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VITAL WAVE 
By Want Kiap 

I 
In early life time, I was a mirror 

6 ,Attracting every man's attention 
S And every man had an ambition to admire. 
But I had no choice of my own 

B @ Nor rights to make any decision for my future. 

My parents treated me like a small kid, 
They had the right to make decisions for me 
And so I had to follow them. 
But how did they know that 
Their decisions would suit me? 

I suffered greatly after they told me. 
Without them noticing 
I escaped safely from prison, 
With shallow thoughts I became 
An adventurist, an explorer, a prospector, a tourist, 

Three enjoyable years vanished 
And again I faced the worst problems 
That ever have come across------- 
Problems of being homeless, farkilyless, welfare-less,, 
Problems of having venereal diseases, of no friendship. 

Who has ruined my significance? 
Partly the' parents and partly myself. 
Obviously nobody will solve my problems 
So I must kick the bucket 
And that will leave no more worries. 

*****************YY* 

POETRY IS.. . By James R. Burns, Australian poet. 
"A special way of saying things,..thatts poetry to me. 

Poetry can be written about any subject. You don't have to 
know anything about poetry to write it. There m e  no rules, 
except the ones that impose themselves on you. The poem 
writes itself. Rules to poetry are something that critics 
discover about poems after they are written. 

"New Guinea has no poetry--or has it? I think there is 
a spring--in the legends and songs. In New Guinea, the 
past is closer to us than anywhere else. No one can make 
a future unless he knows the past. Here, you can look 
around and see the past--myths, gods, animals, smells, 
sound, food, colour, the taste of food. 40 find himself 
in his past--this is the job of a poet. 

"Poets are prophets of the people ... Poetry is a bigger 
view of life. ..The Poet opens a strange door. Songs--poems, 
it doesn't matter if no one ever reads them. Poets will write." 
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Why Mumu I s l a n d  Stands Empty 
S 

-- -- 4 
by P e t e r  S t ead ly  Ruasol 

Mumu i s  a  small  i s l a n d  o f f  the  Eas t  Coast of New I r e l and ,  
I n  olden days it was s a i d  t h a t  people d id  not  want t o  l i v e  
on it  a s  they  bel ieved t h a t  i t  was ve ry  ~oys t e r ious .  Peoplc 
who took t h e  r i s k  of l i v i n g  the re  met dea th  of some s o r t s .  
So f o r  many hundreds of years  t he  o ld  people along t h e  
mainland coas t  t o l d  hundreds and hundreds of legends abouJ; 
t h i s  b e a u t i f u l  l i t t l e  place.  My s t o r y  i s - o n e  of t h e  mmy 
t h a t  our o ld  people a r e  s t i l l  t e l l i n g  youngsters.  

Once upon a  time a  man and h i s  wife  l i v e d  on Mumu 
i s l a n d .  The name of the  m a n  was Babar and S i l a  was h i s  
wife.  No doubt about i t ,  Mmu was a  r i c h  l i t t l e  i s l and .  
I t s  t r o p i c a l  c l imate  enabled the  gardens and f r u i t  t r e e s  
t o  grow and bear  g r e a t l y .  

We can j u s t  -imagine how happy Babar and h i s  wife 
were t o  l i v e  on t h e  i s l a n d .  J u s t  a s  most New Guineans 

B 
do, Babar, being a  married man, b u i l t  himself a  f i n e  
v i l l a g e  r i g h t  a t  t h e  cen t r e  of the  i s l a n d .  The v i l l a g e  

t 
was made up of t h r e e  bush ma te r i a l  buildings--a s leeping  
house, a  k i t chen ,  and a  houseboy, o r  men's house. 

Babar and h i s  wife  were very happy a s  they shared 
t h e i r  d a i l y  a c t i v i t i e s .  That i s ,  Babar used t o  work i n  
t h e  garden whi le  S i l a  took care  of h e r  domestic dut ies:  
They were t h e  only people l i v i g g  on t h e  i s land .  

Babar was always busy and he would work from 7 o 'c lock  
i n  t he  morning till  6 i n  t h e  eveqing. I f  t h e r e  was moon- 
l igh . t ,  Babar r e a l l y  enjoyed working i n  the  cool n igh t .  

One c e r t a i n  evening i t  so happened t h a t  when the  
moon was s lowly r i s i n g  l i k e  a  s i l v e r  b a l l  on the  e a s t e r n  
horizon and the  b i rds  were s inging  joy fu l ly  on t h e i r  
r e t u r n  f l i g h t  from the  mainland t o  t h e i r  n i g h t ' s  r e s t i n g  
p l ace  on t h e  i s l a n d ,  Babar acc iden t ly  chopped off t h e  
thumb of h i s  l e f t  hand wi th  h i s  sharp  kq i f e ,  With a  
shock? poor Babar f e l l  unconcious t o  t h e  ground. 
Perspiration wetted h i s  sh ive r ing  body and blood s p i t  
ou t  from h i s  thumb onto t h e  ground. 

Af t e r  some minutes,  Babar woke up. He took a  piece 
of bush rope and p a i n f u l l y  t i e d  i t  around h i s  hand t o  
s t o p  t h e  bleeding.  I n  o rde r  t o  r e t a i n  s t r e n g t h ,  Babar 
chewed a  - b e t e l  nu t .  Of course t h i s  made him f e e l  b e t t e r  
and he was a b l e  t o  r e t u r n  home. However, before he 
headed t o  t h e  v i l l a g e . h e  wrapped some of h i s  blood i n  
a t a r o  l e a f .  He wanted t o  show h i s  wi fe  t h a t  he had 
l o s t  a  l o t  of blood. 

Af te r  wrapping the  blood he placed i t  on a  p i ece  
of l og .  He then  went i n t o  the  garden and harves ted  some 
food t o  t ake  home t o  h i s  wife .  Then he went s t r a i g h t  
home, f o r g e t t i n g  something. 

When Babar reached home he t o l d  S i l a  what he had 
done and only then  remembered t h a t  he had f o r g o t t e n  t o  
br ing  the  blood, S i l a  qu ick ly  helped t o  comfort Babar 
and soon he was e a t i n g  a  f i n e  meal, Babar then  t o l d  
S i l a  t h a t  he was going t o  br ing  the  blood pa rce l  t h z  nexi  
day. . . 



The morning,.was b r i g h t  and beau t i fu l .  The n i g h t  l s 
dew w a s  s t i l l  on %he-)leaves and t h e  a ir  was slowly l o s i n g  
t h e  c.oolness of the  morning. Babar dodged i n t o  t h e  garden 
wi th  the  hope of picking up the  blood. A s  he approached 
he heard human voices.  Going hea re r ,  Babar was su re  t h a t  
t h e  sounds were chi2drenls  voices.  He jumped over t h e  . fence. and s lawly inched towards t h e  spof  where the  sounds 
were 'echoing from. H e  w a s  s t r u c k  wi th  s u r p r i s e  t o  see  two 
handsome l i t t l e  boys chasing gkasshoppers among t h e  t a ros .  

Af ter  s t a r i n g  a t  t h e  s t r ange r s  he ca l l ed  them t o  him, 
The chi ldren  stopped and smiled a t  Babar. They were no t  
f r ightened .  There was  happiness and joy on t h e i r  faces.  

. - 

"come c l o s e r  t o  me," i n s i s t e d  Babar while s t r e t c h i n g  
out  h i s  hands i n  order  t o  reach  t h e  two chi ldren .  "Where 
h ~ v e  you two (tome from and what a r e  you doing here  at 
t h i s  e a r l y  hour?n he asked, 

b "Uncle, you l e f t  us  yesterday evening i n  t h e  moonlight. 
You fo rgo t  t o  tallre u s  home. We have been wai t ing  here  f o r  
you a l l  thryugh t h e  n igh t .  And now you have come.'' r e p l i e d  
t h e  boys. 

Babax w a s  g r e a t l y  as tonished  a t  t h e  s t range  informa- 
t i on .  They c a l l e d  Babar t h e i r  unc le  r i g h t  from t h a t  day, 
and he took them and h i d  them i n  h i s  houseboy. 

S i l a  was n o t  i n t e r e s t e d  in  t ak ing  care  of small 
ch i ldren .  Before she go t  married she had ea ten  a nKobolal' 
which caused h e r  not  t o  produce babies .  For t h i s  reason 
Eabar had t o  h ide  h i s  two nephews i n  t h e  houseboy. 

Acyway, S i l a  was n o t  t o l d  about t h e  two boys. In s t ead ,  
Dabar t o l d  h e r  t h a t  p l en ty  of young boys from the  mainland 
were going t o  occupy t h e  houseboy and t h a t  she was bound 
t o  prepare f o r  them. S i l a  obeyed h e r  husband and f o r  many 
yea r s  prepared and s e n t  food t o  t h e  "men". T r a d i t i o n a l l y ,  
women were n o t  allowed t o  e n t e r  t h e  houseboy. 

So Babar and h i s  wife l e d  a happy l i f e  on t h e  i s l and .  
S imi l a r ly ,  t h e  two boys were happy and were growing up 
s t r ~ n g  and young. 

I t  was on a hot  sunny day when every t h i n g  w a s  dry  
and b i rds  were hard ly  t o  be seen t h a t  t roub le  s t a r t e d  on 
t h e  i s l a n d ,  Babar w a s  out  working i n  t h e  garden and the  
v i l l a g e  was q u i e t ,  S i l a  w a s  i n  h e r  k i t chen  bu t  she made 
no noise .  She was busy weaving a basket .  The two lads 
i n  the  houseboy thought t h a t  S i l a  had gone t o  t h e  garden 
too ,  so they  began t o  p l ay  around a t  t h e  doorway of t h e  
houseboy. 

Suddenly a willy-wag-tail  f lew and s a t  j u s t  i n  f r o n t  
of t h ~  boys a t  t h e  entrance of t h e  houseboy. One of them 
exci-tedly took a s tone  and threw it a t  t h e  b i rd . .  The 
s tone  missed but almost h i t  S i l a  on t h e  head. Shocked, 
she d~opped  he r  basket and looked i n  t h e  d i r e c t i o n  t h e  
s t o ~ ~ e  c a e  from, and she s a w  the  boys. Purious,  she 
dl?. not  h o w  what t o  do f o r  a  minute. Then she a n g r i l y  
marclled to;\rards them and shouted and scolded them, 

"Why a r e  you so  angry wi th  us ,  curs ing  and c a l l i n g  
us all s o r t s  of names?" they  sa id .  "Dont t you I?a.ow t h a t  
-ern a r e  BsLarls  nephews. We d i d n ' t  r e a l l y  want t o  k i l l  
3Gi.l .  " 



Then S i l a  swayed wi th  g r e a t  ha t r ed  a t  them. She 
raused them,' i n s i s t i n g  t h a t  she w a s  t i r e d  o f  cooking f o r  
them. She gave no chanoe f o r  them t o  say  a word. 

The two boy's were now down i n  misery. Thei r  h e z r t s  
were empty and t h e i r  l i p s  were dry, They looked t o  t h e  
e a s t e r n  sky, t o  t h e  west,  t o  t h e  n o r t h  and t o  t he  south. 

, They s i g h t e d - n o W g g  but  sadness. The i r  eyes f i l l e d  with 
t e a r s ,  they l e f t  t h e  houseboy as S i l a  had commanded, and 
disappeared.  

When Babar r e tu rned  i n  t he  evening.he f i r s t  went t o  
s e e  about the 'boys.  But when he reached t h e  house he 

a heard a  voice  say ing  t h a t  h i s  nephews were gone. The 
voice  a l s o  t o l d  Babar t h e i r  reasons f o r  leaving.  

Babar, ve ry  sad t o  l o s e  t h e  two boys, then  k i l l e d  
S i l a  h i s  wi fe ,  burn t  t he  v i l l a g e ,  and k i l l e d  himself.  
The i s l a n d  Mumu became emptg, 

Between t h e  mainland coas t  and Mumu we can s t i l l  see  : 
t w o  huge s tones  s tanding  i n , t h e  water  and people be l ieve  
t h a t  t hese  were t h e  two b o y s - t h a t  S i l a  Raused. The 
b e a u t i f u l  and f e r t i l e  l i t t l e  Mumu has  been l o n e l y  and 
empty ever  s ince ,  

* * * * * * * . * * * * * * *  

The Unforgotten Memory i n  My Childhood. 

by Joe Mondia 

O n  C h r i ~ t m a ~ d a p ,  i9561;.ye were l i v i n g  a t  Nende,-a 
s m a l 1 , v i l l a g e  beside t h e  highlands highway i n  t h e  h e a r t  
of Chimbu. I t ' s  r a t h e r  a p i t y  t o  s a y  t h a t  t h e r e  were 
only  t h r e e  people i n  my family. Theee were Apa, my f a t h e r ,  
Kauna, my mother, who w a s  pregnant a t  t h a t  t ime, and my- 
s e l f .  

I t  was a . r e a l  f i n e  morning and everyone had gone t o  
Mass except my mother and I ,  who were i n  a  hu t .  This  w a s  
a  custom of t h e  Chimbu people,  t h a t  w h e n e  woman w a s  

. pregnant  she was allowed t o  s l e e p  i n  a d i f f e r e n t  house 
from t h e  r e s t  of he r  fami ly  u n t i l  t h e  baby was born. 
Usual ly t h e  man had t o  bu i ld  a "gakruaingu" ( a  small  hu t )  
f o r  h i s  wi fe  when she w a s  pregnant.  

I w a s  t h e r e  a s  a "watchboy" al though I was only f i v e  
by t h a t  t ime and cou ldn ' t  do much help,. 

Anyway, f o r  a moment t h e  gakruaingu was completely 
q u i e t .  Suddenliy my mother began t o  c ry .  I was a t  a l o s s  
about  what t o  do and I r e a l l y  f e l t  l i k e  c ry ing  too. Some- 
how I asked q u i e t l y  what w a s  wrong wi th  her .  With t e a r s  
running down h e r  f ace ,  she  t o l d  m e  t h a t  she was t h i r s t y .  
I then  rushed out  of t h e  gakruaingu wi th  a  nilmige ( a  
long  bamboo b o t t l e )  i n  my hand, headed f o r  t h e  brook 
which we used f o r  dr inking  water.  

,Although I seemed t o  be running I d i d n ' t  ~ e a l l y  g e t  
f a r .  I f e l l  almost every t e n  o r  twenty yards hedause 
t h e  n i lmige  was a  b i t  heavy and long. A s  soon. a s  I g o t u p  
I r a n  f o r  t h e  brook, which w a s  a q u a r t e r  of a  mile  away 
from t h e  gakruaingu. 

When I a r r i v e d  I he ld  t h e  ni lmige f l a t  on t h e  sand 
and t h e  water  rushed i n .  However a f t e r  f i l l i n g  i t  I w a s  
no t  a b l e  t o  l i f t  i t .  I f e l l  i n t o  t h e  water  w i th  t h e  
n i lmige  on t o p  of me. I got  up c ry ing  loudly  f o r  my 

(more) 



f a t h e r  but r ea l i eed  t h a t  I was alone, I e t a r t e d  t o  l i f t  
up the  nilmige and found it not  too heavy because some 
water had been poUrBd'out. I closed the  top with some 
bush leaves and carried i t ,  l i k e  a pieoe of a dead branch, 
on my shoulderr 

A t  l a e t  m i v e d  at  the gakruaingu and rushed in. 
My mother was i n  a d i f f e r e n t  mood. Spe was smil ing at  
me a s  I enterea but ahewas  not alone. -There was a s m a l l  
baby beside her, crying. I was do surpkised t h a t  I j u s t  
stood there  s t a r i n g  a t  the  baby whim she t o l d  me t h a t  t h i s  
was my s i s t e r .  I was so happy a t  t h e  word of " s i s t e r N  be- 
cause I had no brothers and s i s t e r s .  Two boys had been 
born dead. So I a ta r t ed  t o  jump around i n  the gakruaingu. 

Towards the middle of t h e  day my fa the r  returned 
from mass. A s  soon a s  I saw him i n  t h e  distance I ran, 
crying a t  t h e  top  of my voice, "na ambra!" (my ~ t i s t e r ) .  
How happy he was when I t o l d  him and he carr ied  m e  to  
t h e  gakruain$u. 

However, t h e  baby l ived  only f o r  an hour. I c r i ed  a s  
I helped my fa the r  to bury the  body. We buried her i n  
the gakruaingu and tocik my mother away t o  the  inguteka 
(main l i v i n g  house). She became very ill t h a t  n ight  and 
died. J u s t  before, she died,  ahe ca l l ed  me two times. 
"Wana, Wana1* (son, eon)' sand I mshed .forward and answered. 
But there  was no-voice from my mother again. I saw only 
my fa the r  standing over he r  bow. I stood the re  wi th  
t e a r s  ra in ing down my'face. When he looked a t  me, I saw 
h i s  t e a r s  f a l l i n g  too. A t  t h a t  moment our house seemed 
l a r g e r  'and completely emp-ky. 

A s  my f a t h e r ' s  l o u d ' e c r e m  raa$ through the  house the 
v i l l a g e  raBe t o  l i f e ,  There were men;:-wmen.'and chi ldren 

\ running towards our house. There were c r i e s  of s m a l l  
babies who had been awakened by the  noise. It was a t e r -  
r i b l e  sight, -that night  with people running back and f o r t h  
i n  the  darkness; In our house there  were people crying 
till dawn, when I saw my mother being buried. I couldn' t  
bel ieve she had gone and I c r i ed  f o r  days. For days and 
weeks I was so  lonely t h a t  I wished I was with my mother. 

+ + * + * *  + * + ) C * + * *  * . . . 
The Hunter Who Never Returned 

by Harry Omohae 

One c l e a r ,  beau t i fu l  morning as t h e  sun was r i s ing ,  
i t s  rays streamed,  through the cracks of a small hut  made 
from sago palms. The rays  lit the  room with a b r igh t  
*,hiteness. One of these rays  s t r e a h d  on t o  the  dark face  
of a f igure  sleeping with h i s  l e g s  and arms coi led  around 
h i s  dark, d i r t y  body as it l a y  motionless on the  hard 
wooden f loor .  

But! ...,........, suddenly he woke up. 
"Ha! so  the  sui has r i s e n  and I am l a t e , "  Heka sa id  

t o  himself, 
He had planned the  day before t o  wake up ea r ly  and go 

hunting f a r t h e r  west than he used t o  hunt. 
"You a r e  very l a t e  dear,"  sa id  Notisefa t o  he r  husband, 
"Yes! O f  course I am," answered Heka. "3ut i s  my 

breakfast  ready?" 
I1Yes, come and e a t  before you go hunting," answered 

Notisefa. 
A s  he was greedi ly  ea t ing  he heard the foo t s teps  

comi.frg quickly up the s tep .  , 

more 
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llHi!...;wh6 i s  tha t , ' oh . . . . i t t s  you my l i t t l e  Seme, 
Come.....come t o  your f a t h e r  before he leaves you," sa id  
Heka. 

Seme was the  only ch i ld  of Heka and Notisefa. They 
.loved hkr very much. They would do mything t o  please her,  
i f  t h a t  would be , the  last  th ing they bould do on t h i s  earth. 

"Where a r e  you going fa ther?"  asked Seme. 
ttYour f a t h e r  is going on a very dangerous hunting 

expedition, but  do not  ask me where," he answered. 

It was a custom t h a t  no one i n  the  family should 
h o w  where he was going t o  hunt. 

Seme came fo rwad  and s a t  i n  f r o n t  of her  f a t h e r  and 
sa id ,  "Pather, would you please take care? Don't ge t  
yourself  h u r t ,  because we do not want t o  loose you, our 
shining light.." 

"Oh, my Seme, my l i ' t t l e  bright  star, do not  worry 
about your poor f a t h e r ,  he can take care of himself," 
answered Heka. 

After  he had devoured h i s  breakfast  Heka took h i s  bow 
and arrows, s a i d  goodbye t o  h i s  family, and headed i n t o  
the  bush. 

L i t t l e  Seme watched cautiously a s  her f a the r  walked 
. away and disappeared i n t o  the bush. She watched a s  though 

he was going out of her  l i f e  f o r  good. Her fee l ings  caused 
h e r  t o  weep. 

"Why a r e  you crying, Seme?" asked he r  mother, 
sympathizing with her. 

"Mother, I do not want. f a t h e r  t o  leave us,  "she 
answered. 

"Do n o t  c r y  my l i t t l e  bright  s t a r .  Your f a t h e r  w i l l  
r e t u r n  t o  you, 'heJs not  going away f o r  good." 

l 

Heka headed toward t h e  west. He met many d i f fe ren t  
kinds of bush creatures.  Some were beautiful-looking 
and some were fr ightful- looking creatures.  Heka had no 
mind of shooting anylof them. 

Suddenly, there  i n  f ront  of him was a clearing.  
. He could a l so  hear the  h i s s ing  sound of water as it rushed 

along the  bank. 
"Ha!.. ..good I have reached the place,"  sa id  Heka 

t o  himself. 
A s  he reached the- bank, he could see the  r ive r .  I t  

was very c l e a r  a s  it  r e f l e c t e d  back the  blue b r igh t  colour 
ox heaven. He could see  t h a t  the  r i v e r  wound l i k e  a snake 
coi led  around a t r e e  branch, 

"Ha, it makes me f e e l  fr ightened t o  see  , t h i s  r i v e r , "  
he cr ied  to  himself. 

So he dashed i n t o  the  bush, Af ter  he had come back 
t o  h i s  own mind, he went out  hunting some distance away 
from the  r i v e r .  He hunted a l l  morning, but  f a i l e d  t o  
shoot one animal. He d i d n ' t  even f i r e  an arrow. It was 
no t  because he was pot a  good hunt.er, .hut. ,these was some- 
th ing  s t range about these creatures.  Heka t r i e d  many 
times t o  shoot them, but'they dashed off  before he could 
f i r e  an arrow. 

"Why! Why can ' t  I shopt.any of these creatures? 
Why do they run away when I want t o  shoot them, why.. . .why? 
Am I not  my f a t h e r ' s  son, who can shoot anything whether 
it  i s  moving. o r  f a r  away?I1 ., - ,  

.? .. 

, I .  > 

.? ,- . . 

more 
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Suddenly, unexpectedly, there came a hushing and 
hiss ing,  commanding voice behind h i m .  

tlYes,.,.why,.,.because you a r e  on somebody's 
property, You w i l l  never ' leave t h i s  property a l i v e  and 
you w i l l  never shoot any animals a g a i n , - f o r  you w i l l  be 
my meat," sa id  the  strange voice, 

When Heka heard t h i s ,  he turned around quickly and 
the re  i n  f r o n t  of him-stood, an enormous man. H i s  eyes 
were l i k e  lakes  stuck on h i s  mountain-like face and it 
seemed a s  though they would pop out from his  head, 

Heka was transfixed.  He couldn't  do anything, so 
he fa in ted  and f e l l  on the  damp leaves,  When he 
recovered, he found himself lyi*,: on the leaves i n  
a very dark cave. He stdod up nervously and looked 
cautiously around him. He was very fr ightened of the  
darkness, 

The words and t h e  appearance of the g iant  came streaming 
through h i s  mind. It made him shake a l l  over. A l l  h i s  
bonee seemed t o  be creaking. 

I n  t h e  midst of h i s  confusion, he made a l a s t  e f f o r t  
t o  g e t  out of t h i s  horr i fy ing place. But he never made 
it, He w a s  suddenly held by the neck and twisted around, and 
t h a t  was the end of him, 

Mother band 'daughter wept b i t t e r l y  a8 the  t r u t h  
dawned on them, a f t e r  they had waited f o r  f i v e  days,for  
the  re tu rn  of t h e i r  l i g h t .  There was never a l i g h t  i n  
t h a t  house again. 

......................... 
The Gazelle Home Planner 

By William La i su i t  
My journey was hard and weary. 
From my homeland I proceeded 
To redeem the  poorest ones, 
Who care not f o r  good home planners 

Several days I journeyed, 
Journeyed on across the  deep 
To redeem the  poorest ones 
Who care not  f o r  good home planners 

Yotlr ignorance inv i t ed  me 
To modernize your Gazelle homes. 
See what I would do fo r ,you?  

- Wait a while and you w i l l  see  

Fathers, c l e a r  the land,and I w i l l  s e t t l e  
To produce what you w i l l  need. 
See what I would do f o r  you? 
Wait a while and you w i l l  see 

Five good years have g a i l y  gone 
Since I l a s t  saw my homeland 
See my hands and g e t  yourselves 
The r i c h  f r u i t  tha t -you  longed f o r  

See my i s l and ,  what I have done... 
A l l  t h a t  I have i n  my good house? 
The cocoa t r e e ,  brave home planner 
ModerniEing every Gazelle home . . . . . . . . . . . .  
Thank you f o r  your f r u i t  
Gained we what we badly needed 
See the hands and g e t  yourselves 
The r i c h  f r u i t  t h a t  we longed f o r  



The Lips t h a t  ~ e v e i o p e d  i n t o  Human Beings 

Told by Zokanao . - 

High up i n , t h e  m i s t  of t h e  Highlands 'there -lived 
a woman with he r  p re t ty  young daughter Vieo, viz0 did 
most of t h e  d a i l y  work fo r  her mother because her  
mother's days were passing quickly. Vizo's  mother had 
promised t h a t  t h e  g i r l  could marry anyone of any age 
a f t e r  she hacl returned . . t o  t h e  dust. 

Vizo S h e a r t  was f i l l e d  with sadness and she did 1 
a l l  she could t o  please he r  m&. Af ter  the  days 
gardening, Vizo would g e t  the  water b o t t l e  and f e t c h  
water from the  nearby creek. Beside the  creek the re  
grew a t a l l  pandanus on which a beaut i fu l  pa ras i t e  
f lower grew. Everytime Vizo came'to f e t c h  water she 
would spend some time looking a t  the flower. She 
would wish t h a t  the beaut i fu l  flower was growing next 
t o  he r  house where sfie could see it a l l  the  time. And l: 

.- she would t r y  t o  s t r i k e  the 'f lower by using a long ! 
s t i c k  but she would never succeed, 1 

The beau t i fu l  p a r a s i t e  flower had been placed 
the re  by Urne Ume, a mosquitoe-like human being, f o r  
a s p e c i f i c  reason--to a t t r a c t  the  a t t e n t i o n  of the  
beau t i fu l  g i r l .  - . > 

Ume Umels plan had worked: &hen Viz? was agtracted 
by t h i s  p a r a s i t e  flower. But when they met Vizo ran  
t o  her  mother because Urne Urne looked strange and too 
ugly. 

But Ume Ume's flower a t t r a c t e d  Vizo so much t h a t  
she would not  give up v i s i t i n g  it. A s  time proceedea 
Ume Urne met Vizo under the  pandanus t r e e  and sa id ,  

"Ah young g i r l ,  why a r e  you always v i s i t i n g  my 
flower?" 

Vizo grew suspicious and sa id  i n  a low voice, 
"Your flower?" 
"Yes, t h a t ' s  my flower," 
"Well, ugly crea ture ,  how did you plant  it up there?" 
'IWell, I have got wings and I went up the re  t o  p lant  it,'! 

b 

And Urne Ume flew up to  the  flower and s a t  beside it. 
By t h i s  time Vizo was shocked and i n t e r e s t e d  t o  know 
more about Urne Umel's l i f e .  So she calmed herse l f  down 
and asked Urne Urne t o  come down close. Then Vizo p o l i t e l y  
asked Urne Urne t o  give her  a seed of t h a t  flower. 

He sa id ,  " I f  you promise t o  marry me and k i s s  me 
now I w i l l  give you the  seed of my beaut i fu l  pa ras i t e  
flower. There a r e n ' t  any more of these  flowers on 
e a r t h  except a t  m y  home. And no one knows how t h i s  
flower of mine grows. 

Vizo, seeing t h a t  her,mwn was s t i l l  alLve and t h a t  
she had promised t h a t  she would,only marry a f t e r  she 
had died,  asked Urne Urne p o l i t e l y  again i f  she could have 
only one s t a l k  of h i s  beau t i fu l  flower, When Urne Urne 
gave he r  one, Vizb'disappeared without saying a word 
o r  k i s s ing  Urne Ume, 

Before Vizo returned t o  see he r  muq the' heaut i fu l  
flower wasn' t  i n  he r  handrj a t ' a l l .  It had disappeared 
and had returned t o  Urne Ume. 

So from time t o  time, Vizo and Urne Ume had lovely 
and promising conversations. Urne Urne would give Vizo a 
s t a l k  of h i s  flower but i t  would always re tu rn  t o  the, 

(more) 
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nother,b$ant because she w a s  not  wi l l ing  t o  marry him. 

~ f t g r  Urne Urne had fed  up w i t h  Vizols  f a l s e  promising 
pol i teness ,  he decided- t o  l a y  his t r i c k s  and magic on a 
sharp s t i ck .  He planted the  sharp s t i c k  point  upwards i n  
the  gateway through which Vizo passed da i ly  t o  see  the  
flower, 

After  t h e i r  next  conversation, Urne Urne gave Vizo 
a s t a l k  of h i s  beautifhl. flower i n  the  usual  manner and 
once again Vizo disappeared. But when she t r i e d  t o  jump 
over t h a t  gateway, Urne Umels shmp s t i c k  ripped p a r t  of 
he r  l i p s  and she went home bleeding. 

A s  soon a s  Vizo had disappeared, Urne Urne came quickly 
to  the  ripped l i p s ,  picked them up, wrapped them i n  leaves ,  
and took them home. When he ar r ived he placed t h e  l i p s  
i n  a round pool of water and l e f t  them there t o  r o t .  

After  th ree  weeks Urne Urne returned t o  see  the  l i p s ,  
He was surpr ised  t o  see two bee's-larva-like crea tures  
swimming around the  pool. When Urne Urne went c lose  t o  
the  pool the two creatures  swam towards him. Urne Urne 
scraped some d i r t  and threw i t ,  t ry ing  t o  f r i g h t e n  them, 
but  the two c ~ e a t u r e s  intended t o  belong t o  him. So he 
caught them i n  h i s  hands and proved t o  them t h a t  he was 
so r ry  f o r  throwing the d i r t ,  Urne Urne l e f t  the pool with 
the  two creatures  i n  it. 

After  two months he returned to  see the two creatures.  
Once again he was surpr ised  t o  see them shaping i n t o  a 
s o r t  of human foetus.  Without much h e s i t a t i o n  Urne Urne 
l i f t e d  the two creatures  out of the  pool and greeted them 
i n  a chi ld- l ike  manner. Seeing t h a t  the two foetuses  
were developing quickly i n t o  human beings, Ume Urne v i s i t e d  
the  pool regularly.  

After approximately 9 months the  two foetuses  were 
able  t o  see  and l i v e  l i k e  normal babies. So Ume Urne 
had t o  provide them with food and accommodation. When 
they had f u l l y  developed i n t o  human beings one w 2 s  a 
female and the  o ther  a male. 

While s t i l l s i n  childhood the  two asked Ume Urne 
f o r  human n a t u r a l  belongings. The male asked f o r  a bow 
and arrow while the  female asked f o r  a digging s t i c k .  

After  t e n  years of happy l i f e ,  Urne Urne t o l d  the  two 
t h a t  he would go t o  h i s  neighbour t o  g e t  mater ia l  f o r  
t h e i r  f e a s t s  f o r  t h e i r  human r i g h t s .  

When Urne Ume had departed, an old ugly f a t  woman 
appeared. The two youngsters trembled because t h e i r  
f a t h e r  had informed them t h a t  some odd person would come 
and would t r y  t o  cause harm. The old woman appeared 
a t  the f r o n t  gate  and asked f o r  some cold water t o  drink. 
But the two youngsters would not l i s t e n  t o  her .  

The odd woman, L+a, had same clubs i n  her  billum 
and so took them out ready foz  a b a t t l e  which she 
hoped t o  w i n .  Lanats  clubs were boomerangs and so when 
she threw a t  t h e  two youngsters they returned t o  he r  
when she missed. 

The youngsters at tacked her  from f r o n t  and back. 
When Lana was a t tacking the male the female used a l l  
he r  s t rength  t o  weaken Lana. And when Lana turned around 
t o  face the  female the male did a l l  he could t o  weaken Lana. 

(more) 



Unfortunately Lana was too strong and tough. After  
severa l  hours of f igh t ing  Lana swung her  club unexpectedly 
around a t  the  g i r l  and k i l l e d  her. A t  h e r  death Lana 
jumped up and down while the  boy disappeared t o  change 
himself i n to  a bee. 

'Happily Lana took her  prey t o  her faraway home. 
The boy was now a bee and so followed her. When Lana 
reached home, a t  t h a t  i n s t an t  dark, red blood dropped 
on Umets l a p  while he was preparing t o  return,  

Urne Urne forget t ing everything, hurried home. He . 
was sad t o  l e a rn  t ha t  the  female had been k i l l ed  and 
taken away by the  cannibal lady. Urne Urne and the  boy 
got  cracking with t h e i r  preparation f o r  the at tack.  

Early next morn'ifig, they s e t  o f f ' f o r  Lana,'s home. 
When they arr ived Urne Ume gave the  ins t ruct ions .  While 
Lana'was busy cooking t he  g i r l ' s  f l e s h  Urne Urne went up 
t o  her  door and asked f o r  f i r e  to  l i g h t  h i s  pipe. Urne 
Urne sa id  t h a t  he had been looking f o r  h i s  l o s t  pig and.. 
t h a t  he wished t o  smoke and make himself warm, When 
the  l i g h t  was given t o  him i n  ari ignorant manner Urne Urne 
s e t  the  house on f i r e  s t r a i g h t  away. When Lana t r i e d  
$0 escape Urne Urne and the  boy k i l l e d  her  and threw he r  
i n t o  the 'flames. 

The next morning Urne Urne and the young boy returned 
t o  see what was l e f t  a f t e r  the  f f r e .  They were eager 
t o  see a very f a t  pig ly ing  there  and so they made a big 

- f e a s t  f o r  the  l o s s  of the  female member. 

NOT TIME. YET 
By Mapesa Dume 

Man: don' t  dare cry f o r  joy now. 
You must f i r s t  sweat on the  f i e l d s  i n  the  sun. 
You must f i r s t  sh iver  on the  f i e l d s  i n  the  ra in .  
You must f i r s t  shape-up the future .  
My m a n ,  i t ' s  not time ye t .  

Woman! don' t  dare weep f o r  freedom now. 
You must f i r s t  s t ruggle  out of tha t  t h i c d  jungle. 
You must f i r s t  promote tha t  hidden world. 
You must f i r s t  ehape-up the 'future. 
My woman, i t ' s  not  time yet .  

Boy! don't  dare ask f o r  f reewi l l  now. 
You must f i r s t  f i l l  your j a r  with pure milk. 
You must f i r s t  understand the big j a r  around you. 
You must f i r s t  know your land thoroughly. 
You must f i r s t  shape-up the  future.  
.;y boy, i t ' s  not  time yet ,  

G i r l !  don't  dare beg f o r  s e l fw i l l  now. 
You must f i r s t  su f fe r  hardships of a l l  kinds. 
You must f i r s t  devote yourself  i n to  the  world of t h i s  kind. 
You must f i r s t  d ives t  t h i s  globe t h a t  has d i r t .  
You must f i r s t  shape-up the  future,  
IYy g i r l ,  i t ' s  not  time yet .  

. - - - -P- -  
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