikes and sex
education
flood damage
royal avalanches
and the state sector bill
*
i wake to the sound
of wind and water
heralding the arrival of kupe
kumara and con men
(but there is no one to be conned)
*
i wonder what he would see
perhaps a tree
with too many broken branches
7
nineteen years
is a long time
by today’s standards
perhaps the ground
made it possible to live
among the trees
*
lives lived under
clear skies defy
the flavour of storms
you’re not alone
if you looked in or up
through the canopies
of silent songs
*
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these last wounded weeks
have moved rather sluggishly
as the rain descended slowly
among plants insisting on growing
i can see you clearly
holding out your hand
8
why did you leave
so early
the party
had just started
*
here beside me
everything seems useless
so much uncertainty
a different age
*
harried by our errors
we looked to you
to unload the weight
of our adolescence
*
you loved us for ourselves
our self-inflicted wounds
we would not let heal
because we were heroes
*
everywhere people break
their promises
perpetuate punishments
created to hurt us
*
this is not the day we wanted
words written in blood
gagged the darkness
we could not wait ’till morning
*
now the picture of beqa
is a disturbed suva sunset
it’s going to be a long night
here at laucala
9
today your words are empty
sucking dry the brown dust
left by earth and sky
patches politely parched
with no water flowing
from the mountain top
scars burn on my soft skin
you’ve cut a piece of me away
leaving my bandaged heart
to endure the pain
25

of your tying me
to yourself
10
the soft silences
of your unwritten lines linger
long after you’ve gone’
they trouble me
*
but my depths insist
that I press on
walking aimlessly
weeping without words
about things passed
times no longer recognised
*
i hold on to your words
spoken and unspoken
pulses of our lives locked
in the memories of another age
*
tomorrow I shall walk on
without looking back
to your silences
hanging waiting to pierce
the next rider
who does not wear a mask
11
today it rained and rained
as if it’s never rained before
as if the rain
was leaving its cage
opening to the world
through the tears
of the sky
*
yesterday
i came to your door
because i could not measure
many things
i knocked and you opened
i entered
and saw pictures painted
on your walls
*
i went out into the streets
met a lot of poor men
and tantalizing women
saw dirty sidewalks
half-eaten mangoes thrown
aimlessly around
i came to you for explanation
*
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i don’t know what it was i learned
whether it was music
or awareness of the vastness
of the ocean or both
but in some magnetic way
i fell asleep on your lap
breathing in a spoonful
of silver dust for air
*
it seemed such a small thing then
but it spread
into cracks of stone
its great power
weathered rock-like pillars
battled stubborn sorrow
changing scenes suddenly
giving shapes to my dreams
*
i got used to your patience
reaped from your wisdom
thrived in worlds
i never knew before
yet you did suffer
lived so that others
could live
*
i will bear witness
to your suffering
go on seeing
although I have no eyes
go on singing
although my mouth is wounded
go on feeling the good earth
that sustained and molded me
12
heilala
we’ve waited far too long
for you to move within us
give us strength to see the scars
of those who went before us
when things did seem entirely wrong
like people born and buried
believing they’d been left alone
to bleed instead of bargaining
*
when long ago you came
a stranger kept apart
by distance too remote
for us to win and guard
at times your face seemed close
arrived unnoticed
we knew we had no choice
but load the raft and start
*
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we left for many places
we entered eyes still closed
yet we could feel the fragrance
a power touching those
who craved instead to ride the waves
towards the blowholes not the shore
then prayed to maui for his mana
to mend their broken oar
*
now it’s time to move again
towards those islands far beyond
the capacity of words to name
and nurture all year long
we let our words prise open
hidden caverns of the dawn
and break the sullen solitude
of a sea once unknown
*
for we cannot let illiteracy
again keep us apart
mortgage our identity
or even sell our pride
we do not want to suffer pain
privately at the end
because we know deep inside
we’ve only ourselves to blame
13
Djubelly
you did what you had to do
perhaps you knew
perhaps he knew too
*
you did it for loves sake
your people for whom
you felt the exquisite pain
of struggle
he did too
*
dedicated you played an important role
defended the Kanak cause
against the carnage of colonialism
and the greed of materialism
he did too
*
you learned a lot
from all the thinking of men
women widowed well before their prime
had high hopes for you
he did too
*
now your house, alas is empty
your ship sails on
through an endless fog
you did what you could
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to repay the pain
of your brothers
with your own blood
mingled in his
14
dear feifafa
i have your picture
on my wall
just above the light switch
*
your face
a mixture of joy and sadness
weaving hope and anxiety
into a royal garland
a story-line traces
our origins
among bitter-sweet messages
of old
*
it hurts me
to remember
how she went to be offered
back to the land
how you helped her
to live and die
how you tried to see
her beauty in death
green radiance
of a forgettable dawn
*
how many times
have you died
from tabooed hands that torture
and countless unseen wounds
opening through nodes
that connect our sorrows
to the harsh strokes
of society
*
tear-stained tapa
soaked in blood
continue to flow
from the over-filled kava bowl
of our rulers
their quick acceptance
of your sacrifice
still bleeds
at the cutting edge
of time
*
i have been thinking over
what you did
that dark day long ago
i still don’t believe
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that a king was worth it!
15
the slanting moon has not shifted
since i squeezed your hand
a hard farewell destined to stay
like one’s shadow
*
i tried to recall when it happened
when your shadow encroached my sphere
unmoved image mirrored
in a spirit world
unyielding contradiction
mixture of pride and sorrow
smiles and silences
*
we knew before we saw
the same unanswered questions
we disciplined our spirit
loved alone
watching the eclipse of the sun
its energy binding and releasing
the triumph of our rational being
*
today rain persists
against all complaints
players break the ground
with their weight
their separate souls sink
deep into the rules
of the game
*
it is not necessary to close your eyes
in order to dream
16
how good and considerate of you
for not spilling our secret
throbbing alone
along the edge
of the morning tide
like hundreds of this world
i thought you were an exception
pure and soft inside
a spring water worth drowning in
*
but your silence turned into a shield
shining in an honest battle
among eyes that cannot see
months of indecision corroding
your will to stay free
blurring the memory of venus
wounded wreaths hanging from her hair
at last nothing is left unsaid
30

as i keep pushing the day into the night
17
If we always knew
Where we were going
We’ll never take a step;
So come with me sister
Let’s take a chance and make the break
After all, we cannot all go back
To the land.
18
I tremble
At the thought
Of going to town
And meeting brutal men
Who think that white is clean
And black is dirty;
Of politicians who lie
And make lots of half promises
And of ordinary people
Who believe them
Just because they wear ties.
19
I always expect too much
From people I know.
But how can you remain calm and unaffected
When your husband is sleeping
At the back of my friend’s car
Every night?
Tomorrow he will pass the same road
But will not notice it;
Daily he makes his trips
On an endless Freeway,
Groping for treasured bills
To build you that new fate palangi;
The stale sweat on his tired brow
Cools his homesick fears.
He is busy now
He forgets to remember that his time is up;
The authorities will catch up with him
And on to L. A. International they will take him.
But along the way he will remember
That new dress you had asked for;
The other women will have new overseas dresses too;
But it’s too late now, my friend
He will never return to the Golden Land.
20
My sister is married
To a noble's son;
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He has a lot of land
And a big black car;
She is getting a washing machine
And electric egg-beater
And a Kelvinator refrigerator.
But she also wants
A son and three daughters
And lots of invitations
To government functions,
As well as a fifty-foot tapa
To pile on top of her bed:
My sister expects too much.
21
Many of my friends
Are civil servants
With uncivil thoughts
They smile at my weaknesses
And thrive on my poverty …
Their bodies though weakening
From muscular indifference.
*
But they cannot erase my existence
For my plight chimes with the hour
And my blood they drink at cocktail parties
Always full of smiling false faces
Behind which lies authority and private interests.
*
Yet if I tell them what I think
I may go to hell or even lose my scholarship!
22
Langakali!
Have you heard the latest?
The jellyfish at Fanga’uta swim freely in the wastes
Of Vaiola, refuge of our ailing brothers
From the north.
Hangale flowers, we’ll pick no more—
Government houses have killed them all.
Yesterday I saw a child “swimming” in a ’umu
I said, “Why don’t you go to the sea?”
He just stared at me in silence
Then said, “It’s Sunday, can’t you see?”
*
Must we wear this band of progress
Stand in line for the sweat
Of our brothers’ brow?
Must we now wear trousers and neckties
To be respectable?
Must you throw this medicinal branch
Out the door?
It will put out roots
And one day the tree will destroy
Your brick house,
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You, and your sick son.
*
Today I’ll polish my son’s shoes
For the parade—parliament’s closing.
He’ll stand on the broken pavement
Drink the sun’s heat
But would not hear the proclamation—
National airlines, royal tours, the Arabs.
*
(We need their money but not their religion).
“Stay, help your father carve
Heads from the tamanu,
For your fees and the church”
Must I wear this black garb for another day?
Grandma is probably laughing in her grave,
Her educated son wears leather boots
Even in the house.
*
Why do you weep Langakali?
Is it because they lied to you?
Or is it because they did not tell you
The whole story?
You see, the Four Winds did send me away
To bathe in the storm clouds;
A commoner with no soul I journeyed
In the gray hair of the sky,
But I heard the song of the sea,
Made my heart strong
That I could still find a place.
*
Langakali!
Did you begin to wonder
Whether I would ever return?
Would you see me again
Amidst the darkness and the soot
Of our burnt-out fale?
They said that burning is good for the soil
But the trees suffer—
They take so long to mature;
Black coconut trunks, a dreadful sight
Headless they scorn the corrupted air.
*
The old man in the boathouse
Is growing weary.
He told me that he knew
The sea’s origin, the moon’s, the sky’s,
And even the sun’s;
But he did not know
Why men deceive and women keep on loving them.
It was at Hala Liku that I met him
Alone, he only had the rain and the surf,
The land he gave away
They are building runways, hotels and warehouses
On it.
It was a stormy day
When he paddled away
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In a borrowed canoe.
*
His son, he said, had gone abroad to work
For money.
He paid the Company for airfares
Accommodation and food, and
Came home a poor man.
Now his house belongs to the Development Bank
His boat belongs to the chief, and
He’s working on a deal with the taxman
In respect of a sizeable “gift”;
Too many people are working
For money.
*
The sound of the conch shell
Haunts me still
Like the cry
Of my unborn child!
I remember his face
Turning away
Trying to hide his grief.
The masters of our land
Have sold our souls
To the new religion, moneylenders
Experts and the watchdogs of Vegas.
*
Langakali!
No longer do I see your face
Adorn our roads and roaming grooms
Or perfume the evening sea breeze.
Broken beer bottles
Greeting the incoming tides
And gravetalk is no more,
For the unblinking eyes of plastic flowers
Stare away visitors from Pulotu,
Home of our warriors and conversationalists.
Pray, give me now a fast canoe
That I may join
The fish of the ocean
And together we will weep
For the works of the night.
23
i
Speak to me, O Son of the Eastern Sky
Why are you silent now?
These waters break
Reminding me of the distance
That defines us
Reflecting me in your mystery
Of hypnotic arrogance
Engulfing my soul
Causing it to weep
And curse the dawn
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That drowns our reality
Of unfulfilled dreams.
*
The fisherman casts his rusty hook
And prays to Maui
For a falling star
So he may wish himself to death.
*
The owl’s cry on the rooftop
Haunts the evening air
And chills the senses
Into a painful embrace.
*
I contemplate the catch
The first fruit of our oneness
An offering to you
In my broken silence.
ii
If you really didn’t like it
Why did you smile?
If you really didn’t mean it
Why did you sing “all my love”?
*
The tanifa pops her head
And winks at me
The hurricane is waiting ’til June
The palm trees are still
In the wind
The day doesn’t help you see?
*
It’s not easy to pierce
The enemy’s heart
When the body
Is your blood brother’s
*
Don’t tell me
There are no ghosts
Or the tamarind is sweet
Come taste this alabaster oil
And wait for the moon
To fall.
iii
What can I do
To make you stay?
Why must you return?
*
I will transform
This bloodless land
Into a mother’s womb
I will string you pua garlands
To drown your homesick fears
And help you feel
35

The pulsating chord
The rhythm of our inheritance
*
But words!
What are they
But the tremblings
Of troubled minds
Envious of the morning dew
Smiling mocking tears
At two lonely people.
24
stay awhile
on the tree
my beautiful hingano
the salted winds
will bring you back
to me
*
if i could bend
the dateline
force the days back
to the comfort
of the nights …
if i could run to Makuluva
sweat out all the dreams
of you
and others like you
*
i would go home
and rediscover
the soul of the universe
and decide that ours
is worth nourishing
25
i’m told that wise men visit kings
and march may spoil their plans
i wonder iif the gifts they bring
would bridge a broken brook
*
the stars at midnight
do not comprehend the vastness
of the sky
or why a blade of grass
should bear the burden
of last night’s ran
*
leaves stagger
to the ground blaming
the sun for their sweet severing
and watch the rainbow dissolve
our differences
into the sky
36

*
we huddle against each other’s dreams
in the hope that wounded walls
won’t hear the shivering night turn green
and right proclaims no wrong
26
i am talking to myself
again
wire windows split
the water and nukulau
several square pieces blinding
leaves falling from rooftops
unaware of morning runners trying
to catch the last clean air
*
my horoscope said
today is not much good
for friendships
now you hold out your arms
can they carry me higher
and higher?
*
sailboats at the bay
carry last night’s worriers
the fish they catch are beautiful
but they are not good to eat
the coral below know
how the sun came
only for awhile
*
i am talking to myself
again
continuing from where you left
off-the-cuff dreams
of firewalkers swallowing an island
breathing sand in their sleep
*
someone is coming towards me
should i take the risk (again)
he may decide to stay longer
than i expected
my room is slow
its silence hurts
the fibre of my eyes
27
he stood uneasy
under broken breadfruit branches
unaware
of the impending darkness
of the day
*
last night
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would have been too late
to dream
about that girl
how she used to weep
to the sky
for ending her view
of the sea
*
the landscape was torn
apart
march cracked
its reflections
once bounded
by a thousand sinnet
into several pieces
of yesterday
*
high above him
the poet’s face
forced the clouds to stir
for a moment
he only heard the wind
28
I want an island
where i may be alone
feasting on the sand’s
indifferent expanse
here others want to cage me
and i am afraid
*
there on my island
I will press my feet
into the sand
its cooling particles
will soothe my soul
the seagulls will glide softly
above the pandanus grove
i will feel my printed island
with my eyes
my hands entangled
among the waves
crouching beneath the sky
*
the one whom i yearn for
is curled against the horizon
at times i cannot stop smiling …
my island, he’s calling me
29
yesterday morning
as I passed by your garden
i was touched
by the sight
38

of a blooming white ginger
quietly smiling
among the weeds and wandering dew
i stopped
filled my senses
with its subtle fragrance
*
i wanted others
to share the sight
so i began to pull away
the weeds
giving the plant more room
to grow
once i thought
how nice it would be
to have the plant
all to myself
but then i realised
what that would mean
to you
and others in your garden
*
Now the plant is free
to add to the beauty
of the universe
but you want to cut it down
because it’s attracting
too many people
besides, you want to keep
the flowers all
for yourself
not realising perhaps
what that would mean
to the tiny buds that surround the flowers
they will die too
*
I’m sorry and I guess it was my fault
for falling in love
with a plant
but I trust that you will understand
someday soon
that I’m just a poet
who is in love
with the world
*
P.S.
please be gentle
with that ginger—
it’s really a very sensitive plant
30
Look up
At the sky
And reach for a cozy cloud
Heading towards the shore
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*
Here
We are all the same
Strangers
In another land
We search
For some more meaningful patterns
Masi motif mocks
Our hopeful hearts
Reminds us of mists and mirage
In this our adopted home
*
Tomorrow
You will remember
The weeds that clung
To the coral rocks
The fishes frightened
Beneath your feet
As you amid
The sea-soaked eyes
Of Nukulau
*
Look up
At the sky
And see the falling rain
Defy the sun
To Join the sea
Blinding the sailor
Coming home
31
Look towards the heights
over the horizon
the veined anonymity of vineyards
waiting
for the touch of spring-life
*
you were not difficult to find
waiting out the western winter
anticipating miracle
when the green grass transforms
into flesh
and the world reaches out
for you
32
Sitting here beside you
i listen to the rhythm
of my mind
pulsating
inside an intricate pattern
of nerves and affection
and i long for the gentle touch
of the morning
40

*
today
we have moved closer
to land
the cool currents clasp
the growing tide
and lift it
to the cliff top
*
each night
i climb the trellis that trapped
our evergreen love
i drink from the fountain
that overflows
into the deep grass
*
sitting here beside you
i wait for the surge
of the sea
that i may taste
the soft sea salts
that are hidden
in the caverns
of the dawn
33
when the rain’s deluding anger
makes the grass grope for air
when the child’s phantom fears
melt quietly with age
i begin to see the flower
bursting slowly in the wind
and you with watchful fervor
try to cup it in your hand
*
running blindly down the highway
holding dreams of long ago
i can feel your arms around me
guarding tightly blossoms woe
see the birds they have no fears
build no nest to last for years
but you and i like waves will be
free to join the sky at sea
34
This morning
I saw a serpent stretch out
Across the land
They tell me that it’s made
Of their people’s blood sweat and tears
A nation’s wound
*
Climbing the Great Wall
I felt the overwhelming weight
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Of millions of unfulfilled dreams
Yet I a stranger
Am confident
That those who suffered
*
Would be proud
Of their China today
35
It is difficult to believe
That this magnificent work of art
Was the consequence of tyranny
And I can only offer
A silent prayer
Of thankfulness for those
whose hearts are lit
With the fire of knowing
That there is a limit
To human suffering
And the need to avoid
Man’s cruelty toward man
*
In this land
The willows do not weep
They only stand and watch
In endless rows
Of silence
36
Have you ever seen a flower
Growing out of a writing brush
Or pine trees dancing
In a sea of clouds
*
A rock flying A tiger lying
Two sisters watching
Travellers go by
*
A monkey gazing out to sea
Two fairies playing chess
On a mountain top
*
Have you heard your voice
Return to haunt you
Or an outdoor orchestra play
The sound of music
*
Of trees whispering
Leaves sighing
As lovers stroll by
At sunset
*
Have you ever been drunk
With the scent of wild flowers
42

Or let your nostrils feast
On incense from afar
*
Have you ever slept on a bed
Of azaleas
Or dream of your prince
Bringing a white lotus flower
*
Have you ever felt as if your heart
Would break
Into a million tiny petals
And the whole world gathered
At your feet
*
If not dear traveler
Mt. Huang Shan is waiting
For you
37
women produce
reproduce
but cannot choose
*
how can you call yourself free
when you do not own
your body
when you do not decide
whether to get pregnant (or not)
*
woman
you get up
with the dawn
you walk miles looking
for food
searching for wood
you return bent
with a child riding
on your back
weighing you down
*
you go alone
to give birth
because you are
unclean
but your milk makes them strong
and the pig’s flesh
is sweet
yet you do not have
a share
*
you pay for your right
to play a part
and keep your place
in their line
with sexual favours
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*
cast out
from your natal home
you are a part-timer
in a new clan
and you cannot look back
*
you must bear children
in-laws watch
your waist-line
for the sign
of fulfillment
of their dreams
and if you fail
you suffer the judgments
of others
*
woman
you are not a breeding machine
or a passive pawn
in a man’s game
motherhood does not have
to be an accident
or home economics or isolation
*
you are a person
you are a worker
you are a mother
you are a Woman

Saione, the church of the king, the main Free Weslyean Church of Kolomotua, Tongatapu Division, Tonga
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A Mormon temple on Nuku’alofa, Tongatapu Division, Tonga

Another of the churches of The Free Church of Tonga, Nuku’alofa, Tongatapu Division, Tonga
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St. Mary’s Cathedral, Nuku’alofa, Tongatapu Division, Tonga

Centenary Church of the Free Wesleyan Church of Tonga, Nuku'alofa, Tongatapu Division, Tonga during
its refurbishment for the Coronation of King George V.
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A church in Neiafu, Vava’u Division, Tonga

The Church of St. Theresa, Pangai, Ha’apai Division, Tonga
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Caption: “Free Wesleyan Church of Tonga, ’Ohonua, ’Eua [Division], Tonga”

A church in Hihifo Village, Ongo Niua Division, Tonga
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