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297.37 Story Of A Melanesian Deacon, Clement Marau: Written By Himself\fn{by Clement Marau (c.1857- )}
Merelava Island, Banks Islands, Torba Province, Vanuatu (M) 15
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1\fn{This memoir was written, in the words of his translator, “at Norfolk Island, while the author, Clement Marau, was waiting there for
his ordination.” The internal subdivisions, except for the chapter divisions, are almost all my own, as are most of the very few footnotes:H }
The occasion of my first leaving my native island was this.
The month of planting was near, and we all of us, with my father,\fn{ His name was Qoqoe} had gone to clear the
garden ground, and were chopping away the trees when, in the very middle of the day, we heard people shouting
for a ship. We asked where it was, and they said:
“Look out there, full in the midst of Mota.” We looked, and saw that it was Besope’s\fn{ The bishop’s} vessel.
Father and all of us ran down at once; we thought nothing of our work, but ran straight down to the shore,
because the ship was close at hand; and there we waited for a boat to pull in to us, all of us looking out eagerly in
expectation to see those two twins\fn{Woqas and Womber} who had gone with Besope,\fn{John Coleridge Patteson (18271871) English Anglican bishop (raised in Feniton, Devon)} and thinking that we should see them both with joy.
But when the boat came to land, we saw that there were other people in her; there was R. Pantutun of Mota and
W. Qasvar of Roua, and two others, and Besope at the stern, with the rudder lines in his hands; but we looked in
vain for the faces that we knew. Then father asked the question:
“Where are those two twins?” And Besope said that they were dead.\fn{ Codrington says that “at Norfolk Island they
were favourites of all, famous for singing and playing together on the drum; they died within a few hours of each other, of the malignant
fever that visited the island in 1868, and their grave was marked by the first stone put up in the Mission graveyard—a stone with twin
crosses, made and given by the stonemason resident on the island.” }

But when he so answered that they were dead, such a weight of grief came down upon the minds of all the
crowd of people there upon the rocks, that in silence it was as if no crowd was there at all; because everyone was
sorry for those two, and we all thought much of them and loved them.
But presently the whole crowd broke out into wailing for them—those two, my brothers!
And oh! I cried loudly for them myself.
But before long I composed myself enough to go near the boat and see Besope; and I crept down by my
father’s side and stepped over into the boat, and R. Pan took hold of me while the crowd of people were thinking
of nothing but their lamentations.
Then Besope stretched out his arms and put them around my neck; and he untied the handkerchief from his
own neck and tied it round me.
After some time had passed and the wailing was quieter, the people for the first time observed that I was in the
boat. Then my second father (my uncle), when he saw that I was in the boat already, was filled with rage and this
is what he said:
“Ha! He has taken away those two, and they are dead, and now he wants to finish by killing this one, the last of
all.”
The he clutched his bow and ran down, with a handful of white poisoned arrows in his hand, and one already
fixed upon the bow-string, with his bow full drawn, ready to let fly and kill Besope, R. Pan, and all in the boat.
But Pan saw him, and cried:
“Bishop they are attacking us!” The Bishop said to him, “Wait a bit;” and then he threw up his open hand, as if
he would make a sign to them to be quiet and let him know what was the matter, and he said:
“If you want to harm us, shoot me; but take good care of these others, that they are not hurt.”
When he said this, he drew down the heat of the people’s anger; and when there was a little silence, Besope
asked the man:
“What do you want? What shall I do for you?” He answered,
“I am angry because of these two sons of mine, and this is the third; you want to make me lose them every
one.” So Besope took out an axe to comfort him, and he was pacified; but it was a near thing that he did not shoot
and kill everyone in the boat.
That man was not really my father—he was my father’s brother, and he was a famous fighting man
And my own father all the while was sitting quiet, all his thoughts lost in weeping for his sons whose faces he
should never see again; and he wept and he cried,
“Alas, my sons! your eyes that were the food of my life, are lost and gone from me! Alas, my sons!”
Then Besope begged my father to let him have me, and he let me go with him; and all the people pitied me,
and advised my father to let Dume go too, that we might go together. And so it was.
And the evening was drawing on, the sun was sinking towards the west, as we rowed off to the ship, and the
people went up the steep paths into the island, weeping as they went.
*
When we came to the ship’s side I wondered how ever I should climb up and not fall and be killed on the side
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of the vessel, or be drowned in the sea; and then I should never see my father again, and my native island, like
those my two brothers; for these Tonga men, I thought, will never take much care of us. But I soon saw that they
let down a ladder, and lifted us up carefully by our arms, and set us on the deck, where we sat by the bulwarks.
I began to look about, and when I turned my eyes down to the stern of the vessel, I saw a man standing at the
wheel, and I thought to myself that this was nothing else but a spirit, because he guided the ship through the
wilderness of the sea; but this was the captain steering, and he was not in the least unsteady on his legs, and never
turned his eyes about, but he looked straight forward towards the vessel’s head, and he beard was long, down to
his breast; and I thought for certain that this was a spirit that stood on guard over the stern of the ship and kept it
safe from being wrecked; and I was afraid of going near the stern.
But that was Captain Tilly steering; and after a while I saw him leave the wheel, and talk with Besope and
walk about in the ship.
And he came near me and spoke gently to me; and then I changed my mind about him, and thought he was a
man, and not a ghost or a spirit, as I had foolishly taken him to be.
And I observed this in Bishop Patteson, when he first took me and Dume, and we did not know how to eat the
food of the ship—and I am astonished now, when I remember it—that when he went ashore in the boat he used to
buy cooked food ashore—mask or taro or yams—and bring it in the boat, and give it for us two to eat, as if we
were his own children. For at that time, we were but a few of us alone in the ship, Robert and William and two
others.
And after we were taken on board we went about among the islands of Opa, Maewo, Raga, Tasaeko, Mai and
others at first, and then came back to Gaua, Mota, Motalava, and took many more on board, and with them
Codrington\fn{The translator of this memoir } and Bice, who had been staying some time at Mota. And when the boat
brought them from the beach at Mota I was astonished, and thought to myself that here was the Englishman’s
country close to my own, and why did we not come over to buy fish-hooks and axes from them at Mota? For here
was England very near, which I had thought was a long way off.
But after some time I heard that these two had been staying only for a time at Mota, while the Bishop was
going round the islands, and that their own country was on the other side of the world; and that when it was noon
with us, it was midnight in England.
So we turned our back upon these islands and made a straight course to Norfolk Island.
2
There was this thought in my mind, which was the bait that made me venture to embark in the English vessel
and come here to Norfolk Island.
The first thing was to see the graves of my two brothers, the twins, and then go home again; but, after I had
come to this place, I thought that I would get fish-hooks and axes and clothes, and then go back.
When we first came ashore here we had no proper clothes; some of us had just pieces of sail-cloth sewn
together, some had only waist-clothes. We had no trousers or flannels; but as we played along the road, we never
thought of being ashamed of this, our eyes were not yet opened to discern between bad good. For my own part, I
thought it was all the same as my own island, with altogether the same way of living
But when I had been here some little time I saw that there was nothing but peace in the place; I never heard of
fighting or quarrelling or bad conduct.
I saw that the girls kept properly by themselves, and that Palmer and his wife looked well after them; that the
boys kept properly by themselves, and were well looked after at meals, sitting down and rising up all together;
and that the white teachers all taught us properly, taking good care of us to prevent our going out in the rain,
looking well after us to see that we washed ourselves properly, and dressed ourselves properly in our clothes, and
forbidding us from quarrelling, or following after any bad heathen practices, or speaking bad words.
And I heard continually the sound of the bell ringing to call people together, and I saw everything done
regularly and in good order; and then I thought quietly within myself that this was a different way of living, and a
thoroughly good one.
All the bells had names—the bell for meals, the school bell, the prayer bell.
When the others had finished morning prayers we all of us had our breakfast properly. We stood up first\fn{To
say grace} and then sat down to eat; and when we finished we stood up again, and then went out.
Then we waited a whiletill the school bell rang, then we went back into the room where we had our meals, and
H. Tagalad, F. Pantitin, E. Sakalraw, Wevhog, and others brought us reading-sheets, and pointed to the things
printed on them, and we repeated the names.
Then, when school was over, we went out and took hoes and went to work on the sweet-potatoes, yams, and
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bananas, that were to be our food. Palmer was at the head of the work, and gave the orders; he looked perfectly
well after everything, and gave very much help in the work. He did not only give orders, he did the thing himself.
The others also, Bice and Joe,\fn{Joe Atkin} worked in the garden, just like the black people, giving great help.
Everything was well looked after, and all went well when managed so. The gardens were good, and had
excellent crops. There were many cows, and many pigs, all in good condition, in a fence that was full of them. As
for the sheep, there were certain fellows who looked after them, and called them with a pipe, and they heard it,
just as me would, and ran to their keeper.
The yams were most abundant, and much bigger than they are now. There were abundant crops of sweet potatoes, some of them very large; they fed the pigs well with sweet potatoes, just as men eat them, and fed the horses
well with them too.
All the things in the garden were well looked after; everything in those days at the beginning was good—the
crops were abundant, everything grew well—and yet the gardens were not so large as they are now. And there
were companies of cooks, and the cooks and the chief cooks took good care of the little ones.
All these things I used to observe, and wondered silently by myself. I began to think within myself that after I
had gone home again I would come back, as those two who were dead had done.
Because, at the first my only thought had been that I would only see their graves; and afterwards, when I had
gone on board the ship, and come as far as this, I thought I would acquire all sorts of property, and then go back to
my father; but now I saw that it was a good place, and a good way of living, with harmony, and everything well
managed all round, and I turned my mind away from the thoughts with which I came.
*
Now the chief man above us all was the bishop; he and Codrington were both of them middle-aged men. I
lived in the Bishop’s house, and there he looked after us, the Bugato, Maewo, Opa, and the Gaua boys, and our
two selves only from Merlav.
Oh, this Bishop Patteson, his was a wonderful character; his loving disposition was beyond all thought. Every
single boy of us he loved entirely; he took the hand of one and another, and snapped fingers to say good morning,
as if he thought himself no greater than the boys, and he was full of kindness. He would put his arm around the
neck of any one of us black fellows here, and call him “my son;” and sometimes he would put his nose to one of
us boys as if he were his own child, or as if he were of no more consequence than ourselves, and he was truly
bountiful to us as if we were his own children.
When he took a boy’s hand to say good morning, there was money in his hand when he let it go; he would not
give it openly, but as it were in secret in this way. I saw more of this than most boys; my eyes have seen it so, and
my hands have felt it.
Sometimes, also, I used to wonder when he slept and when he woke; for there he was, sitting and reading, and
not lifting his eyes from his book. And I used to think with myself whether this our father was ever hungry or not
—whether perhaps he were solid inside, and so could not eat food.
These are the things that I observed here in the place, and in our father, in the space of that year before he died,
on account of which my mind began to change to different thought from those with which I had come.
*
I suppose that when I left my father and came here I was about twelve years old. And when I left my father I
was dirty, and born in dirt—that is, in sin. And I came here with such a dirty mind and nature, and I thought that I
should take back with me that dirty character and mind.
But I went about my daily tasks in this place, and observed how good it all was—the place good and the
food\fn{Of knowledge} good—and, without intending it, I ate what was good and sweet, and swallowed it down,
and it was sweet to me forever; but as yet I ate but little.
Then, again, afterwards I went about for a good while, and I saw a pool of water\fn{ Of baptism}, clean and
deep; and I bathed in it; and I saw that it cleansed me and made my body clean.
3
The time came when I pretty well understood those reading-sheets I spoke of, that they used to point to for us
in school time in the dining hall. I had come to see that what were called m and a, or s or o, were names of the
places and shapes of our mouths and tongues; because when they were joined together one could say that they
made real words such as came out of ones mouth.
And when I could read large print, Bice used to make us point one by one to words we chose; and whoever
chose a word and pointed to it and called it right more often than the rest, received a bit of money; and sometimes
I called the words right and got the money, and then I thought to myself that this was good, and I took a good deal
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of pains to read well, and I began to understand it.
Then they began to teach us to read a book in small print, and I began to see that it was like real talking, and
they called it Question and Answer.
Thus it asked, Who made you? And who made all things? And it answered that it was He alone that created the
heaven and the earth and all things therein, and men besides, and that He is neither man nor ghost, nor Qat, as you
ignorant people used to think; but that He is the true Spirit, and His name is God.
He is omnipresent, He governs all things, and not a single thing can be hid from him; be it night or day it is all
the same to Him, and nothing at all is hard for Him to do. With him is the source of light, He is master of life and
death.
So they taught us about the one God who made the whole world; and they told us that whosoever understands
the words of this book and believed in Him, the one Creator, who is Lord of life and death, if he should die, he
would live again hereafter.
Then I remembered and understood about those two brothers of mine who had died, and I began to find light
and comfort within me, and to think that it was good for me to stay here altogether, so that I might understand the
words of this book, and be able hereafter to see those two, because I supposed that they had come well to know
about the Creator, and had indeed believed, and I should like to be like them.
*
Then when about a year had passed, and I was well able to read and understand pretty well some of these
words, they moved me from that lowest class of all and put me up among the boys who were in the middle of the
school and were reading the Book of teaching from the Gospels; and so on some mornings we went to school with
Bishop Patteson.
He taught us about the Lord’s prayer—Our Father which art in heaven, hallowed be Thy Name. He fully
explained to us some of the words of that prayer, speaking to us of such things as were not difficult, but suited for
us to hear and understand.
On one day he would finish teaching on some subject, and then on another day he would go back and ask us
questions. He dealt with us as when one feeds an infant lately born with milk or with soft food.
He began thus: What is prayer? It is asking. But asking of whom? Of the father. Who is the Father? God. Why
do we call Him Father? Because He made us. But where is He? He is in heaven. What! Only in heaven above?
No, we said, He is everywhere.
Thus he went on with his teaching through the prayer to the end, and I well remember up to this day what he
told us about the words of it; I recollect all about that prayer, though I forget other parts of his teaching
After this he ordered books of prayers to be given to us, and made us read and understand certain holy words
and hymns. Then he told me to ask some black fellow to write me a short prayer, which I was to learn by heart
and use to pray by myself. Lelenga wrote it for me, and I did accordingly.
Then it was that an opening for light was cut through within me, and I could plainly discern the truth of this
religion. The Bishop spoke to us also about Baptism, and I was quite willing to receive it, though I did not quite
understand all the meaning of it.
*
Indeed, this Bishop Patteson of whom I write was one who spoke softly, as it appeared, but yet as if there were
spiritual force that could not be mistaken in his words. I myself have felt it so; as if God had put hard power in
those soft words of the Bishop and in his love.
There were the love and soft words outside, but the power in what was inside his words; just as there are some
trees the outside of which is soft, but in the inside part of them they are hard, so that if they fall upon other trees it
will break them in pieces. Like that was his speech.
I myself was only able to recognize this in a part of what he said.
I did not stay very long with him, so as to hear and understand thoroughly all he said, as those did who were a
long time with him.
I saw him only for the short time of about a year.
I did not have my eyes fastened for a long while upon his actions; I did not listen for a long while to his
teaching; but this is true in his heart there was love and nothing else.
I can see clearly that he has received a garland for his head that will never fade away. Well indeed will it be
whenever anyone shall take up that character and that way of life that he began for us here in Norfolk Island,
whether he be white or black; I think that if anyone can follow that example, he will be the right man indeed, and
that the right example.
*
Here is something by which I observed the loving-kindness of Bishop Patteson’s character, when P. Wesom
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and I disobeyed an order he had given that no one should make a fire in the chimney unless he said it was to be
done.
I did not think of this, and we two got fire and piled up wood upon it. He saw it and did not reprove us at once,
but first asked the big boys whether they had ordered it to be done or not. When they told him that we had done it
of ourselves, he came to us in anger, and, for my part, I though that he was going to flog us, or punish us in some
way severely. But thus he spoke:
“Hallo, my sons, who has told you to do this at your own pleasure?”
And then he moved away the fire from the chimney, and asked us with a quiet voice where our bags were. We
told him that there they were hanging up. Then he took down those two bags of ours with all the clothes we had in
them, and carried them into his room saying, “I shall take away your things because you have done this;” and he
put them in his own room without any scolding.
And there the things were about four days, and all the while I was very anxious about that bag of mine; it was
nothing but a rice bag; but I thought it the best of bags; and I thought of the red shirt in it that had been give me
and I had never yet put on, and of the three shillings in it, and I sat and grieved continually over it, and was
always afraid of him.
Then one day after, he came and took us two into his room, and thus he said:—
“My sons, do you wish me to give you back your bags for nothing?” So he took them out and gave them to us,
and said:
“Don’t do that again without orders.”
*
Indeed, I learnt by this that what we had done carelessly was wrong, because I thought that if I had forbidden
anything and anyone had disobeyed me, I should have broken his head with a stick, or, if I didn’t do that, I should
have scolded him hard; but here was the Bishop reproving us with the right thought that he had in his mind.
He was skillful in managing the character of black people, because at the first it was a good deal more difficult
than it is now. I think he tamed the ignorant with love like that.
And at the last he gave himself up to death for us black people; never for any other thing did he break off his
love for us, either in his own country or in his place of power; it ceased only in his lowly place of death in one of
our heathen islands, but, indeed, his honor is surely great in heaven.
I have seen myself the place where they killed him, and parts of the house they killed him in, where I suppose
he knelt, where I suppose he leant his hand, there where he died.
I myself chopped off some of the wood and gave it to our Bishop who has taken his place, and he took it to
Norfolk Island, or to England; that wood of the house that I chopped off was like casuarinas wood, exceedingly
hard.
*
With regard to this Bishop Patteson, it is true that I saw him but for a short time only before I was myself
enlightened; but as to me it was delightful—his character, his love, his helpfulness, how delightful if must have
been to those who could understand. And how pleasing to our Father in heaven He Himself only knows.
But if he had lived long, and we all of us had seen him and heard him, how should we have loved him! And
how should it be now when we think of his character and all he did for us!—how he turned his back once for all
on his country and his relations, and his reputation was little in the things of this world, and his worldly life he
made nothing of, because he was not in the least careful of his life, and thought it of no importance.
And he never went back even once to his own country, having turned his back once for all upon the things of
this world, and father and mother and brothers, according to the word of our Lord, who said There is no man that
hath left house or parents or brethren, who shall not receive manifold more, and in the end everlasting life.
Indeed, if we were to think of him we should see that there was a true part of the example of our Lord in him;
and, moreover, it is well for us black people to think very much of him, and to thank God above all for him,
because he laid down his life entirely on our own behalf.
And if it may be so, let us all lay down our lives for those who are still in ignorance. It is true that we have a
good example in Stephen, the Deacon, and a good example in Paul, the Apostle to the Gentiles.
Therefore, let none of us say, I can’t leave my father or my friends, or my native food, or all my property in
land, or my place of honour; or say of another island that it is worse than my own country, and the people there
utterly heathen, or that I shall be all alone there, and all those things that one thinks of;— nothing of that.
But let us look at our Lord, and look at our Bishop, and at this second one that now is, and at all those who
help us now. If we all of us are of this mind, this work we have to do will succeed. And, above all things, don’t let
us think much of ourselves; let that be done by others, if it must be done. This is a little of what I have observed.
*
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I must go on to mention what I thought when Bishop Patteson was lately dead, and those two with him, Joe
and S. Taroaniara.
When the news came that these three, the Bishop and those two good men with him, were dead, ah, how
greatly, how strangely were the feelings of the place here moved! Grief crushed down and utterly overwhelmed
men’s feelings in the place, because we had been joyfully expecting the vessel and the Bishop and all of them, and
the shout announcing that they were in sight had spread to of us.
But now all was lost, and grief for those three rose to a height, and pressed upon us. For my own part, because
I yet did not quite understand things, there was also this thought that arose in me,
Alas, here I am forever!
This added wonderfully to my grief, and I think that probably there were other boys who felt the same. And
continually at one time or another I saw the clergy—Codrington and Palmer and Bice—standing sorrowful and
talking together about what should be done. I did not know what they thought of it, because they stood and talked
in Bishop Patteson’s room; but when the day was far advanced we were all arranged according to our islands in
the various houses, and the Rev. R. Codrington was at the head of us, above all.
The Rev. Jackson had the charge of the house where the Bauro boys were, where the Maewo and the Motlav
boys were also mixed with them. This also was a good man, and very energetic, taking much pains to look well
after the good behaviour of those who were under his care. Everything was arranged properly, according to the
system Bishop Patteson had laid down.
*
This was the second year after I came to Norfolk Island, and I had begun to see the meaning of things more
plainly than before. Here is an observation that I made.
The right thing for us, when we want to help those who not yet eager to follow our belief and our way of life,
is to give instruction that is correct, and to do ourselves what we bid them. It is this that will make them stick to
this religion; but if this is not done all our pains are wasted.
It is one thing to give commands to those who are enlightened, they can attend and obey, but it is another thing
with those who are ignorant, and if we don’t take the lead of them, in doing things ourselves; because they are not
yet tamed, the light of day has not yet dawned within them.
And when we are giving orders, we ought to consider about ever word with which we give them—whether this
is a pleasant way of speaking or not; whether this will hurt another’s feelings and disturb his temper or not—because everybody’s temper is not the same; some will easily obey and some will not, some will obey with reluctance and some won’t attend at all; and it is a good thing to choose in all cases the words that suit dispositions of
these three kinds; and if a man will do thus he truly is a skilful man.
But this is not in every man; it is in those only to whom God adds increase of His grace of spiritual power, the
beginning of which is true faith.
Still, everyone who has faith can do this; he can live dutifully before the eyes of the heathen people, with a
good example, which they can see and follow, and they will seek to hear his teaching and practice it.
Let every one of us men, who have been among the first to believe, and every woman of us also, take the lead
of our fellows and set them a good example.
For my own part, I give thanks to the Father of our Lord Jesus Christ. I know very well that I am one who was
in bondage as a child of death; but by the mouths of those who explained what is said in the Holy Scriptures about
the loosing of the bonds of sin, I have been taught, and I have, by the grace of God, come to see plainly that God
is not far off from anyone who sincerely seeks for righteousness; and it is quite certain that He has very greatly
helped me to turn away from all the filthy and evil ways into which I was born from my forefathers, as I have
been educated and enlightened.
Yet I am still standing, and still have to stand, in the middle of a road where many paths branch off. There is
danger of turning aside from the right road, and I have not yet reached the end; but I can reach it if God help me
with His gift of grace.
Not that it is entirely done by God giving grace; we have to do our part in seeking to know and do His will, in
which He will always help us.
4
Some time after this, when I had recovered from an illness, I was sent into the printing-house to help there,
because I was not strong enough in body to work in the gardens.
Then also, money was thrown away in teaching me, Vilitlea, and Reuben Bula to play the harmonium.
Besides this, Codrington began to teach me the English language; but I was stupid about these things, and
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more idle than some of my brethren that have come after me.
*
But at this time the measure of belief and understanding of good things that I had attained to led me to think
about the other islands and the natives of them, who were different from us, and a long way off. I am not going to
boast of myself, but it is true that what I had observed made me say to myself that, with the mercy and grace
given to us, we ought to begin to help our brethren in the one faith.
I considered that we black people who had been born in heathen ignorance, ought to be able to clear away
from the minds of the heathen a great deal that we knew more about than our white fathers did, who did not yet
quite understand what our evil customs really were. If we had been delivered from our evil ways by knowledge
and by faith, we should be well able to help our brethren, and deliver them from ways we thoroughly understood
not to be good; it could not fail to succeed.
Of course the white teachers must educate us, and support us, and keep watch over us, passing on to us some
of the spiritual power which God gave them, but our business was to open a path for them. I was able through
mercy and grace to see this plainly; for certainly one who is black can very well understand when he is will
taught, the grace of God helping him.
However, I will say no more about my observing this, lest you should say that I am boasting; but I do say that
this is what we ought to think, and not to think this the business only of our white fathers. I am sure that God can
give spiritual power and every grace with corresponding character and heart, as He sees fit, whether the man be a
Roman, or an Englishman, or a Solomon Islander, whether he be white or black.
Therefore it is that when we want to teach our heathen brethren, whether they be very wild or not, we must
look out for the food that suits them; as we feed infants, we must begin with what is easy and soft to them. If you
do this, you will see that a heathen man is just such a one as yourself.
But we can only succeed in this with prayer.
Ah, how sure is the prayer of faith, when you pray earnestly for what you eagerly desire, and what God will
help you in! We know what it does. Your thought comes to a point in your belief and sticks fast in the thing that
you desire; He will help, and you cannot fail. It is the not making up our minds that makes the grace of God of no
effect with us.
*
I had been on and off at Norfolk Island for about nine years when Walter Warro begged Rev. R. Codrington to
let him have me to go with him for a time to Ulawa; it was only to be for three weeks and then I was to come
back. He asked me if I wished to go there and stay with them, and I said did. Then he said to me,
“You had better take time to think about it; if you really wish it, and have made up your mind about it, it can be
done.” I answered that I would try because that island was entirely heathen, and no one had yet begun to show
them the Christian religion. Then he spoke to me about another country, Fiji, and said,
“It would be a good thing for you to go there, where there are a great many people of your own island, whom
you could teach; besides there is a printing office there where you could work, and you could play cricket there,
whereas there is nothing good at Ulawa. There are many English in Fiji; you will be able to learn the English
language there, and you would play the harmonium there.”
But I thought within myself, “This won’t do; he is tempting me and trying me;” and I made up my mind hard
and fast, and said that I would go to Ulawa. Then he said I was quite right. And when the vessel came to take us
back, and he bade me farewell, he told me to take good care of myself in prayer, and said that he would pray for
me as I should pray for him, so that we might still be joined together in prayer.
*
It was Rev. A. Penny who went with us when we left Norfolk Island. He was one who was very fond of those
from the western islands who were in his charge, and he was very bountiful to them; but we also of the other
islands liked him very much.
He was an eloquent man; when one heard him speak one understood what he meant, because he did not speak
as if he were thinking of two things at once, but spoke to the point whatever it was he was talking about. He was
then anxious to get down to the western islands, and we who belonged to the nearer islands could not wait long
among them; we just saw Rev. Edward Wogale at Vava, and then went right on till we came to anchor at Wango,
in San Cristoval.
*
The next morning we reached Ulawa, on a Sunday, and there was not a north wind, so that the landing place
was not in a fit state for us to take the boat in; but we found a landing place where there was a little sandy beach,
got through the reef, brought our boat to land, and carried up our boxes on the shore. There were W. Waaro, H.
Haarara, myself, and more two boys
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The whole crowd of the people of the place came down with spears and clubs and guns; but they did us no
harm, they only carried up our things into the village. Mr. Penny went with me into the village, which was very
agreeable to me, because, although he was a great man, he and I were good friends, and he was very good and
kind; it was he who put me down first on Ulawa.
That day it rained till nighttime and as he and I stood in the open space in the middle of the village, where a
great number of people were assembled, they were crying\fn{ Over their returning boys, Walter Waaro and H. Haarara } with
loud voices just like cows; the whole place resounded with the deafening noise of their crying, and my mind was a
good deal confused. However, after some time the evening began to draw on, and it was still raining hard when
Mr. Penny had to leave me. He took me aside and leant upon my shoulder and said to me:
“My brother, I have to leave you. Tale care of yourself and God be with you. If we live, and it be his will, we
will see each other again.”
*
I stayed two months in Ulawa before the vessel came back with Bishop Selwyn on board and also Rev.
Comins. We left him there, and Bishop Selwyn took me to go about with him in the further islands, where we
found Mr. Penny.
At one place in Bugotu, after prayers in the morning, when the Bishop was going ashore, he asked me whether
I should like to go up into a house built on a tree like a bird’s nest. I agreed, and we ascended that tree; it was very
tall like a pine, and they had built a house on the top of it—a house of full size, with ovens to cook food in, and a
great quantity of stones.
I trembled much with fear as I mounted up. The object of making these houses is to guard against the attacks
of enemies; because they are continually being assailed, and in case of attack they remain in safety up above; and
when the enemy come near they sit comfortably in the tree and pelt them down below on the ground, the enemy
not being able to do anything for lack of guns in former days.
There were some other things we saw in the place before we went back to the ship to sleep, and the next
morning we went across in a boat to Oka’s village. In that place they had built their houses on a great rock, for the
same reason of securing themselves from enemies. When I saw it I thought how appropriate was the comparison
to the Church of Christ.
*
After this we returned to Florida\fn{A small island group now in Central Province, Solomon Islands; “the name Florida Island
is sometimes also used to refer to Nggela Sule,” the largest of the Florida Islands, officially now known as the Nggela Islands:W,H } and
stayed some time at anchor at Sara, while the Bishop and Mr. Penny were gone off to Boli, to baptize two men
there, making a beginning in that place.
*
After this we hauled up our anchor and passed on to anchor again at Gaeta. There we went ashore with the
Bishop, and up to a village, where they talked with the people and inspected the school. The school was very well
begun by C. Sapi, in a place where they began at once to listen to him without the long delay there was at Boli,
and the numbers were considerable; how many had been baptized there I do not know.
When we had taken our departure, and were going back down the path, the Bishop and Mr. Penny in front, and
I behind, a man on the road began to beg me to help him, saying in his own language,
“Friend, tell the elder to marry me now; if he does not I shall have to make the marriage myself.” When I heard
this, I laughed quietly to myself, wondering within myself at the same time, and I said to him,
“Why did you not speak out in the village, where they would have attended to you and married you, I suppose?
Have you said anything to Sapi about it? He is the chief man with you, and he can tell these two about the matter;
he is the proper person to speak to them; I am no one here.”
But when he said, “Speak to the elder, my brother, do!” I told the story to the Bishop and Mr. Penny, who
asked why the man had not spoken till now, when there was no time or place for what he wanted. However, when
we had reached the beach, and had to wait for the boat at the landing place, we made haste to go into a house
nearby, one they kept their canoes in or one of Kalekona’s, I am not sure what it was, and there they married the
fellow and his wife.
Now that again was a good thing, and was a proof to me that C. Sapi had taught the people well, and that they
had a good idea of the proper way of life.
*
After we left Florida we came to Teatea’s place, in Malanta, and at midday the Bishop with Mr. Coote went
ashore in a boat, taking some of us who wanted to trade. There was a great crowd assembled, some with guns, but
most of them with spears, standing around us.
I was trying to buy some spears, when the Bishop asked me if I would like to go inland with him to the village,
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because he had heard of a sick child there, and wanted to see him and give him some medicine. I consented,
thinking it, however, a strange thing that he should want to help heathen people with whom we had no
acquaintance, and who language we did not yet understand—people utterly ignorant, who had not been taught
even so little of Christianity.
We mounted up along slopes as steep as Merlav, for a good distance before we came to the village; and there
again we saw a great crowd assembled, preparing food. The Bishop inquired where the sick boy was, and when
they told him, he went into the house, saw the boy and gave him medicine which cured him.
This boy was the son of the chief of the place; and the reason why so great a crowd was assembled was that
they had come to see how large a sum of money that the chief had laid out to view to pay for avenging his father.
This was done that people who saw how much money there was might determine to gain it by attacking the
village on which the chief, whose name was Rehe, wished to take vengeance for his father’s death.
This Rehe, when we returned, gave us thirty bundles of mashed yam, and showed himself very well disposed
towards us.
5
When I first took up my abode at Ulawa I knew nothing more of the language of the island then the four words
inoni (man), lae mai (come here), teana (good), tataala (bad). On that Sunday, when (as I have related) I was put
ashore in heavy rain, after Mr. Penny had left me to return to the vessel, and I was all by myself, the multitude of
people in the canoe-house, who had been crowding round him and me, began to ask one of the Ulawa boys who
had been with me at Norfolk Island, what this young man who had come with them for.
I had already been eagerly desiring to speak to the people in the canoe-house, and had been preparing myself
to do it, because their coming together into shelter from the rain gave a good opportunity; so I asked Walter Warro
what it was that the people were saying. He answered that they wanted to know what I was come there for. I asked
him whether he was willing to speak as my interpreter, and he willingly agreed to try. Then I answered them and
said,
“This is the reason why I am come here: it is that I may tell you of a new religion as I have heard it myself, and
in this way I wish to help you. For I myself have heard of One Spirit, better than the spirits that we ignorantly
believe in. He is God, he is Creator of heaven and earth, the Maker of everything that is, of men whether white or
black, whether natives of this place, or travelers, or guests. He is the Father of us all, and He still takes care of us
and of all things.”
So I began to tell them of the story of Creation up to Adam and Eve; and some who heard it said it was good,
while some did not wish to hear it.
For four days they met together in this way and heard me; that is to say, the men did, there were no women or
boys who came.
After that time I found that they came no more.
*
After those days, therefore, I began to go about and beg the fathers to let me have their boys to begin school
with them, and they let them go. They asked me what school was, and I told them that it was teaching the boys to
call the names of the letters on the paper, and to know how to speak out of books as white people do, besides
getting enlightenment about a great many other things.
The boys who came to me to be taught were eighteen in number; and I taught them to read the letters till they
knew them and could join them together, and could follow the words on the paper as they read. Then after twelve
weeks (as above related) the vessel took me away, and Rev. Comins stayed in the place about three weeks, during
which time Walter Waaro went on with the teaching and reading, till we left the islands altogether.
*
The next year we went down to the islands, and Bishop Selwyn placed me again at Ulawa. On this occasion I
stayed a year with them, a time long enough for me to understand the people when they spoke, and to ascertain
that their ways and character correspond to ours of the eastern islands in our heathen days, except that some of
their practices were different from ours.
Moreover, in some respects their natural disposition was harder than ours, and they and they did not seem to
know how to be ashamed of what was bad. They seemed, too, to have an impudent way of speaking, as indeed
they had often been very impudent when speaking to Rev. Comins and myself.
However, Waaro and I went on teaching twenty-four boys till twelve months were past, and then I sought how
I might speak to the grown-up people as well, inviting them to come together to the school-house, and hear the
new things I had to tell them. They came indeed quickly enough, and filled the house so that there was no room
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left inside, and some had to sit without.
*
They listened gladly at first, coming regularly every evening, and I was happy while this went on and enjoyed
my work, being quite at ease in my mind about my progress. Indeed, at that time I was very zealous in speaking to
them, but after three years had gone by without much result, I saw that the crowd had been gradually diminishing,
till there were none left and the house was quite empty.
Then I was in perplexity and great grief, as if death or something bad were upon me; indeed, I was utterly
oppressed with anguish. I was ashamed to see the house standing empty; although those boys still kept with me at
school, it seemed as if the boys were nothing in my thought; it was those grown-up people that I thought of who
had been so quick to listen, and now were lost and gone.
I remembered the parable about the sower, whose seed fell upon the rock. Still, I never gave them up; I went
over and over to the older men and tried to persuade them to come back to me to school. I asked them what harm I
had done them. I said to them,
“Why have you fled back from this religion? Have I said anything bad to any one of you? Is there anything
wrong that I have done to make you angry and sulky with me? Tell me what it is, and I will not do so again? Have
I deceived you in what I have taught you, or done anything that is forbidden?” They answered that it was not so.
I most earnestly sought to know what I should do; I prayed to God for them that if it might be only a few of
them might come back to school and it would be well; but it was not to be so soon. At that time truly I could not
eat my food with pleasure or take pleasure in my work; while things were so there was but weeping and grief deep
down in my heart that could not pass away.
*
It was, I suppose, about three years while things were so, when as yet the people did not come; the boys still
came to school, but if I spoke properly to them, to stir them up, when they went home their parents blocked up the
road to their hearts with the rubbish of their old religion.
But there was one boy whom I observed to be sharper than all in that set, and I waited long for him before he
was my friend; then he became like a brother to me or like my own child; his natural disposition was very
different from that of the rest and when he saw that I loved him he stuck close to me and never wished to leave
me.
Still I had already entertained the thought that when the Bishop came again, I would withstand him to his face
and go away, and never stay in that island again. That boy had heard me say so, and declared he would go with
me, begging me not to leave him alone, but to have pity on him and take him with me.
So when the Bishop came to Ulawa I spoke plainly out to him, asking him to take me away from that place; if
he should think good, let him choose another island for me to stay in, or else let him set me back in my own
island; for here I had been three years already, and it was as if all my labour was in vain.
Thus I spoke with weeping to the Bishop. Then said the Bishop,
“My son, this work is not your own; God watches over it and He knows, you do not. He will choose out the
tree, and he will make that tree bear fruit; what you have to do is to work on patiently. It is right that you should
still stay here for a time; and remember that parable which tells us how the owner of the garden ordered a tree to
be cut down and cleared away from his garden because it failed to bring forth its fruit, but the man who worked in
the garden forbade it, begging that it might remain for a single year more, and he would dig in manure round it;
then if it did not succeed the tree should be cut down and cleared away.”
He walked about with me that day until the sun was nearly set, and then he knelt down with me and prayed
over me. The boy I have spoken of was standing with us, and looked hard at us as we knelt in the darkness, but
nothing did he say.
*
So the Bishop left me and I stayed for another year.
During this time again I sought more carefully than before how I might get some good words settled down in
that boy’s heart. Some nights I would tell him to sleep with me in the school-house, and I arranged for him that
one night he should sleep with me and the next with his father; and so it always came to be.
On the nights when he slept with me I always urged him to follow this new religion, and explained to him the
meaning of God’s laws, telling him how Jesus died and rose again, and how all those who believe Him and follow
Him to the end will rise again like Him.
One night, when he was passing the night with his father, he told all this to him, and he added that if his father
and mother did not follow him to go to school, he would not stay at home any more with them. When this began
the parents would not agree to what their son said, but the boy prevailed upon them.
Then I used to go to them sometimes in the middle of the night, when all the people were asleep, and tell them
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the Bible story, urging them to follow their son. He and I gave them no rest until they were tired of our entreaties.
So one morning when I was ringing the bell for school, the boy’s mother rose and came out of her house into
the school-house, and she sat down and listened while we and the boys were at school. When school was over she
asked for a piece of cloth to put round her to come to school in; I gave it to her but she did not put it on at once.
Afterwards her husband came and asked for a piece, but they neither of them tied the stuff round their waist as
yet, because they dreaded the ridicule of the people. I therefore encouraged them that if they really wanted to
follow their son in this religion that they should not think of the people; they would not die because of what was
said.
So in the morning they two tied the cloth round their loins and came out to school; and as they were following
the path to come, the crowd of people in the public hall in the houses shouted at them and ridiculed them,
wagging their heads; really the way they treated them was astonishing, enough to make their hearts sink back at
what they said, as they laughed at them and scoffed; because that is the way of the heathen people if they see
anyone with a loincloth, to make out that it is something bad and something to be very much ashamed of. But I
encouraged them and told them not to be afraid or ashamed, for
“Here am I,” I said to the people, “a black man like you, and I wear clothes; it was just the same as this
formerly in my country too, but the people there have made the change and nothing whatever has happened to
them to hurt them; it is only the wickedness that we commit that makes us bad, and is a cause for shame and
death, but nothing that is good and belongs to a good religion can possibly hurt you.”
I used besides this a proverb of their own, telling the man and his wife that such words as these are not like
spears that would stick into them. Upon this the couple declared that they had determined not to attend to the
insults of the people anymore; and they began and continued to hold close to me and that boy their son.
I found great comfort in those three; and every day I used to go to their house to talk to them and exhort them
to stand firmly to that root of faith which they had believed. I asked them, to try them, whether they would fall
back from their son and me if any calamity should happen to them, and they answered that if I were to go away
from them or die and leave them before my time they could not tell, but if things remained as they then were it
would be my part to bury them in this religion, supposing that they would die before me, as was likely, since they
were both in middle life. Waaro also was very useful to me in encouraging them, and they continued constant in
our company.
*
After this I begged the man and his wife and Waaro to help me in persuading some others to join us, whose
character they knew. They did so, and spoke to a man whose house stood next to theirs, exhorting him to move.
He listened to them, and rose up and followed the three who had already come to school, he, who was a strong
man to fight, and his wife and children.
There were now six grown-up people with me, and the first three and I spoke to another young man who lived
near them, and prevailed with him, so that there were now eight with me; and every day, morning or evening, rain
or fine, these were with me at school.
Then I said to them that I was not yet quite sure whether we who met there every day were sincere or not; I
was still in doubt whether we should\fn{I.e., would} hold constantly to this religion. There were eight of us in the
midst of temptations; if any calamity should happen to us, should we be likely to fall back in our purpose, or
should we not. They made answer to me with one consent:
“If you go away from us, or if death deprive us of you before we quite understand, we shall go wrong; but if it
be not so, it is for you to say what is to be done, and we will try to do it, according to our Father’s will.” Then I
said,
“I don’t wish that we should hold fast at the same time the religion of Christ and the religion of former times,
which has to do with spirits that deceive us; just as it was when we first began and all the people came to hear me,
but their old belief remained in them, and they drew back again. But if you are sincere, let me see a sure proof in
that you desire to follow this religion in a way that I have thought of for making a good start at the present time.”
They said to me,
“You will soon see.”
*
After that they asked me if they should clear their houses on Sunday, because they had things belonging to
deceiving spirits in their houses—holy stones and money sacred to deceiving spirits—and things used in
sacrifices. I told them it was all the same, whether on Sunday or any other day, it might be done; but since they
had chosen a holy day, let it be then, so that they might regard the day as sacred to God, in the place of all those
things that they used to regard with veneration.
Consequently we threw out of their houses all the things that belonged to deceiving spirits, and the stones that
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belonged to them they gave to me. Some of these I sank out of sight in the sea, and some we broke up, and others
I kept locked up in a box.
But a certain object of sacrifice that they held in great respect still remained, and so did a sacred grove,
because they said that all the people in Ulawa had great dread of that place, saying that if anyone did anything
there he would become full of ulcers on the spot, as the spirit revenged himself upon the man, and moreover there
were a great many snakes in the place.
They said that we would destroy that some other day, cutting down the grove, casting out the things used in
sacrifices, and pulling down the fence; but this we should not do when there was no one about.
“When a crowd comes together for a wedding, then,” they said, “we will burn that grove and utterly destroy it,
and by that you shall see the proof of us that we have no part in what belongs to the spirits, and the heathen people
shall see a proof for themselves in us whether any calamity befalls us, as we used to think it would. If nothing
happens to us they will be able to understand for themselves that the True Spirit whom you have made known to
us is Almighty, and that He is God.”
*
When the day arrived for the people to come together in crowds to the wedding, these three said that we should
destroy the holy grove at once, before the great number of the people should arrive. So in the early morning the
father of the family went up inland, and began to chop asunder the vines that grew over the place, and the whole
party of us filled the space inside the fence and pulled the fence down. We brought out the most holy stone of all
that they used to venerate, and we desecrated it, laying it down to be trampled upon, by the people in the path. We
destroyed the whole sanctuary and made it into a garden, as it is this day.
But when the crowds were assembling for the feast, they came close by the place on their way, with very great
fear, saying that something would soon happen to those three who had done this thing.
However, they saw that nothing happened on that day.
Then they fixed on a day when the spirit would punish those three, but it did not succeed; afterwards they
foretold the month, and saw that nothing happened.
Some then changed their minds and said that it was certain that there was a true power in the Spirit belonging
to the people who visited them in their ship, and that this had been brought to the island and had driven away the
power of the spirits that belonged to them.
But on that day when the people were assembled for the wedding on that part of the island, they were much
troubled considering what they should do to us, some saying that one of us ought to be killed, or that some
mischief should be done to all of us.
As they were crowded together and talking, there was a man among them, a relation of the bridegroom, who
had invited me to the feast. I did not wish to refuse him, and I asked whether, if we joined that crowd, they would
do anything to us. My party answered that it was all right, we would certainly go.
*
When we came into the open space before their eyes, though still at a good distance, they cried out with angry
voices and strong words to stop us. But I walked on in front of the school-party, and we went straight on with
confidence to meet the crowd, without their saying another word, till we had entered one of the houses. Then they
said,
“These people are not afraid; what teaching is this? We forbid them, and they are neither afraid nor ashamed.”
One man, however, of a very bad disposition, ran and began to beat his son, who had come in our party. I ran
out and carried the boy away from him into the house where I was.
Afterwards we came out of the house, and went back to the school before the face of the assembled people,
who gazed at us without doing anything to us, only wondering at the destruction of the holy place, and at the way
in which the school-party followed me and were not afraid.
*
There was one of the baptized young men from Norfolk Island who did not accompany us, abut lay hidden
somewhere afraid. He did not help us, either, to destroy the sacred grove, because he was always hearing the
heathen threatening us and saying that if the spirit were to cause the death of anyone of consequence among the
heathen, they would utterly destroy us who belonged to the school; on that account he never gave help to my
school in anything.
*
So, as the time passed on, the heathen people observed that nothing belonging to the spirits they worshiped had
power over the party at the school, and some of them perceived pretty clearly that our religion was true and had
power in it.
*
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There was a sacred place near the beach yet remaining undisturbed, something like a salagoro of the Banks’
Islands, where women could not enter, where they used to sacrifice when they fished for bonito or when they dug
their yams, where they always sacrificed when the crop of anything they ate was ripe.
Whatever a thing may be, small or large, of the sea or of the land, they sacrifice for it and then they eat it or
take it. Nothing can be done without proper observance. When the yams are ripe no one will touch them with the
tip of his finger, even if it be a thorough thief that sees them to be fit for food, until a sacrifice has been offered for
them. Even though a man and near to death he will not touch food anywhere if he be all alone by himself; it is
impossible to him.
I have been utterly astonished at the real reverence in which they hold the spirits of their dead; and when I
have seen it so, I have said to myself that surely if these people were properly taught the religion which is of God,
they would duly reverence Him, considering that they think so much of spirits that deceive them.
As for that sanctuary by the beach, with its object of sacrifice, we desecrated it, and let the girls of the school
go into it, and we made away with the skulls and bones that they used to venerate. We made the whole place
common; yet the heathen people were still afraid, and did not as yet go into the place that we had thrown open.
Besides this we threw away out of sight all the things belonging to the three who first joined me that had to do
with any heathen beliefs and practices; all charms that were supposed to work in fragments of food and to produce
ulcers we threw clean away, and the things to eat, which had to do with dead people, which were thought to be
food for ghosts and could not be eaten by the people, our party took again for food.
When the heathen people heard of all this they were exceedingly afraid that something would happen, that
some calamity before long would come upon the island, because the things that they had been used to venerate so
much had been treated with disrespect.
*
This was a beginning made in their new religion by these three natives of Ulawa when I saw a proof whether
they would let it slip again or not.
I saw plainly that in outward matters they were thoroughly sincere, though as to the thoughts that lay hidden
within them I could say nothing; yet certainly I believed that it was God who had so far strengthened their minds.
*
This is how the beginning was made by three persons, and now there are already sixty-two of us.
When anyone wishes to enter the school he asks that he may be thought of in prayer; and on the day that he
comes in as a hearer, he declares that he will entirely give up all that he has to do with the ghosts of the dead or
the spirits that he has worshipped; on that day he gives up those things entirely; and he begs me to teach him a
little prayer that he may pray to God to protect him from the anger of those spirits. I write a short bit of a prayer
for him, and I make him learn it by heart for a month or so, explaining to him something of the meaning of the
words, and then he prays and has no more fears.
That is what is done in every case, and it gives me a great deal of trouble, because they don’t like that anyone
should enter the school carelessly without his bit of prayer, in consequence of the fear that he has had in his mind.
It is the case of the grown-up people that I speak of, the younger generation read for themselves.
*
All this I have seen to be right, because at first I began wrong, beginning with a great number of people at
once, and failed entirely; whereas afterwards I came to see that it is a good thing to begin with one person, rather
than with many. I believe also that it has been God’s doing, who helped me when I prayed to Him day after day.
*
I must say that I wondered very much when I saw these Ulawa people, every family having their own spirit,
every man sacrificing without fail, and sacrificing without exception about everything.
If it be a little suckling child, he will hold an offering to sacrifice with; if it be a woman in extreme old age, or
an old man; he will not fail to sacrifice; in every place there is the place or object of sacrifice, according to the
family; at every landing-place there is the place for sacrifice; in every garden a sacrifice is made for its advantage.
If a man is born there will be a sacrifice, if one dies, there is a sacrifice. When a man dies they fix a space of
time during which nothing is to be eaten until after the funeral when, after a sacrifice, food may again be taken.
Whether it be a child or a full-grown person, even in case of extreme hunger, it must not be done till then; it is
impossible to eat from the one day to the other before the sacrifice is performed.
Again, in every family, a pig is set apart for the spirit and kept so; and on occasion they kill the pig and cut it in
pieces, burning some of it at the place of sacrifice; then the man to whom the spirit may be said to belong eats
first a piece himself and afterwards gives some to those worshippers of the ghost about him who are of higher
rank; but the greater number of people who are of inferior position in the family cannot eat of it, nor can the
women and the children. Part of the meat is simply put upon the place of sacrifice, and some is thrown into the
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sea.
These things I used to see and wonder at, because it was all so very like what the people of Israel did; but with
this difference, that the people of Israel did it knowing what they were doing, and fulfilling the commandment that
bade them do it; whereas these people did it all amiss, because they knew not the One who really is, and only
attained to what was bad.
I used to consider about it and saw clearly how it was. I observed these things, and perceived that these people
were acting in the dark and had hit upon what was bad; yet I thought that if someone who thoroughly understood
the matter were to come there and teach them properly about Him who really is, making them see the truth about
sacrifice and worship and veneration, so that the change might be made to the true Sacrifice, then they would
come back and attain to Christ, coming back to worship and venerate the true God.
That is what I plainly saw myself to be the case; but is it so, or not?
I have not observed that the Wango people think so much of these things, or the Saa people either, at any rate
not in any very great measure; and further down at Florida, I am not aware whether or not it is quite the same; but
certainly in all the islands eastwards I have seen nothing resembling what there is in this island of Ulawa.
There is also a real practice of fasting among them. If a man lost a child by death whom he has loved very
much, he will not eat food of every kind till he dies.
In my poor opinion these people who have the practice of sacrifices and prayers, if hereafter they are able to
read the Holy Scriptures, will have a complete understanding of the parables and comparisons taken from
sacrifices and prayers, much more than we who belong to other islands, because we of the eastern islands don’t
know much about prayers and sacrifices and things of that sort till we learn about them here at Norfolk Island.
*
There still remained one sacred place in the middle of the village which some of the people had reserved by
their own choice, asking me if I pleased not to destroy it, and they would build a house to be sacred to God in the
place of it.
I agreed that is should so remain for a time, but said that it would be well to clear the place underneath, cutting
away the creepers and chopping down the big trees; the stones with which it was fenced should be carefully piled
in a heap, and at some future time we would see what could be done.
*
By this time part of the people had made up their minds to come over in a body to the school, and there were
others on the other side of the island who wished to have a school begun among them, though there was as yet no
teacher for them.
Moreover, there was one public hall in the middle of the island far more sacred than all the others, in which
they believed there was a ghost of the greatest power, to whom they sacrificed for success in war, and for other
things besides. If they were victorious, they would come and deposit arms and warlike ornaments there, and if
they were getting up an expedition to fight, they would sacrifice there and ask the question of the ghost whether
they would be successful or not. They came to sacrifice there from all round Ulawa, and if a visitor came he
would also make his sacrifice.
*
The chief priest of this sanctuary was that very man who was the first to receive the new religion.
The hall stood right opposite the principal road, and the people were continually passing by it with the utmost
reverence.
One day, some of them talking about it said that the spirits in those sanctuaries which had been destroyed, were
not of the real sort, whereas if anyone were to touch this one with the tip of his finger to desecrate it, he would die
forthwith, because of the spirits dwelling in it who were far superior to the others.
This man therefore came to a determination within himself, considering that as he was the chief man
concerned with the sacrifices to those spirits, so he said,
“I am to make away with them, and to see which has the greater power, the Spirit of God that is within me or
these; because here am I seeking holy baptism, and I am seeking Him who is really holy, and this Holy One will
give me the power to prevail over these false spirits that have impoverished me; I don’t see that any benefit from
them has come to me for what I have done.”
So he ran to the building with a heavy club, and smashed one side of it all to pieces, while the crowd of people
were shouting at him to stop him, and crying,
“Oh! Oh! Alas for our spirits brought to desolation!”
They called upon those spirits to kill that man Marita; they cursed him by those spirits to kill that man Marita;
but they saw that nothing came of it.
*
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Then they began to say that in truth this is the real Spirit, spiritual power like fire dwells in Him, and Marita
has obtained this in place of that after he used to follow.
He and his son, of whom I have often spoken, proceeded to smash to pieces all the dead men’s skulls that were
in the hall, with some of the bones; and the people never raised a voice in anger again to prevent Marita from
clearing away anything belonging to the old religion from the land.
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1
Let me tell you of the two chiefs of Siviri, Efate. Taripoamata, and Taripoaliu. Their origin derives from the
sagalegaale.\fn{A kind of humanoid with long, dangling ears and long, sharp nails.}
And the people of Siviri were working, making gardens at Lapoa. They were planting bananas, and yams, and
island cabbages. And they saw that something, perhaps a person, had been picking the cabbages. And the bananas
looked as if someone had been eating them. But it was a sagalegaale, she and her child.
This particular time the Siviri people decided that they would catch the thing that had been eating their
bananas. They had already constructed a building [to hold it in], because they had realized that it was a
sagalegaale. So that night they went to the banana tree.
When they got there, the little sagalegaale’s mother was up in the banana tree. She was eating. While she was
up in it she was giving food to her child beneath. When her child had finished its food, she said to it,
“Have you finished eating?” And it replied, “Yes.” So she threw down another fruit for it.
Then the men devised a plan to catch it. They went and cut spikes, of nakopesi wood. When they returned, the
mother climbed way up high. So they stuck the spikes in the trunk of the tree such that when the child’s mother
came down she would get caught on them. This would slow her down so that then they could grab her child and
flee. So some of them went and speared the trunk of the banana. Meanwhile the others grabbed up the child and
ran.
And they bound together the grass, from both sides of the path, so that again when she cane running along she
would stumble and fall, and this would slow her down in coming to the building.
So they carried off the child and went and hid it inside.
Meanwhile the sagalegaale struggled and struggled until finally she managed to reach the ground and started
running after them. But she stumbled on the grass that they had bound together and fell. Finally she got loose and
went after them, but her child—a female—was already hidden inside.
Then she began circling the building! She began to cry and circle the building!
But inside, they built a fire, and heated reeds over it and using them started to whip the little sagalegaale to
make her throw up all the evil things that she had eaten, that were still inside her.
She cried and vomited! And the other one kept on circling going around and around the building.
But in the end, the house stood fast, so then she climbed a natalie tree that stood near the house. And she spoke
to them, she said,
“That little girl is the source of the chieftain-ship. She is the source of two chiefs Taripoamata and Taripoaliu.
Look after her. If she should live to adulthood, and bear a child, one shall be Taripoamata, and the other
Taripoaliu.”
At that point the mother went back into the bush. But the little girl remained.
In time, they transformed her until she became human, like us, except for her ears which never changed and
remained like those of a sagalegaale. And eventually, after she had been transformed, a Siviri man took the
sagalegaale’s daughter for his wife.
After they were married, she bore him two children. One was male and the other female. The boy was
Taripoamata. The second was the girl. She was sent over to Nguna. Likewise, when she went to Nguna, a man
married her, the one who came to Nguna. And, likewise, after he married her, she bore him a son. It was there that
the descendants of Taripoaliu originated.
The sagalegaale woman remained there until her death. She was buried in Malaliu. And her grave lies in the
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Malaliu graveyard, on the far side, the place they call the “Sagalegaale Grave.” It is a long one, because she was a
tall woman.
The grave where they buried her is called “Sagalegaale’s Grave.” It is still there to this very day.
2
All right, I will tell the story of the origin of the two chiefs, Maripopogi, and Mariwota.
They came from Tukutuku. And their origin, where they came from originally, was the kukusue matriclan.
They came out of Tukutuku, coming along, until they reached Esema. And there they stopped. And they bore
some children while they were living in Esema. They stayed for quite a while. And when they had been there a
little while, the people who were there first said,
“Hey! These people will stay until they’ve gotten rid of all of us! They will have to leave.”
So the reason the children of kukusue are called Esema as part of their second personal name, their namavesi
name is that they came from Esema.
When they left, they came to Mooso, and stayed in a place on Mooso called Malavakalo. They lived there, for
quite a while. They stayed for some time until the people of Mooso said,
“Hey! Those people! They will stay until they have gotten rid of all of us! They will have to leave. They
should look for somewhere else to go.”
And they left that place, and went to a little island. They call it Eradagana. And they then stayed there for a
long time.
From there they left and came to the landing-place, Nivaau, on Nguna. When they reached the landing-place
they went up inland. They went up inland, but Mataapaga was already there, in the dominion of Malamea. And
they granted them some land on which to build houses.
The place where they lived was called Samanitaupilelu. And at that time they still had no chief. But they say
that, for Mariwota and Maripopogi this was their origin. So when they came, they stayed in Malamea a long time.
And they tried to find out who—which title—would take the chief-ship of Malamea.
And they stayed in their meeting-house which they called Vareanimatawola. And it rained.
In those days the naveele vine was long and hung down from the banyans. One time they heard a bird called
mapula. It was cooing. It cooed but its voice wasn’t loud, it was quiet. And they said,
“Well, we've found the dominion chief’s first name—Mapula.”
And a little while later, they heard one of those birds whose voice was louder, when it cooed it was louder. It
said, “Pog! Pog! Pog!” So they said,
“Well, we’ve found the great name. It shall be Maripopogi.”
So then they raised up the chief. Chiefs all have three names. Maripopogi’s first name was Mapula. And his
great name was Maripopogi. His third name was Manaveele, after the birds that sat on the naveele vines, and
cooed.
And then Maripopogi led his people out, though some did stay behind. And, Mariwota’s group also left. They
headed for Tikilasoa. They left and went up until they came to Sumanitanomiala. And there they made a village
once again.
It was Sumanitanomiala where they settled. But there was already a village there. Malalolo lay up above it.
And they lived there until eventually the people of Malalolo said,
“Hey! These people, they will remain until they have chased us from our own dominion! They will have to
leave.”
And the new-comers had a dancing-ground there. It was called Malavunuta. When the others told them to
leave they were afraid. So they said,
“We’ll stay until nightfall. Then we’ll leave.”
So they stayed until dark then left.
And there is a place called Sumanimalasi, their old dwelling-place. And there was a pool up above it called
Lipalipa. It was the water of that pool that they put in their food.
So they left by night. They headed for Tikilasoa. They left, passing along above, until they came up to a place
called Sumanitapuragona. Whey they reached there, they stuck to it living there until, eventually, they built a
meeting-house, and had a dancing-ground. That first dancing-ground of Mariwota’s, was Malanumea. And their
meeting-house was Vareanumea. It was only then that they raised up their chief.
He was Mariwota. But Marogoe was already there. At that time Marogoe gave his dominion to Mariwota. And
Mariwota ruled from then right up until today.
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3
I will recount the origin of Marimaraki, who came from the coast near Pau [Efate], to Unakapu.
When Marimaraki had yet to arrive, Matapau was already here, in Unakapu. When Marimaraki left, it was as a
woman. It was a woman who came from Pau. Her original meeting-house was Vareatapu. And her dancingground was Malatapu. When she came out, she was accompanied by a stone called Newoatau. And, she left
through the passage called Naworalapa, the passage for Pau.
And there was someone who ferried her across. He paddled Leimaraki across. Originally the title was
Leimaraki because she was a woman. When he ferried her across, the wind was blowing from the direction of
Emau island. The easterly. Blowing so hard that it kept submerging the outrigger. So they put the stone they had
brought along on the side opposite the outrigger. The name of the person who ferried her across, was
Marakipowolau. Marakiwowolau. Eventually he brought her ashore at Unakapu, through the passage named
Naworalapa. Then the canoe went back again.
But though the chiefly woman had arrived, women are not strong, and, as she had arrived during the time of
war,\fn{Not a specific conflict in progress, but rather, as in several other stories, a general reference to the pre-Christian era, a time when
people spent a great deal of time engaging in hostilities, and war was an ever-present possibility .} who was there who could help
her in her work? So she gathered together some of the people of the village, and said,
“Who all will help me if a war should break out?”
So then she took several men as her warriors to go to the place where, if war was to be made against the people
of Unakapu, it would take place. One was Marakiwola. And one was Marakiteere. And another was Marakivanua.
And Marakimaau was the one who would lead them into war, who was their leader. But Marakivanua, he was the
one who accompanied that lady and took responsibility for administering the dominion.
So the woman remained. She ruled there. She ruled … until eventually someone married her. Someone married
her, she who was of the coconut clan, that old lady. And after marrying, she bore a son and a daughter. The
woman lived on … and when she died her child, her son, was full grown.
So he in turn took his mother’s place. He became Marimaraki. He became the second chief. And this man, who
had replaced his mother, lived on … until he grew old. And he started to worry:
“What will happen after I die?”
And his sister got married. She married and also had just one son. And eventually he grew up; and it was he,
the chiefs nephew, who would next take the title, Marimaraki. He was to become the third chief. He was of the
coconut clan. And they lived on—they lived on together … until that person in turn took his uncle’s title and then
he was there as chief. Then his mother died.
So at that point he was the only one left, his uncle, having died, too. He remained until … eventually they
needed another person of the coconut clan to become chief, in Unakapu.
So they went, and once more redeemed\fn{ I.e., imported, probably at great expense in gifts to the man’s family.} a person
from Farealapa to take up the chief-ship in Unakapu, to become the next Marimaraki. They redeemed him, and
anointed his head as the chief-designate. The other one, his predecessor, was growing old. When finally he died,
the person from Farealapa took his title.
And he remained.
At that point it was the coconut clan who took that title. And he remained for a long time … until eventually he
died.
Then there was a rather long gap before the fourth Marimaraki. They remained without a chief … until at last
once again another, a man who was not of the coconut clan, took this title, Marimaraki. He was of the native
cabbage clan. His name was Marivaleaniwaago; it was he who became the next Marimaraki. He was not of the
appropriate laen, or clan, but they had been searching for someone and, he wanted very much to take the position.
They told him,
“No, wait; someone else ought to take it.”
And tears poured down his face. So they anointed him Marimaraki. And they remained. They lived on until he
died.
And once again it was a rather long time before a successor was found.
Then once again a woman bore a son. It was he who became the next Marimaraki. He was once again of the
coconut clan. They called him Marikiteriki. He in turn took the chief-ship. He remained chief until he died. Once
again there was a rather long gap.
Then his son in turn took it. It was Jonah who was anointed to be the next Marimaraki. The previous chief was
the sixth. Marikiteriki was the sixth chief. And “Jonah” Marimaraki who has been “gone” since 1948, was the
seventh chief.
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For that time up until now there has been a gap.
We have been trying to choose one of his descendants, who might fill the position. But we have not yet
succeeded
4
I wanted to talk about, to tell a story regarding the chief-ship. The chiefs of Nguna, and Pele, and Efate, have
three titles.
When a man decides to becomes chief, in place of his father, he uses the first name. After he has taken the first
name, then he will take the middle name, and discard the first one. But if he lives to a ripe age, his own son will
then be old enough. Then the latter will take the middle name, and, his father takes the third name as his “retired”
name, having ceased being chief. And then they wait until they are ready to ordain this chief. They take him to the
ordination seat. But first there must be a chief of shared origin. That is, he will come to raise him up.
It is as if there were something which the deceased chief possessed, a living thing that remains in the grave,
that was buried with the body.
The raising up means that the chief of shared origin would bring something, and pull it up, that is, he raises up
that living thing, the chiefly spirit. It then enters the person who is ordained, so that his works will also be good
and strong.
So he is raised up as chief first, then the dead chiefs family, his widow, if she is still alive, his brothers or his
sisters afterwards they pass it over to him. They pass on the name, giving it to that person, so that he may then
bear the name. And once they have passed it on to him, then, they take him to the ordination seat, which is a stone
and, he will be ordained on it. And then if in time, this chief should die, in the olden days, if he thought he was
going to die, then they would send word to everyone, all around Nguna, or “the small island” Pele, or Efate. And
they would come to mourn the chief. But when they arrived, the chief would not be laid down, not as is the case
nowadays.
Rather they would sit him up, leaning against the wall in his house, as if he were alive. And they would take a
large pig whose tusks had pierced its jaw twice. And take the ropes with which it is tied and attach them to the
dead chiefs hand. They attach them to his right hand. Then, they would wail until sundown. Then, they would go
and bury him, but, his family, would remain behind, and fast, for fifty days.
And during the night they would take food and put it on the grave. It would be to feed him. Then when they
went in the morning they would not see any food remaining at the grave. But perhaps a dog or cat or something
else ate it. But they would think that a ghost (the dead chief’s spirit) had eaten it. They would remain there until
the fifth day or the fiftieth day.
And then those people would go to the sea to wash. When they decided to go to the grave as we do on the fifth
day but for them it would be on the fiftieth day or the one hundredth day. So then they would go, go to the grave.
When they went to the grave, everyone would go. Once they had gone to the grave, they would then want to wash
in the sea. And then they would say,
“Good-bye! Good-bye! Everyone, good-bye!”
Then they run to the sea; to see who will be the first to touch the sea. And they think that the one who is last,
the evil spirit of the dead chief would touch him and he would die. So they all run to touch the sea. Even if far
inland, still they want to run and touch the sea. They run until they are quite out of breath, but the one who is
strong touches the water first.
And then they go home, make a great feast, and ordain the chief, who is to replace his father who has died and
been buried.
5
There is a stone whose name is Wotanimanul.\fn{Chief-of-the-birds}
Long! Long! Long ago!
When it was on Eromaga, it was a person. And he was a fisherman, who used to travel around the island of
Eromaga. And one time he came to the coast facing Efate, and saw a long point, whose name is Maniura. And he
said,
“Oh! What a lovely point. I’d like to go and do some spear fishing there, but how can I? It’s so far.”
So he went and fashioned a large spear, with a long shaft. And from Eromaga, he threw the spear so that its end
was stuck in the sand on Eromaga. But the shaft of his spear struck the point on Efate, Maniura. Then he pulled
out his spear.
And he began to fish around the coast of Efate from Maniura, all the way around to Pau. And when he arrived
at Pau, he saw a man and his wife there. It was the chief of Pau. It was old Valeawia. And his wife, Leiwia. And
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when Wotanimanu had speared some fish, he took them to the couple’s house. The chiefs wife cooked the fish,
and when it was done the two of them ate it.
And one time he was traveling along from the coast at Onesua, toward Epule. He used to go back to see the
couple. Until, on this particular occasion, he passed on by toward the coast at Emua. And as he was approaching
Emua, he saw a woman, Manalaesinu’s daughter, whose name was Leinasei, who was going to draw water. He
said,
“Hello!” And the woman replied,
“Hello!”
Then he caught some fish and gave them to the woman. But her father and mother were away working in the
gardens. And when they got home, they smelled the fish. And they said,
“Who gave you the fish?” And she said,
“A man. He speared the fish and gave them to me, but then he went away again.”
And the next day he went back again, because when he saw the girl he wanted her for his wife, Manalaesinu’s
daughter. So the next day he went back again. And once again her mother and father had gone to the gardens. And
when, he again gave her some fish, she said,
“Let’s go inside.” And when her father and mother returned, they said,
“There’s that smell of fish again.” She said,
“That man has come back.” And they asked,
“Where has he gone?” She replied,
“He’s inside.”
So they went in and shook hands with him. And from then on they all lived together.
But this man was one for fishing, a fisherman. Never, would he ever go to the bush, instead he continued
fishing all around Efate. And he would bring the fish back. In time the older couple promised him that in the new
year they would raise up the new chief, the next Manalaesinu of Emua. And everyone was getting ready for it,
clearing the bush for gardens. And the old woman came and told her daughter,
“You two are very lazy! Yet here the rest of us are working very hard in the bush in order to raise up a new
chief, next year.”
So the young woman went and related this to her husband. She told Wotanimanu. So he said,
“Go and tell them to give us a knife tomorrow, and we will go and clear bush.”
So the couple gave them a knife, one whose handle had come off, it had no handle. And they took it and went
into the hills, to clear the bush. Off they went with the young woman in front and having gone a distance, he said,
“Go and have a look for a spot to clear, one that is a long, level stretch.”
So the two of them went and cut down a single tree and pulled out and threw aside a single blade of grass, then
returned to the house. After they had returned, the [older] couple, her mother and father, returned.
“Ugh! What kind of work do you call this? You two are so lazy! You work such a short time and then come
home again!” But the young woman said nothing.
Wotanimanu went back to spearing fish again, then the two of them built a fire and baked the fish. They ate
that evening, and in the morning went back. They went back to the place they had been clearing.
When they got there, a huge clearing party had finished clearing it and taking out the trees for them. It had
been completely prepared for burning off. For he had a great number of people. Wotanimanu’s people were many.
The following day, the two of them went back. They went back and saw that the field was good and dry, so
they took a single coconut frond, set it alight and threw it down on it. Having set that single frond alight they left
it and went home again. And when they returned to the house, the older couple said exactly the same thing as
before:
“You two are so lazy!”
But the young woman said nothing, because she was amazed at the work that had been done in their garden, up
on the hill.
The following day they went but the garden plot had already been completely burned off. It had been all
cleaned up ready for them to plant. Wotanimanu said to Leinasei,
“Tell your father and mother, to give us just one yam, and likewise with everything else that is to be planted in
the gardens, they are to give us just one of each.”
So they gave them to them.
They went and planted a single yam stalk and likewise with everything else left them lying there. When they
went back the next day, they saw that the place was full of planted yams, along with everything else—manioc and
bananas, native cabbage, sugarcane, kava, it was full with every kind of thing. So they waited. Until finally the
yams were ripe, and then they set the date,
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“Next month, we will raise the chief.”
So they made a feast for all the people of Emua, many people. When the conch shell trumpet sounded, they
collected food for them, and took it to their houses, making yam storage racks by every house. Until at last it was
complete. But not one of the Emua people had seen their garden. Until finally theirs were empty. Then the young
woman said to her father and mother,
“The day after tomorrow! We will all go to our gardens to bring food to the house.” But they said to her,
“What! We’re afraid! You two are so lazy. What could we possibly get there since you’ve been so lazy?” And
the young woman said to her father,
“Never mind. We’re going. The day after tomorrow! The conch will sound and many of us will go. That’s how
we want it to be.” So they replied,
“All right.”
But the other two, Leinasei and Wotanimanu, went beforehand, that day, and then again the day after. They
made ready. They prepared earth ovens so that when the villagers went they would be able to eat pre-cooked food
and then take the raw food home. So they went, they stayed there getting everything ready.
At last the following day the conch sounded, and many people went. When they went, the ovens were already
steaming, because his people had already done the job for him, Wotanimanu’s people. So he said,
“Let’s eat.”
They opened the ovens. They distributed the food household by household. Until eventually it was all done.
The food that they were to take, had already been dug up, his people had already dug it up for him. So when they
had finished eating, the women loaded up the cooked food. Their baskets were full. Then he told them,
“There's still raw food left over there.”
Even though they each took one almost everything was still left because they had already loaded up with the
cooked food, there was so much. At that point he said,
“Never mind; let’s go home. The rest of the raw food will have to be left.”
But during the night his people carried it all home for him. They loaded the yam racks until they were
completely full. Along with that were the ten pigs, that they brought with the food, to the house. Then they
announced that, that day would be the day of the great feast. So they ordained tile chief. After the ordination was
over, they stayed for a short time, but the people of Emua, were angry with him because he had produced more
food than had the local people, and more pigs, than any of the locals. So they started talking to him, saying.
“You! You’re like driftwood, a stranger, yet you come along and outdo us. We don’t want you around! Get
out!”
And there was another woman who was attached to Wotanimanu, a second wife to Leinasei. He had taken a
lover. So when morning came he said to them,
“I’m leaving! I’m leaving here!”
But they both loved him very much. So they left and came to the coast by Emua’s graveyard, toward the coast
at Saama. Then he said,
“I am going to swim from here.”
And the two women stayed behind, crying, grieving for him, but he was gone. He swam across until he
reached Nguna. But they remained there on the reef. They call that spot The Lover’s Bed. The two women are still
there today, the two stones that are still there today. They call it The Lover’s Bed.
But he went ashore at Tikilasoa and climbed the hill of the nakimau tree stump. He stopped there. And he
thought,
“Oh, this is a good place to live!”
At that point he turned into a stone. He was no longer a human, but a stone. And as he continued to live there,
he began hearing the people of Tikilasoa beating the slit-drums at night; he couldn’t sleep. And the people of
Malalolo, and of Malaliu beat their drums all night. He said,
“Living here, I can’t sleep at night. They drum day and night! I can’t stand listening to it, my head aches from
it and my stomach aches! I can’t sleep properly. So I think I’ll move out.”
He stayed a little longer and then left, moved along the coast toward Unakapu. The village was down below,
but he lived up on the high ground behind it. And the place that he abandoned in Tikilasoa, is called the Pit of the
Chief, it is still there today. So he left for the Unakapu coast.
But when he went to Unakapu, the people of Unakapu were beating drums as well, and he couldn’t sleep:
“Oh, no! I feel terrible! My head is aching. I can’t sleep at night. I think I’ll move out.”
So he left that place as well. He left there and went up further inland, toward Meere.
“Oh! From here I have a beautiful view, of the sea, and the horizon. And I love watching the sun come up in
the morning. This is a great place to live.”
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And the place he abandoned at Unakapu. It too is called the Pit of the Chief still today.
So he settled down to live there above Meere. He had been there only a short time, when the people of Meere,
the people of Malaliu, the people of Matoa, the people of Rewoka and the people of Sauwia all started beating
their drums at night, so that he couldn’t sleep. He said,
“It’s just the same here, I think I should leave, I’ll move out to sea.”
So he moved out and went around to the far side of Mataaso to live. And there were many people there then as
there are even today. All these were his people, the ones who had worked his gardens for him at Emua. And today
we see those birds flying about over Mataaso, but originally, they were humans.
And these birds are eaten by the people of Mataaso.
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Long, long, long ago. People used to eat each other and kill each other. They did not recognize each other as
one people, because The Darkness reigned in that time long, long ago.
And there were two chiefs, who lived down on Efate. One was Roimata and one was Roimuru. And the third
chief lived further up the coast, toward Pau. They called him Marivaleanatamate.
At that time these two chiefs thought about the people who lived on the various islands, practically the whole
New Hebrides\fn{So named by Captain James Cook, who arrived in 1774, began mapping the islands, and named them after a
similarly rugged group of islands off the western coast of Scotland.} (Nguna, Pele, Emau, Efate). They wanted to make a great
feast so they sent word throughout the islands that on a certain day every person should come to the dancing
ground, the dancing-ground of Pau, whose name was Malatamate. And that dancing-ground has remained right up
to the present day, and likewise everything that they brought, remains today on that dancing-ground, Malatamate.
So that day many people came and brought every kind of thing. They brought everything from the sea, they
brought everything from the dry land, even trees, for firewood. They took it, and went to the dancing-ground and
the three chiefs stood in the middle of the dancing-ground.
Then to those two or three who brought bananas. Whether there were two, or three, they would appear before
them, and the chiefs would say,
“You go and form a group over there.” And to those who brought fish. If there were a few more, one chief
would say,
“You go and make a group over there.”
“Likewise with stones and everything else, they formed groups, those who had brought each other thing each
formed a separate group. And when they had finally all come forward, one of the chiefs said to them,
“Now I’ll explain this to you. You who are fish. You make up a single family laen, and you should no longer
kill each other. And you who brought stones make up a single group, and you should no longer kill each other or
eat each other. And the people who brought banyan wood and the people who brought breadfruit and the people
who brought yams, and everything else likewise, you are each one people.”
And after staying there a while, they all went back to their own islands. They returned to their own islands, and
told their own groups about it,
“We are all one people.” The people who had stayed home, who did not go to the dancing-ground, then said,
“Together we shall be a single clan.”
And so they did it, joining together everyone throughout Nguna, Efate, nearly the entire New Hebrides,
creating clans. And today, the clan system still remains, since that distant time when the chiefs—those three—held
that peace ceremony.
And laens, the clans, still exist today.
7
I would like to tell of one deed which was done long ago, after our first missionary had come.\fn{ 92% of the
people of Vanuatu practice some form of Christianity, of which the major sect is Presbyterian (37%); the first missionaries arrived from
Britain in 1839.}
Matokoaale wanted to make a great feast in his village, Malaliu. He invited many villages, on Nguna, and “the
island” (Pele), to come to the village of Malaliu. And when they went, there was a great dance. And Matokoaale,
decorated himself handsomely. During the dancing, the wife of Tariliu, was there as well, whose name was
Leilolo. When she saw Matokoaale she found him very attractive. They stayed until the dancing was over, and the
feasting was done, then they returned.
But Leilolo stayed behind. She stayed with Matokoaale. But the others went back down from the hills of
Malaliu.
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Tariliu still loved his wife whom Matokoaale had kept with him. But they went back to Worearu without her.
And they remained there.
Tariliu missed his wife terribly. When Matokoaale heard of this, he said,
“So be it! Come and get Leilolo; but remember I am the great chief.” (Matokoaale was the paramount chief of
Nguna whose title was Taripoaliu.) So he said,
“You shall come and redeem her in exchange for fifty pigs. After that you may take her back to Worearu.”
So the people of Worearu collected pigs. They collected their pigs but the number did not reach the total that
he had demanded, fifty. So they said,
“No! It will be thirty instead! Fifty is far too much!”
So they revised the figure down to thirty. They tried to assemble the thirty pigs, but they did not have enough.
They were still fourteen pigs short.
So Tariliu, called on two villages of Nguna—it was Tikilasoa, and Unakapu, on whom he called. (“Calling on”
means that he asked them to help, asked the two villages to help him collect the required number of pigs.) So the
two villages contributed toward the total, the figure of thirty pigs. Then they told Matokoaale,
“Expect us on this particular day.” They then sent a message to the two villages, Tikilasoa and Unakapu,
“Let’s take the pigs up to Malaliu.” So when they delivered them, there were thirty altogether.
And they went up, up and up toward Malaliu until finally they had yet to reach the village.
They came to a place called “the stump of Leisara’s natalie\fn{A species of hardwood.} tree,” and suddenly an
attack swept down upon them! War broke out! And that place is called the “the Battle Site,” still today.
So they dropped the pigs! And they fled! The people of Tikilasoa and the people of Unakapu and the people of
Worearu, they all fled! And the Malaliu warriors recognized the Tikilasoa and Unakapu people and did not shoot
them, But they did shoot some of the Worearu men, with sacred arrows.
And they killed Tariliu! And he lay dead.
And they ran! They ran down to the shore. The Worearu people paddled across to the island Pele, back to their
village.
Then the next day! The news came, that Tariliu was dead, and still lay there where he had fallen. So in the
morning, the people of Worearu gathered mats, and came to see those of the two villages. So it was they who went
up. They went back up for the corpse that remained on the path. And when they went to retrieve it, it stank, having
been out all night. So they wrapped it up well and finally, along with the people of Worearu, the people of the two
villages brought the corpse down, and took it across to the island Pele. And there they buried his blood, they dug a
deep hole and buried the blood, Tariliu’s blood. Today that place is called the “Grave of Tariliu.” That name
remains to this very day.
Then they came, to Worearu. The two villages came to mourn the chief. The whole island (Pele) and all of
Nguna mourned the honored chief, Tariliu. When the period of mourning was over, they returned home, but
Worearu sent word to the two villages, to Tikilasoa and Unakapu:
“Go now! But, whether it be in five or ten or fifty days, we will send for you to come back, because you helped
us with the retrieval of the corpse.”
So they waited until the set date came, and then the two villages returned to Worearu. When they went, there
was a great feast. Worearu put on a great feast for them. And when the food was gone, they ordained a new chief
to replace the late chief, the new Tariliu was ordained. And that chief then welcomed the people of the two
villages, Unakapu, and Tikilasoa. He said,
“You helped us enormously, and we have not yet repaid your help. It is still outstanding. Perhaps it will remain
a very long time, for we do not know how or when we might be able to repay it. But for now, we will give you a
small piece of property, whose food you may use when you come to gather seafood on the reef adjacent to it.”
Then the chief led the people of the two villages to Wukaroa, a stone that lay on the shore. It is still there today.
Its name is Paukaroa. And he pointed, and said,
“From here to Worakoto, is the small holding that we are giving to you. If you should come to the reef, and are
hungry, you may eat ripe coconut or drink coconut water, eat papayas, or the fruit of ripe coconuts. The land and
its first fruits will still belong to the people of Worearu, but, if you are hungry, its fruits are yours to eat.”
When he had delivered that speech to them, they returned to their villages, Tikilasoa and Unakapu.
But the debt, what he meant when he said, “We don’t know when we might ever be able to repay it,” that debt,
they never did repay that heavy debt, for the pigs, and for bringing the stinking corpse back to Worearu for them.
They never washed away the stench, and it remains to this very day. Nor was the favor ever returned. So it too
remains until this very day.
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I shall tell a story about the pool at Unakapu, whose name is Matanaatamate. The spring has been there since
long ago, and it still flows into a creek, and down to the sea. And the women and men of Unakapu used to wash
and swim in it.
Once upon a time, the spirit of the pool had a child. And its mother said to him,
“Our pool is empty. Go to the beach and draw sea-water.”
He went down to the beach, taking lengths of bamboo to put the water into. But when her child got there, the
villagers attacked and killed him. And she was watching out for her child but he did not come up, to the pool. So
she said,
“I must look for my child. I will go down and look for my child.”
And when she arrived she saw that, they had killed her child and he still lay there. So then she took some
leaves and squeezed them over her child’s wounds where they had hit him, and when she was finished he came
back to life and she put him on her back and went back up to Matanaatamate. Once there, his mother said,
“All right! I have always given you this water, running to the shore, but you killed my child. So this water will
no longer run to the shore, from now on, it will stay up on the hillside. So if you want to draw water, if you want
to drink, you will have to come up the hill.”
Then the two of them remained, remained living there, until, one time they decided to gather shellfish. They
had a hole for fish just offshore near there. There were two holes in the rock. Their names were, one was the hole
of malasiviri and the other was the hole of mavatu. Having decided to come down to the shore, to gather shellfish,
they did so, and caught two of those fish. Then they went back up the hill. And they prepared a meal of them as
they normally did. When it was done, she said to the people,
“All right! If you want this water, you must come up the hillside.”
But she had another little hole in the rock down below the first one, the hole of the “Garden of Hate,” in the
rock, below the other one. And when the people came up the hill, they took coconut-shell water containers. When
they had finished drawing water they went down and stopped to rest by that hole. And the hole pulled out all their
corks. And it emptied out the baskets that they had filled with the coconut-shell containers. Emptied them out
completely.
So they went back to the pool. And they drew water a second time and the same thing happened, when they
rested by the hole of the “Garden of Hate” and yet a third time. This went on until finally they realized what was
happening,
“Aha! The trouble must be this hole, named the ‘Garden of Hate.’”
So having figured out what was going on, when they went back yet again to draw water on the hillside, on the
way down they didn’t stop to rest in that place; instead they kept going straight down to their houses without
stopping.
And the pool they call Matanaatamate, remains until this very day. And when the sun shines fiercely, the
people of Unakapu and all the people from inland, still go there to draw water.
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I have been wanting to tell the story of the new diviner, a person named Pakae.
It was at this time that he decided that he would like to become a diviner. He went down to the seaside, by
Farealapa. When he got there, he sat down on the crown of a rock, and where the waves were breaking on the
shore he could see bluefish. He thought,
“Oh, how I’d love to eat one of those! They’re bluefish.”
So he stayed a little while, and, as he watched, a wave brought one of the bluefish up, toward the shore, and
cast it up at the foot of a rock. So he went over to see the fish that had been cast up there, but what he saw instead,
hidden at the foot of the rock, was a woman, a beautiful fair-skinned woman. Then the two of them returned
together, and when they had reached his pig pen, he deposited her there.
For, Pakae had many women. He had a great many wives. When he reached home, he saw that his wives were
making a meal. When they had finished preparing it, he said,
“Well, I’ll go and give the pigs the rubbish.”
Then they prepared food, and cut it into pieces, he would wrap up the peelings in the dirty leaves on which the
food had been prepared. This time, when he took the rubbish, he gave one parcel to the white woman, and she ate
it. This went on until eventually his wives took notice. They said,
“This fellow is up to something! He never used to do this. There must be something going on.”
He had also said, that when they made coconut pudding, they must not use red yams. So that’s how it went,
they only used white yams, only made pudding with white yams. Until one day, he went to do the feeding, and
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one of the women followed him. She followed him, then hid. She saw him throw the rubbish, to the pigs, but then
she saw him take the parcel of food and give it to the white woman. And so afterwards, his wives said to him,
“Listen! This woman that you’ve been feeding—you go and bring her up to the house and we’ll all live
together. We won’t be angry with her.”
So they brought her home. They brought her home and they all lived together. They went on making coconut
pudding. But finally one day his wives said to her,
“Today we're going to make red pudding. We’re not making any white pudding.”
Then they went to their gardens and got all red yams, then they came back and grated them for the pudding.
And the woman, the white woman, watched them do it. And when her husband came along, she told him,
“Now these wives of yours are trying to destroy me. I must leave you.”
Later that afternoon they took out the baking. And she was unable to eat the red yams. If he ate it, she would
leave. And he did. So then she descended to the shore to return from whence she had come. Her husband, Pakae,
followed her. He kept following her, until finally he said,
“All right, then! Go! How can you do this to me?” She replied,
“I give you my power. Whatever you want, seek and you will find it. But I must go.” Then she left.
But his great desire was to become a diviner. So when he went home, he decided to go and see Masekaau the
chief and diviner. So he rose up and went to see Masekaau. He went to Raetoa and saw Masekaau who was in his
meeting-house, Matakudaalo. He was inside, so Pakae went in, and the chief said,
“What do you want?” He replied,
“Well, I would like to become a diviner.”
So Masekaau took him to his sacred place. He took him to his sacred place and, seeing a small stone—a very
round, smooth stone, the chief commanded him,
“Pick up that stone.”
When he picked it up, suddenly it was no longer a stone, instead it turned into a large lizard. But he was not
afraid, and held onto it, and after a time he put it down again and it turned back into a stone. Masekaau said,
“Pick it up again.”
So the man picked it up a second time, and when he did, suddenly it turned into a huge snake. But he was not
afraid, and held onto it, and, when finally he put it down again, it turned back into a stone. And Masekaau said,
“Go! The sacredness is upon you. The sacredness of the diviner is upon you. Go back to your village.”
He did so, and thereafter, he did certain deeds, some of the minor feats that are performed by diviners. But
people had yet to recognize what he was, until he told them,
“I shall make fire. Put out your fires—put them all out!” (For, long ago, they used to keep a big fire going all
the time, a perpetual fire from which they could light others at any time. They called it nakapu teele.)
So all around Nguna, they put out all the fires. For he wanted to summon fire. He climbed up high in a tree. He
climbed up high and summoned fire. And a fire-brand from on high fell down and struck the earth. When it hit the
ground, people took it up, and used it to re-light the fires in all their villages.
On another occasion he heard that there was a dance on Emau. So he went. He arrived and there they all were
dancing. But no-one knew how he had gotten there. In fact, he had traveled by the deep, under the sea. And he
stayed there and danced, and eventually returned in the same way to his village, Farealapa. The dancing-ground
on which they danced was called Wowolapa and it is still there today.
Another time, the people of Utanilagi and the people of Farealapa were cultivating, cultivating huge fields. In
those days sometimes the people of Farealapa planted for the people of Utanilagi; and sometimes the people of
Utanilagi came to plant for the people of Farealapa. This particular time it was Farealapa’s turn to invite the
people of Utanilagi to plant for them.
(And that fellow Pakae had a son who used to talk back to him.)
So the entire village of Utanilagi went. They came to plant the yam fields for them. They planted and planted,
until it was almost lunch-time. But there was no food. All of Pakae’s sons, too, were planting; then this one came
home and said,
“Father, we have been planting and planting and it’s almost time for lunch, but we have yet to see any food!
What are we going to eat?” And he said to him,
“You go on back and I’ll be there shortly.” And no sooner had he gone than Pakae arrived. He said to his son,
“Go and call them to come into the shade.”
“But there’s no food! If they come into the shade, what will they eat? There’s no food.” So his son called to all
the people of Utanilagi who were planting,
“Come into the shade.” And when they were assembled in the shade, Pakae said to all of those people,
“Close your eyes! No-one may open his eyes. If you hear something, if you hear anything making a noise,
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don’t look.”
So everyone closed their eyes. They were beneath a banyan tree. Then they heard thumping, the noise of
packages of baked coconut puddings falling to the ground. But not one of them opened his eyes. They all had their
eyes closed, listening to the thumping sounds, until at last he said,
“Open your eyes!” And when they looked, they saw the puddings lying there in the shade of the banyan. He
said,
“Take hold of those puddings carefully and open them up.”
So they gathered them all up—they were still hot! Then he told them to open them. They opened them. But
then, they were afraid to eat any, because they had no idea where the puddings had come from. So he stood up and
they cut a piece for him, one with meat in it—all the puddings had meat fillings.\fn{ These are the most highly valued
kind of pudding.} And they were still steaming hot! So he ate first, then said,
“Don’t be afraid. Eat.”
Then everyone ate.
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All right, I will tell a tale from long, long, long ago. It was during a terrible famine. There was a woman, and
one time she wanted to eat native cabbage. So she broke off the edible tree leaves they used to eat. And she went
on and on, until she had walked very far away, and then she climbed up a sycamore tree.
And the woman was pregnant. While she was up high she stepped on a branch of the sycamore, breaking it,
and she fell. She fell and she was killed. But her child inside her survived. In fact, it was twins, two boys. They
stayed there until their mother’s body began to rot and they stayed inside for a long time and finally they were
born.
Then they stayed there, living outside of her. And they licked the tree leaves for the dew, which was the breast
for them. When it rained and the leaves filled with moisture they would drink it. Then they would go back to
where their mother had fallen. They went on this way until they grew big.
And one particular time they journeyed a little distance and discovered a large garden. There had been bananas
and every other kind of thing planted. But they didn’t know that these things were food. Then they saw birds
pecking at the ripe bananas. They said,
“Hey! Maybe this thing is food—something good.”
So the elder brother picked a banana and gave some to the younger one and they both ate it. They finished off
one tree’s fruit and went to the foot of another. So they stayed there, and as they did, they grew bigger. They lived
there until eventually the owner of the garden came. As he approached he thought he heard the two talking, in his
garden. When he appeared he saw them and said,
“Where did you come from?” And one of them said,
“We came when Mother climbed that tree and fell. We stayed there until Mother’s body began to smell and we
broke out from her and so we have been living here for some time.”
But the old man was not a human! He was a spirit of the dead. He said,
“All right, then! We’ll go to the house.” The old man intended to eat the two of them. So when they reached
the house, he told them,
“We shall look for taro and gather firewood so we can go home and prepare it for our meal.”
But, he was tricking them, so that they would gather the firewood and the food, but they were just to go with
the rest of the meal, because it was the boys who would be his food. And he said to the older one,
“You and I will go for firewood. But the little one will stay and dig taro.”
The little one started digging taro; but he didn’t know what the edible part looked like. So he dug up the roots,
thinking that was the food. The others went off and eventually returned, but the little boy still had not dug any
taro. They were all still in the ground. He had dug up only the roots as if they were the food. So his brother said to
him,
“Close your eyes!”
When he closed his eyes, his brother kicked at the dirt, and clumps of taro came flying out all over the ground.
So then they loaded up their baskets with them. Once they had finished loading them, they went home.
But these two children were very clever. When they were about to go home they cut open one rotting coconut.
Then they left it there in the bush. Then they went back to the house and saw his wife. They stayed there until
finally, in the afternoon, she said,
“We’re about to eat. Where are you two going?”
“Nowhere. We’re just going for a walk.”
They went off and cut bamboo, two lengths of bamboo. They cut it and filled it with flies, blue-flies that had
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been on the coconut. They filled the bamboo, then stopped up the ends and took it to the house. They also drilled
small holes in the coconut with the point of a knife. Then they took these to the house.
When they had finished their meal that evening, the spirit man decided that he would kill them later that night.
So he started a fire in a certain spot where it would be smoky and he might get inside without their seeing him.
But they cut out the eyes of the coconut, all four. Then, in the night, he fanned the fire, until it was smoking, and
he went after them to kill them. But when he went, the flies were buzzing and it sounded just as if the boys were
playing. They also put on the four eyes of the coconut, two on the one boy’s eyes and two on the other’s, but they
slept. He thought,
“Oh! They’re still awake!” But what he saw shining were the eyes of the coconut.
So the two of them kept on snoring, sound asleep right through until morning. And the old man said to them,
“I was going to come and chat with you. I came but you were playing. So I went away again.”
But he was lying. He intended to kill them.
The following day he tried again, but they were very clever, those two children. They stayed for three days.
And he tried to get them over and over, but in vain. Then they told him,
“We’ve decided to go back, but we would like to drink a coconut first.” So the old man said to them,
“We’ll go to the path. One of you can pick a coconut.” So off they went until they saw a tree that was loaded
with fruit, and he said to them,
“All right then! One of you climb up.” And the two children said to him,
“No, we can’t; we’re just children. We don’t know which one is dried up and which one is just right for water
or which one is too young. We don’t know, so you should climb up because you’re an adult and do know. He
replied,
“All right, I’ll climb up.”
So the old man climbed up, climbing up until he picked a coconut, while they waited at the foot of the tree.
When he had picked it and was about to descend, they sang, like this,
“Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, throw it!” And he stopped to listen as he was starting to come down, and said,
“What did you say?”
“Nothing. We’re just glad that you’re coming down, so that we can drink the coconut.” So he started down,
and when he had gone a little way, they sang again,
“Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, throw it!” He said,
“What did you say?” They replied,
“Nothing. We’re glad you’re coming, so we can drink the coconut.”
He kept coming, and they kept singing, until finally he touched foot on the ground.
And they said, “Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, throw it!” and attacked him. They each had a club, so they both hit him
at the same time. They attacked and killed him. He lay there dead.
But they drank the coconut. When they had finished drinking it, they went to the house. They went and killed
his wife as well, and burned down the house. They burned it, and there it lay in ruins.
Then they went back, back to the place where they lived, and returned to eating bananas. They lived there a
long time, until they were full-grown. And they said,
“Let’s go back to the place where we burned the old woman in the house.”
When they got there, they saw a tree that had taken seed there and had grown. A huge tree had grown up there.
It was kava. When they went up and looked they saw that the base of its trunk was full of holes. They said,
“Something seems to be eating the roots of this tree.”
And as they were walking around the trunk, rats started coming out of it. They saw that the rats were
staggering. They said,
“Let’s come back for this. It must be something good.”
Then they went back, and began trying to find the village, but they didn’t know how to get to it. They kept
searching, going downhill toward the village. They kept on going down and down until finally they emerged at it,
and the people of the village spotted them. They said,
“Where have you two come from?” So they told them,
“Our mother was gathering leaves, then she fell; and we lived there in the bush for the longest time until
finally we grew up and now here we are—we’ve arrived.”
And their father was there; he was overjoyed. So they stayed a little while, then they went back for the thing
that had grown up on the old woman’s grave. They went back. They went back and dug it up. The two of them
dug it up. As they did, they noticed that the rats were chewing on its roots. And when they came out from the
holes in the trunk, they staggered. So the twins took it home. When they did, they brought it branches and all.
Then they planted the kava branches and prepared the trunk for drinking.
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So now once someone starts drinking kava, he will never be able to quit because of that old woman, because of
the old woman’s spell—her spell still clings to the kava. Today many people like drinking kava, on account of this
old woman.
11
All right, I will start with the tale about slit-drums, how they discovered the slit-drum.
Long ago, they had no idea what the joy of dancing was. Theirs was an empty existence. But there was one
fellow who made a big garden up in the hills in a place they call Lakenitapesu. He made a big garden there. And
he planted sugarcane and everything else. He staked up the big sugarcane stalks in his garden. And this particular
time he decided to go into the hills, to his garden. When he got there, he heard the tapesu birds, pecking at his
sugarcane. And he said,
“Hey! There’s something going on!”
And when he looked he saw the tapesu in amongst his cane pecking at it as if they were beating a slit-drum. So
he danced. He danced on the lower side of the garden; while the tapesu pecked at his cane on the upper side of the
garden. And when they stopped, he stopped, too. Then when they started pecking again, he went on dancing, until,
finally, they stopped but he kept on dancing so that the tapesu heard him.
When they heard the earth resounding, they flew off. And he needed to rest because he had danced so much, he
was sweating. So he went into the shade of a nagai tree and slept. He slept, until he had cooled off and he said,
“I must have a look at what the tapesu were working away at.”
So he went and saw how they had pecked at the sugarcane as if they were slit-drums. Then he picked up a
small stick and tried beating with it. He said,
“Well, perhaps we should make this thing into a slit-drum so that we could dance to it.”
So he went home again until eventually he returned. And everything happened just as it had the time before. So
he said,
“Today I’ll go and cut the sugarcane that the tapesu were pecking on for slit-drums. I’ll take them to the
meeting-house.”
So then he went and cut the cane, cut out the ones that the tapesu had pecked just like slit-drums. He carried
them off, and as he descended they heard him singing. As he carried the cane on his shoulder, he sang this song
for that kind of carrying a load:
Tapesu leading, tapesu leading.
Oh, off the tapesu lead.
They go to the gardens, they go to the gardens.
Oh, off the tapesu lead.
On they go pecking, on they go pecking.
Oh, off the tapesu lead.
On they go pecking sugarcane, on they go pecking sugarcane,
Oh, off the tapesu lead.
Io! Swa lele! We!

At that moment he emerged at the meeting-house. He threw down the sugarcane! Many people had heard him
singing as he descended to the meeting- house. So they ran there. When they got there they saw the sugarcane.
Then they took small sticks and tried beating on it! They said,
“Oh, now we must make slit-drums.”
But in the olden days they had nothing at all. No steel ax and nothing else. So they went to the bush and picked
out good trees, ones that were just right for making into slit-drums. Then they would set fire to one. They fired it
around the bottom, around the base of the trunk until it caught fire and after a little while they extinguished it and
knocked out the coals. When that was done, they set fire to it again. They continued doing this until finally the
whole tree fell.
Then in the same way they burned the top end of it. They set fire to the top until it caught fire then they
knocked off the coals. They continued doing this until the top also broke off.
Then they carefully turned it over to expose the part that would become the drum, the part of the log that they
would carve so that it could be beaten. Then they set fire to it once again. And they had certain stones they would
use for knocking out the coals.
When this was all done, they would then properly finish it. They went looking for stones along the seaside,
called vaatuvaro, with which they sanded it down, making it smooth. Once that was done, they could pull it
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upright.
There were four kinds of slit-drum that they erected and beat for dancing. And today we know of how slitdrums were made in the past, but they were originally discovered by the tapesu.
It was they who actually made the first slit-drum.
12
All right, I will tell the beginning of this story. It is not just a story, but it is true and actually happened.
On this particular occasion, the people of Malasoro, during the peak of the fruit season, were cooking and
eating chestnuts in the meeting-house one night. And, while they were there the people of Utanilagi decided to
have a feast. But they did not have enough pigs.
So they came and surrounded the village of Malasoro. And they went to the meeting-house, and killed a
number of people. They killed several Malasoro people that night. Then they took them home to their village, to
Vareanirogovai, Rogovainapau. And the Malasoro people had fled, and were scattered all over, so that they could
not tell who among them had been killed.
So when morning came their slit-drums cried out, calling them to the meeting-house in order to find out who
had been killed, who all were missing. When they arrived at the meeting-house, they saw that there were quite a
few—over ten men in their prime missing. And Makauliu, the chief of Malasoro, was worried:
“Ai! All the time we have lived here, we have suffered from the people of Utanilagi coming and attacking us.
They are devouring us. So it would be best if we left this place. But who would be willing to help us? I think we
should go visit Maripopogi in Malamea. He could look after us for a few years, and after that we’ll return.” So he
said,
“Who will go? I can’t say what man should go to see Maripopogi.”
But there was a man called Makauloova. He broke off a leaf of the namele tree that stood by the door of the
meeting-house under the banyan tree. He said,
“I will. I’ll go.”
So then he left, and he ran! He ran past Vanuatapu. (The namele leaf that he took was to prevent harm from
befalling him.) So he ran past Vanuatapu and on beyond Pogimao to Malanaruru, Komali. When he got there he
went to the dancing-ground of Masemata’s meeting-house. (Today it is I, Masemata, who have this meetinghouse.) And when he arrived, there was a man there—this fellow had been overseas and had brought back the
very first gun to Nguna—who pulled his gun close to him. (He called it Nakaulootu.) He could see that something
was wrong. So he said,
“Now then, you rest, for you’ve run a long way and you’re all out of breath. Then you can tell us what you’ve
come about.” So when he felt better, he told him, and he replied,
“All right. Stay here and I will go to the main meeting-house, Vareanimatawola.”
So he went to see him, to speak to the high chief, Maripopogi. And the latter said,
“Yes, fine. Let them come! And we will go and get them.” So the Malasoro man said to them,
“All right—you stay here, and, I’ll go ahead, and one day we will send word asking you to come and move us
all here.” So then they waited, until finally they sent the message,
“Come.” So Masemata shouldered his gun and went to Komalipokasi, to see Atugialiu, and told him,
“Today, we shall bring out the people of Malasoro and put them here on the land of the tapesu bird.” Atugialiu
agreed to this:
“Yes! That’s good!”
So they all went and led out the people of Malasoro. They kept coming and coming, but they had yet to build
any houses. So they carved beds for them that they called Beds in the Foot of the Banyan. And so they slept at the
foot of the banyan. It was their home. In the meantime they built houses for them, and when at last they were all
finished, they left the foot of the banyan and slept in their own homes. And they stayed a long time, some years.
They worked the dominion of the tapesu in the hills. They lived there until finally they decided that they would go
back again.
When the people of Malasoro first came and stood on that spot, they thought,
“Oh, this is a good place! It will spell the end of the violence.” (By saying “spell the end of the violence” they
meant that they felt they were safely hidden there.) And there is a spot there called “The End of Violence,” which
is so named after the Malasoro man who said that this would spell the end of the violence. So they stayed there.
They remained until they began thinking they might go back again, after a few years had passed. It had been
almost ten years when they said,
“Well, we think we should go back.” But the people of Malamea said,
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“Wait just a little longer.” And they sent off Masemata, saying,
“Go and see Masekaau. He is a diviner and he lives in his meeting-house, Matakudaalo. Go and find out what
the people of Utanilagi are up to now.” So he went to see him and Masekaau said,
“They’re not doing anything right now. They aren’t considering making war.” So he said,
“Good! We of Malamea and Atugialiu’s people will go. We’ll go and surround them.”
So that day, by night, they went, accompanied by the people of Tokolau and those of Komali. They prepared
food and at night they went and surrounded the meeting-house of Utanilagi. And there was not a word spoken, as
they stood, until daybreak when the Utanilagi women were getting ready to go to their gardens. They picked up
their baskets to go to the gardens and as they started out they came upon the men, who came after them yelling
out. So all the people made for the meeting-house! And the people of Malamea chased them towards the meetinghouse so they might set fire to it and kill them!
And Mariwota, the chief of Utanilagi, stood up and broke off a leaf of a namele tree that stood by the door of
the meeting-house. It was a gesture of peace, meaning that they should not kill them. Then the chief of Malamea
spoke to them, he said,
“It’s all over! You must not kill any more of the people of Malasoro! We will go back. But we will wait,
listening. If you attack them again, we will come back and burn your meeting-house down to the ground.”
Then they left. They went back to Malamea. And they began returning the people of Malasoro to their own
village. And they staged a great feast for them. The people of Malasoro put it on for the people of Malamea and
the people of Komalipokasi and Tokolau-Komali. They made a great feast for them. And danced until daybreak.
And the people of Malamea in turn put on a great feast for them. They made a huge feast, they danced, until
daybreak. Then they took them back to their village. They prepared their houses and everything for them and once
it was all ready they returned again to their own village.
The people of Malasoro never again met great violence from that time right up until today when the village
stands empty, devoid of people.
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I will tell a true story.
There was a man who lived in Pau, who was a maau. His name was Marikori.
Every morning when his wife had made his meal, and he had finished eating, he took his club and went to the
coast near Eton. There was a rock on the reef at Eton, not down at the beach, but back up on the shore. And it was
there that he used to go and sleep. And whenever he saw people passing by along the path he ran to the beach and
attacked them! Killed them!
And the people of Eton and the people of Pagopago did not know what it was that was killing people there.
Their leaders would go and identify the dead and take them away to bury them. It went on that way for a long
time. Then one particular time two Eton men said to each other,
“Eee! Soon all of our people will be dead. You and I must go and find out what this thing is that is harming our
people!” And the one said,
“I, I will go; but you must stay hidden.” The other replied,
“But are you still willing even though whoever it is might attack you and you might be killed?” He answered,
“Yes! I am.”
“Then I will hide.”
So off they went, to that place. A small path went down by the spot toward the beach, toward that rock. So the
second man hid there. Meanwhile, the one who was willing to die, went on until he struck the path and the man
Marikori came up along it toward him. He came up and attacked him. So the two of them fought! But the other
one remained in hiding. They kept on... until finally the maau defeated the man, and beat him, beat him to death.
Then he ran back to the rock and went to sleep, while the other man came back to the village of Eton, and said,
“I have discovered the thing that has been killing people.” Then he ran to Pau and saw Pau’s chief,
Marivaleawia. And he told him:
“It is your maau who has been doing this evil business, killing people along the coast near Eton. Today I saw
him. Another man and I went together and he killed him, and right now they are carrying him away to be buried.
So I came on here to inform you of it.”
But that man was still gone, still out at the rock. But his wife was at home. So the chief went and asked for
him. She replied,
“He’s out.”
So the chief took his club and threw it so that it landed in the wall of the maau’s house. (His throwing the club
like that meant that the maau was to be killed.) His wife looked at it, and said,
“Oh, I am appalled by this business. Perhaps he is the one who has been doing this evil deed.”
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He was still away, yet the old woman started baking and began making a meal. She kept at it until eventually
he appeared. It was already getting dark when finally he appeared. So she told him,
“You see the club lying there—this time they’ve found you out, found out that you’ve committed this evil
deed.”
And even at that very moment the word was going all around Efate. They would kill that man.
So by night the two of them made ready, baked. They cooked food-slices.\fn{ Large cross-sectional slices of vegetable
tuber; in contrast to the usually preferred pudding, which is made by first grating the tuber then mixing it with coconut milk .} And they
killed a pig, and cooked it with their food. In the wee hours of the morning they would flee! In the meantime they
got ready, gathering up all their belongings and packing their clothes until finally it was all done. During the night
they opened the oven. They packed up their food and the two of them escaped in the dark without anyone
knowing. Then they fled until they came to the main landing-place, Esno’s passage.\fn{ So-called because that the
moment this story was narrated, a man named Esno was the current owner of the spot being discussed.}
When they got there they stopped, until day broke and there were three Nguna men who decided to collect
shellfish on the reef. They took a canoe and off they went. Then they noticed the two people standing there. And
they said “Good Morning!” to each other. The couple said,
“Where are you going?” They replied,
“We’re going to the reef.” They asked in turn,
“And you—where are you two going?” They answered,
“We’re going to Nguna. You go to the reef and we’ll wait for you. When the tide comes in, come and pick us
up and we’ll all paddle over together.”
The two of them waited there while the others went on to the reef, and collected shellfish, shellfish of all kinds,
until eventually they were all done and the tide was coming in. Then they came back to see the other two at the
landing-place. Marikori called to them, “Come and eat!”—to the three men—“Come and eat!” So they ate. They
ate, and when they had finished, they said,
“O.K! Take all your things to the canoe.”
So the two loaded all of their things into the canoe. When it was done, the three men got in, one in the bow,
one taking the paddle, and one sitting in the stem to hold the line for the sail. And the one sitting forward had a
bow. (In the old days they could never be without all the weapons of war.)
Marikori took his club and stood on the side opposite the outrigger. The one who was steering had his bow.
And the one who held the line had his bow as well.
Then, there being a good breeze up, they ran smoothly toward the point of the small island, Pele. And as they
came close to shore, the one in the front shot him, shot the maau. But he pulled out the arrow and threw it into the
sea. Then the one holding the line tied it to the canoe and then he shot him! They both shot at him, but the one
who was steering stayed still, because all he had was a paddle. And they kept shooting at him until one hit him
squarely. And they were sacred arrows with which they were shooting at him. (The ones that will kill you in eight
days; eight days, then you die.) Then they went to shore, and Marikori cried out:
“Ei! You’ve destroyed me!”
Then they went ashore at the point. Today they call it “Point of the Mauu’s Canoe.” It was that fellow for
whom it is named. There the champion shoved off the canoe with his foot. He said,
“You go via the shallows, but I am going by land.” They took his wife, and they four went by canoe through
the shallows.
“But keep watch—when I throw sand up into the air, come back to the point for me, to Sweet Girl Point.”
So they kept going along until they came ashore at Tikilasoa. And then they saw him throwing up sand into the
air. So the canoe returned, to pick him up.
He lived for a short time—eight days—then he died. But the woman, his wife, remained. She was a member of
the fish clan. Her name was Leilega. She stayed until her husband died and they buried him, in the graveyard at
Tikilasoa.
Now at that time chief Marogoe was there, but chief Mariwota had not yet come. So Marogoe took the woman
as his lover, as his second wife. So they lived on there, and, eventually, she bore him two daughters. And in time
one of them married into Meere. Some time later the other also married into Farealapa. So the descendants of
those two, the couple from Pau, are alive today. One line of descent comes down until it becomes Willie Bertie,
who is now dead. But his children are still living. Willie Bertie’s mother also took her name, Leilega. So Willie
Bertie’s mother’s name was Leilega. And the other married into Meere. So some of those of the Meere branch of
the clan are alive today. They still have some female members.
It is Irene, and Norsi who are the descendants of that branch of the fish clan, and they are still alive today.
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Yes, I will tell a story about the heron.
When the tide is out, the heron comes, and catches small fish called lawo. They live in holes in the reef. This
particular time the lawo were upset. They said,
“When the heron comes it will kill us all and eat us!”
Then they went, and found an animal like a crab, small. They call it a chiton. They said to him,
“Can you help us?” And he said,
“Certainly! How can I help you?” They replied,
“When the heron comes to kill us, you catch hold of him for us.” And he said,
“Fine.”
So, later, the heron came once more to the sea to catch the lawo. He came along, until finally he was standing
right beside the chiton who was hiding. And the chiton caught hold of his leg! When it grabbed his leg, the heron
struggled, but the chiton was too strong. Then the heron sang,
Little chiton, big chiton,
Let me go, let me go!

Then, in turn, the chiton sang to the heron, he said,
The lawo spoke secretly
to me, I should trap you.
to me, I should trap you.

And the heron struggled desperately to free himself! But the chiton held tight. And he held onto him until
eventually the tide began to come in. Then the heron addressed this song to the chiton, he said,
Little chiton, big chiton,
Let me go! Let me go!

Once again the chiton sang his reply to the heron,
The lawo spoke secretly
to me, I should trap you.
to me, I should trap you.

He kept struggling and struggling but, finally, the tide came in. When the tide came in, the sea rose and flooded
over the heron.
Only then did the chiton release its hold. When he let go of it, the heron floated to shore. It was dead. It floated
ashore and the crabs came, and when it came to rest on the sand, they ate it.
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All right, I’ll tell a tale of the crab and the strongbak\fn{The rat.}
The two of them made a garden and fenced in everything that they had planted. They built an enclosure. And
when everything ripened, a wild pig went and ate the food they had planted in their garden. On one particular
occasion they went and the pig was in their garden, eating. It was eating yams and everything else they had
planted there. So the strongbak said to the crab,
“You go and block the entrance, and I’ll chase it. I’ll chase it around our garden.” He replied,
“Fine, I’ll block the gateway, where it got in.” So he blocked off the gateway.
And the strongbak chased it around and around the garden, until it tried to escape, right where the crab was
blocking it off. As it went by him, the crab grabbed its leg, caught hold of the pigs leg. And it was a big pig! Once
he had caught hold of it, the strongbak came up and they both held onto it. They kept holding on, and finally the
crab bit it, bit it to death. He bit the base of its throat.
Then they carried it out of the garden but, they had no knife. Then they saw the smoke from a fire up above
where they were. So they said,
“Hey! There’s smoke from a fire. Let’s go. We’ll borrow a knife to butcher the pig.”
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So off they went, but it wasn’t a person; rather, that thing was an ancient spirit who lived there in a hole in a
rock. They told him what they wanted and he replied,
“Yes, I have a knife, but I’ll come and cut it up for you.”
So the spirit went and got his big basket and then went down. He went down to them and cut it up for them.
When he had finished butchering it, and it was all cut up into pieces, he filled his big basket with all the meat.
And all he gave them was the entrails—nothing more. So the two of them took them and went down to the shore.
But they were angry.
“Aai! That old man took all the good meat. But, no matter. We’ll get to eat it yet.”
So they split open and cleaned the entrails until that was all done, then they cooked it, and ate it. But they
remembered seeing the spot where the old man had his oven. They stayed on the beach and, knowing this, said,
“All right! By now the meat the old fellow baked will be done.”
So they tunneled underground. They tunneled along until eventually they reached the place where the old man
had the meat in baking. They came out right at the oven where he was baking the meat. Then they ate the meat!
They ate and ate until it was all gone! All that was left was the bones. And, having finished eating it, they shat on
the oven. Having done that, they went back and filled in the place they had come from, their route. And that old
man waited there until evening, and he thought,
“Oh! I must take out my meat. I must take out my meat and leisurely eat it.”
And when he opened it—thinking that the meat was there—when he opened it, he didn’t see a single piece of
pork. There was nothing but bones. All there was, all over the oven, was the shit of the strongbak and the crab.
The two had eaten everything, and he said,
“Oooh! Those two! How did they manage to get in to eat my meat?”
Then he looked, and he saw the route they had taken.
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All right, I will tell, tell a tale, about fish, that is from long, long, long ago.
There they were and they decided that they would make war. And one said that he was higher and another said
that he was higher. So then they gathered to discuss it. They came together to discuss who would become their
chief.
So that he would make the decision and say, “No! We won’t go to war,” or “We shall go to war.”
So they discussed it many times. And they took all their weapons: spears, bows, clubs, and everything else they
took to the place where they were discussing it.
And this one time they had gone there, but there was one fish who had not been with them when they were
meeting. It was the whale. When he heard that they were meeting, he came to see them. And he asked them,
“What are you discussing?” And they replied,
“We are discussing war—whether we should make war on each other.” So, the whale said to them,
“No. I do not agree to it. I am the biggest fish of all of you in the sea—even in the whole world. It is I who am
the biggest of all. And I will not allow you to make war. We must be good to each other!” So all the fish said to
the whale,
“But what are we to do with all these dangerous things we’ve brought? To whom can we give them?” Then one
of the fish said,
“Give me all of your weapons for war. I alone will bear them.”
So they gave them to that fish. And everything they gave that fish remains to this very day. The name of the
fish is pakai,\fn{Probably the Ngunese name for the blowfish.} whose many spines originated when they decided to make
war on each other but he said, “Give them to me, I’ll bear them,” so that all those weapons of war became his
spines.
He took all those dangerous weapons and they are still there to this day.
17
There was a woman, and her husband who made a garden at the foot of a certain pool. And every time they
went there they noticed that their bananas were ripening. But some creature kept eating them! The two thought
that it was an eel. And they kept going, but they could never find the thing that was eating their bananas.
On one particular occasion they went back again, and found an eel climbing a ripe banana tree, eating the fruit.
But it was not an eel, it was a snake. And the snake’s mother had climbed up high, in a banyan tree. She was
watching her child as it climbed the banana and ate. When the couple got there, the husband saw it and he said,
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“Oh, now we see the creature that’s been eating our bananas! Today we shall kill it and then go home and bake
it.”
So the wife took her bag—her shoulder-basket—and brought it up close while her husband killed the snake,
thinking that it was an eel. But it was a snake. So he cut down the tree, it fell and he killed the snake, then his wife
put it into her basket which filled it right up. Then the husband picked up the bananas and they went home.
They went and baked it, along with all of its young. It had a lot of babies. But its mother was still up in the
banyan and saw them going home. Eventually it was done baking, they cut it all up into pieces, then made a
coconut pudding with it and made it into koovu.\fn{A special type of coconut pudding, into which bite-sized pieces of meat or
fish are placed before baking.} Eventually they ate, and it was night by the time they had finished eating their meat.
During the night, they heard a sound as if the whole place were shaking! It was its mother coming out of her
place. She was going after the people who had eaten her child. So in the night as they slept, it seemed as though
the shaking of the ground was coming closer to their house. And theirs was only a kastom house.\fn{A traditional
wood and thatch house, as opposed to the more modern concrete-block and corrugated sheet iron house.} When she got there, she
put her head went round one side and her tail round the other and they met in the middle across the doorway! The
children’s father said to them,
“I’d better go outside!”
But when he tried to get out, he was unable to get over the snake because it was so enormous! He couldn’t
climb out over it, so they all remained inside, every one of them.
Then the snake started squeezing the house. She squeezed and squeezed, until finally she snapped off all the
house-posts, and then it was over.
So they all stood up together inside the house and then she squeezed the people inside it! She squeezed them,
until it was all over!
Once they were dead, she released herself again, and ate everyone who was inside, then went back to her
place, the big banyan where she slept.
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I shall tell a tale, about a bird, named the dove.
This particular time he had been journeying through the bush, when it started raining hard. So he climbed onto
a tree that was floating along in a big river. It felt good being up on the tree, as it began floating down toward the
seashore. So he stayed there, standing on the tree … and eventually it was swept out to sea, far out to sea! It went
a long way out and he began thinking that he ought to fly back to dry land. But, it was already toooo far. He
thought,
“Oh, it’s really much too far. If I try to fly back my wings will surely give out and I’ll be killed.”
So he kept on drifting, and after a while he saw a large fish coming along. It was the shark. He said to him,
“Shark! Can you help me get back to shore?” He replied,
“Yes, I can, but I don’t travel in the open air. I travel in the depths of the sea. If I were to travel underwater, you
wouldn’t be able to hang onto me.”
So he kept on drifting. He thought he was going to die. And so he drifted on until he found a fish called masoni
—actually, the larger type, called takeo. So once again he said to him,
“Takeo! Can you help me get to shore?” He replied,
“Yes, I can help you, but I don’t travel in the open air, I travel in the depths of the sea. If I were to travel
underwater, you wouldn’t be able to hang onto me.”
So he kept on drifting. He lost sight of land! And as he drifted, he saw a turtle traveling toward him. So he said
to him,
“Turtle! Can you help me?” He replied,
“Yes! I often go to dry land. When I want to lay my eggs and bury them, I always go to a dry place. I can help
you. And I can travel either under the sea or on top of the sea as well.”
So then the bird abandoned the tree, and sat on the turtle’s head, and then on his back. And he started off, he
headed for land. The bird was so happy to be up on the turtle’s back. The two of them traveled along until finally
they were about to go ashore, and the turtle said to him,
“When we go ashore people won’t kill me, will they?” He replied,
“No, of course not, they won’t.” (For the turtle knew he was good meat. People liked eating it.) But the bird
assured him that “No” people wouldn’t kill him. So they went on; they went on until they finally came ashore and
he was about to let the bird off.
There were a lot of people going to the shore, carrying spears for fishing, for driving the fish into their nets.
And they saw the turtle on the shore, and caught it. They captured the turtle. Then they took it home. But their
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village was not far from the shore, it was quite close by. So the bird flew off and kept watching the turtle, feeling
so sorry for him, because he had helped him earlier. Finally, they put the turtle down, then the bird flew up into
the crown of a tree that stood right at the place where they had left the turtle. And he cried out, he cried and
danced. As he did, he spotted a rat. So he said to him,
“Rat! Could you help me, and I’ll repay you with ripe bananas? I’ll give the ripe bananas to you.” He said,
“But, what am I supposed to do for you?” He replied,
“You see the turtle they’ve left tied up here. I am going to dance in the top of this tree and the people will watch
me. But you chew through the rope with which they’ve tied the turtle up.”
So then, the bird sang out and danced in the crown of the tree, and all the people stared at this dancing bird.
But as for the rat—he was working. He was chewing away at the ropes, until finally the bird, watching the turtle,
saw him begin to crawl away, and at last he crawled right down to the sea.
So then the bird flew off. Then he flew back again to see the rat, and said,
“I give you these ripe bananas.”
And the turtle was gone!
So when the people went to look at their turtle again, it had disappeared. They said,
“Oh, that bird tricked us. It tricked us into watching it while something cut the rope with which we tied the
turtle. It was the rat.”
So now, if you leave a ripe banana inside the house, or in the sef,\fn{The food storage cabinet.} or wherever it
might be, a rat will eat it. Because the bird gave ripe bananas to the rat to be his food.
19
All right! I shall tell another tale, a tale about a chicken.
It was a hen.
One day she went to build a nest, and eventually she laid an egg. She laid her egg. And there was a banyan in
the spot where the hen lived, and there was a big snake living up high in it. He used to watch the hen sitting on her
egg. He thought,
“Oh, I’d like to be sitting on my egg, too.”
So when the hen had laid her egg she would fly away and be cluck-a-cluck-clucking, and the snake would
watch her. Finally one time the hen again went to sit on the egg, then she went away, and the snake came out. It
was a big snake. He wanted to sit on an egg, so he came out and sat on the hen’s egg.
So when the hen came back for her egg, she saw the snake sitting on her egg. And she clucked and clucked and
ran in circles around it! Who could help her and chase the snake away for her?
So she went off and found a pig. She found this pig and said to him,
“Hey, pig! Can you help me?” He said,
“What is it?” She said,
“I went to my nest and there was a snake was sitting on my egg.” But then the hen had second thoughts, “Oh,
no! If he goes and they fight, my egg will get broken.” So she went on and next she found a bull. And she said to
him,
“Bull! Can you help me?” He said,
“How can I help you?” She said,
“Well, I went to my nest and there was a snake was sitting on my egg.” But then she thought, “Oh, but the
bull’s foot is so big! If they fight his foot is so big he’ll crush my egg to pieces.”
So she kept going around in circles until she found an ant. The little ant came along and she said to him,
“Hey, ant! Can you help me?” He said,
“What is it?” And she said,
“When I went to sit on my egg there was a great big snake sitting on it.” He said,
“All right, I’ll help you.”
So the ant went and rang the bell at their meeting-house. And then all of the ants gathered, little ants, big ants,
they all came! There were a thousand times a thousand! Then, they went off after the snake. When they arrived,
he was still sitting on the hen’s egg. So one went and bit his tai; and another went and bit his head.
The snake felt them biting, and he began to move about. And he thought that was all there was to it, but there
were so many they just kept on corning. They kept biting the snake until finally he got off the egg. And they kept
biting and biting him until they killed him—all those little ants killed that great big snake.
So when the snake was dead, it lay there until it stank, then the ants shouldered it in tiny pieces and carried it
back to their homes, taking it for their meat.
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I
1/This author incorporates three separate treatise into the body of his autobiography. They have been detached from the narrative and
incorporated as the clearly delineated separate documents which they are as items II, III, and IV. In addition, American spelling has been
used for a few words, instead of English spelling. This is done in order to harmonize its format with the entry for the 19 th century. Finally,
in the interests of a standardized machine readability covering all text in the Protocol, the effect-capitalizations of single words Grace
Molina makes extensive use of in her poetry have also been eliminated; on the other hand, standard italics used for emphasis has been
substituted for words or expressions capitalized throughout.:H}
My father has had a great influence on my life and I have a great respect for him. I often go to him for advice,
and we have a very good father-son relationship. When I am home my father travels with me wherever I go. I
sometimes wish I had the traditional wisdom that he has. I am amazed at his knowledge of local customs and oral
tradition.
The older generation have not had the same advantages as we have today. This was because they could not
speak English and French and did not understand the European laws of the country. When my father dies I will
take his place in the family and inherit some of his traditional responsibilities.
Raga, or Pentecost as it is more commonly known, is my home island. Two tribes, Buie and Tabi, occupy it.
Traditionally the two tribes intermarry, and we follow a matrilineal system of descent and inheritance. As my
father is a Buie and my mother is a Tabi I also am a Tabi and so I do not have access to any land or property that
belongs to my father or his clan. All I can inherit is his title. Because I am the first son I become the leader of my
clan and the land when my uncle dies.
My father’s clan originates as far back as the famous woman, Nuenue, who was given the wisdom of weaving
by Tagaro, the Creator. Nuenue lived at Avulevule where my parents live now. Nuenue had a daughter called Anue
and a son called Vulevule. One night in a dream Nuenue was shown a pandanus tree and she was given the
wisdom and skill to weave pandanus leaves. She then taught her daughter the skill and they both wove fine
baskets and mats. Nuenue traveled from the north to the south and shared the wisdom she had been given by
Tagaro with other women. She was respected by the chiefs and in return for teaching her wisdom and skills
she was given land. As a result, my father’s clan has entitlement to land wherever Nuenue settled.
On my father’s side, one of my ancestors was a high chief of North Raga call Viralalau who lived at
Lavusaulu. Viralalau was a Tabi. His son who inherited the title was Viratamaevo. Viratamaevo’s son was
Viralumlum. When Viratamae died Viralumlum went to live at Alolvanua and was a chief there. His son
Votmwasala, inherited his title. Votmwasala’s son was Molbwango, my grandfather. Molbwango’s son is
my father who is also called Molbwango. When I killed my first pig, the title given to me was Molbwango.
On my mother’s side, I originate from a high chief called Virasangvulu who lived at Atanbwalo.
One of our last high chiefs was Garaetabae who was well known both on Aoba and Raga. His sister was my
great-grandmother. My mother, Jean Manga, is a descendent of this clan.
*
My clan also originates from a chief, by the name of Bwiligaileo, who lived Atanbwalo and who is remembered as a man of great determination. He had brother called Loaha. Loaha used to take out Bwiligaileo’s
wife, so the two brothers fought over her. The fight went on and on and in the end Loaha took his brother wife
away and settled at Ataua, a long way from Atanbwalo.
Bwiligaileo loved his wife so much that he made great plans to get her back. One day he sat down near
rock and said to himself,
“If it is possible to get my wife back I should be able to see through this solid rock.”
He sat there and watched the rock with a determined and strong belief. In the end his eyes were able to
pierce a hole through the rock, and I was able to see a banyan tree which stood many miles away at Ataua.
Bwiligaileo then found a bird, a nabilage, and fed it with herbs used for attracting women. He sent the bird to
Ataua. His wife was weaving. When she saw the bird she called Loaha to catch it for her. They killed it and
both ate it.
36

At night she could not stop thinking of her husband. Finally she asked Loaha to take her back to
Bwiligaileo. Loaha, who had also eaten the herbs, took her back without any fuss.
This famous story is still told about this determined chief, known as “the man whose eyes pierce a hole
through the rock”. The actual rock is still there and can be seen today.
*
My father Molbwango is well known throughout Pentecost because he is descended from some very
important people in the island’s history. When he was baptised he was named Harper Lini, which is the name
the people know him by. He is a man who possesses a wealth of knowledge of songs, designs, stories and what
I would call “traditional wisdom”. In addition to that he is also well known for his work as a builder.
Throughout his career he has built houses and boats. He also built churches at Vureas, Torgil,
Lamalanga and Tagabe. My father achieved everything he did with very little education. He learned the
letters of the alphabet at Lamalanga mission school when it was run by Miss Marion Hadekkar. Later he
was taught by Miss Hilda Broughton and by Fr. Richard Godfrey.
Fr. Godfrey wanted to send him to Vureas School on Vanualava in the Banks Islands. At that time there
was a rule imposed by the Anglican Church, forbidding all those who had taken part in pig killing from
attending the school. Because of this he had to stay at home and he continued to receive education in both the
Raga and Mota languages.
At that time a college had been opened at Lolowai, and Fr. Godfrey, who was now based there, asked my
father to be his cook. They traveled around Aoba, Maewo and Pentecost. In 1926 the Anglican Church then
introduced the Melanesian Brotherhood to the New Hebrides and my father was one of the first members. As a
Brother he was based at Tabalia in the Solomons and traveled all over the islands. When he returned to the
New Hebrides he was based at Nduindui and worked with the non-Christians in Aoba, Maewo and Pentecost.
My father’s experiences as a carpenter and mechanic began when he joined the crew of the Patterson, the
Anglican Mission vessel. He helped to build Torgil School which was moved from the Banks to Aoba, and
then assisted with the construction of Lolowai Hospital. On seeing how good he was the Bishop decided to
send him to Norfolk Island.
By this time the Second World War had begun in the Pacific. My father heard that the war was getting
worse and Norfolk Islanders were being recruited into the army. Being afraid that he also would be, he
decided to stay at home. But the only excuse he could find to keep him on Pentecost was to get mar ried.
He never made it to Norfolk Island! European builders were at that time being recruited into the army and
the mission was looking for someone to build Vureas Church. My father got the job. He had the opportunity to
go to New Zealand and there he bought his carpentry tools some of which he still has today. On his return, he
started work on Vureas Church. After completing that job he returned home but by that time the war had
reached Solomon Islands. The government was recruiting workers for the American Force on Santo. My father
was in the second draft of recruits, and was among 50 people from Pentecost.
He recalls that the work was very strenuous. They had to work day and night and were allowed only five
minutes rest at lunch time. They were worried that the work was too hard and many people died. One of the
causes of this was that they were eating too much imported tinned food which they had never had before.
My father was the leader of his draft. He had assistance from Simon Gila of Lombaha, Bihu from
Vilakalaka, and Kaku from Malekula. He spent four months with the Americans. My father still talks about the
bombs that the Japanese dropped on Santo and still remembers vividly the concentration camp where the
Japanese were kept and ill-treated. After the Japanese withdrawal from the Solomons, my father return ed to
Pentecost.
A few months later the Catholic Mission asked him to go and build their classrooms at Saint Michel on
Santo. He spent eight months there before returning to Pentecost. Soon after this the Catholic priest at Loltong
asked him to go there to repair the Sisters’ house. He spent three months there. He then spent three months
building houses belonging to Leroux, two at Atanmado and one at Ambore on Aoba. Following all this he
traveled to Vila and built Harry Olen’s boat, which was called the Pacific.
When he was back at Pentecost the Bishop asked him to build the first Anglican Church at Vila. He accepted
and took the whole family there. After completing the church building he repaired Mr. Henin’s boat, then we
returned home.
He built several houses during the time we were back on Pentecost then we moved to Waileni on Aoba where
he built a church. Since that time he has built the church at Torgil School, the local council houses at North
Pentecost and North Malekula, as well as many private houses. His last job was the building of Lamalanga
Church. He decided this would be his help to the community. So in 1980 he completed the church which took him
eight years to build. He was helped by my brother who is also a builder.
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At seventy, my father is still a strong and healthy man. Now he prefers to live an easy life and feels he has
done his part towards the community. However he would like to see traditional wisdom preserved and is always
ready to help those who seek help from him. He is a very determined person who speaks his mind. He carries a lot
of respect on Pentecost.
*
My family background and Pacific traditions influenced my development. Before I move on to describe my
early years I want to explain the titles that have been bestowed on me.
According to Pentecost custom, a new-born child is usually called “Tan”. So when I was a little child I
inherited two names. One is “Tariure” which means “the boy of the world”, and the other is “Tarivevenu”
meaning “the whistling boy”. I inherited these names from my grandfather on my father’s side. My Christian
name “Walter” was also my grandfather’s name, and it was given to me after he died. The name Lini, which is
my father’s family name, in Raga language means: “to let loose”, “to set free”, “to let go”, or “to heal”.
Traditionally each boy at some stage has to kill a pig or a number of pigs and each time he kills a pig he is
given a title which is a little higher than “Tan”. The title I received when I killed my first pig was
“Molbwango”. The second name, I received from the next pig I killed was “Molkurua”. These titles were also
given to my grandfather and my uncle when they killed their first pigs.
Another chiefly title in Pentecost is “Livusi” which is usually given when you have killed a pig with a curved
tusk. This was a title which was given to me when I killed a pig at the opening of the seventh Vanuaaku Pati
Congress which took place at Labultamata village, North Pentecost. The full title given to me, “Livusi Daliure”
means “one whose responsibility is to care for the whole village, the whole island, the whole country, the whole
nation or the whole area”.
Another title was given to me by the custom chiefs of Tongoa, an island in the Shepherd Group. As a sign of
acceptance to a new rank. I was given a chief’s mat and a pig was killed by a local chief on my behalf. The title I
received is “Manu Rogoana” which means “famous bird” or “well-known bird”, in other words, “one who has the
right to speak over thousands of people”. The custom chiefs of Ambrym also gave a pig, and asked me to
ceremoniously kill it so that they could bestow the title upon me, “Mal Te Seli Hoo”. This means “the chief who
has the right to speak for and on behalf of the people who believe in Seli Hoo or Vanuaaku Pati”.
The chiefs of South West Malekula, after a custom dance was performed in my honor and a pig was killed by a chief
on my behalf, bestowed on me the title, “Tam Mal”. This name, according to Malekula custom, is bestowed upon
someone who has responsibility for many people. This honor was given to me in order to enable me to work together
with Malekula people as one of their chiefs.
Another country of the South Pacific, Western Samoa, honored me with a title during my first visit to Samoa as the
President of the People’s Provisional Government. The chiefs of Western Samoa did this so that we, the people of the
New Hebrides, should be encouraged to make sure Pacific principles are not lost and the heritage of our forefathers
continue into the future. I received the name of a Samoan Chief and warrior who had remained undefeated in every battle,
including the fight between the Samoans and Tongans. This honorary title, “Falefu Fafe”, entitles me to sit with their
chiefs in their meeting house when I am in Samoa. It entitles me to the full rights of Samoan chieftainship, and it is
something I value very highly.
I feel that these honors commit me to a path of responsibility in the South Pacific and to make sure that the Pacific way
is not lost. So until I die one of my aims will be to foster development the Pacific way, and to make this known throughout
the world.
*
I was born in 1942 at Agatoa village on the island of Pentecost. In those days there was no hospital so my
grandmother had to deliver me in our own nafangure, or thatched roof home. After I was born my mother became
very sick. So I was nursed by my grandmother and fed on goats’ milk for almost two months. During World War II
my father was working as a builder for the Americans on Santo. He sent American powered milk for my
grandmother to give me.
In those days my father was one of the few people who could build Western-style houses which had begun to
replace the traditional natangure. In 1945, after the war, he was asked to go to Port Vila to build the first Anglican
Church House. I went there with my parents. We lived at Tebakor, a suburb of Vila, and my father built the
Anglican Church House. It still stands at Tebakor, and is now used by the Apostolic Church.
My father went to Porovana on North Efate in 1946, to repair a boat which belonged to Mr. Henin, then the
owner of Porovana plantation. We used to paddle our canoes from Porovana to Moso, a small island off the
northern coast of Efate. It is still the same today. I remember returning to Pentecost in 1947 on Mr. Olen’s boat,
past the islands of Paama and Ambrym. Back home, we went to live in our old house at Agatoa again.
*
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I started going to school in 1947 when I was five years old. My sister, Hazel, was already attending the
Australian Missionary Sunday School at Lamalanga and I went with her. The school was run by an Australian
missionary, Miss Nellie Fagan who lived at Lamalanga. She gave lessons only once a week—on Sundays.
Children from all over North Pentecost traveled many kilometers to be taught by Miss Fagan. We played games,
sang songs, learned how to write the alphabet and to spell names of common things in Raga language. At the end
of the day we would all have a swim before going home.
We did not learn much and sometimes we missed a number of Sundays, but we enjoyed the fun of getting
together, listening to religious stories and stories of important people in history such as British King George.
At this school we were given a small book in which to write the alphabet. One exercise book had to be cut
into four pieces. We were asked to write the word “sugar cane” in the Raga language and then to draw a
piece of sugar cane.
One day we were told that each child on North Pentecost was going to receive a Christmas present. Boxes
of goods were sent from mission headquarters to be distributed. I remember being so excited about getting
Christmas presents. I went to this weekly school for three years.
In 1950 Fr. Mathias Tabe, who had trained as a deacon at Lolowai, returned to Agatoa and opened up
Nazareth school. The people got together and built three classrooms, one for the girls and two for the boys. I
started going to Nazareth School right from its beginning.
At first we were taught in Raga, but then Mota, the language of education in Anglican schools, was
introduced. We were taught to read and our first reading book was called Avoan Vagahi, which means “words
to learn” in Raga. We then used a book in the Mota language, 0 Vavae Ta Mota, which also means the same
thing. After we had learnt to read from that book we started on the series of Oxford English courses which
had been prepared for Papua New Guinea and Solomon Islands. I still remember reading books on Africa in
very simple English.
*
Our family moved from Agatoa to Lamalanga village when I was ten. I stayed on in Agatoa, living with
my grandparents, because it was closer to the school. Meanwhile Hazel was at Torgil Girls’ School on the
neighboring island of Aoba. One morning while I was washing my face before going to school someone
came with a message from, the headmaster to tell me that I was to leave that day to go to Vureas School on
Aoba. I was told that the boat was waiting for me but I had never left home before, so I was reluctant to
leave. I knew my parents and teachers were keen for me to go.
In the end I got on board, crying while the boat pulled away. There were three of us from Agatoa who
were going to the school. When we arrived at Lolowai no one was there to meet us, but we made our way to
Vureas, arriving in the evening. We introduced ourselves to the headmaster who then gave us our books and
showed us where we were to live. While we were at Vureas the education system throughout the country
began to change. From this time on all our education was in English.
During my time at Vureas school I was an altar boy. My job was to make sure everything was ready
before the services. I was a house prefect and I also worked as manager in the school bookshop. When I had
time I did other odd jobs like hanging out children’s nappies. I still laugh about the time I refused to hang
them out. The teacher’s wife asked me why I refused. I told her I had too much to do! She then told me that
the more senior you became, the more responsibilities were expected from you.
In the last year of my schooling I began to seriously consider what jot, I would do when I left school. While I was
still on Pentecost I had wanted to become a builder like my father. But one day, while I was trying to make a
hammer handle from a piece of wood for a friend who was baking bread for my father, he suggested that I should be
a priest rather than a carpenter. I remember reading a book on the life of St Francis of Assisi and trying very hard to
become a holy person like him; to love animals, birds and other people as he did. One night in a dream I saw the
angels coming down on the last day blowing their trumpets and saying,
“People who are ready to meet the Lord come with us to Heaven.”
Next morning I reconsidered my decision to become a carpenter.
*
I tried to pursue a number of different possibilities: one idea I had was to become a medical doctor. I sat the
examination and was ready to go to the King George VI secondary school in Honiara in Solomon Islands. At
the last minute, it was decided that only two out of those who had passed the examination should go, so I
volunteered to stay back.
Another night while I was still trying to choose what I should do, I dreamt that Jesus was leading me outside
Lolowai Hospital where people were kneeling to receive the Lord’s Supper. He went before me and I followed
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giving communion to the people. I felt that this dream was an answer to my prayers and I gave up the whole
idea of becoming a doctor.
At this point I still did not want to become a priest. I considered that it was impor tant for our country to
have qualified New Hebridean lawyers. I decided instead to become a lawyer. I told my teachers and they
suggested that I should go and work at Santo with the British District Agent. They said that later they would
send me overseas for a law course.
But at the same time I could not get the idea of becoming a priest out of my mind. While I was still
considering this my uncle came over from Pentecost, and while we were walking along the road one day he told
me that he thought I should become a priest. He told me that one of my other uncles had been a catechist for a
long time but had never become a priest, so I should.
I still had conflicting feelings about whether to become a priest or a lawyer. As I was preparing to go to
Santo and work for the British District Agent, the priest in charge of my old school at Vureas, Fr. Jim Hunt,
asked me if I would agree to work for a few months in the Diocesan office at Lolowai before going to Santo.
Since the Church had been responsible for my education I thought it was a good idea.
*
I finished school in 1960 when I was 18 and moved to Lolowai where I was put in charge of the bookshop
and school materials shop. At the same time I helped in the office of the Director of Education. I was
responsible for all the orders from the Anglican Church schools. All of this made it very difficult for me to
leave for Santo to study to become a lawyer. As time went by, however, I began to get frustrated because I was
not dealing with people but with books and other things. It was a dif ficult time because boats from other islands
would arrive with orders at impossible hours and I had to open the bookshop for them. This drove me to the
point where I felt I was making a big mistake. I had taken up a job which did not give me the op portunity to
meet and relate to people in the way I wanted to.
Finally, I decided the only way to be involved with others and to serve the people was to become a priest.
One evening while I was at prayer I became completely overwhelmed with the challenge that God had given
me. Try as I could I was not able to find any alternative to that of becoming a priest. So I dedicated myself to
becoming a priest.
After the service I went to see the Archdeacon, Derek Ratcliffe, who is now a retired bishop. I told him that
I had finally decided to become a priest. The following day Bishop Hill of Melanesia, who was first at Solomon
Islands, arrived at Lolowai, and after discussion and prayer he accepted me as a student for the ministry. He
decided that I should go to St Peter’s College, in Solomon Islands, the following year. My decision to become a
priest was a turning point for me.
*
At the end of 1961 I spent a three-month holiday in New Zealand in order to broaden my view of the
world. I had started saving up for this holiday three years before. I traveled from the New Hebrides to Fiji, and
then on to Christchurch, where I spent a month. I then visited other places in the South Island including Franz
Josef before going to the North Island. I spent two weeks on a farm, then spent some time in Auckland. I
visited students at St Stephen’s College, a Maori boys’ school in Auckland, and met a variety of people. This
was a very stimulating experience.
From 1962 to 1965 I attended St Peter’s College at Siota. In almost all examina tions I gained higher
marks that my fellow students. Because of this the college de cided to find a place for me at St John’s College
in Auckland, New Zealand. At the same time I was working so hard that I ended up in hospital for three
months suffering from severe nervous exhaustion. I nearly gave up all hope of recovery, but I decided that if
I wanted to get better I had to believe that I would. One night before I went to sleep I asked God in my
prayers to forgive me for doing too many things beyond my physical capacity and I asked Him to help me to
recover. The following morning I was able to stand up and was discharged from hospital.
Fr. John Bani, who was later to be closely identified with our independence move ment, and I got holiday
jobs with Burns Philp in Santo in 1965. We wanted to learn about the problems that existed in a company
like Burns Philp—things like management-worker relationships, the difficulties employees face, and
generally what it was like to work for a big company. I worked first as assistant shipping manager then I
moved into the main office and was responsible for the copra accounts.
In our spare time John and I helped to clear the site for the new Anglican Church building at Sarakata. We
helped establish the Rainbow Football Club and used to work every Saturday to raise money for the club.
It was at this time that I began to hear about what Jimmy Stevens was doing on Santo.
*
At the beginning of 1966 I began my studies at St John’s College. The course was difficult for me because I had not
40

been to secondary school. However, I worked very hard until I achieved a comparable level of English, and was able to
express my point of view, and to understand theology as well as the others in my class.
In 1967, my second year at St John’s, I began to realize that most of the teaching materials in books on philosophy
and theology were all foreign. They were either European or American ideas. There seemed to be very little New
Zealand and Pacific thinking in either books or lectures.
I began to grow uneasy about the way New Zealanders and Pacific Islanders were forced to learn theology, ethical
principals, philosophies, and ideas which were completely foreign to us. I felt that it was wrong for me to pursue my
theological studies in this way.
By the end of that year I had become even more frustrated. Everything was being taught without any reference to
my traditional thinking, to Melanesian culture and, the Pacific viewpoint. It was during those last months that I wrote to
the Education Director in the Anglican Church asking him to think seriously about including the teaching of
Melanesian culture in Anglican schools. I felt that this way people would begin to respect their traditional heritage,
culture, songs, dances, legends and stories which were fundamental to the future generation of the Melanesian people.
The Education Committee discussed the letter but said that they did not understand the point of my request. Even if
they were to include the cultural items in the school curriculum they confessed that they did not know where to begin.
They decided not to include Melanesian culture in school programs.
*
I finished my training at St John’s College in 1968. During my final year most of the Pacific Island students who
were studying in New Zealand, particularly in Auckland, decided to form their own association. We came from the
Solomon Islands, Kiribati, (formerly The Gilbert and Ellice Islands), Tuvalu and the New Hebrides, and so we called it
the Western Pacific Students’ Association. The aim of the association was to bring us all together, and to put us in touch
with one another so that we would not feel lost in cities like Auckland, Hamilton, Wellington, New Plymouth or
Christchurch.
We also felt it was important for students from these territories to begin to look at some of the very important issues back
home which needed critical consideration. To generate discussion and to make people aware of our concerns we
decided to publish a monthly magazine. We called it Onetalk which means “conversations between family and friends”.
I became the editor of Onetalk.
Our first edition was sent to the Solomons, New Hebrides, Kiribati and Tuvalu, and institutions around the Pacific.
We felt that through Onetalk people would begin to ask important questions relating to the life of their people. We
hoped the magazine would help them think about the ways in which they would like their countries to develop.
Towards the end of 1968 life in Auckland grew frustrating for me because I felt that the western ways and
influences there were almost overwhelming me. I think I got away from New Zealand just in time.
2
Living in New Zealand had been quite an experience. It was more than just study at St John’s College, it was
also the experience of living amongst different people with their diverse outlooks, beliefs and hopes. I was
convinced that the society I came from in the New Hebrides was a world apart from life in New Zealand. At the
end of 1968 I returned to the New Hebrides.
I was ordained deacon along with John Bani in February, 1969, at Labultamata. After that I spent several weeks
at home and then went to Solomon Islands where I assisted as deacon at the Cathedral of St. Barnabas in Honiara.
John Bani went to Vila.
In Solomon Islands I began to realize the gap which existed between Melanesian and European clergy within
the Anglican diocese. I worked with the young people of the Church and tried to pursue some of the questions they
asked. Both through Onetalk and through discussion groups we dealt with some of the more important issues of the
day. I also worked closely with pupils of King George VI secondary school and Pawa, a senior primary school, in
Honiara. At the local Kakamora Sports Club, which we started at the time, we also held discussion groups.
Based on the experience of those of us who had been in New Zealand, it was decided to publish a newspaper
called the Kakamora Reporter. It had the same aim as Onetalk and we hoped it would encourage Solomon
Islanders to express themselves to the public and to other Pacific Island people.
*
In Honiara I met Mary who was to become my wife. When we decided to get married, her parents were totally
opposed to the idea, but we were determined to go ahead. Her parents were against our marriage because they did
not want Mary to go away. The Bishop was unhappy because I had been well educated and Mary had not.
However he was willing to help Mary to decide whether she was going to be happy living in the New Hebrides,
away from her own people in the Solomon Islands.
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The day I was due to leave to go home on the mission boat the Southern Cross, Mary and I decided to walk the
four miles from where I was staying down to the wharf. We concluded that if Mary’s parents wanted to stop her
leaving and to take her back they could. But if they did not try to stop her, then she would come with me to the
New Hebrides.
From St. Nicholas’ School we walked down the hill, past her parents’ home, all the way to Point Cruz wharf
and boarded the ship. No-one intervened, so we traveled back to the New Hebrides together.
The plan was to give Mary enough time to decide whether or not she wanted to stay. After we had been staying
with my parents for two weeks the Bishop arranged a meeting with us all, to hear what Mary had decided to do.
Mary had decided to stay. She continued to live with my parents while I was living and working as a district
priest at Longana on Aoba, where I had gone in April 1970. In August of that year we were married.
*
The following year I began to think seriously about continuing the publishing venture which we had started in
New Zealand. The opportunity to put forward these ideas came when a number of ministers met together for an
ecumenical retreat at Mont Martre, a Catholic Mission school in Vila. I had taken with me copies of Onetalk which
we had published in New Zealand. At the end of the retreat, Fr. John Bani and I called together all the Melanesian
priests from the Anglican Diocese and the pastors from the Presbyterian Church and the Churches of Christ. We
asked them if they thought it was possible to do the same sort of things we had started in Auckland—that is, to try to
publish a newspaper.
We talked about it for a long time. They accepted the idea and it was agreed that we should go ahead. That
newspaper was called New Hebrides Viewpoints. It was arranged that all the contributors should send their articles to
me in Longana. However, it was a long time before New Hebrides Viewpoints was published, because the promised
articles were slow in coming.
At Queen’s Birthday weekend on Santo, 1971, Fr. John Bani and I met with Donald Kalpokas. We shared our
publishing plans and asked if he would be willing to contribute articles or ideas to the first issue. To our surprise,
Donald Kalpokas told us that he was thinking about setting up an organization to be called the “New Hebrides
Cultural Association”. We discussed this at a crowded cocktail party held at the British Paddock in Santo. We
decided to merge the ideas together and to form an association which would publish a newspaper as its mouthpiece.
Three months later we published the first issue of New Hebrides Viewpoint, and I edited it. There were about 25
copies of the first issue. These were sent to District Agents, to the two Resident Commissioners, and to some New
Hebrideans who could read English, and who later might want to contribute articles to the newspaper.
The results were tremendous. We received many articles and letters. I was asked to travel to other centers
throughout the country to explain more about the New Hebrides Cultural Association whose manifesto had been
published in Viewpoints. From these beginnings Viewpoints grew, and what we know today as the Vanuaaku Pali
was born.
*
Three months after the Cultural Association was established, the New Hebrides National Party came into
existence. Since then support for the party has spread rapidly from Aoba where it began, to Maewo, Pentecost, the
Banks, Santo, Vila, Malekula, Ambrym, Paama, Aneityum, Erromanga, in fact eventually the whole group. The
first Chairman of the New Hebrides National Party was Mr. Aiden Garae, who was based in Santo. Fr. John Bani
in Vila became Vice-chairman.
It was at the time that Fr. Bani and others were holding the first land demonstration in Vila that the second issue of
Viewpoints came out. This demonstration in October 1971 was held to demand that the French and British Governments
stop all land subdivision in the country. By the time the second and third issues had been published in 1972, people in the
Pacific region were beginning to be interested in what we were doing. So some of us met to decide on a place and a date
for a conference which would begin to plan what the Pacific people wanted for their future. At this planning meeting in
Suva, Fiji, I proposed that the conference be held in Vila. After a long discussion we all agreed that the conference
should be called SPADES which stands for “South Pacific Action for Development and Economic Strategies”.
The SPADES conference in Vila in 1973 stated its support for the New Hebrides National party plans for the country.
Soon after, the Presbyterian Assembly, which was held on Tanna, passed a resolution in support of independence for the
New Hebrides. I went to Tanna for the first time during that Assembly and at the same time I took the opportunity to visit
the John Frum movement center in Sulfur Bay.\fn{John Frum is a figure associated with cargo cults on the island of Tanna in
Vanuatu. He is often depicted as an American World War II serviceman who will bring wealth and prosperity to the people if they follow
him. He is sometimes portrayed as black, sometimes as white, from David Attenborough’s report of an encounter: “’E look like you. ’E got
white face. ’E tall man. ’E live ’long South America.” There is an historical article on the movement under the name “John Frum” in W. W
defines “cargo cult” as “in the Melanesian Islands a system of belief based around the expected arrival of ancestral spirits in ships bringing
cargoes of food and other goods. … In attempts to get cargo to fall by parachute or land in planes or shaps again, islanders imitated the
same practices they had seen soldiers, sailors and airmen use. Cult behaviors usually involved mimicking the day-to-day activities and
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dress styles of US soldiers, such as performing parade ground drills with wooden or salvaged rifles. The islanders carved headphones from
wood and wore them while sitting in fabricated control towers. They waved the landing signals while standing on the runways [of
abandoned WW II airstrops]. They lit signal fires and torches to light up runways and lighthouses. … Many built life-sized replicas of
airplanes out of straw and cut new military-style landing strips out of the jungle, hoping to attract modern airplanes. The cult members
thought that the foreigners had some special connection to the deities and ancestors of the natives, who were the only beings powerful
enough to produce such riches.” These cults are “millenarian movements encompassing a diverse range of practices and occurring in the
wake of contact with the commercial networks of colonizing societies. The name derives from the belief that various ritualistic acts will
lead to a bestowing of material wealth.” W:H }

The New Hebrides National Party was run from three centers. The Chairman of the National Party, Aiden Garae,
was in Santo with a very strong Committee. Another strong committee was in Vila under the leadership of Donald
Kalpokas, Peter Taurakoto and George Kalkoa, all of whom were in the British National Service. For this reason they
could not get openly involved in leading the Party. We on Aoba were responsible for the production of Viewpoints. I
was given the task of working very closely with others to establish a strong group of Party supporters on Aoba, North
Pentecost and Maewo. Funds for administration were received from the sale of Viewpoints. So for all of 1973 the
National Party was run from these three different centers: two were urban and one was rural.
At the Party Congress in January 1974 held in Owen Hall, Vila, the party leaders decided they should co-ordinate all the
work in one office. The members of the Congress agreed that the office should be set up in Vila. The Congress also decided
that there must be an elected president for the Party. I was elected National President and Fred Timakata was elected VicePresident. It was also decided at that meeting that the President of the Party should work full time because there had
been many requests from all over the New Hebrides for someone to go and explain what the Party stood for—its
aims and its plans for the future.
The Anglican Church was asked if they would give me leave of absence to allow me to work full time for the
National Party. The request was granted and from that date in January until now I have worked for the political
party. Since then my family has had to depend on the support and financial assistance that people throughout the
New Hebrides have felt that they could give to our organization.
*
After the Congress my family moved from Longana to Vila. Now that I was working full time it was easer to
move to any island whenever there was a request to explain our Party policy.
It was in May 1974 that we attended meetings at the United Nations for the first time. The invitation came
about in this way. The New Hebrides National Party had been invited to send representatives to a conference of
African states held in Tanzania. Barak Sope, Secretary General of the Party, and John Bani attended on our behalf.
At this conference, Tanzania and Jamaica invited us to attend meetings of the Committee of 24 at the United
Nations. Upon their return, the National Party leaders decided that I should be the one to go to speak to that
Committee which is responsible for decolonization. In the address to the United Nations Committee of 24 we
declared that the New Hebrides wanted to achieve its Independence in 1977.
*
Our aim in stating this objective was to put pressure on the British and French to accept a specific date for
independence. It was necessary for us from that time onwards to organize ourselves politically so that the two colonial
powers would readily agree to grant independence to the New Hebrides.
The National Party office at that time was based in one of Mr. Obednegosau’s flats at Tagabe, a suburb of Vila. A
little later we moved the office to a room in the house where I was staying at the Anglican Church grounds. But we
decided there was not enough room there for the office, so it was transferred to another room which was part of the
Anglican priest’s house. One of the rooms which had been built as an office became vacant so we rented it.
But the Church became concerned that people were thinking that the National Party was part of the Anglican
Church. The priest who was in charge at that time and the Church Council in Vila asked me to move the office away
from the Church building and grounds. We moved from that office to Mr. Francis Vovo’s old wooden house, which is
still standing.
We worked there for a few weeks while we were trying to find space in town. It had been decided that we should
move to one of the rooms in the Lolam Building which had just been completed. When we eventually moved we had
our office there for only three months, because the rent was too high. We then moved to the Ah Pow Building where
the office has remained since 1974.
We prepared for the 1975 elections from that office, and later from there we planned for the dissolution of the
Representative Assembly that had been formed as a result of those elections. It was also from there that we decided that
the name of our country should become Vanuaaku, meaning “My Land”, and that the name of our organization should
be changed to Vanuaaku Pati. In discussions held in this office we decided not to go to the 1977 Paris talks, on the
future of the New Hebrides, and to work for the setting up of the People’s Provisional Government.
*
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The next major decision that we made was to dissolve the Assembly which had been set up by the condominium
powers in 1977. We formed the Government of National Unity and planned for the elections of 1979. It was at these
party headquarters that we formulated our policy, set out our electoral platform, and stated the principles on which the
Vanuuaku Pati stands. We chose our present Ministers, our First and Second Secretaries, and our technical advisers
here. And it is still in that same building, but in another room, that we met and decided on pressures we could apply
both locally and internationally, to hasten independence.
Thus it can be clearly seen that the New Hebrides National Party and the Vanuaaku Pati were formed from the New
Hebrides Cultural Association. The Vanuaaku Pati has consistently struggled and spoken unceasingly against any form
of colonialism, and any tendency towards neo-colonialism. In particular we have opposed the way in which the British
and French governments in this day and age apply colonial tactics, continue colonial rule, and appear to encourage neocolonialism.
Now we are the Government. But the Government that we have today is the one we could have had in 1977 if there
had been elections then. The political problems we are facing today have been created because France and Britain
would not listen to our demands. They could never give a firm assurance that the Government which was to be
established after elections would be based on majority rule. This is why the People’s Provisional Government was
established.
There are many who say that the New Hebridean people cannot be united; there are many who have doubts about
the future; there are many who are very frustrated because they do not have what they want politically; there are many
who wish to have the French and the British stay on and rule in the New Hebrides.
But, there are many more people who wish to see the country achieve independence. They wish to control their own
land, run their own villages, organize their own islands and rule their own country—“this is the voice of the people!”.
We have constantly stood by the people and will continue to do so in the future.
3
The unique thing about the New Hebrides is that it has been a condominium run by the two colonial
powers, Britain and France. Their different languages, education systems, cultures, their systems of
government, their interests, and their future plans are all reflected in the condominium’s administration. A
combination of geographical, social and political factors has made the emergence of the New Hebrides as a
nation state a particularly difficult process: on top of the existing variety of Melanesian languages and
customs have been added the divisive influences of competing French and English cultures and languages, and
the frequently competitive activities of churches and missions. Disunity and polarization are negative aspects
of our frequently praised dual cultural heritage.
These factors have made the task of assuming leadership extremely difficult. Any person who aspires to a
position of leadership in a newly emergent country faces a variety of challenges. Some of these have to be met
before assuming leadership and some of these arise from being in a leadership position. As priest, party leader
and Chief Minister in the Independence Movement I have had to identify and respond to these challenges as we
have moved towards the creation of a new state.
*
The first challenges I recognized were provided by my own Anglican Church. As priest responsible for the
Longana District I was paid by the Church. When I was given leave of absence I was no longer paid by them.
My family had quite a struggle to survive because we had to depend on contributions from party supporters,
some of whom had very little money themselves.
If there were no donations, my family received no income. Sometimes I had to go to places disapproved of by
the Anglican Church. It was hard to go against Church teaching but I felt I must go and speak with the people
wherever I was invited.
Churches who listened too much to European missionaries and teachers also caused us problems. Some
tried to emphasize the separation of church and state. The advocated that ministers should not be involved
in politics.
“Anglican priests should be watched closely,” they said “for fear that they might convert everyone into
Anglicans.” This put pressure on me as an Anglican priest and as a politician.
*
The formation of the New Hebrides Cultural Association caused a lot of problems. Opposition to the
National Party came predominantly from the colons in Santo and Vila. They reacted against a political
group which began to question the basis of their claims to land ownership, leadership, and social
importance in the country. The formation of a political party by the colons, to counteract the New Hebrides
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National Party and what it was planning to do for the people of the New Hebrides is clear in the memory
of all our foundation members.
*
From the beginning the French Government was against the National Party and its growth. At one time
they tried to crush the party, but could not do so because the English government refused to sign the
authorization. The French Government’s open support for other political parties put further pressure on the
National Party They strongly supported the MANH Party (Mouvement Autonomiste des Nouvelle
Hebrides), the UPNH (Union de la Population des Nouvelles Hebrides), and the UCNH (Union Communaute des Nouvelles Hebrides). Only recently have the French allied themselves with Nagriamel.\fn{ A
separatist political movement initially based in the northern islands of the New Hebrides (later Vanuatu) during the late 1970s; believing
that the New Hebrides was not yet ready for independence and the modernization it would bring, it sought to delay the end of the BritishFrench condominium, and finally declared a separate nation on the island of Santo on the eve of Vanuatu’s independence in 1980. This
“Republic of Vemerana” was suppressed by force only weeks later by the Vanuaaku Party and soldiers from the Republic of Papua New
Guinea, but the Party survived this and has elected two members to the Vanuatu Parliament }

The French began to push very strongly for separating the New Hebridean politicians into Anglophones
and Francophones. As a result the gap between political parties began to grow. A major factor dividing the
people from a very early age was the two separate education systems taught in two different languages.
*
Yet another challenge came from both the British and the French Governments when they tried to devise
laws for elections which would compromise the rights of the New Hebridean people. The balance of power in
the 1975 Assembly is a good example of this. The British and French decided to balance the power of elected
members by appointing six representatives from the Chamber of Commerce, three from the Cooperative
Federation, and four customary chiefs.
*
Another tactic was to reduce the number of Melanesian voters by preventing the 18-year olds from voting
in the 1975 elections. For us, it was a challenge because we had to make sure that our people were not
trapped into a situation which they might regret afterwards.
*
Another challenge came from the French and British Governments who have tried through legislation to
frustrate the independence movement. Our movement believes in the democratic system as a way of
government which gives people a say in determining their present and their future. The French and the
British seemed to deliberately refuse to agree between themselves on legislation. There were many times
when they would not make joint decisions, particularly decisions that would have helped unify the whole
country.
*
One of the greatest challenges I faced when I became Chief Minister at the end of 1979, was having to work
within the administrative structure which had been designed for a condominium government. Working with the
dual administrative system, which many people have become used to, of the British and French national services
in the condominium has been difficult. Merging the three services into one is proving to be a major project.
Theoretically, it was intended that we should try to prepare for independence but in practice this has proved
difficult to do because of the many political pressures which have caused so many frustrating delays.
*
One of the greatest frustrations has been the conditions and counter proposals that Britain and France
have put on the New Hebrides government. An example is the appeal to the New Hebrides Government to
continue to negotiate with minority parties. In responding to this request we tried every way we knew, but
without a great deal of success. France and Britain none the less continued to press us to negotiate further.
We also faced pressures from the legal profession. There have been specific instances where supposed
experts have used their knowledge of the law to trap New Hebrideans. We found we needed to be very alert
to make sure that people did not fall into traps set by lawyers. Despite this we have sometimes been tricked
into situations and decisions that we have later regretted.
*
The newspapers have also added to the problem. Anyone who assumes leadership of a country must face
criticism. When these criticisms become personal it becomes a strain. At times the media can hinder the
direction of a leader’s thinking, and the way in which they deal with a leader’s ideas and views makes the
ideas seem stale and unimaginative. One must remain firm in one’s convictions to withstand this sort of
pressure.
45

*
Direct attacks and criticism from other political leaders, mainly those in the op position, are always a
challenge. Many people regard politics as a “dirty game”. They say you have to tell a lot of lies, to criticize
unjustifiably and to try in every way to discredit a person who is in opposition to you. As a politician and a
leader, I have had to live with criticisms and pressures such as this from other political leaders. Sometimes the
opposition turns what one says completely around and deliberately misquotes it in order to engender mistrust.
It is a fact that members of the Assembly and other politicians who are in opposi tion to the government
will oppose new ideas and legislation on principle, just because they are the opposition. Whether the ideas put
forward are good or bad they will speak against them and vote against them. One needs to remain alert and
have the ability to think fast and be prepared to react quickly at all times.
*
Traditional custom and culture, which are important and vital influences in our society, provide another
challenge for us. Some people, mainly politicians, have used culture, custom, and custom chiefs for their own
aims.
Custom and culture must develop freely, and should not be encouraged or forced by any European system of
legislation. Contemporary leaders have to be on the watch to ensure custom is not clouded by politics or
modernization.
Culture is difficult to define. It cannot be easily compared with western culture. It is a living thing and can not be
written down. It should not be a concept that one only believes in, but something that is spontaneously practiced.
Making sure that custom and culture is not being swallowed up by other things is another pressure the leader faces.
We may discover at a later date that we have completely mishandled the concept, and what remains is not a true New
Hebridean culture.
*
Looking at it from another angle, culture has also played a very destructive role in the incidents on Santo and Tanna.
People have used the idea of “custom” to totally contradict the idea of development and democracy in this country. On
Santo and Tanna custom has been carried to extremes by people who incorrectly claim they respect traditional ways. It
has become a political weapon and this has made it into something that is not Melanesian at all.
Consider the trouble caused by the secessionist movement in Tanna and Santo in their attempt to break away from the
central government. I could highlight ways in which through threats of physical violence, terrorist action began to gain
control in the township of Santo and on Tanna and Malekula. The break-away has developed, and been encouraged by
certain political groups who appear to believe that violence must be used to will a political point. The evacuation of
people from Santo and the fact that most of their belongings have been destroyed by the rebels also created many serious
problems.
*
The Phoenix Foundation poses yet another set of difficulties. This Foundation is an international organization which has
decided to associate itself with the separatist movement in Santo. The Phoenix Foundation has exerted tremendous pressure
in order to confuse both the Government and the people of the New Hebrides, at a time when all of us should be working
together towards independence.
There have been many instances of support given by the Phoenix Foundation to the separatist movement which have so
far been unrecorded. One is the smuggling of equipment into Santo so that Nagriamel Radio could be set up. Arms and
weapons of all kinds have also been secretly brought in for use by members of the Nagriamel. This makes it difficult to
understand what people in these opposition groups mean when they claim to want to do things in the “traditional way”.
The Melanesian way is a peaceful way. How can anything be achieved in a peaceful Melanesian way when people are
prepared to use sophisticated modern weapons instead of traditional weapons? Another instance of outside interference is the
planning of the takeover operations in Santo and plans for disruption after the declaration of independence. All of these things
we have been aware of since 1976.
*
These is also pressure from those who have deliberately decided to work against the unity of the New Hebrides. They
know that the only way to gain control over the people of the New Hebrides is to prevent independence so that the people
would not have the political power necessary to rule their own country. Various people have attempted to use divide and
rule tactics. This can be seen in the divisions between the French and British Governments within New Hebridean society.
The conflict between the custom chiefs, educated New Hebrideans, separate police forces, medical services and even the
French and English schools, all stems from this policy of divide and rule, and adds to the confusion of the New
Hebridean situation.
*
Day to day issues of government bring their own problems. For example, the decision about the use of joint
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forces in the New Hebrides: as a leader I had to decide what to do about the withdrawal of the French Gardes
Mobiles after we had asked for help, and at the same time I had to decide what to do about the British offer of a
military force.
I had to work out the best way to deal with the Tanna situation, the Santo situation, the independence
celebration program and about the rebels who have moved from Santo to Vila. As Chief Minister, I was expected to
deal with these problems within a specified time.
*
Public demonstrations have caused further frustrations and pressures. These have been difficult for the
government to deal with. However, we have been able to face demonstrations, and to handle them in such a way
that all protestations have remained peaceful, and people have remained calm and reasonable in expressing their
views. The experience gained from these demonstrations has been very beneficial to us.
*
One also faces the challenge of dealing with the everyday requests of private citizens, many of whom come
seeking help with their personal problems. They expect to get advice and assistance from their leaders and we
must help them to find answers to their questions.
*
Diplomatic pressures have also been brought to bear on the government. Governments around the world wish
to have closer co-operation and a good relationship with the government of Vanuatu. The Council of Ministers
must decide how far to be involved with and how to deal with other powers. One has to be very careful about how
to respond to each country and one must watch for many pitfalls.
*
There is also a continuous threat from the opposition parties and all those other people who do not necessarily
agree with either the French, or with the government. There were threats of attack on the venues of the
independence celebrations. I was worried too about the safety of those who planned to celebrate independence, and
of those who were directly involved in protecting the flag of the independent nation of Vanuatu.
The threat from the opposition of physical attack, and the fear of constant threats have to be faced every day
especially in Vila, Santo, and Tanna but also in all the other islands of the group. Threats like this cannot be totally
ignored by any of us in the Council of Ministers. We are prepared to face all these challenges because we
recognize that with independence comes new opportunities for us all.
I hope that by recording all this and by spelling out the dangers, the safety and welfare of all people of the New
Hebrides will be protected.
4
The political situation on the eve of the independence was the result of the New Hebrides Government’s
refusal to meet Paul Dijoud, the French Secretary of State for Overseas Territories.
In May 1980 he was scheduled to be in Noumea, New Caledonia, on one of his visits to French colonies,
and had asked the New Hebrides Government to send a delegation to discuss matters concerning postindependence aid and the date for independence. At that stage the New Hebrides Government had already
agreed to 30 July as independence date, and this has been sent to London and Paris for approval.
But as usual, the French and the British could not agree with each other. So the British approved the date,
but the French made conditions which would have to be met. The New Hebrides Government then decided that
because France had not agreed on the independence date they should not meet with Dijoud.
To the French Government in the New Hebrides, this was a show-down. Discussions were held in Vila with
Inspector General Robert, the French Resident Commissioner, Mr. Andrew Stuart, the British Resident
Commissioner, and myself as Chief Minister of the New Hebrides. Our Government made no compromise on our
position, and boycotted the Noumea talks.
As a result Inspector General Robert told the meeting that he did not care if civil war broke out in the
New Hebrides. He made it clear that it was his view that whoever would win the war had the right to rule. He
then informed Monsieur Dijoud in Noumea about the boycott.
That evening in Noumea, Monsieur Dijoud appeared on television and radio. In his statement he
encouraged French nationals and colons to continue their activities against the legally elected government of
the New Hebrides. At the same time he said that the French had agreed to 30 July as independence date. He also
assured them that the French Government would safeguard and protect their rights and interests.
Backed by his statement the French nationals and other European colons who had been using the so-called
moderate parties came to life. They confused the local Melanesians by telling them that the elected government
was not protecting their interests and democratic institutions. The local people were told that the only way to see
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justice was to demand and fight for the protection of French people, language, interests and in that way preserve a
future for the Francophones in the New Hebrides.
In the pre-independence political situation the French were totally confused. This came about because
originally they wanted Santo to break away from the rest of the New Hebrides after independence. It was also the
French intention that national unity in the New Hebrides should be achieved by compromise rather than through
democratic means.
The Phoenix Foundation, whose intention was also to encourage Santo to break away from the rest of the New
Hebrides completely disrupted the French plans. While both the French and the Phoenix Foundation wanted the
island to break away after independence, the Nagriamel and Vemarana leaders on Santo forced the breakaway to
take place before independence. This was not convenient to the French who wanted Santo to break away from the
rest of the New Hebrides after independence so that they could say and prove to the world that the New
Hebridean government and the New Hebridean people were not ready for independence. On the eve of
independence the French were still panicking over what happened on Santo and disturbed by the issues which
erupted on Tanna.
The Phoenix Foundation have also had their organization and agencies exposed to the world, especially to the
South Pacific region. This exposure has completely destroyed their credibility as a genuine and law-abiding
organization. They will now be known in the countries of the Pacific and the rest of the world as rebels.
*
What has happened recently on Santo and Tanna has shown that what the Vanuaaku Party has been warning the
people of Santo, Tanna and the whole New Hebridean population against is true. The Vanuaaku Party has warned
people to be careful of outside influences who use Melanesian people in order to promote their own interests and
achieve their own aims.
What happened on Santo and Tanna has clearly demonstrated to the New Hebri dean people that the so-called
moderates and independence opposition are not really moderates. They are terrorists and leaders who are hungry
for power and will not tolerate any democratic system. They will use force to get what they want at the expense of
a democratic system, a democratic principle, and of their own credibility. They are directly encouraging and
involved in present anti-government activities. They are totally against the legally elected and established
government, and their activities are being closely watched by regional and international political leaders.
The recent events on Santo and Tanna have completely destroyed the confidence that the people had in leaders
who have over and over again talked about the importance of “custom” in our Melanesian society. The taking over
of the police station and the District Commissioner’s office on Santo by force was not done according to the
traditional way. The terrorist activities which began in 1976 and are still continuing are not compatible to the
Melanesian way. The use of force accompanied by sophisticated European weapons is not the usual way in which
Melanesians solve their problems. Demonstrations over a person’s death, as an excuse for a political demonstration,
is not custom.
So in the weeks before independence people committed crimes and said that the government could not penalize
them. However they have lost the people’s confidence in themselves as leaders who believe in the Pacific way.
Recently Vemarana wanted to negotiate in the traditional way. This was good. But the negotiations did not
work—they cannot work with the present government because the government that exists now is based on
democratic principles. It is based on western and not custom laws. The police, the legislature, the administration,
finance, services, the media, the commercial organizations which we have today are based on western concepts
and ideas. They are not Melanesian. Therefore, for a political leader to neglect the laws that exist today means that
he is being irresponsible.
Such an attitude does not promote justice. The Vemarana movement, the Nagriamel party, the John Frum
people and the opposition party leaders will continue to talk about the importance of the Melanesian way but they
are pretending. The fact is that they do not negotiate in the Melanesian way.
*
It is also important to note that the Church has challenged the authenticity of the faith that people have in
Christianity. All Christians and Christian churches in the New Hebrides have been challenged. What will the
Church do about the many different church buildings in Santo? Are the churches going to do nothing but pray for
something good to happen or are they going to actively search for peaceful solutions to the crisis? Events will tell
where Christian churches stand in relation to justice and the rebels who try to rule by force.
*
The other area which needs to be considered is the relationship between government and commerce. After what
happened before independence it is becoming more obvious that some commercial ventures in the New Hebrides are
truly concerned about the welfare and rights of New Hebrideans. We know who are lawful citizens.
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We have seen firms, businessmen and women who encourage and promote peace and justice for the people of
the New Hebrides. The people now know who have their interests at heart.
On the other hand the government of the New Hebrides knows which business firms respect the government
and people. It has also been interesting to note the way the British government reacted to the French government’s
action. So now the government and people of the New Hebrides know who is their friend and who is their enemy.
It was sad to see the French reluctance and indecisiveness during the weeks before independence. People have
lost confidence in the French government as a direct result of the way they have handled events during this past year.
The government and people of the New Hebrides have seen the French supporting and encouraging the rebels on
Santo and Tanna. They have supplied weapons and ammunition and received support from the rebels in return.
The French government has openly supported the rebels on Santo through their officials in Noumea, its French
Residency in Vila and the police on Santo. In Vila, Inspector General Robert made a statement ensuring protection
for all French nationals, and others living on Santo. He assured them that only the French police would have power
of arrest and not the New Hebridean Government police.
In my view, the Melanesians involved in this rebellion are beginning to realize that they are being used to fight
against their own democratically elected government, their own interest, their own custom, and their own future.
While French nationals are feeling protected and comfortable, the Melanesian population involved in the rebellion is
confused and feeling lost. They do not know what the rebellion is trying to achieve. Some Nagriamel members from
Aoba, Maewo, Pentecost, Ambrym, Epi and even Santo are withdrawing from Vemarana because they realize that
Vemarana is not going to help them protect their interests or their rights and their future.
*
The government has successfully stood firm against the rebellion up to this date. The blockage of all communication with Santo in the period around independence affected businesses on Santo and also the people directly
involved with the rebellion. The blockage forced the French government to openly support the French nationals
on Santo. This action reveals the French attitude towards the New Hebrides government which they initially
supported and declared legal.
But we have successfully forced the British and French governments into taking action to maintain law and
order. Internal security is however, one of their forgotten responsibilities. The British government was able to
bring in the British Marines to use their presence to calm the tension in the country. The New Hebrides
government itself dealt with the Tanna situation which was at one point very critical but under control by
independence date. The government’s program of evacuating all Vanuaaku supporters, all government supporters
and all Commonwealth nationals from Santo went as planned.
The problems on Santo and Tanna did not hinder the independence plans and legislative programs that were
being undertaken for us to meet the 30 July deadline. The government stood firm and invited heads of other
governments and important guests to the celebrations despite the problems. We have been successful in keeping
the world informed on political developments. We have continued to hold frank discussions with Britain, France
and their respective Resident Commissioners in the New Hebrides.
In spite of criticism, demonstrations and threats, we have not moved or yielded. The government is taking the
necessary steps to hold the confidence of the people of the New Hebrides.
We have continued also to hold talks with the opposition leaders, even the ones behind the rebellion, and to
maintain a good relationship with the custom chiefs, church leaders and people. Apart from Santo, trading
between Vila and other islands is normal. The situation on Tanna and Santo has not hindered our representation at
the Pacific Festival of Arts, which took place in Port Moresby in Papua New Guinea in July 1980. The
government successfully sent the canoe Vanuatu to Port Moresby.
We were very successful in keeping the New Hebrides population informed of events on Santo, Malekula and
Efate. This had kept the people under control and helped maintain law and order. The last few weeks before
independence were crucial because of tension, fear and threats, but the government has stood firm on what it
believes. The government was aware that efforts were being made in London and Paris and locally to force the
government to make concessions.
Our government resolved before independence to continue to pressure the French and the British governments
until the New Hebrides Government authorities are allowed back to Santo. Internal security in the New Hebrides was
their responsibility and it was their duty to restore law and order on Santo. Our government has seen and evaluated the
different kinds of help that different government and European communities have given.
Our government resolved that if Britain and France could not solve the problem on Santo, we would take
action after independence. We had other options. The South Pacific Forum countries, the Commonwealth and the
United Nations were put on alert and were ready to assist. However, we stood by what we regarded as the rights,
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duties and responsibilities of Britain and France. They were responsible for these issues from the beginning right
up to the day of independence. …
II
Should the Church play politics? My answer is Yes.
The Church must play politics because Church and politics are two sides of one thing: man’s existence or man’s life.
The Church is a body which should uphold moral standards of justice. Politics is the way in which moral judgments are
effected, that is, it tears down that what is old and unjust and creates new structures through which right judgments are
channeled so that every man is protected from being exploited or robbed of his rights as a human being or as a nation
among other nations.
In other words, Church and politics are essential for man’s existence and one could not do without the other.
But we can argue that moral judgment belongs to man and not just those in numerous denominations. The Church
believes in the Spirit of God inspiring men in every society to recognize the standard of moral judgment which every
man has. The standard of morality we have today is both that which Christ showed us and that which the founders of
the world’s great religions have practiced and taught.
Maybe I have so far been too general, so I must be more specific. Why should Walter Lini stir up political awareness in
the New Hebrides when he is a priest in the Church?
I believe that, when a man becomes aware of the injustices in his society, he becomes restless and should react against
the structure of his society until justice is achieved. I am involved in politics because I am a man who knows the injustices
that we in the New Hebrides are facing. The economic structure in the past has really been evil and unjust; for example,
politically we had no voice in the running of our government.
As an Anglican priest, I have every right to play politics at this stage in the life of the New Hebrides as an emerging
nation. This is because there is injustice in the New Hebrides which has been created by man and encouraged by man
to exploit man. Who can sleep when his conscience knows there is injustice engineered by man towards his fellow
man? We can spend hours trying to define injustice in human society, but when do we start acting or working for
justice? I believe that we start now, in each respective field in which we work.
I believe that Jesus is the Way, the Truth and the Life. And I believe this because Jesus upheld justice for all mankind
and it is in His steps that I must follow. The Dives and Lazarus story shows us that the right of man is to be alive in his
society, in his country and in this world.
I would say that the minister of the Church who is aware of the injustices in his society has every right to condemn
the system and structure which bring about injustices to man, either in society or between one another. Does the
minister of the Church condemn from the pulpit? No. The right place is with the government and the people who are
the exploiters and with the people who are being exploited. It is important to work through the right channels in order
that the whole community is involved and decides which way to develop.
I believe with my whole heart that the church must play its role in politics. It must, here in the Pacific and
everywhere else in the world. And I would also say that of any type of development which takes place here in the
Pacific, we the people of the Pacific must judge whether it is development for justice or for injustice for our people.
I believe that the Church must play politics because its role today is not so much concerned with individuals as
with governments, which are responsible for changing the system and structures so that justice will come.
III
Mr. Chairman and members of this Committee, may I take this opportunity to thank you for having given my Party
this very desirable and invaluable moment to put its case for independence before you once again.
The New Hebrides National party wishes to make it very clear to the Committee of 24 that the information
transmitted to the Secretary-General of the United Nations by the Government of the United Kingdom and the
Government of France was prepared by the colonialists from both countries and in no way represents the views of the
indigenous people of the New Hebrides.
We sincerely believe that in order for the United Nations Committee of 24 to grasp the real situation in our Territory
a New Hebridean viewpoint must be presented.
The New Hebrides National Party represents the majority of the people of the New Hebrides and is demanding
independence by 1977. It is not new to you, but I shall relate the structure of the present national and joint
administration services existing in the Territory.
I believe that, through reports presented by the United Kingdom and to a certain extent and very recently by the
Government of France, by now you have a fair idea of how our Territory is administered: the duality of services such as
education, health, legal system, police and prison, broadcasting and, to make things more complicated, the two fairy
godmothers also rear their own children in separate ways.
50

The Bible of the joint administration, the so-called Anglo-French Protocol of 1914, clearly defines the establishing
of one joint administration but not the present form of a three-headed animal, as we have seen it in existence. We have
suffered for almost 70 years under this colonialist system of government, and we do not wish to encourage it any
further. The era of colonialism in this present day and age is diminishing rapidly in the Pacific region, and we should
not like to see our Territory end in violence and bloodshed in order to achieve independence.
An exchange of notes by Britain and France clearly states that they would like to see the New Hebrides attain
independence without mishap. Does the Committee of 24 really think and believe that this would be so?
Let me remind you that the duality of the system of government and administration has already divided the people
and, although the National Party has stressed unity in its struggle, the reality of one people of the New Hebrides is but a
dream. There is disunity among the population and the political parties, not to mention a separatist movement
engineered by a foreign faction, declaring unilateral declaration of independence in the northern part of the New
Hebrides.
How have the Governments worked to unify the people of the New Hebrides? I must confess that not much has
been done on this particular aspect.
The economy of the Territory is very much in the hands of the whites but the National Party’s policy demands a fair
distribution of income, especially to the indigenous sector. Land will be a major issue in the future and it is very
essential that the two administering Powers reach conclusions as to how alienated lands could revert back to the
original owners, the indigenous people.
Although outside investment could be encouraged in the New Hebrides, nothing very much has been done by the
administering Powers to see it operating, and it may be appropriate that the correct place in which to reach decisions on
such economic interests is the Representative Assembly. The question is: when will the Assembly be convened?
Apart from the problems facing the economy of the Territory, the National Party would like to see the joint services
decentralized. Rationalization must be implemented in accordance with the exchange of notes from London and Paris
and localization must be effected immediately. It is very disheartening to note that dropouts from former colonial
territories are still filling posts at the joint services that are run individually by the administering powers.
The National Party appreciates the fact that the two Powers have kept the United Na tions Committee of 24
informed of developments in our Territory. I have learned that our problems have been discussed, especially
by the Sub-Committee on Small Territories.
However, I must stress that the Committee of 24 must not take for granted everything that has been
included in the reports. Some things may be true but, to a greater extent, most would not be, due to the fact the
no New Hebrideans have had any say in such reports.
The stalemate resulting in the Representative Assembly not being able to meet is an unfortunate episode,
and it must be remembered that this is no fault of the political parties but of the two administering Powers. It
has been almost nine months since the general election and yet the House could not be convened.
Why is that? Is it because of the delay in getting the four chiefs elected or it is because of the election
disputes which have taken more than six months to process and which ended last month, with the result of
invalidating five seats in Santo?
Who devised the electoral rules, the parties or the Government? When questioned by my party as to why
the seats have been invalidated, the reply was: the Court found electoral technicalities.
Would the election have been more successful if the United Nations had supervised it or was it rushed upon
the people?
It is not for the political parties to call the tune in getting the Assembly to convene. I fear the delay in the
sitting of the Assembly is a deliberate political tactic by the administering Powers to delay independence in
the New Hebrides. The presence of the delegation from our opposition party in this Committee shows that
they are also concerned.
The National Party has expressed its dissatisfaction at the brief sitting of the Assembly to discuss the
election of the chiefs and denounced the Administration by declaring a vote of no confidence. Two parties
from Santo have declared that they would not participate in the bi-election. The members of the
Representative Assembly were promised copies of the Standing Orders of the Assembly. To date there is no
indication whether or not they will get them.
With respect to the Assembly actually carrying out its duties to the people with a pen ding bi-election in
Santo and the election of the chiefs, with no hope of the House sitting this year—the National Party deplores
the Administration’s handling of the whole affair. The Representative Assembly is the only solution to the
reconciliation and the progressive advancement of the political, social and economic deliberations which
would really unify the Territory and bring peace and prosperity to our people.
The National Party welcomes France’s agreement to go hand in hand with Britain in giving the New
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Hebrides independence. However, it deplores France’s attitude and unwillingness to participate in the
Committee of 24. This only shows that although such agreement sounds encouraging to the Committee of 24, to
the New Hebrideans who wish to have their goal achieved, it cannot be realistic in practice.
The National Party wishes to mention that France’s support of the Nagriamel separatist movement is a
deliberate move to unite other pro-French parties to create a united front against the National Party’s wishes for
independence, and it may not be surprising to the Committee of 24 that a Mayotte type of government may be
forthcoming for Santo Island in the northern part of the New Hebrides.
The National party does not regard the unilateral declaration of independence in Santo declared by the
Nagriamel movement as valid and will do its best to tell its followers that they are puppets of foreign and
imperialist institutions. My party condemns colonialism and imperialism in the New Hebrides and to an extent,
as far as France is concerned, in New Caledonia and Tahiti.
It is imperative that New Hebrideans should decide what their future would be, but not for Britain and France
to dictate to them how they should run their country. We have been dictated to for the last 70 years and we do not
envisage coping with it for the next decade. We do not want to be spoon-fed, but rather to be given the
opportunity to show the world that we also can do something.
Britain and France have created a problem in our territory administratively and consciously [by] advocating social
division, and have moulded the people to what they are at present. Would they be able to get them out of the hell they
have created?
This is a question of great concern to my party. We want unity, we want one government, one law, one education
system, one health system and an independent government of our own that is designed by us. These are political, social
and economic problems that need close attention, and this is the main cause for our party to bring its plea before the
Committee of 24.
We want to achieve independence peacefully, but, as progress has been hindered by the administering Powers and
certain political factions my party again asks the Committee of 24 to take a more specific step forward and help us
achieve our aims. We therefore request that the following be seriously considered:
1. that a mission should visit the New Hebrides immediately to ascertain the aspirations and wishes of the people
and to acquire first-hand information on the situation of the territory;
2. that Britain and France should grant independence to the territory in 1977;
3. that a resolution on (1) be formally adopted by the General Assembly of the United Nations;
4. that if Britain and France vote against (2) and (3) the New Hebrides National Party be accorded the right under
the United Nations Charter on human rights, freedom and justice, to call for a referendum, deciding which government
should leave.
Although the Committee of 24 may find it hard to agree to the question of a referendum, the National Party feels
that this is the only gateway that can be immediately implemented and it should be supervised by the United Nations.
I have given you a picture of a political party struggling to make people feel they are human beings, and we will
struggle to achieve our goal. I pray that God will guide you and all of us in our deliberations.
IV
Today we have reached a moment for which many of us have worked and prayed continuously for the last 10
years. And it was with very strong personal emotions—some 12 hours ago, just after midnight, that I became
Prime Minister.
Our road to independence has sometimes been exalting and at others it has been depressing. More recently it
has been deeply tragic.
But today we have arrived and today we shall start to travel along a different road which will be infinitely
longer and very much harder. From today we are responsible ourselves for making the decisions which will
influence the pattern of our lives and those of future generations of Ni-Vanuatu.\fn{ A name used to refer to all
Melanesian ethnicities originating in Vanuatu, and more generally to nationals and citizens of Vanuatu, whatever their ethnicity }
Therefore, although this is a natural time for joyous celebration it is also a time for sober reflection. Today we
join an international community which is wracked by tension—we join that community as one of its smallest
members.\fn{The population was estimated at 224,564 in July, 2011}Although we shall have a voice in the councils of
world institutions it will be a very small voice. In any event, for many years to come we shall be fully occupied,
here at home, in building our own nation and improving living conditions within our own frontiers.
However, within the Pacific region we shall not be strangers to the existing institutions and we shall not by any
means be the smallest Pacific island state. Internationally and beyond the Pacific we hope to build on our special
relationship with France and Britain. That relationship changes, of course, today but its continuing substance will
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place us in a select group of countries with Anglo-French links. I am thinking especially of the other island states
of Mauritius and the Seychelles but also of Canada and Cameroon. We hope that Vanuatu will be able to play a
useful role in cementing relations between the French-speaking and English-speaking Pacific island states and
territories.
There are many visitors here today from other countries far and near and they all could, I am sure, testify to the
fact that there is no such thing as an “independent” state: “independent” that is, in the sense given in the
dictionary. Indeed, all the countries of the world are becoming less and less independent in that sense.
Both financially and economically we can expect to be less independent than many states: we shall, for several
years to come, depend on external aid not just for our capital or development needs but also for our ordinary
government services such as education, health and so on. In order, therefore, to be politically independent we shall
depend on the good will and generosity of foreign aid donors—especially on Britain and France.
We are entitled to hope that we shall be able to exercise freedom of choice—in other words, independence—in
the ways in which we provide public services and change our society as we develop. At the same time we have to
face the fact that there may be external pressures on us both from large companies and foreign governments to
conform to their ideas rather than our own where the two may differ.
This itself will be a test of our determination and ability as well as a test of their generosity of spirit and the
result will, of course, be a greater or lesser degree of independence for Vanuatu. In this and other tests we shall
need guidance not only from God but from our own custom and traditional values.
We are moving into a period of rapid change rather like a canoe entering a patch of rough water: God and
custom must be the sail and the steering-paddle of our canoe. It will be the responsibility of successive
parliaments and governments as well as the chiefs to preserve our custom but not to preserve it blindly and
without reference to change. For custom has always changed with people’s ideas and it must continue to do so.
From now on the speed and the quality of changes will be for us to decide together: for all of us, for the
government, for your elected representatives in parliament and for the chiefs.
*
Just before I finish I should like to say something about national unity.
Our new republic will need the energy and the ability of each of its citizens in the task of nation-building and
national development. Indeed, for many years we shall need to import skills and expertise.
We cannot and we must not waste our talents in internal quarrelling. The spirit of unity—like the trees which
many of you planted as symbols last week—can only grow if it is nourished. The trees need water and the spirit of
unity needs to be nurtured in our minds. If we all want unity and harmony in Vanuatu we shall achieve it.
But we must work for it and I give you all my solemn assurance today that it will be the principal aim of the
government which I lead.
Some people are worried about the future: they want guarantees, assurances and safeguards. To these people I
say that their guarantees, their assurances and the safeguards are contained in the Constitution. Wholehearted
acceptance of the Constitution and loyal and effective participation in the development of Vanuatu is everybody’s
guarantee for the future.
The future of Vanuatu is bright, and it is important that we should be allowed to develop in the Melanesian way
on our own. As a nation we put our colonial past behind us and step confidently into a new future. We will go
beyond pandemonium to the independence of a free Pacific Islands territory, and look forward to taking our place
among the nations of our world.
265.99 Excerpts from Colonised People: 1. “Introduction” 2. “Colonised People” 3. “Integration Of Women”
4. “Women’s Labor” 5. “Democracy” 6. “Freedom” 7. “We Of The Never Never” Culled from the Internet: 8.
“Custom” 9. “Black Stone” 10. “Vanuatu” 11. “Traditional Leaders” 12. “Victim Of Foreign Abuse” 13.
Newspaper Mania” 14. Excerpt from “Insurgent Rebellion” 15. Delightful Acquiescence” 16. “As Need
Dictates”\fn{by Grace Mera Molisa (1946-2002)} North Ambae, Ambae Island, Penama Province, Vanuatu (F) 18
1
In a state of oppression women are multiply oppressed compared with men. Such is clear in Vanuatu. Vanuatu
is now free of foreign colonial domination but Ni-Vanuatu women are still colonized.
Non-native women citizens are often free from the forces oppressing native Ni-Vanuatu Women. They are
usually identified with the colonizer. They can walk into any job of their choice as can be seen today. The formal
education and training they have taken for granted was denied Ni-Vanuatu women. However, they too have their
problems which are of a different nature.
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Seven years after Independence, men are free, women are still colonized. To change this situation requires the
awareness, appreciation and understanding of both men and women within the society.
On the part of women themselves it requires that they rid themselves of, or free themselves from, the mentality
of the slave.
The slave mentality which destructively criticizes when praise is due.
The slave mentality which finds fault and finds excuses to drag down an aspiring woman when that woman
needs the encouragement and support of fellow women.
The slave mentality that believes it has a monopoly over all knowledge and over anything that can be of any
good in this Nation.
Women cannot get anywhere until they learn that every woman is important and deserves respect. That every
woman has something to contribute to the development of this nation. That we can all learn from one another, one
another’s efforts, towards our individual and collective efforts for the development of women and Vanuatu.
Ni-Vanuatu women cannot be free until they are free in their minds. Think for themselves. Make their own
decisions.
Ni-Vanuatu women cannot be free until they are honest with themselves.
Ni-Vanuatu women cannot be free until they learn to internalize and realize the difference between destructive
criticism and constructive criticism and actively apply in practice only constructive criticism of each other and
support one another in the exercise of their professional functions and responsibilities.
Ni-Vanuatu women cannot be free until they learn to rejoice with and for the success of other women,
experience vicarious pleasure in the success of other women, take courage from such experience themselves, to
strive to rise above their own oppressed status.
Ni-Vanuatu women cannot be free until the more advantaged Ni-Vanuatu women are willing, prepared, and do,
share their knowledge, skills and experience to promote and uplift those who are less advantaged.
Ni-Vanuatu women cannot be free until Vanuatu Leaders, especially the traditional, religious and political
leaders display concern for the people they lead as they do for their own personal interest and promotion.
Ni-Vanuatu women cannot be free until political leaders and their spouses begin to be honest in their thoughts,
words and deeds to implement and fulfill the democratic principles husbands are so good at parroting from
political olatforms for the consumption of an unquestioning electorate.
In this book, I invite the minds, hearts and goodwill of Ni-Vanuatu men and women and all who read this book
to focus their attention on the condition of women in Vanuatu and to work together to redress the injustice existing
in our society and to strive to create and build a truly egalitarian, democratic, just, peace-loving and Christian
Vanuatu.
2\fn{The words of this and the following four poems are expressed as horizontal rather than vertical stanzas:H }
Vanuatu supports liberation movements for the liberation of colonized people.
*
Clear articulations of support for freedom fighters in East Timor, West Papua, French Polynesia and
Kanaky\fn{New Caledonia}.
*
Vanuatu womenfolk, half the population, remain colonized by the free men of Vanuatu.
*
Womenfolk cook, sew, feed, clothe, housekeep, home-make, child-bear, healthcare, passively following orders,
instructions, commands.
*
Women are treated as if having no brain; as if having no thought; as if having no feeling; as if incompetent and
incapable.
*
Man’s colonial domination of woman is exemplified in the submissive subservient obedience to man’s rule and
authority, which takes woman Vanuatu for granted as a beast of burden.
*
Nineteen eighty-six statistics at Vila Central show that women are treated worse than cats, dogs and pigs.
*
When a pig, a domestic animal, is brutalized, there is a hue and cry and plenty of toktok.
*
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When a man—husband, lover, boyfriend, betrothed, intended groom, de facto husband—bashes, batters,
brutalizes, kills a woman, it is accepted, taken for granted, as the man’s right; therefore hemi bisnes blong tufala
nomo; therefore it becomes confirmed, legitimized, entrenched, accepted practice; therefore Vanuatu women
remain colonized people.
*
From 10.01.86 to 1.6.86 Seventy-three cases, a sample reads—struck on the head, lost consciousness.
*
Six months pregnant, kicked in the abdomen, punched on the head, perforated eardrum, scalp lacerations require
suturing; Kicked in the chest; Semi-conscious, scalp lacerations, severe hemorrhage, operation performed; Struck
with wood both sides of head, punched on the mouth and nose, haematoma,\fn{ A solid swelling of clotted blood within
the tissues} deep penetrating wound, fingers chopped off, epistaxis,\fn{ Bleeding from the nose} orbital haematoma;
Whipped with stirrup on back and buttocks, punched over truck, ruptured spleen and (R) Kidney, 2 major
operations; Pushed to ground striking head against table, haematoma (L) eye, ear and cheek punched on face and
mouth, suturing, facial laceration; Bruising on hands, legs, buttocks, laceration back of head; Punched in face,
struck on (R) forearm, kicked abdomen (R) shoulder and (R) hip, struck by stone, abrasions and haematoma on
forehead; Scratches limbs and back, kicked in axilla,\fn{ Armpit} punched (L) shoulder and arm, bruising on back,
fractured ribs.\fn{These appear to be the clinical details of nine separate assaults:H }
*
At least ten women a month in Port Vila alone—mostly bashed on the head and kicked in the abdomen and thorax
while pregnant—are admitted because their battered bodies require suturing, re-structuring, re-construction for the
next onslaught and slaughter, because Man is BOSS Man i Kat Raet; therefore in Vanuatu IT IS RIGHT according to
the thinking and practice of Vanuatu leaders, preachers, chieves,\fn{ “Chiefs” is probably meant:H} policy-makers,
custodians of culture and refinement, in politics, in church, in custom, according to the Melanesian values of our
extended family system, according to our Christian principles, according to our democracy and Long God yumi
stanap. These practices typify as well as exemplify man’s attitudes and covert colonizing behavior towards
Vanuatu women.
*
Women are prevented from developing their potential to utilize their own brains, exercise their own minds, think
their own thoughts, express their own feelings by man’s brute force, which suppresses, oppresses, exploits and
dictates Woman’s fearful submission to man’s insensitivity and inhumanity to Ni-Vanuatu womankind.
*
Colonialism is violence. Colonialism violates the spirit, the mind, the body. Colonialism violates the collective
right [of] all women. Colonialism violates individual right. Colonialism violates the human right of women to
human dignity.
*
Vanuatu preaches and supports the liberation of colonized people overseas, but at home is not prepared to
consider that women too are human; women too are people; women too have minds; women too think; women
too have feelings; women too have a right to be counted; women too have a right to be recognized; women too
have a right to be respected; women too have a right to human dignity; women too; have a right to be free.
*
Free to think, free to express, free to choose, free to love and be loved as woman Vanuatu.
3
We talk as if women are new-comers to the planet, as if women are new-arrivals hanging in the wings.
*
Women are mothers of humanity; women are teachers of society; as such women cannot lay blame on anyone for
their nonentity, because women are party to the maintenance of an oppressive macho status quo.
*
What needs to occur in the mind, consciousness, understanding and practice of men and women alike are these
prerequisites:
*
To accept women as fellow humans in the human society.
*
To accept and recognize the existence of women in the human community and society.
*
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To accept, recognize and respect the labor of women and the product of that labor as a valuable contribution to the
life, growth, development, progress, prosperity, perpetuity, prosperity of man, the human community, human
society and humankind by accepting, adopting, accounting for, quantifying, enumerating, remunerating the
product of the labor of women as a valuable essential and integral input by women into nation building, national
development, national life.
4
Women’s labor includes: sacrificing the female body to the process of procreation of the species homo sapien;
*
The sweat blood and tears subsequent to the pain, agony and trauma of childbirth;
*
The forced sacrifice by women of their leisure to the process of child-care and child-rearing;
*
The endless toil, chore, burden of life-long servitude endured by women for the maintenance of family and the
human society.
*
Other than the biological processes all other life-sustaining chores, burdens and processes ought to be equally
shared by the male and female of the species, of humankind.
5
Ideally democracy is government of the people, by the people, for the people.
*
Ideally assuming that people means men and women, male and female of the human species.
*
Ideally assuming male and female of the species homo sapien both accept each other, both sexes integral to the
procreation and perpetuation of their species.
*
Ideally assuming each values the rule of the other contributing to the whole effort to maintain their mutual
species.
*
Democracy assumes people, men and women, value and respect one another.
*
Democracy assumes people consider, bear in mind and tolerate one another’s realities, positions, views and
aspirations.
*
Democracy assumes the existence of basic freedoms to think and talk frankly.
*
Democracy assumes that decisions are made in the light of information brought to light in consultation,
conference and frank discussion.
*
Frank discussion is honest communication, genuine consultation, sincere conference requiring talking with as
opposed to talking to, talking at, preaching, lecturing, ordering, instructing, commanding, forcing.
*
Democracy at work and working generates consideration, toleration, respect of members for members within their
peculiar democratic context and environment.
*
Democracy is an extension of the family unit, at work in the wider community of the human society.
6
So precious, so valuable, so priceless, so intangible.
*
Freedom: a dream, an ideal, a fact, a reality.
*
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Freedom: a way, an order, a scheme, a system.
*
Freedom: a law, a practice, a lore, a life.
*
Freedom of the mind: to think, to express, to live, to exist.
*
Vanuatu women are limited, prevented, blocked, barred, bound.
*
Women see the benefits of freedom, but are denied that freedom.
*
Freedom: so illusive, so elusive, is denied, out of reach, of woman Vanuatu.
7
We are never never ready
We are never ever ready
not ready
before Independence
at Independence
since Independence
we are never never ready.
*
Not ready for this
not ready for that
we oppose
for opposition sake
we do
what our men tell us
we oppose other women
through the high office
of our men
because we ourselves
are never never ready.
*
Our men use
our behind-the-scenes
amoebic anonymity
for whatever they please
to make sure
women who are
the political workforce
get nowhere
because we are
never never ready.
*
We bungle and blunder
’cause we don’t even know
we spout out of note
being uninformed
our men want the power
so we can continue
to reap the benefits
while women who work
continue to sweat
unheard, unrewarded,
because we of the never never
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have men as lever Ever.
*
We of the never never
are never ever ready
’Cause we of the never never
are never ready ever
’cause we are ever ever
women of the never never.
8
Custom
is an English word
English
a confluence
of streams of words
is a reservoir
of every shade
nuance and hue
sharply
contrasting
Melanesia’s
limited vocabulary
supplementing
*
non-verbal
communication.
*
Inadvertently
misappropriating
“Custom”
misapplied
bastardized
murdered
a frankenstein
corpse
conveniently
recalled
to intimidate
women
the timid
the ignorant
the weak.
*
“Custom”
oft neglected
by non-conforming
advocates
the loudest
proponents
empty vessels ...
*
Theoretical
“Custom”
more honoured
in omission
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than commission.
*
A word
sandwiched
between multifariously varied
traditional vernacular
and accidentally
occidental
franco-britannic
life and lingo
perplexed
by pandemonic
condominium
complex
Custom is
as custom does!
9
Black Stone
Molten lava
solidified.
*
Solid
jagged forms
starkly
awe inspiring.
Black Stone
flowing free
from depths
unknown
a viscous form
coagulated.
*
Jet black
sleeping fortress
weather rock
come wind or shine.
*
Black Stone
hard
and obstinate
indelible
solidity.
*
Black Stone
bird of wealth
solid bedrock
dwelling of death.
*
Eternal essence
of immortal soul’s
steadfast fixture
founding Man’s
physical cosmos.
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*
Threshold
of the spirits
transfixed
to the stable
equilibrium
of constancy
and permanence.
*
Black Stone
immovable
immobile
Black Stone
10
Ageless Vatu
primeval source
of creative forces
ad infinitum
*
Vanuatu
our land
in perpetuity
our people reborn
for eternity.
*
The battle of wills
in the course of law
is frontier to
the untrodden path
of our development.
*
The birth-pains
of Nationhood
reverberate
by year
to temper
with duress
active democracy.
*
A melanophone\fn{Black-speaking; a word coined by the author}
philosophy’s
renata\fn{Born-again} thrust
thwarted
by bureaucracy’s
technocracy.
*
Autonomous
state-craft
a bitter-sweet
fruit
of sovereignty struggle.
*
Statehood
costs
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eternal
alertness
*
Pillars of the Nation
Vatu offspring
born of oblivion
in vexing rebellion
stay steadfast
Vanua`aku Vanuatu.
11
My grandfather
went home
leaving me a memory
of the Big Man.
*
A leader cares
for his charges
unquestioned
for loyalty earned.
*
The Chief gathers
wealth and amenities
basic necessities
for everyone’s need.
*
His dues he exacts
in time succeeding
successive generations.
*
People
revere
their patron
for generosity
and unfailing trust
*
Master mind
philosopher
reservoir of wisdom
custodian of culture.
*
Teacher judge
father friend
protector in war
provider in calamity.
*
He listens
in consultation
delegating authority
to subordinates.
*
Supreme court
and appellate
on custom law
and common sense.
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*
Advocating
a pantheon of deities
mediating between’
life and death.
*
Diviner
of supernatural
phenomena
in inter-relations
*
Arbiter of the Arts
natural scientist concocting
balms poisons medicines
and aphrodisiacs.
*
Familial patriarch
master
of melanesian mysteries
Lord of the Land.
*
Avid listener
to nature’s rhythms
in the silence
of the elements.
*
Acclaimed
accomplished
of peers
aged and sage.
*
Innocent children
equal companion
rapt
in charisma innate.
*
His aging pains
I never knew
while they who knew
respected distance.
*
He languished
for companionship
for friendship
respectfully distant.
*
My grandfather
followed his maker
in the twilight
of my life.
*
A monumental
memorial
mesmerizing
my memory.
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12
Vanuatu
suffered
the unique horror
of a Condominium
Colonialism
for seventy years.
*
Her natives
stateless
on their own land
while
exploiter
Colonisers
milked her
dry
of prime resources
and derived
benefits
*
The bid
for independence
violently
opposed
by forces
expatriate
smarting
from shock
to the pride
and ego.
*
Since
the beginnings
of political
awareness
Overseas
Media
plus
the so-called
“Voice of Vanuatu”
owned,
edited
and published
by expatriates
have been
systematic
in their
scrupulous
efforts
to ridicule
and portray
Vanuatu
in the worst
possible light.
*
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Their contacts
and correspondents
in Vanuatu
always
other expatriates
and self-opinionated
civil servants
well-trained
to know nothing
of Mainstream
politics
at any level.
*
The Government
of Independent
Vanuatu
is supported
by a rural
mass-movement
very different
from the
self-interested
petty bourgeois
dissident
urban fringe.
13
Newspaper mania
is the cultural
heritage
of the privileged
literates
of industrialized
nations.
*
It is a means
and a channel
of communication
and a force
for social
manipulation
and control.
*
The medium
of Newsprint
can make
and break
Governments
and men
in dictating
and shaping
public opinion
by subtle
and invisible
psychological
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Dictatorship.
*
Newspaper mania
and Press media
are neo-colonizers
being imposed
on societies
where very different
centuries old
means and channels
of communication
tested by eons of time
already exist.
*
On every island
News travels
like lightning
the morning paper
unknown.
*
Why ram
Freedom of the Press
down our throats
when our networks
and media
of drummed
tam tam speech
are as free
as the air
transporting
and broadcasting
information?
*
What truth
is there
in definitions
and descriptions
by an Outsider
who has never met
nor seen us
and is totally
ignorant
of our habitat
and environment?
*
Metropolitan
journalists
flock to Port Vila
crawling the bars
sniffing the farts
of other
transient scavengers
and go away
experts
on Vanuatu politics.
*
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How many newspapers
in Australia,
England,
America or Fiji
are owned by Ni-Vanuatu?
How many Ni-Vanuatu
are employed
by the Press media
of those countries?
NONE!
*
Let’s face it!
The so-called
Democratic
western Bloc
is not concerned
about Press freedom.
It is merely anxious
that none
of the teeny
pin-dot-speck
Pacific Nations
should have a Mind
of their own
much less assert it!
*
Never mind …
Independence
Forget …
mutual respect
and co-operation.
Freedom of the Press … ?
What a Laugh !?!
*
Freedom of the Press
for the WASP\fn{White Anglo-Saxon Protestant}
the capitalist
the metropolis
or its Satellites
means
freedom of the Press
for themselves
the tiny minority
they represent
the exploitative
interests
they want
to put forward.
*
They talk of rights
for journalistic license
meaning the right to print lies
to slander people
to incite violence
to hold one position
pretending that position
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represents the whole truth.
*
The voice
of the native masses
can never
find expression
in the journals
or publications
of their Free Press.
14
Native offspring
asphyxiated by
conflicting interests
of disillusioned Manples\fn{Warriors; a play on the name of a Port Vila reggae band, the Manples Warriors }
deluged by the flood
of alien faces
people, races
thoughts and philosophies
of thieving charlatans
scavenging social scum
holding forth
in myriad tongues
till earth to earth
dust to ashes
and ashes to ashes!
*
Master exploiters
sucking my being
dry of my lifeblood
grabbing acquiring, taking-over
all that can be taken
subjugating my people
to a life of servitude
hitherto unknown
in our schematic existence
Rendered stateless on our Earth
subjected to a living death
of intellectual colonialism
cultural genocide
psychological murder
and statutory-nonentity.
*
Forces of our creation
spirit of our ancestors
grappling with
the strangulating web
of foreign domination
through the inspired
souls of our living flesh
in our day and time
like fire and water
incompatible
forces of nature
separately effective
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joint calamities
jointly and individually powered
to force shape and form.
*
The imperial yoke in which
the forces of our origin
radiating through
the political sphere
generated a
simultaneous
action and reaction
among friend and foe
colonizer and colonized
native and foreign
men and women
employer and employee
encapsulating
New Hebrides politics
in a classic power struggle.
*
A developing sector
be it political
economic religious
or merely secular
is dependent on
co-operation and collaboration
the requisite atmosphere
conducive to the forming
of a foothold
home and base of operations
controlling the rhythm of life
that strangulating grip
on the pulse of life
emanating from mother Earth
the source of economic wellbeing.
*
The elusive spirit of Man
does not die with the
sapping of a life
the decay of a corpse
the enslavement of children.
Bonds, mere restraints
momentary staying
does not bind the spirit
which ventures free
in its appointed hour
to resurrect the dead
resuscitate the weak!
and instill living force
in the mind of men
to direct the course of life.
*
The renaissance
of melanesian consciousness is
the spiritual release
of a people oppressed
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pre-empting the common
recognition and allegiance
to the sole and singular
goal of state sovereignty
succeeding self-determination
and political autonomy
the flowering reverence for authority
in the reign of peace and order
proclaimed and maintained
by the people for the people
the blooming of a people fulfilled.
*
In May 1980
extremist political factions
by slight of tongue misnamed
Union of Moderate Parties
led by unthinking
and explosively high spirited
hot blooded pig headed
youngsters bullied
and egged on by cunning
Self-interested foreigners
exploiting the naivety
and gullibility of minds
closed to the treachery
of intellectual domination
and cultural colonialism. …
15
Everybody loves
a self-effacing
submissive woman
*
Vanuatu men and women
love self-effacing
acquiescing women.
*
For better or worse
we force
talented women
into acquiescence.
*
The power echelons
and hierarchies thrive
on acquiescent women
*
Vanatu pays homage
to foreign women
womanples ino gat ples.
*
Vanuatu supports
liberation movements
in other parts of the world.
*
Half of Vanuatu
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Is still colonized
by herself
*
Any woman
showing promise
is clouted
into acquiescence
*
Vanuatu loves
self-effacing, acquiescing
submissive, slavish, women.
16
A joker
cracks jokes
*
A nature
freak
extols
the beauty
of the golden
daffodil
*
A foreigner
raves
about
the orchid
exotica
*
A tourist
fantasizes
waving palms
white sands
glassy seas
*
The lonely heart
romanticizes
the glorious
sunset
and silvery moon.
*
My verses
not intended
as jokes
provoking
merriment
raise
issues
stimulating
second thoughts.
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The Eaton Church of Christ, Port Vila, Shefa Province, Vanuatu

The Malasitapu Presbyterian Church, Freshwota Suburb, Port Vila, Shefa Province, Vanuatu
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The Paton Presbyterian Memorial Church, Port Vila, Shefa Province, Vanuatu

The Cathedral of the Sacred Heart, Port Vila, Shefa Province, Vanuatu
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The Jonesville Uniting Church, Port Vila, Shefa Province, Vanuatu

The Bible College Chapel, Pentacost Island, Penama Province, Vanuatu
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The Luganville Baptist Church, Sanma Province, Vanuatu

The Church of Jesus Christ of the Latter-Day Saints, Malekula Island, Matampa Province, Vanuatu
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A church in Anawamet, Tafea Province, Vanuatu

A church on Ra Island, Banks Islands, Torba Province, Vanuatu

The interior of a church on Mota, Banks Islands, Torba Province, Vanuatu
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