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'Papua N e w  Guinea Writing' aims to 
provide a genuine means of expression for 
Papua N e w  Guinea literary end artistic 
talents. Since firs$ issued i n  1970 an increar- 
ing number of Papua N e w  Guineans from all 
parts of the country have contributed stories, 
p o e m  and articles. W e  hope their number 
will increase and that they make full use of the 
magazine as a means of communication. 

'Papua N e w  Gzinea Writing' is widely 
distributed through newsagents and book- 
stalls i n  the c o u ~ ~ r y ,  and includes many 
overseas readers i n  eleven countries. 
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Services, 
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POETS! your special 
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Full Page . .  $90 
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Outside Back Cover 
. . . . . . . $ 1  50 

Contract Rates on 
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A guaranteed qualitative 
circulation. 

APPLY 
LITERATURE 

BUREAU 
Box 2312 
Konedobu 

Papua New Guinea 

YOU CAN HELP U S . .  . 
Writers sending their contributions for 

publication i n  Papua New Gunea Writing, can 
help us by enclosing a short note about them-  
selves. W e  like to  know t h e  name o f  t h e  
writer's village, t h e  names of  t h e  primary and 
secondary schools h e  has attended, and t h e  
school form or job he  is i n  at present. 

I f  t h e  contribution is used this informa- 
ton will be used in the  section called 'About 
the  Writers' or the  one called 'About t h e  
Poets'. It would also be helpful i f  story writers 
would enclose a photo of  the  type seen on  
Page 22. 

The Editor. 
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This month we find ourselves midway in the annual creative : 
writing competitions. The response from students and other 
writers has been excellent with dozens of fresh stories, poems :: 
and plays arriving at the Literature Bureau. W e  expect the :; 
number of entries this year to exceed those of all previous years. ii 

Never before have there been so many prizes offered to 
writers ar?d never previously has there been such a wide scope 5 
covered. The new sections created this year give many more : 
students the opportunity to gain prizes which total $610. 3 

Competitions have been a major feature in the literary i 
development of Papua New Guinea. They have provided an 
incentive for students and others to try their hand at creative 5 
writing. Prizes have been won by students who previously had I 

no idea they could write crearively. 
Our competitions began with one short story contest in ,, 

1969, with a prize of $50. By 1970 it was joined by the $ 
playwriting and poetry competitions, thanks to the generosity of 
donors. Prizes rose in value and so did the number of entries. $ 

By 1972 there were three sections in the Short Story Contest, 2 
two sections in the drama competition and two in the poetry * 
competition. Writers could now try one or two-act plays, stories 
in English, Pidgin or Motu or poetry in English or Pidgin. 

For details of this year's competitions, turn to page 23. 1 Writers who enter competitions now realise there is more 
to be won than the prizes offered. 1 

W e  at the Literature Bureau watch for entries which can 2 
be published in 'Papua New Guinea Wriciqg'. If the writer 2 
agrees, his story or poem is published and he receives generous f 
payment. All material appearing in this magazine is also offered 
to overseas publishers and if they select a story or poem, there 
is further payment for the writer. 

At the same time something else is happening in the field 
of literary development in Papua New Guinea. It began when 
Russell Soaba's prize-winning story "Portrait of the Odd-Man-Out" 
(1970) was dramatised for broadcast bv the A.B.C. Later, Benjamir 
Umba's prize-winning story, "While They Were Walking Thtough 
Dawn" was serialised into ten episodes for broadcast by the A.B.C 

The Literature Bureau offers all material published in 'Papua 
New Guinea Writing' to the A.B.C. who negotiate direct with 
the authors for permission to use their work. Many stories have 
been selected for dramatisztion. These were not all prize winners. 
but the following writers' work came to notice thtough entry 
into the competitions - Joseph Saruva, Aloysius Aita, Gerong 
Wabing, Rita Mamavi, and Titus Telepas. 

One of the most exciting success stories to date is that of 
Mr Siuras Kavani, a fourth year Arts student at the University 
of Papua New Guinea. In 1972 he entered both the short story 
and poetry competitions. 

Mr Kavani's ,short story won $50 in the competition and 
was then published in the Post-Courier and in 'Papua New Guinea 
Writing' gaining for him two further payments. The story was 
selected by the A.B.C. for dramatisation which gave Mr Kavani 
a further payment. It should be toted that stories are sometimes 
broadcast more than once, and the writer receives a 'repeat fee' 
each time. 

In the 1972 Poetry competition judges selected one of Mr 
Kavani's poems for the major prize - another $50. This poem 
was also published in our magazine, giving the writer a second 
payment and the poem was later broadcast by the A.B.C. 

Writets are reminded that the creative writing competitions 
close on 3ls t  July. Please keep sending entries; we are happy 
to see them. ROGEX EOSCHMAN Editor 

--U 
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Wapali felt miserable as he ~ a c k e d  up his few Wapali could not sleep properly so he crawled out 
belongings He had been dismissed from his job as a of the culvert and walked in the dark towards the shopping 
labourer on the plantation and told b, the planter to leave area. He had to find food one way or another. He 
immediately. In the nine years he had worked there he looked through the clear glass window of one large shop 
had been hard-working and had always been loyal to his and saw tinned fish, biscuits and b rad ;  there was all 
employer. But to-day, because he had disobeyed the 'boss the food he could want. In desperation he ~ i c k e d  up a 
boy' just once, he was being sent away. brick, smashed a window, then ran away a short distance. 

When no police patrol appeared, he returned to the shop 
His home village lay faraway. He had been about and crawled through the broken window into the store. 

sixteen when he left his village and it was now thirty-five 
years since he had seen it. He wanted to return to his Inside, Wapali began eating a loaf of bread. Then 

home but he had no money and could not &ink of a way he saw a cash box and picked it 'P; it  might 

to obtain the price of the airline ticket. enough money to pay the fare to his home. He held the 
money box under one arm, picked up more food, climbed 

If Wapali had stayed in one job his life might have out through the window and moved away in the darkness. 
been much better, but he had done many jobs such as 1, ,he bush outside the town wapali  smashed the 
cleaning roads, working on flower gardens* serving as a box open and found bundles of notes and rolls of 
house-boy, and he had never saved money. W a ~ a l i  had 

He put all the money in his bag, threw the cash box into 
done these jobs just to keep himself alive, always hoping an water and reeds, then headed for the hills. 
to find better employment. Wapali stayed hidden i l  the hills for two days and 

As he took a last glance over the plantation, tear. when he needed more food, he took only five dollars in 
streamed down his cheeks. After nine years, the longest his pocket and walked into town, where he spent the 
time he had spent in any one job, he was leaving it for- money. 
ever. He knew no one would want an old man like NO one questioned Wapali and he became bolder. 
himself in any other job. On a second trip to the town he bought a larger supply of 

H e  walked along the road towards the town. He did food and some new clothes. 

not even know this town well, nor had he any wantoksl Wapali lived a comfortable life for a week or two, 
there. As he approached the town he thought trouble but Soon found the money was running out. ~e counted 
would surely come to him. For such an old man as he, it and there were only seventy-five dollars left. Fear 
it would be hopeless to find food. N o  one threw scraps gripped him - he must use this money to get to his 

of food away, for a town is a hungry place unless YOU 
have money to buy food. Thinking deeply, he did not On his next visit to the town he asked a man in the 
notice the approach of a car and it missed him by inches. Street where he could find the airline office. He was 
Wapali grew more frightened of the world. told it was on the corner, so he went there. 

"Hamas long balus igo long Wabag?" he asked. 
AS he walked into the suburbs of the town, W a ~ a l i  ( ~ 0 ~  much for a plane trip to wabag?) u~eventy-four 

saw many people milling around in the streets. The do!lars and eighty cents," replied the man at the counter. 
of the busy town made him more and more confused. The wapali had iust the rig,t amount, He got his plane 
smell of food in the store made his mouth water freely. ticket and was advised m wait until he heard the name 
He tried to speak to some people but they paid no "WabagU over the loudspeaker. 
attention to him. As the plane flew across the sky Wapali wondered 

The sun was setting behind the hills. The noise how he would find his village. He remembered only 
from people and cars lessened. By now the old mm's that it was near Wabag. Perhaps someone at the airport 
belly was empty but as the sun sank over the horizon a would direct him to his village. Oh, I am old, he thought. 
fresh worry crept into his mind; he must find a place I am returning to my home and I will have to ask 
to spend the night. directions to it! I have been away too long. 

H e  decided to sleep in a culvert. As he lay there The plane landed safely at the airport. The engine 
he wondered what he was to do the following day. H e  stopped, the door was flung open. Wapali was glad to 
tried to sleep but could not. H e  felt a rat scratch the step out and set his feet on the long lost soil of his own 
sole of his foot and he jumped up cursing. But at  the place. There was no one there to welcome him home, 
same moment he caught sight of a police car so he only strangers who stared rudely at him. But he thought 
crouched down again. he would recognize the road leading to his village and 

wantoks - friends he set off to search for it. 



H e  held the money box under one arm, picked up some more food and climbed through the window . . . . 

Wabag had changed during his absence, but his old waste or washing the underwear of the white women." 
mind seemed to recognize some of the older buildings The other men gathered around. 
and he gradually mad; his way to the edge of town a ld  

U 

"Don't call me an excreta carrier or else . . ." cried 
started down a road which he thought might be the right Wapali in anger borne of 
one. 

After walking several miles, Wapali approached a 
number of men who were working on the road. One 
man asked in his 'Tok ples" where Wapali was going. 

"I am going to Te  - - - te - - - te - - -." He could 
not pronounce the name of his village. 

"Tetemanda," replied the other man quickly and 
suspiciously. "It is just a little way from here." 

"Yes, that's right. I am going to Te - - - te - - manda," 
replied Wapali. 

"You do not belong to Tetemanda," the other accused 
him, "I have never seen you before." 

"Oh yes," Wapali protested. "I am truly from there, 
i t  is my home, but . . ." 

"If you are a man of Tetemanda you should be work- 
ing with us, not wandering along like an old fool. This 
is the one day of the week on which Tetemanda men 
work on the Government Road." 

"Well, I didn't know about this you see, I've just come 
back from Rabaul," replied Wapali, "I have been away 
from home so many years, in fact most of my life." 

"Ah, you are one of the people who went away 
looking for jobs," said another man, "like carrying human 

"Come on, take this spade and work, before I hit 
you with it," snapped the villager. The village men had 
crowded closer and began to jeer at Wapali. Slowly but 
fiercely, with the last of his ebbing strength, Wapali cried 
O L I ~  once more: 

"Just show me the way to my village! If you don't 
I'll kick your stupid head with my hard boots!" He  lifted 
his foot showing an old army boot. 

In sudden anger, two of the men swung their spades 
at Wapali. One spade struck his side just above the 
kidney, the other caught him a glancing blow behind his 
ear. Without a sound he fell to the ground. 

"That will teach him to leave his village and wander 
uselessly around the country," said one man bending down 
to shake the old man's shoulder. When Wapali did not 
move, the man looked up worriedly. 

"My brothers," he said, "we are in trouble: this man 
is dead." 

Thus ended tragically the life of a man who left his 
village and never found another place in Papua New 
Guinea where he could belong. In a lifetime of hard 
work he achieved nothing and was killed by his own 
people a mile from his home. 

1 Tok ples - his village langaagc 
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At that instant Auonia's arrow appeared in the leader's chest . . . . 

"After your initiation next month, 
you will be a man. In the meantime 
you must be strong in character," said 
Auania's mother, wife of the aging 
chieftain of the Iai tribe. Auania 
listened quietly. 

"You must stay away from girls. 
There is something soft and beautiful 
about girls, but do not let your mind 
be swept away by this attraction. You 
must be sensible and good in your 
thoughts. One day a girl shall choose 
you, a girl whom you can be happy 
with for life. She will leave her 
father and mother and will depend 
on you with her whole heart. She 

will be one with you in body. Some 
day I will help you find that girl." 

After the initiation ceremonies, the 
young men went hunting together. 
They discussed the fiung women 
whom they planned to attract and 
hoped to marry. Auania said nothing 
for he had a secret. One night Auania 
went into his new room, ailoted to 
him since he was now a man, and 
lay thinking of Vaipa, the girl from 
the Kairi Lavi clan, and of the won- 
der of her body. He had been seeing 
her occasionally at  night to make love. 
She was the woman he wanted; soon 
he would tell his parents about her. 

At daybreak a sudden cry woke the 
sleeping village. The sorrowful news 
spread from house to house that war- 
riors of the Kokiri tribe had crept 
in during the night and taken away 
a young girl called Vaipa. The 
mourning wails of the girl's family 
were heard. Vaipa's mother covered 
herself with mud and put black native 
rings around her arms and legs to 
demonstrate her sorrow. 

The warriors of the Iai tribe per- 
foymed their war rituals in readiness 
for the coilfiter attack, which was 
planned in detail. Auania, son of the 
great warrior Ovovi, was appointed 
their leader. 
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Alone that evening, Auania 
imagined what the enemy might be 
doing with Lraipa if she were stil! 
alive The thought sickened and 
angered him; it would be better if 
she were dead. I must save her, if at 
all possib!e, he determined grimly. 

When the moon was up the war- 
riors departed. The war canoes were 
heavily loaded, each with thirty men. 
Auania stood at his post on the front 
of the leading canoe, hands fixed on 
his weapons, eager for combat. The 
current of the Purari River speeded 
them along as they headed for the 
tiny Kokiri village. At length they 
entered a narrow passage through the 
mangroves, a passage barely wide 
enough for the men to move their 
paddles. 

Suddenly one warrior whispered, 
"There it is!" Ahead on their right 
they saw the enemy's hiding place, 
and heard the victorious voices of 
the enemy drifting towards them. 
Auania selected a landing place and 
his men followed him. They sur- 
rounded the camp and peered through 
the bushes. The enemy had built a fire 
and were dancing around the girl who 
lay unmoving on the ground. Her 

feet and hands were firmly tied with 
strips of bark and her mouth was 
packed with leaves to keep her quiet. 
Aunxia guessed the enemy were per- 
for~ning a rite. He wondered what 
they planned to do to the girl, but 
he n,ould not wait to find out. He sent 
a whispered message to his men. "As 
soon as I kill the leader you must 
rush out and s!ay all of them." 

At that moment the enemy leader 
stood erect and his men stopped 
dancing. He called out to the sky 
and pointed at the girl. His voice was 
fearsome as he seemed to be calling 
the Gods. At that instant he was 
transfixed as Auania's arrow appeared 
in the centre of his chest. 

Before the startled enemy could 
move Auania and his men leapt upon 
them with clubs and knives. In a very 
short time every member of the 
enemy lay dead. In tense silence 
Auania strode towards Vaipa. She did 
not move. He knelt beside her, touch- 
ed her, then slowly rose to his feet. 

"She's dead." His voice was cold, 
flat, empty of emotion, but his mind 
filled with a searing pain. He had 
been too late to save his beloved 
Vaipa. 

At dnwn, the leading canoe set off 
with Auania and the dead girl on 
board. The sunlight, reflected from 
the calm water, hurt his eyes. He felt 
he was moving through a silent valley 
of sorrow. He could not even feel 
proud of their victory over the enemy. 
\Y1he;l the canoe touched the beach 
at his village, Auania went to his 
home. In  the house he yawned and 
stretched and started for his room. 
His parents were watching him. "I 
want to be alone," he said. 

"Yes," said his mother, "We know 
how sad you are, how much you have 
lost." 

"You could not know." 

"Oh yes," said his father. "For we 
are reither blind nor deaf. W e  knew 
you had b-en with that girl many 
times at night. W e  saw the love in 
your eyes. W e  were preparing to 
announce your marriage." 

"Your sorrow is terrible now," said 
his mother, "but time will heal the 
pain." 

"As a great leader you will have 
many sorrows," said his father, "this 
is only :he first of many". @ 

NATIONAL FILM AWARD 
In 1972 the first National Film Award of Papua New Guinea was conducted by the Literature 
Bureau on behalf of the National Amateur Filmakers' Association of Papua New Guinea. 

This new cultural competition was a success in its first year and has become an annual event. B 
Pa,pua New Guineans are finding the prices of movie cameras and other filming equipment 
lower than previously. 

Many are finding they can now afford to make films. Some are joining the two established 
branches of the National Filmakers' Association; in Port Moresby, the Port Moresby Filmakers' 
Workshop, and in Lae, the Lae Cine Club. 

I t  is hoped that f~lm-making clubs will be started in other centres in 1973. 

For further information and Entry Forms for the Second Annual National Film Award, contact: t 
THE LITERATURE BUREAU cj 

Dept. of Information and Extension Services, Box 2312, KONEDOBU. 












































