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The Literature Bureau is five years old. The Bureau's sHOULD  LA^^^ OR sHolJLD pclicy has been to encourage and fcster the a r t  of writing 
in Papua New Gulnea. WE CRY? 

In a country where the written word is relatively new 
it is not sufficient just to encourage writing. The readjng 
habit must also be fostered and sufficient suitable readlng ' material must be available for those who can read well and 
thcse who are not so proficient. 

The Director of the Office of Information, Philip B o ~ r a g a ,  
in his speech on Writer's Day in November said, "Writing has 

' become part of us and is here to stay." He went on to say that  
the Literature Bureau, through its efforts in promotdIg crea- 
tive writing, was also helping in the creation of a national 

1 consciousness in Papua New Guinea. (See Mr Bouraga's speech 
cn page 12.) 

By encouraging Papua New Guinea writers we have tried 
both these aims. Stories about Papua New Guinea, writtzn by 
Papua New Guineans, provide the sort of reading tha t  p e ~ p l e  
here like. Because they are reading about themselves and 
their brothers and sisters in  other parts of the country the 
national consciousness Philip Bouraga spoke about is being 
developed 

Great efforts have b ~ e n  made by our government and a 
handful of dedicated people to revive and strengthen our 
cultural heritage. The National Cultural Council has  shown 
a lot of interest and is working steadily towards this aim. 

Perhaps there has been a little too much emphasis on 
what is Cultural rather than what is Artistic. I t  is a small 
wonder tha t  the emphasis has been placed on the performing 
and craftsman's arts. 

I Is the time not right to form a National Literary Board? 
With a membership made up of the nation's foremcst writers 
and others dedicated to the promotion of literature in all its 
forms; given teeth in the form of grants from government 
and the pr vate sector; such a board could be the dr ving 
force in  assisting known writers towards publication of their 
work. It could also for fledgling writers to develop and expand 
their art.  

l 

The Annual Literary Competitions run by the Bureau 
have pointed the way. They have been largely financed by 
benevolent individuals who have wished to see the literary 
arts gromoted in Paoua New Guinea. To them we are truly 
grateful and hope they wilk continue to help us. It is largely 
through them tha t  this year's prize money of $750 was 
possible. 

This issue brings you some of the best stories and poems 
from the competitions, together with a report on the Writers' 
Day Function and presentations a t  the University of Papua 
New Guinea. Complete results of the competitions can be 
found on pages 16 and 17. 

We have published many new writers in 1974. I know 
tha t  1975 will produce a new and exciting crop of writing 
talent. With independence almost upon us here is a theme 
to stimulate the literary minds. 

l At this season the staff of the Literature Bureau 
send you greetings, and we hope you will get many more 
enjoyable hours of reading from these pages in the New Year. 
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Luksave. o publication which gives a simple 
account of research projects undertaken by 

L 
u h d a n  seeking to answer interesting questions 
on Popua New Guinea and its people. 
Luksave is intended for use i n  school S and is 
a most useful old for school teachers and 
cobmunity development workers, and recommended 

U 
for general reading by young people who ore in- 
terested in the development of Papua New Guineo. 
The following issues ore ovailable now: 
I N  ENGLISH: Robio Comp, Port Moresby 
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New Gulneon businessmen 
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Luksove costs 20c per copy and can be purchased ) 
from the New Guinean Reseorch Unit, P.O. Box j 
1238, Boroko, Papuo New Guineo. 
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H e  entered the room and stood face t o  face with o local girl who c o d d  not help giggling. A burly white man too was 
staring at  him from the table before him. 

stioao WE LAUGH OR SHOULD WE CRY? 
By Siwid Gipey 

This Story won the $50 Literature Bureau prize in the National Short Story Contest th 
year. 

Old Samuna watched him go. Sadness flooded into 
his old heart and warm tears bathed his eyes. Why 
should he go? Why didn't he marry Sarome and culti- 
vate the gardens? 0 God why? What was so precious 
in town? 

From the distance the young man turned around 
reluctantly to wave goodbye. He was only a youth. 
His hair was untidy. The old school uniform flapped 
restlessly in the breeze, unbuttoned. The shorts were 
dirty and worn from continuous wearing. 

Banada shaded his eyes and saw his old father 
sitting there, hunched near the hut, defeated, hope- 
less. With mixed emotions the boy raised his hand 
and visualised tears of sadness wetting his breast but 
it was too late; he had decided that  he must go and 
this was the time. 

"1'11 be back," he whispered and turned his back 
the setting sun. 

Lae emerged out of the twilight waters, elegant : 
beautiful with lights shimmering in their full g1 
Lae excited him very much and he longed to kr 
her even more. 

The M.V. Morobe had been sailing for eight ho 
As the boat neared the city, lights lit up the sky 
miles around and shone with brilliance that  daz; 
his eyes. It was a wonderful sight, too glorious to 
his descriptions. 

Lights played games - w~nderful games on 
calm harbour waters. 'What could those myriad 
lights be?' he queried to himself. He was fascin: 
even more by a coloured light that  flickered off 
on. 
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AS the boat pulled alongside the wharf Banada 
felt he had made the right decision. He felt he be- 
longed therc. The city, he imagined, was calling him. 
He wanted to be part of the hurrying crowds. the 
rushing traffic, the blaring music and the screaming 
machines. His blood churlled and churned in tune 
with all of them. He was a man of the city; not 
married to some village idiot back in the village. Let 
the villagers marry villagers, he nearly said aloud. 

With his bag slung over his shoulder Banada took 
the direction given him by a friend and timidly 
walked dowil the strcet to the S.P.T. worker's resl- 
dence, his only place of contact. 

John was very pleased to see him. Banada told him 
everything t h a t  had happened to him, what his old 
father felt, and what his future plans were. 

"Yu no ken wari," John assured him with sym- 
pathy, "Lusim 01 i go long hai skul. Lusim 01 kisim 
bikpela save na  kilim 01 yet long save biong 01. Ating 
save bilong yu inap; yu inap kisim gutpela wok. 
Yu lukim mi olsem yu. Mi pinisim skul long 1955 
long standat three. Nau yu lukim mi i gat g u t p ~ l a  
wok long South Pacific Timber Kampani. Na 01 peim 
mi gut tru." 

The following day, Banada rose early to go job 
seeking following John's instructions. He came to a 
well kept premises, which he imag ned was an office 
The door was closed. On it was written, 'Air Condi- 
tioned Please Enter.' Above the door were signs in 
colourful letters, 'A.B.C.O. Pty. Ltd.' 

Banada walked up to the door then hesitated. Just 
before the door was a notice which read: 'SORI NO- 
GAT WOK'. 

"Damned bastard," he cursed and then retreated 
in defeat. 

For two weeks he saw the same sign everywhere. 
It  was now the first day of the third week. 

He had been everywhere, and was unconsciously 
INalking the  same streets twice or three times knock- 
ing a t  office doors. Alas, i t  was all a fruitless search. 
Nobody wanted his knowledge of seven long years 
of primary education. No one. 

He remembered asking a n  ederly European woman 
, for a job as  a house boy, just to wash clothes, cut 

grass, clean the house, and mind the  children. How 
she slammed the door on his face saying, "Go ask 
your mama for one." 

This had denuded his pride and left him be- 
wildered and disappointed. In  social studies he had 
always thought white people were the nicest folks 
on earth but not those he had met. 

This particular event nearly brought tears to his 
eyes. He felt self pity. 'Why, was he born anyway? 
he asked himself repeatedly. 

He thought of doing something tha t  would end 
I his life, worries and troubles. There were many live 

wires around. There were-many fast moving cars too. 
He thought of his dead mother. He thought of join- 1 ' 

' ing her and forgetting about everything to do with 
these greedy people; their world, the  money hungry 
beasts of this beautiful place he had for so long 
dreamed of. And here he was staring a t  another of 
their offices. 

Banada gave a deep sigh and walked up timidly 
to the door. I'll make this the last, he thouaht. before - .  
I go back to mama. 

He entered. A gush of cold air hit  him on the face 
as he stepped in and stood there blankly, not know- 
ing what to do next. He was standing face to  face with 
a local girl, who could not help giggling. A burly white 
man too was staring a t  him from the table bef-re 
him while another local girl was typing away on his 
rivht. 

"Well, what  do you want?" asked the  man  irritably. 
Banada gathered his confidence and went on to 

explain his problem i n  his best English. But some- 
how he felt his neck and his confidence dry out; 

he becaine shaky, gulped once or twice and burst 
into tears. The three eyed each other in astonish- 
ment. 

The girls giggled under their hrcath and thc man's 
face remained inanimate. 

"You think it's funny because you've got a job<,and 
you're happy," said Banada in between scbs. You 
are lucky your mothers gavc birth to you first." 

The white man stood up and uralkefl about the 
office. "So you're looking for a job. eh? '  

"Sir," said Banada quite seriously, "for two long 
weeks I've been searching this big town for a job. 
The result of which you see in my tears. Sir, I 
humbly ask you for a job. I don't care if it's a man's 
job or if it's a woman's job; I don't care how diffi- 
cult it is, or how dirty .t may be; Sir, I'nl ready to 
take i t ;  yes with my spirit. I will do my best a t  all 
times. I will work hard and keep to it  until death 
separates me." He paused and looked a t  the big man 
full in the face, expect.ng a blessed answcr. 

"Boy I understand how you feel. You must be 
very desperate. But you are not the only one. Now 
you stay here. I think we've got a job for you. I'll 
check the files." 

Immediately Banada's heart leapt with joy. He 
felt his spirit returning to him. He stood straight 
and wiped his tears with his hands. At last I have 
found a job, he mused to himself. He would have 
liked to dance up and down in the office. At last I 
have found a jo'>, he thought. 

"Where do you come from?" questioned the girl 
to his left. 

"Morobe." 
"Which part of the Morobe District, stupid?" 
"Oh, Morobe, part of Morobe," answered Banada 

proudly. 
The air1 was ouzzled even more. "What do you 

mean?" 
"Listen stupid girl," said Banada. "I'm from the  

Moro'be Patrol Post area of the Morobe District. 
The argument ended immediately when the two 

realised the aoproaching man. He was holding a - - 
piece of paper. 

What was the news now? What was he gping to 
tell him? Would he get a job? were the questions he  
held in his look. 

"Sorry boy, the positions have already been filled," 
he said as he sat down. "Look a t  this paper. This 
morning nine boys of your age came to us and we 
had,  as you see here, only two positions vacant. The 
best two got the job and we told the rest to go. 

Young man this is a problem in your country a t  
the moment. The Government is doing all it can to 
help you; and we, the employers, understand your 
problems, and some of us are doing all we can to 
helo vou. but boy, a t  this moment I can't help you, - .  - .  . 
I ' m  sorry." 

Banada's spirit sank right back to nought. His 
will to talk disappeared. Water filled his eyes and 
nose. His whole body seemed to be numbed and he 
thought his heart had stopped beating. 

Death, oh where was death? Why didn't i t  release 
him from his prison? Lost .n his misery and self 
~ i t v  Banada did not hear the man's efforts to catch 
his" attention. 

"However," came the now distant voice of the  man, 
"if you are so desperate there's still a small chance 
of a job here. This will of course deoend on you. A 
m a n  became very ill and died last year. You can, if 
you want to, take his place, join the ,,labour line 
and empty the buckets around the town. 

Hissing air directed Banada's eyes to the girls. 
They were struggling to control their giggling or 
whatever it was. 

Continued on  Page (23) 



BOBORO and 

KOKOKOKO 
By Kone Tom 

* * * 
Kokokoko was furious and, looking up, he said, 

latives wi l l  k i l l  you in their best laid traps." 

In the beginning of creation 
Boboro and Kokokoko were very 
good friends. They lived in the 
same place and went hunting and 
gathered food together. They 
wandered thc huge forest as if 
they were a married couple. 

One day Boboro and Kokokoko 
left their dwelling and went into 
the forest in search of ripe man- 
goes. Together they flew into a tall 
mango tree. They were very 
hungry. 

Despite their harmonious re- 
lationship in the past, that  day 
was to be very different, as i t  was 
a day when each was to find his 
own food to satisfy his own 
hunger. 

Boboro and Kokokoko differed 
very much in their physicial make- 
up. Kokokoko had a neck which 
was much longer than Boboro's. 
With his long neck Kokokoko was 
able to reach from where he sat 
and get all the mangoes within 
sight. 

Boboro, who realised he could 
not do as well as  Kokokoko, just 
sat and stared speculatively as Ko- 
kokoko ate all the mangoes. Bo- 
boro could not stand this so a t  
last he  spoke out. 

"My friend," said Boboro "we 
have been together for a long'time 
and I have helped you in many 
ways. Above all I helped you dur- 
ing your sickness and difficulties. 
I have not done anything dis- 
appointing to you. I just cannot 
see why you are indifferent. Please 
be kind and give me even a small 
bit of mango to relieve my hun- 
,TOP " 

Kokokoko ignored his friend 
and kept on eating. 

Boboro was disappointed and 
humiliated by Kokokoko's deliber- 
ate selfishness. 

On another day both went out 
to find mangoes. This time Boboro 
took with him some twigs which 
he placed under his arm-pit. When 
they had reached their destinatirn 
Boboro turned to his friend with 
an expression of someone who had 
just awakened from a dream. 

"Dear friend," said Boboro, "I 
was told last night in a dream that 
if we break our wings, we will have 
easy access to all the wealth in this 
land. This diety came to me in a 
dream. One of my ancestors assur- 
ed me tha t  we will rule over all 
the other creatures if we do what 
I have seen in the dream." 

"Go on, tell me all about it," 
demanded Kokokoko. 

When Boboro had finished his 
story Kokokoko said, "Yes, that  is 
great! I've also had dreams about 
becoming king of all creatures 
one day ! "  

Boboro then told Kokokoko to 
keep still and watch while he broke 
his wings. He stretched his wings 
out with the twigs intact in his 
arm-pit and as he brought them 
down the twigs broke with a re- 
sounding noise. 

Now i t  was Kokokoko's turn to 
break his wings. Without first con- 
sidering whether his friend's dream 
was true or actually checking Bo- 
boro's wings, Kokokoko embarked 
on the painful ordeal. He placed 
his wings across the bough on 
which he was sitting and broke 
them with his immensely powerful 
legs. 

Boboro was now certain he  had 
achieved exactly what he wanted - 
to physically and mentally weaken 
Kokokoko. 

As Kokokoko had broken their 
excellent friendship and more so 
had socially offended him, Boboro 
had secretly plotted to take re- 
venge. So clever was Boboro in 
his plotting that  he succeeded in 
mentally overpowering his friend, 
reducing him to total misery. 

Tauntingly, Boboro told Koko- 
koko to watch while he flew to a 
bough and back again. He did so 
quite normally! He then ordered 
Kokokoko to do the same. Miser- 
able. Kokokoko was enraged when 
he found he had been cunningly 
lured into completely destroying 
the most gifted part of himself. 
He realised i t  was too late now and 
tha t  from then on he would live 

a new wav of life as a surface 
creature. Thus he lay cn the 
ground in agony. a victim of Bobo- 
ro's cunning and sharp mind. 

AS ~okokoko lay on the ground, 
he called up to Boboro saying, My 
friend, why did you do this to me?" 

Boboro, looking down a t  him 
answered, "My friend, don't you 
realise what harm you have done? 
You deliberately turned your back 
on me and ate everything yourself 
I begged you kindly for a mangc 
but you would not listen, althougk 
you were my best friend. You dic 
not like me. You were selfish. Thai 
is why I became humiliated, anc 
carefully I planned to punish you 
You must realise now that  thi: 
punishment will transform you 
life." 

Boboro looked down again an( 
continued. "When trees blossoll 
and bear fruit, I will have the gcoc 
ones. But only the remains of t h  
ones eaten by other birds and in 
sects will fall to the ground an( 
enter your mouth!" 

Kokokoko was furious at  thi 
and looking up he said, "My re 
latives will kill vou in their be: 
laid traps." 

"My relatives will lay 
ful nets and vou will be c a u e E y i  
killed." repiied Boboro -lookin 
down from the tree with pride. 

From then on Boboro an 
Kokokoko became lasting enemie 
They marked each other and ir 
deed set taboos on each otht 
which each had to obsery 
throughout their lives. 

"Boboro," said Kokokoko, "c 
not go out a t  night, for if you st 
a firefly you will die." 

Kokokoko in return told Bob1 
ro to be careful of one thing a1 
that  was always to fly very hi6 
above the bushes, and never to l 
low, for if he did he would be sh 
by hunters with bows and arrov 

Ever since that  day Kokoko 
has become associated with su 
face creatures and always remer 
bers Boboro's warnings. Similar 
Boboro from that  time on l- 
never flown low. 
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PROMIS LONG B P 0  

, , By Herman Taolam , , 

hlartha Emawe i wok olsem 
wanpela stuakipa long wanpela 
Sainaman i s tap klostu long Ma- 
dang. Tnlm 01 tisa long Hai Skul 
tok, Martha no inap hai i go long 
Haiskul: Papa bilong Martha ki- 
sim em 1 go  long Sainaman n a  pu- 
tim em bai wok long stua. 

Papa bilollg Martha i save wok 
olse~ln mankitnasta long Sainaman 
long t,aull. Em i kisim dispela Sina- 
man i kam long ples bilong ern n a  
putirn s tua.  

Planti cl wanlain bilong Mar- 
tha 01 marit  pinis 113 sampela i 
gat tupela o tripela pikinini pinis. 

"Wanem taiin bai yu marit," 
ol lain hilong Martha i askim. 
Martha save harim tok tasol. Em i 
save tu taim em bin s tap lollg 
skul wanpela tisa bilong em i bin 
tok long krismas bilong em. Nau 
Martha i gat  wanpela ten krismas 
tascl. Martha tokirn wanlain bi- 
long em. "Oh . . planti taim bilong 
marit i stap." 

Martha wok long dispela masta 
long s tua bilong em long planti 
yia t ru .  Em i bin kamap bikpela 
na gutpela ~ n e r i  tru.  Planti m a n  i 
save kamap long dispela stua long 
trai long em. 01 arapela i karn 
lukluk long em taim em wok long 
stua. Sampela 01 aigris long em, 
toktok swit n a  lap nabaut.  Sam- 
pela lukluk strong long em n a  tok- 
tok long em. 

"Sit, lukim wokabaut bilong 
em tasol! Man as  bilollg em i no 
pilaipilai." 01 toktok n a  tanim het.  
Sampela taim 01 i karn tokim 
Martha long i go danis o i go raun 
em save tanirn he t  tasol i go long 
arapela hap. 

"Olgeta yangpela meri bilong 
dispels ples 01 mekim olsein bai i 
go mnrit long arapela wanskin," 
01 man bin tok olsem n a  kros no- 
gut t ru .  

Martha i save papa bilong em 
bai i no laik long man  hia bai 
maritim em.  Dispela em long kros 

bilong em long bipo. Papa bilong 
Marth:l em wonpela long cl man 
husait i no laikim kain man Mar- 
tha  i lalk maritim. Tasol papa bi- 
long em i no save. Em i bin lapun 
likllk llau na em laik 01 gutpela 
samtlng bilong 01 masta olsem ti, 
mit, suitpea kaikai. lnoni n a  bia. 

Long taim ell1 no bin lapun, 
em i bin save wok long masta na 
i no save usim moni, em i lapun 
na i laik kaikai bilong 01 inasta. 
Em laikim Martha maritin1 wan- 
pela rnan husait  i wok n a  i gat 
mcni. 

Wanpela taim papa bilong em 
i bin singaut n a  tok "Martha yu 
lukim husait man  i go long stua 
bilonz Sainaman asde." Martha i 
no toktok tasol em tanim het i go 
arasait. "Yu save hainas inoni em 
bin kamautim long trnusis bilong 
em? Mi laik yu nlaritim dispela 
man." 

Martha i save dispela man 
i kamda. Ell1 i s tap klostu tasol 
na  i karn long Sepik. Martha i 
sal:? tasol i no laik soim tingting 
bilong em. 

Papa lukinl Martha i no tok na 
em salim i go long rum bilong em 
n a  tingting gut hihain em bai tok- 
im em. 

Tarangu lapun i no save piki- 
nini bilong em i gat tingting long 
maritim man  long laik bilong em. 

Pasin long ples bilong em olsem 
taim manmeri laik rnarit bai 01 
papamama tascl bai go wokbaut 
na painim meri bilong pikinini bi- 
long 01. 

Wnnpela apinum Martha i bin 
pinisim wok n a  wokabaut i karn 
long haus. Taim em woknbaut long 
rot dispela Sepik man  bin painim 
long rot na  i tok "Hay dalin yu 
wantaim nu? Lukim planti moni! 
n a  em pulim aut  01 ten dola not 
na soim long em. 

Martha kirap nogut n a  i tok, 
"Nogat sem bilong yu. Lukim em 
husat i laikim moni bilong yu. Yu 
laik bai mi go ripotim yu." 

Martha i save wallem tailn em 
bai marit tasol man bilong em i 
s tap longwe lcng bikpela taun long 
Moshi. 

Martha i tingting yet long pro- 
mis em givim long dispela m a n  
long bipo t ru .  Toktck bllong 
tupela i stap gut long het bilong 
em. P la l~ t i  yia i go pinis tasol piksa 
bilong man i stap gut long het bi- 
long em. 

Olgeta taim Illan salim pas i 
kam i soim i gat bikpela laik yet 
long enl. Planti taim man  i salim 
pas na tok "Honey, I am true to  
our promise cf the  past and will 
never set my eyes on educated 
women. There is nothing in them 
to feel and love and be rewarded 
with the thought t h a t  makes a 
tnan feel 3 whole being." 

Long dispela toktok long pas 
em bin raitim i kam, i mekin1 Mar- 
tha  save olse~u liklik prornis bilong 
tupela long skul i no samting na -  
ting. 

Sala em net11 bilong dispela 
tnan i s tap long Mosbi husat Mar- 
tha  i gat bikpela laik long mari- 
t im. Taim tupela i bin s tap long 
vilis school i bin rnekinl dispela 
promis. Lcng dispela taim Martha 
emi liklik meri tasol. Sala i lukim 
pes. skin na wokabaut wantaim n a  
i laikim tumas. Em Ling taim 
Martha i kamap bikpela bai em 
narapela kain meri tru! Martha 
katim olgeta man n a  e m  i pilai 
wantaim Sala tnsol n a  tokinl em 
long wanpela taim tupela bai ma-  
rit. Sala ting i lus long dispela tok 
bilong em. Et11 i bin pas long exam 
n a  nau i stap long Univesiti. Nam- 
bawan pas long Martha i karn long 
Sala taim i stap long Univesiti long 
Mosbi. 

I nii long taitn i go pinis n a  
rvanpela tnan long ples bilong 
Martha i bin kam long Mosbi n a  
em toklm 01 man olsenl Sala nau 
bai i kamap bikpela man.  Em save 
- - . -. -- 
Continued overleaf 
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kaikai wantaim 01 waitman n a  
raun wantaim kar bilong 01. Em 
i wanpela Loea, em man bilong 
harim bikpela kot long 01 man i 
dai, 01 kain pait long giraun, Pau- 
Lim meri long narapela man, n a  01 
kain kain trabel. Em i wok bilong 
S a l n  n a  pm kisim nlanti moni. HU- - - - - * - . - - - . . - - -. . . 
sat man i wok olsbm draiva, kam- 
da em 01 samting nating. Olgeta 
man i stap harim na  01 tanim het 
tasol. 

Taim Martha i harim dispela 
toktok em amamas tru. Em ting 
papa bilong em tu i bin harim dis- 
pela toktok nau em bai no kros. 
Martha i danis liklik. Dispela Yia 
i go pinis mi bai meri tru. 01 plan- 
ti man bin traim mi tasol nogat. 
Sala yet i kamap nau, Martha i 
ting. 

Man husat i bin kamap long 
Mosbi tu  bin tokim 01 man long 
ples Sala bai i kam bek long ples 
dispela wik o wik bihain, em i no 
save tasol i tru bai em ken i kam 
long ples. 

Taim man Sepik i harim ol- 
sem pren bilong Martha bai 
ikam klostu em i bin wari 
nogut tru, na long wanpela api- 
nun em i go long s tua .na  baim 

gutpela kaikai na  sampela bia 
wantaim simok. Em karim i go 
long haus bilong Martha. Em i 
tokim papa bilong Martha long 
kukim dispela kaikai. Taim Mar- 
tha  i kukim kaikai tupela i stat 
dring. Lapun papa bllong Martha 
i amamas long dispela samting. 

Lapun man i bin sipak nogut 
tru na Sepik man i sipak liklik ta-  
sol. Olgeta taim em dring em bin 
tingting long Martha olsem i tok- 
tok na lukluk long em. Em i wet 
long nait i kam. 

Lapun man i silip na Sepik i 
laik hambak long Martha tasol 
Martha i singaut moa n a  Sepik 
man i pret tru na  ronwe i go. 

Long moningtaim Martha i bin 
go ripotim Sepik man long ofis bi- 
long Kiap. Papa bilong Martha em 
i bin kros olsem em i laikim Sepik 
man wanem i gat planti mcni n a  i 
mas maritim Martha. Em i go tok- 
im Kiap long wanem em bai i no 
go long kot. 

Long dispela de Sala i kamap. 
Martha i lukim Sala na  i singaut 

na ron i go holim Sala na karai 
i stap. 

"Kiap dispela em man bilcng 
mi" Martha i tok. 

Kiap i tanim na  askim papa 
gen. "Yu save long dispela man?" 

"Yes em i man bilong harim 
kot, na em prenim bipo." 

"Yu save olsem tupela bai ma- 
rit?" Kinp i askim gen. 

"Kiap mi no save long samting 
bilong 01 yangpela." Papa bilong 
Martha i bekim tok long Kiap na 
daunim het bilong em. 

"Na husat dispela man?" Kiap 
i askim 01 na makim han  i go long 
Sepik ia. 

Martha i tok "Husait i save 
long em, olsem gutpela man." Em 
tanim gen na holim,, han  bilong 
Sala na tokim Kiap, dispela man 
tasol mi save long em. Mi tupela 
promis bipo tru taim mipela piki- 
nini yet long vilis skul na taim mi 
no gat bikpela susu yet.'' 

Kiap i no gat tok; em lukluk i 
go long palisman na mekim sain 
long het long kisim 01 i kam ha- 
rim kot. 

I no longtaim em tokim Sala 
na Martha i go aut. 

BELOW IS A SYNOPSIS OF 'PROMIS LONG BIPO' 
"THE PROMISE" 

by Herman Taolam 
Martha Emawe worked as a shop 

keeper for a Chlnese businessman n o t  fa r  
from Madang. She became a shop assls- 
t a n t  when she realised she was unable to 
complete her high school. Most of her  
girlfriends and school-mates had marrled 
wltii one or  two children, a n d  had  fre- 
quently asked Martha when s h e  was get- 
tlllg marrled. Martha just  shrugged away 
saying there was plenty of t lme for 
marriage because she was only eighteen. 

She had worked i n  t h e  Chinese shop 
for a number of years and had seen a lot  
of young and eager male customers who 
e ~ t h e r  marvelled a t  her or even 'asked 
her for dates. She ignored them. Mast 
complained t h a t  their village girls were 
n o  Longer interested in t h e  young men of 
their own locality and were marrying 
elsewhere. 

Martha's father also had t h e  same 
complaints, b u t  he  was more interested 
in seeing his daughter marry someone 
who had t h e  money i n  hand. Yet when 
he  was a young man working In a far off 
town as  a domestic servant, h e  never fully 
understood t h e  meanina of cash. Now. a t  
old age and  slowly bscoming toothless. 
money to  him meant eating soft  food as 
well as  enjoying other material luxuries. 

One evening he called his daughter 
into t h e  house for questlonlng. T h e  con- 

ference. Martha knew, was about a cer- 
tain customer who had entered t h e  shop 
the  previous day s o  she did her best to  
sit ntrietlv and listen. The m a n  worked as 
R-c&ii-'mdchanichanc n o t - ? &  -%m t h e  vlll- 
i c e - H e r  father asked her if s h e  saw t h s  
s & ~ k  man in t h e  shop and  if s h e  had 
observed the  amount  of money he  had 
produced from his trouses pocket. Martha 
said s h e  dld,  b u t  whatever her father 
had In mind, she  reflected, s h e  would 
have nothing to  do with t h e  man.  

One evening, after Martha had  finish- 
ed work and  was on her way home. she 
met t h e  man. He held o u t  a handfull  of 
muh enticingly, most of them ten  and 
twenty dollar bills and  asked if Martha 
liked him. Martha reeled back i n  agita- 
tion and  warned t h e  man tha t  if he  kept 
doing t h a t  she  would take him to  court. 

She,  however knew t h a t  she would 
eventually marry one day. She had her 
fu ture  husband studying a t  t h e  University 
i n  Por t  Moresby. Sala was hls name. She 
knew t h a t  Sala still kept t h e  promlse 
they had made while both were a t  t h e  
same village primary school. Sala was, of 
course, writing Martha regularly a n d  each 
Letter contained both words of encoursge- 
ment  and love. Martha knew t h a t  Sala 

live with Europeans naturally: and  t h a t  
he would, after a number of years, fiixsh 
h15 course with a degree i n  Law. T h e  
things tha t  h e  would perform after gradu- 
ation, the villager explained, would be 
beyond the  scope of any young village 
man's ability. He also spread t h e  news 
t h a t  Sala was coming home, yet h e  
could not tell exactly when. B u t  all  were 
satisfied tha t  Sala was coming home. 
This news made Marha so overjoyed t h a t  
a t  one stage she had t o  do a little danc- 
ing to herself in t h e  quiet of her house. 

The Sepik suitor, o n  t h e  other hand,  
was worried. He had to  thrnk of someth- 
i n s  He bought a carton of beer. som€ 
cigarettes and a lot of food a n d  went 
to Martha's father. Martha's fa ther  war 
indeed happy and welcomed t h e  man 
This was exactly what h e  wanted. 

Martha dld the  cwking  while t h e  twc 
me11 drank beer. After dinner Marthi  
went to sleep, while her fa ther  drank  anc 
drank with the  man unt i l  h e  was d r u n k  
The  Sepik man had only pretended t o  bl 
drunk and when t h e  old m a n  had faller 
lllto a drunken slumber, h e  entered tha 
house to seduce Martha. He was n o t  s u c  
cessful and  had to be taken t o  cour t  thl 
following day. 

The  rourt hearine between t h e  Dist 
was the  man for her. r ict  Patrol Officer. ~ i r t h a  and  her  fa the  

Not long after, a villager. who had and t h e  unlucky Sepik suitor was i n  pro 
been in Port  Moresby, brought some fresh zress when Sala made his sudden appear 
news tha t  Sala was studylng well: t h a t  ence, thus  enabling t h e  two t o  fulfil 
he  was so westernised he  could eat  and  their promlse of the  past. 

I PIDGIN STORIES 

I W e  sincerely hope readers everywhere have liked the Pidgin stories we have published over the last two 
vears. 

I '  I f  you have an unpublished Pidgin story which you would like us to consider for publication in "Papua 
New Guinea Writing", please write to the Editor, 'Papua New Guinea Writing', Box 2312, KONEDOBU. 
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Shark 
Fishing 

. . . My lifted his 

heavy wooden club and bashed 

the shark to death. 

We had spent the better part of the morning 
fishing for bait and had caught a lot. The bait was 
mainly small fish which were then tied to the end of 
a five'ioot piece of bamboo about a n  inch in diameter. 
Our supper was prepared and served and the next 
moment I found myself sitting beside a fire with my 
grandfather, discussing ancestral techniques of catch- 
ing sharks - we were preparing for our shark fish- 
ing expedition the following morning. 

Grandfather told me all sorts of stories that  
night of how, when he was young, he had caught 
many sharks. 

"It is a dangerous task to catch a six foot shark," 
he would say when one story had ended and was 
about to begin another. 

Thinking of the task, I grew frightened. I feared 
to leave my village to die a sorrowful death in  a 
shark's mouth. I love my people and place very much 
but grandfather, a hero of the past, comforted me 
with account after account of his catches and assured 
me that  it  was as easy as a child's game. I felt I was 
entitled to my doubt which would only be removed 
by seeing him catch one. 

"Fear not," grandfather assured me between 
stories. "We have the knowledge and the skill to 
destroy any enemy t h a t  tries to intercept us on our 
lourney." 

The golden moon had appeared on the eastern 
horizon where we were to look for sharks. Realising 
1 needed some rest I went to bed peacefully after tell- 
Ing my grandfather to wake me when he was ready. 

We awoke long before sunrise and prepared our 
breakfast which we were to eat later on the ocean. 
Our fishing gear was already loaded in our sixteen 
foot canoe. I t  was still dark when we set out on our 
Journey for, according to grandfather it  was be'ter 
to s tar t  a t  night rather than in broah daylight be- 
cause we had to paddle a fair distance. 

During the journey, I discovered that  grand- 
father, who appeared very old, was a fast and expert 
Paddler, but still i t  took us three hours to complete 
a distance of about seventeen miles. 

At the fishing spot we drifted with the tide until 
the ocean was brightened by the sun. After our 

hearty breakfast we sat quietly in our canoe to see 
what was going to happen next. 

I had confidence in my grandfather and firmly 
believed he was going to get through the task pretty 
well, despite his old age. He had shown great strength 
during paddling. 

Then suddenly, out of the dark blue ocean, the 
glassy fin of a ten foot long shark was sighted by 
grandfather. I t  was nearing our canoe. Grandfather 
was oreoared for the enemy and did not appear . - 
worried. - 

The shark leapt with a n  opened mouth to catch 
the bait tied to the small bamboo pole and I crouched 
low in our canoe. The shark could not catch the 
mzat because it  was held too high. The next instant,  
I noticed tha t  my grandfather was again lur.ng the 
shark to the bait. 

The shark, watching the tempting bait, c?me 
close to our canoe, apparently unware of our presence. 

Suddenly my grandfather lifted the bait so high 
the hungry monster lifted nearly half it's body out of 
the water to grab the bait and this gave my grand- 
father the chance to put a cane loop around its body, 
which he did skilfully. 

We laughed in victory a t  the struggling shark 
and after a few minutes my grandfather lifted his 
heavy wooden club and bashed the shark to death. 
The task was over. 

With the shark secure in the canoe, we started 
for home cheerfully singing together the traditional 
songs specialiy composed for this type of task. We 
were about half a mile from our village when grand- 
father took out his magical conch shell and blew i t  
loudly. An enormous crowd soon gathered on the  
beach for the conch shell is blown only when a shark 
has been caught. 

Our exciting adventure was over and I found 
myself back home, a t  the place I had feared I might 
not see again. 

The shark was cut up and shared among the  
villagers and we each had a delicious dinner t h a t  
night. I decided I would soon try to catch a shark 
by the technique I had learnt from my grandfather. 

m 
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POET'S CORNER 
w~th Jack Lahui 

A poem of praise and encouragement specially 

written by the author for Writers' Day. 

WRITERS OF PAPUA NEW GUINEA 

by Allafz Natachee 

This is you, you, you 
You  s o ~ s  and daughters, you farnous young writeo 
of Papua New Guinea 
I love your poisons, 
your snzila 
and your tears that ooze 
through your hands and flow through your pens 
taking the shape of 
past and present and future 
upon your .rheefs of paper. 

Winner of $50 PETER BECKETT Poetry Prize, Sec- 

tion One, Tertiary. 

EMBITTERED X 

by Siwid Gipey 

The atmosphere became tense 
betweept the angered one the other behind fhe desk 
and everyone belted while there was chance 
as he asked the third time, 
"Whaf ' s  the price of that axe?" 
The bushman slammed six dollars forty cents 
bu.rhilzg the empty bank book into his sack, 
arousing within the old bag a strong robust scent 
and grabbing the axe from the sack. 
Fear gripped the little country store 
as the devil shook the axe, "Master be on your gumd, 
Today it is mine with cash, 
Tontorrozu it's yours with blood." 

Winner of $25 First Prize in Section Two for Primary. 

STRANGE CREATION 

by Marlls Balim 

Papxa Netu Guinea ZONJ c~eated strangely i n  a hurry 
I thinh, 
New Brifain sleeps like a izeuily born baby; 
Trobriand Islands look like their own yarns; 
Netu lrelands seeins shaped like a shot gun 
making Munus look like bullets front its barrel; 
Bougainuille looks like the Buka Taro. 
The Highlands regiolz seel~zs shaped like 
the swollen head of a giant. 
Yonze are shaped like beans, bananas or coconut. 
You  don't need to be a~zgry 
because it's one of 
God's strangest creations. 

Winner of $15 Second Prize, Section Two, for High 

Schools. 

PAYDAY 

by Arua Riu 

It's Thursday 
The workers are c/3osilzg the hours 
Hours see?ia 
to be 
thorter than 
normal 
It's 4.06 
zuorkers hurriedly sigfzing off 
the?? 
Rush for 
Palm Tavern, Kone Tavern 
Pdpua Hotel, 
T o p  Pub and the Snake Pit. 
As they enter 
they say "Only one Glass" 
will do 
BUT' 
nzore . . . .. . . . . . 
because not satisfsed. 
Yoon i f s  closing hour 
you can hear 
the 
grunting, swearing, 
munzblitzg, gossipifzg 
of the zuorkers 
for more hours 
and they 
rtill hang around 
till midnight. 
. . . . . . . and slozuly 
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they march 
home. 
you catz hear the  
Iwearigzg buzzing 
Jpitting, vomi t ing  
,f the fuorkers. 
NOW the worker 
dips his head inside the  house 
then starts szuearing, 
the cries o f  
&ildren, mothers 
because o f  hunger 
rhy?zess o f  enzpty pots 
~poons, plates, 
dishes, forks - 
then he starts 
kicking, belting 
knocking the  household 
rill all are toothless 
Q& bleediftg and 
there are n o  walls to  the  house 
Morning conzes 
children cry 
for breakfast 
Mothers cry 
md the worker? 
N o w  watching his arre 
for there's nothing to  
eat 
1wve, save 
N O T H I N G !  
Not a single cent 
in the 
P A Y  ENVELOPE.  

M i  go arasait 
~ n i  lukluk soloz~~arn gefz 
nzi kamtau7z long leda 
mi bihainirn arare bilogzg hi~its 
7ni lukluk lek bllong yu 
istap antap long zvdisan 
mi t ingt ing 
E! Nanse long 01 
Lek tasol istap 
M i  sore na 17~i karai. 
Mi wokabaut long rot 
mi luk im mei-i zc,.rntarwj pikinini 
mi l u k i m  mngz wagzte71~ Lewd bilong e m  
mi lukinz ol yarzpel,~ meri i k a m  
E! Nansa long a1 
m i  go antap long haus 
nzi paitim dua 
Lewa Anges yu stap . . . . 
M i  tingting - aswa 
0, Lewa Agnes, yu go w e  
M i  sore tasol na nzi karai. 
M i  go long bet 
mi silip na ~ n i  dirinzan 
mi l u k i m  wagzpela smok 
i karamapinz gras olsem daiman 
e m  i go na enz i go 
E m i g p  . . . . . .  Ah! 
E m  w o n e m  
Wanpe la  meri  
Wanpe la  laplap 
Wan9e la  hat bilong qu in  
0, Lewa Agnes 
ri bilong m i  o p  
m i  tingting 
0 Lezc~a Agnes yu stap pinis long H E V E N .  

Winner of $50 Donold Moynord Pidgin Poetry Prize. 

LEWA AGNES Winner of $25 Second Prize in Setion One, Tertiary 

b y  Joreph Paiya 
M i  sindaulz long dua bilong haur EXPERIENCE 
m i  lukluk igo long solowara 
m i  lukluk igo  long mounten  
mi t ingt ing,  
0, Lewa Agnes,  yu go w e  
M i  sore na mi karai. 
M i  go insait long haus 
m i  l u k i m  bet  
rni l u k i m  klor wanta im siket 
m i  l u k i m  nairpela kalakala bilunt 
rni t ingt ing 
0, Lewa Agner ,  yu go w e  
Mi sore na mi karai. 
Naispela b i l u m  you w o k i m  
m i  pu t im long het  pi10 
m i  l u k i m  polo bilong yu 
na mi t ingt ing,  
Lewa sapos yu stap klostu 
bai mi wanpelu amamar m a n  t9u 
Y u  luk naispela olsem dirpela b i lum 
0, Lewa Agnes ,  yu go  w e  
Kilok bilong nzi i bruk t u  ap  

b y  G@i l a m o  

T h e  sun woke  nze. 
I blinked rapidly and rolled away 
f r o m  the of fending bright light. 
T h e  bed was empty.  

I yawned and slowly rolled on to m y  back 
risking a look at  the window. 
T h e  rail2 had stopped and watery run  beams 
rtreamed warmly through the louverr 
lighting u p  m y  lonely room. 
I looked at nLy tuatch. 
It was just after eight f i f teen.  
I reached for tny wireless 
and turned i t  on, lying back 
against the pillotu, listening t o  the music. 
I was thinking o f  last night .  
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I PASlN B ~ L ~ N G  MARlTlM TUPELA MERl i I 

By Kov 

Bifo bifo tru 01 man bilong Hailans i no save 
maritim tupela meri. 

Long dispela taim wanpela meri bilong Hailan i 
bin marit. na i karim tuvela vikinini man l0nR Wan- 
pela taim. Long dispelaa tupela pikinini mai i bin 
glvim nem Hamo na Seta. Hamo em i bin karim 
Pes Da Seta em i bin karim namba tu. 

Dispela tupela brata em i bin pait long olgeta 
taim long wanem mama bilong em i bin givim tu- 
pela hap kaikai i go long Seta n a  wanpela tasol i go 
long Hamo. Mama i tok, "Seta mi bin karim long 
namba tu n a  i mas kisim tupela hap kaikai." Dispela 
pasin bilong mama bilong em i mekim Hamo i be1 ha t  
moa. 

Hamo i stap wantaim mama, n a  brata bilong em 
tayol i no hamamas long pasin bilong tupela. Nau 
Hamo i kamap strong na i olsem man pinis long 
painim meri bilong em. 

Wanpela apinun, bihain i bin pait wantaim Seta, 
Hamo i ting long i go wokabaut long rot. Taim i bin 
wokabaut long rot, ren i pundaun n a  Hamo i ting 
lcng painim sampela ples long bai i ken go insait. 
Hamo i wokabaut liklik moa n a  i lukim wanpela lik- 
lik haus i stap. I bin go n a  lukluk insait na i no pai- 
nim wanpela man  o meri. Hamo i go insait tasol. 

Taim i bin go insait i sindaun klostu we pipal 
bilong dispela haus i mekim paia n a  i s t a t  mekim 
bikpela paia. Hamo i bin ting dispela haus em pipal 
i no save usim. Em tingting olsem n a  putim olgeta 
diwai long paia. I no long taim pinis i bin pinisim 
olgeta di*ai-paia. 

Hamo i bin hatim skin pinis n a  i laik silip liklik 
tasol. Bihain bai i go 'jek long peles bilong en. Taim i 
bin vasim ai bilone en i bin s i l i ~  eu t  tru. 

iiklik taim ta&l mama bilong-dispe'a haus, wan- 
taim tupela yanpela meri bilong ,+, i bin kam. Tri- 
pela i bin kirap no gut tru taim i lukim Hamo i silip 
insait long haus bilong em. Tupela meri i pret t ru  
long wanem i ting man i silip insait em i Masalai. 
Wanpela meri i bin go n a  traim long rausim n a  nara- 

pela i stap lukluk i go tasol. Hamo i bin pilim kol 
long han  bilong dispela meri na kirap n a  lukim tupela 
nieri. Hamo i lukluk raun na painim San i bin kamap 
gen. 

Kwik taim tru, tupela meri i bin laikim Hamo 
stret, long wanem Hamo em i no olsem arapela .man 
em i bin save lukim bipo. 

Dispela meri husat i no bin go na rausim Hamo 
long silip i bin tok, "Dispela man em i man bilong 
mi nau. Long taim tru mi no bin lukim wanpela gut- 
pela man. Em i man bilong mi." 

Meri husat i bin rausim Hamo long silio i bin 
bekim tok, "Em i, no man bilong yu, em man bilong 
mi stret. Yu bln tlng em i Masalai nogut na yu no go 
na rausim, na sanap long kona n a  lukluk tasol." 

Hamo i bin sindaun long hap n a  harim tok bilong 
tupela meri na tingting tu na i kranki t ru  long harim 
em, na i kirap na tokim tupela. 

"Mipela mi sore long harim yu tupela," Hamo i 
tok. "Mi no kam long maritim yu. Mi bin kam long 
painim abus n a  ren i pun daun n a  mi bin kam long 
haus bilong yupela." 

Tupela meri i bin sanap na i no toktok moa. Hamo 
tu i no laik toktok long wanem i bin ting bek long 
laip bilong en wantaim mama na brata bilong em n a  
i be1 ha t  tru. Long olgeta taim mama bilong em i save 
givim Seta tupela hap kaikai olgeta taim n a  wanpela 
Long em tasol. Hamo em i bin tingting bai sapos em 
i maritim tupela meri wantaim i ken mekim rong 
bilong mama bilong en stret. Taso Hamo i bin sanap 
na tokim tupela meri. 

"Sapos mi maritim wanpela meri tasol mi ting 
bai yu tupela i no ken stap gut. Em i gutpela bai mi 
maritim yu tupela wantaim." 

Hamo i bin givim liklik taim long tripels meri 
long tingim long toktok bilong em. Tupela meri i bin 
tingting kwiktaim. Dispela man i bin tokaut wan- 
pela samting i gutpela long em yet. 

"Tingting bilong yu em i gutpela," tupela meri 
i bin bekim Hamo "mi tupela bai mi ken maritim yu 
tasol. Mi tupela mi no bin painim wanpela man  olsem 
yupela n a  klostu mi tupela lapun nau. M1 tupela ha- 
mamas long maritim yu tasol." 

Taim Hamo i harim tok bilong tupela meri i bin 
sanap na i go long holim tupela meri n a  i kis long pes 
bilong tupela. Em bikpela taim long hamamas bilong 
Hamo n a  tupela meri. 

Hamo i bin stap wantaim meri na mama bilong 
en. Sampela Krismas i go pinis n a  Hamo i tokim tu- 
pela meri i laik i go wantaim em long ples bilong en. 

Long ples bilong Hamo 01 man, taim i luk'm 
Hamo, i s ta t  tingting long maritim tupela meri olsem 
Hamo i bin mekim. Sampela man i go het n a  maritim 
tu, tri o moa. Dispela pasin bilong Hamo i bin kam 
down long tete long Hailans. 

M e r i  husoit i bin rousim H o m o  long silip i bin bekim tok,  "Em i 
stret." "Em i n o  man bilong yu, em mon bilong m i  stret". ( T h e  girl  
who hod woken H o m o  then soid, "This is not your husband, he is 
mine.") 
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An Educated Girl Faces a Problem a 

By Magdalene Wagun 

This Story won the $50 Jim and Betty Legge prize in this year's National Short Story 
Contest conducted by the Literature Bureau. 

Merelyn had gone successfully 
through her primary schooling, and 
was now attending a secondary 
school. She was a very bright stu- 
dent and a hard worker a t  school. 
She hoped by working hard a t  
xhool, she would eventually be able 
to get a good job somewhere in  the  
rnuntry. She liked visiting places 
and people and finding new ways 
of living. 

Merelyn had been a t  high 
school for almost four years and 
was doing her Form Four. She felt 
confident t h a t  she would be suc- 
cessful in  her exams and that  she 
would be able to  get the job she 
wanted. Teaching interested her 
very much. 

Merelyn's parents back i n  her 
village liked a certain man very 
much because he worked hard as 
a labourer a t  the nearby coconut 
plantation and earned $10 a fort- 
night. Every afternoon her parents 
invited the man to their house. 
Each time the man visited them 
they put to him a lot of 'grease 
talk' to get him to marry their 
daughter. 

'You see, we are getting old 
and we have no one to replace 
us and to work i n  the gardens," 
they would say. "Also there is no 
one to feed us when we're hungry. 
We need a man like you to marry 
our daughter so t h a t  you can look 
after us." The man agreed to 
marry Merelyn. 

Merelyn finally did her exams 
and passed well. She then applied 
h go to a teachers' college. The 
application was successful and she 
was very happy indeed. However 
her happiness evaporated when she 
knew of the  wishes of her parents. 

Three weeks before she was to 
leave for Madang, Merelyn found 

her parents politely: "I told you 
what my aim was in  the first place. 
Surely you know all about it. Ma- 
ma na  papa, bai mi go long Ma- 
dang long skul bilong 01 tisa na 
bihain bai mi kamap tisa, bai mi 
laik skulim 01 liklik skul manki7'* 

Her parents were still facing 
her ' silently tossing kindles into 
the glowing fire, pretending tha t  
they had not heard about it be- 
fore. 

"My daughter, you have 
enough knowledge about teaching 
already," her father spoke with an 
angered voice. "You have spent 
most of your time with the white 
men and now you have come back 
to us. You will do what I, your 
father, ask you to do. Will you 
obey me?" 

"What do you mean, papa?" 
asked Merelyn, as if she hadn't 
a clue about it. 

"I want you to marry the  man 
I have marked for you. He gets 
quite a bit of money we know," 
said her father. 

"Yu longlong man! * *  What's 
the use of wasting my education 
and knowledge to stay a t  home", 
she cried. 

Merelyn felt like weeping but 
she had to control herself. Her 
heart was heavy, and every time 
she tried to talk back to her father 
he  cut her short. 

"You must marry this man of 
my choice. If you don't obey me 
you're going to be in big trouble. 
I'll tell the man to make sorcery on 
you and you'll die. You marry this 
man and he'll look after us well. 
Everything will be yours and his, 
as we're getting so old that  we'll 
be d e p y d i n g  a lot on you young 
couple. 

dropped and her heart grew miser- 
able. 

Merelyn was the only child of 
the family so she eventually decid- 
ed to stay home, to marry the man 
and mind her parents. She knew 
the life would be boring for a girl 
of Form Four level and of such 
knowledge to marry a man like 
that. All the time such thoughts 
crept through her mind. 

The marriage was soon ar- 
ranged by her parents and the 
man's relatives. Men, women and 
children of t h e  village and the 
neighbouring villages gathered for 
the wedding day. One hundred 
heads of rings and two hundred 
decorated shells were brought 
forth by the  man's relatives as  
the bride price, together with 
$400.00. Merelyn knew her parents 
were selling her like a priced pig. 

The ceremony was held tradi- 
tionally and Merelyn's parents 
divided the price equally among 
their relatives. 

Two years passed and Merelyn 
and her husband had a little child 
to look after. The father did his 
usual job while Merelyn stayed 
a t  home with the child. Some- 
times she worked in a new garden 
tha t  she and her husband had 
started. 

At the end of those two years 
a friend of Merelyn's returned 
home on holidays after her first 
Year of study a t  the  Papuan Medi- 
cal College in  Port Moresby. Mere- 
lyn heard the news, but did not 
like to visit her because she knew 
it  would hurt  her feelings very 
much if she did. She was a happy 
village woman as long .as she re- 
mained undisturbed. * 

herself facing a problem. One Merelyn returned to her room. 
evening her  parents asked her: She sat down On the floor and 
"Merelyn, what  do you expect to ~ ' ~ $ P ~ $ e  a ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ r ~ , " ~  eY%e,"en4nmZ%::g w ~ ~ e , " " r f Y u ~ n t e ~ h ~  
d0 now and  where do you intend man he? father had chosen. T~~~~ teacher to  teach the little children. 

to go?" Merelyn eagerly answered began to wet her  eyes. Her head **YOU stupid man! 
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Phil ip  Bouraga  

PHlLlP BOURAGA, Acting Di -  

rector of Office of Informotion, 

spoke on the role of the Litera- 

ture Bureau in the present Popua 

New Guinea society. His com- 

ments appear below. 

Paulias  Matane 

PAULIAS M A T A N E ,  Secretory, 

Deportment of Business Develop- 

ment spoke on the need to 

correct the spoilt image of P.N.G. 

by very effective outside novel 

and travel writers. 

THE ROLE OF T H E  LITERATURE BUREAU OF 1 RECORDING 

THE OFFICE OF INFORMATION - 

By Philip Bouraga 

I am pleased to be here today, to join you on this 
important occasion - Writers' Day, 1974 - staged by 
the Literature Bureau. I sincerely hope tha t  this will 
become a n  annual event during the coming years. 

Most of us who have received or read the National 
Magazine 'Papua New Guinea Writing' should know, 
I hope, the functions of the Bureau. All mater'als 
published are received from our readers and contri- 
butors. This is indeed a very gratifying achievement. 

Since its inception, the Bureau has been primarily 
concerned with the encouragement and promotion of 
literature in our country - and this function is in- 
dicative of the work the Bureau has done over the 
past years. The existence of literature in  our country 
is of course dependent on our writers of today and 
future recognising the importance of our country and 
its many different cultures, which you are and will be 
writing about. As writers you are able to translate in- 
to fiction many of our traditional cultures and values. 

USE - AND - ABUSE - 
By Paulias Matane 

May I, for convenience sake, direct you to the 
past, say fifty years ago and beyond and ask you 
to picture and mentalise the objects which I consider 
most important in the world. These objects were 
highly colorful, articulate, skilful, proud, c3nfidcnt, 
brilliant in body and mind. 

What were these objects? Well they were not 
pieces of wood or something because they had minds 
and souls. But who were they? They were our fore- 
fathers of course. They were people with searching 
minds, searching for the best weapons to kill with, 
the best songs and dances, the best magics tn kill 
and cure, the best magics to attract fish and pigs to 
catch and kill for food and the best magic to attract 
girls for what they were worth, the best carving and 
designs and so on. They were fully occupied with 
gardening, fishing and hunting both animals and 
enemies, gathering food from the sea, rivers, bush 
and gardens. 

When there were to be important ceremonies 
they spent hours, days and even months to make 
preparations. They wanted to show that  such cere- 
monies must be the best. As such I admire them all 
the time. 

How do we know some of the things they used 
to do? Some of us did not live more than sixtv vears 

I believe that  our literature has developed to a stage 
where writers are writing with definite objectives, 
B~~~~~~ you are writing with purpose, you are able to 
create a common feeling of national harmony and 
unity. 

The other aspect of literature which we have tended 
to neglect is tha t  of oral literature. This is an 
important area and every encouragement should be 
made to the upkeep of this traditional literature. To 
some extent, the Bureau has tried to encourage this 
through its annual literature competitions. The Bu- 
reau will continue to stage these annual competitions. 
The Bureau has, of course, been recording some of 
the itefns in both Pidgin and Hiri Motu since the 
competitions began. 

ago to have seen them. As we are all aware, mis t  of 
the things they did were not recorded in books. 

It's true tha t  anthropologists and historians and 
missionaries recorded some of the events and cere- 
monies they saw but it was usual that they, being 
white men, recorded half the truths, Why should 
our forefathers tell the truth to a fo re i~ner  when 

Sometime ago, Mr Johnson, the then Administrator, 
expressed the view that  a writer should recognise his 
duties of creating national consciouness. I think tha t  
our task - you as writers and I as a non-writer - is 
to inject in  our people's minds this concept of national 
consciousness during this period of transition. For you 
this is a competitive challenge. A challenge which you 
have accepted and will continue to accept in your 
particular field. 

Our forefathers did not record things in books 
as  they were illiterate to modern writing but they 
recorded a lot in different recording systems which 
they could read. The forms of recording were on 
their beautiful carvings, paintings, drums, pots and 
magic dances, songs, stories, plants, rocks, mounta;ns 
and rivers. I am not here to explain how, when and 
why the recordings were made because I, unfortun- 
ately, do not know. 

What I know is the methods lived and were 
passed on from generation to generation. Naturally 

most of the things were secret &d sacred?--~ot  oniy 
that  but that  one has got to be a member of a clan 
Or an organisation before he would be exposed to the 
unknown. An anthropologist may have written all 
sorts of things about our forefather's beliefs, ideas, 
values, actions, culture and so on; but I still believe 
they recorded only half the truths. 

The real truth (as stated eariler to be secret and 
sacred) was always hidden from outsiders. Here I 
refer to non-memebrs. 

Continued on Page (18) 
l -. - 

Continued on Page (18) 
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Kirsty Powell 

KIRSTY P O W E L L  of University 

of Papua New Guinea spoke on 

the p~rspectives of Papuo N e w  

Guinea writing. H e r  views may 

be accounted for in years to comc. 

Codfrey Naboam 

GODFREY N A B O A M  of the Uni -  

versity o,f Popua New Guinea 

spoke on thc nccd for co-ordina- 

t ~ o n  between culturol and a r t  

~ n s t ~ t u t i o n s .  A Writer; Guild 

m ~ g h t  be just the t h ~ n g .  

SOME PERSPECTIVES O N  PAPUA N E W  GUNIEA THE AIMS OF THE NEWLY FORMED MELAN-  

WRITING - ' ESlAN WRITERS ASSOCIATION - 

By Kirsty Powell I By Godfrey Naboam 
l 

Christopher Okigbo, the African writer, refused 
on principle to accept the poetry prize a t  the 1966 
Festival of Negro Arts, because he said there was 110 
such thing as Negro art.  Shortly before his death in 
the Nigerian Civil War, he said: "Therc is no such 
thing as African writing. There is good writing and 
bad writing - that 's all." Is there such a thing as 
Papua New Guinean writing? In a time of nascent 
nationalism, somc people are offended by such a qucs- 
tion. I t  seems to me a fair question, and I think 
the answer to it is "Yes, there is such a thing as 
Papua New Guineaan writing" - but I find the task 
of defining and describing Papua New Guinean writ- 
ing as difficult as I would find defining and descrih- 
ing myself. It 's  not that  I doubt my existence but I 
do not find it easy to define my own identity. To 
begin with, my existence, and I think, my identity. 
spans a certain pericd of time, and to understand 
myself it is necessary to take a historical view. The 
same is true of Papua New Guinean writing. It's tiine 
span is tiny compared with those literatures that  go 
back hundreds of years - like Chinese, or Greek. or 
Hebrew, or English. We can set the beginning of Pa- 
pua New Guinea writing (in the sense of written 
literature) somewhere in the 1960's, although we can 
put the advent of writing to this country a century 
back. E l b n  Brash, in an  address to teachers of Eng- 
lish in 1973, set the beginning in 1968 - perhaps 
because tha t  was when the first publications appeared. 
He showed how. compressed into the short space 
of less than  ten years, we have seen: 

I wish lo give a brief background on Lhe forma- 
Lion of the Association. The Associalion is a t  present 
functioning under a temporary executive made up o i  
the president, Peter Kama Kerpi, a poet, the secret- 
ary Harvey Kail, a senior tutor in literature, U.P.N.G., 
assisted by Benjamin Umba and myself. The Asso- 
ciation had its first meeting about three months ago 
and that was when the temporal-y executive was 
formed. Those who attended the meeting consisted 
nlcstly of University students. Also we had members 
of the public who were interested in writing and 
what goes cn behind the writing and literature of 
Papua New Guinea as a whole. Also in attendance 
were some of Papua New Guinea's own writers like 
John Kan ku, Reriiarnin Umba and o i  course the 
temporary president. Peter Kama Kerpi. 

At the meeting it was evident that  there was a 
need for such an Association to help those who still 
need some encouragement to develop their abilities. 

THE AIMS OF THE ASSOCIATION ARE AS 
FOLLOWS:- 

APPROPRIATE ENVIRONMENT First and fore- 
most, the Association wishes to establish an appro- 
pnate environment in which writers can work. A 
writer cannot be shut out from society and be ex- 
pected to produce good results. Hc needs to com- 
municate, not only to his reader. but also to other 
writers. Here, the writers can discuss mutual pro- 
blems tha t  concern his writing or any form of litera- 
ture. The Association hopes to offer that  assistance 
by making members available for discussion a t  the  

1. Anti-colonial writing like Reluctant Flame, / various 
The Ungrateful Daughter, and ~h~ ~~~h ~~~~k~ i CRITICISM There is a great need for writers in 
S ~ e a k q  , Paoua New Guinea to criticise themselves Sn far  - 

/ we' have been getting auite a lot of criticism f r o m  
2 ,  Writing based cn oral tradition: either direct 

translations like Warbat by APisai Enos, or rccrea- 
tions like The Sun by Arthur Jawodimbari, and D3ath  

Muruk by Bernard Narakobi, or Sui Sui Mwanedi 
by John Kaniku. 

overseas ~ e o p l e , ~ e x p a f r i ~ t e s  and such. Solnetimes this 
criticism does not carry weight because they often 
see our literature from. their outside pcint of view, 
rather than from the inside. We hope the AQsociation 
will give criticisms which are both more valid to the 
situation and from the culture which the writer 

3. Works of self-appraisal: autobiographical like 
Kiki or Paulias Matane's Growing Up in New Guinea, 

fictional, like Russell Soaba,s Odd Man out or 
Scattered By the Wind. I n  1973, Eltcn Brash was of 
the opinion that  Papua New Guinean writing was 
still essentially in its anti-colonial phase. despite its 
concurrent concern with other issues. We have not 
Yet done with anti-colonial themes, as a play such 
as Jonbile Tokome's 0 1  i Kam na Paulim Yumi, and 
Some poems by Siuras Kavani, like ,,The Boss,, and 
A- - - - - 

Continued on Page (19) 

comes from. 
SCREENING COMMITTEE There is also a need 

for providing possible sources of publication for mate- 
rial that  is accepted by the screening committee, 
tha t  is the committee established within the  Asso- 
,iation7 to have a look at  the work which has been 
produced and say what is suitable for publication and 
,vhat is not. 

COPYRIGHT And also there is a for  the  
writers to have their rights protected. The Association 
is offering protection. 

-pp-p-.- ~- 

Continued on Page (21) 



H e  s t o p p i  for a while and stared a t  his mother who hod closed her eyes, H ~ r  heart was still beating, but i7 s!ow rhythm 

By Jeoffery Owamu 

Alawari was an  old woman 
who was suffering from T.B. so 
instead of living in the village she 
went with her a d o ~ t e d  son. Amave. 
 to^ live a t  ~ a g e m a  ~ o s p i t a l ,  ten 
miles up the Kikori River. 

Amave found life a t  the 
hospital boring. There were many 
child re^ there who had made 
friends with him, but most of them 
only visited him in the ward once 
a day either in the afternoons or 
a t  weekends. This was because 
they were all attending a school 
which was half a mile away from 
the hospital. So he spent most of 
his tjme either helping his mother 
looking for old rags and bits of 
waste tha t  would be useful to 
them or playlng with his cat, 
Naime. 

The year had barely b e a n  
when notices appeared all over 
Kikori Station asking parents to 
bring along their children to start 
school. One Sunday Amave saw 

one of these notices in front of the 
ward. He stood there for half an 
hcur admiring the writing. He was 
just about to pick it, up to take it 
for his mother to roll her smoke 
with when suddenly a hand drop- 
ped on his head. I t  was Dr Solo 
who had been watching him from 
his office a hundred feet away. He 
came over to see what he was 
admiring. 

Amave told him in Motul tha t  
he was looking at  the writing on 
the paper. Dr Solo explained to 
him what the writing meant and 
told him to go to school on Mon- 
day. He replied sharply to the doc- 
tor tha t  he had no father to pay 
for his school fees. Besides he 
didn't have any good clothes to 
wear. After saying this Amave 
burst into tears and ran into the 
ward for his laplapz. 

His old mother asked him 
what h a p p ~ n e d  but he only 
answered with tears. Half an  hour 

;at-r Ur S310 came thrcugh the 
door holding a pair of new shorts 
and shirt in one hand and a letter 
in the other, while his l!ttle son of 
about eight follcwed clcsely behind 
with a packet of sweet l~iscuits 
and a bottle of orange drink for 
Amave. 

Amave put on the shirt and 
shorts and turned to face his 
mother but she turned her face 
to the window sobbing. I t  was the 
first time she had seen her son in 
a pair of shorts and shirt. Dr Sol0 
gave Amave the letter and told 
him to go up and see the Head- 
master of the school in the morn- 
ing. 

He woke up early the next day 
and was the first to arrive a t  the 
school. He handed the letter to the 
Headmaster and a n  hour later 
found himself sitting in a class- 
1. -4 language spoken on the Southerll 
Coastal area of P.N.G. 

2.  A plece of cloth 
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room between Ume and Manu, his 
friends who used to visit him a t  
the hospital. He went to school 

day until the end of the 
first term. Of course he did not 

any school fees. 
pay ~t the beginning of the second 
term there was a Parents and 
citizens meeting which sat to 
decide what to do with children 
who had not paid their school 
fees. There were 25 children who 
,till had nct done so. Out of all of 
them only one was allowed to con- 
tinue school. I t  was Amave. 
The Parents and Citizens Asso- 
ciation had decided it would pay 
for his fees because he had no 
father and his mother was old and 

not work to earn money. 
Amave lived a t  the school 

from tha t  day onwards as a 
boarder and his old m 0 t h e  r 
visited him a t  the schcol every 
afternoon and a t  the weekends. 
She was glad Amave went to tha t  
school because the  Administration 
supplied free food; mainly rice and 
fish, plus four yards of cloth each 
year. But the laplaps only lasted 
for a term because they were thin 
and wore out easily. 

Amave continued schooling 
while his mother spent most of her 
days begging people for old rags, 
but only a handful of people gave 
her their old skirts, dresses or 
laplaps. They were mainly the 
wives of the Medical Orderlies who 
were themselves not well off. Out 
of those old rags she cut small 
laplaps for her son. 

When Amave went to school 
in the old rags his school mates 
made fun of him. At times, over- 
whelmed by scorn, he ran home 
crying to his mother. But there 
was something in him tha t  en- 
couraged him to continue his 
schooling, and he was present the 
following days. 

He completed Prep. Class that  
Year. During the second term of 
Standard One in the following year 
he was transferred to Standard 
Two because h ?  was a bright stu- 
dent. His old mother was very hap- 
P9 when she heard that,  but she 
had no idea what 'standards' me- 
ant. She imagined there was a six- 
storey building and her son was 
climbing from the bottom floor 
upwards. 

Years later Amave came to an 
step in his education. 

He had reached the sixth and final 
Year and was to sit for the ex- 
aminations t h a t  would decide 
whether or not he  would go on to 
a secondary school. One night in  
the cla~sr00m a boy whispered in 
his ear (for everyone was busy 
Studying) to  go down to the hos- 
P!tal immediately and hear what 
his mother had to say. He was 
cross. I t  wasn't important to go 
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down to hear what his mother had 
to say, or to see her just crying. 
B - ~ t  because his love for h's mother 
was :o great, he left quickly with- 
cut  teliing the teacher who was 
supervising the night class. 

He raced down to the hospital, 
into the ward and to his suprise 
saw his mother lying with her 
hands and feet stretched out while 
his cat, Naime, sat on the head of 
the bed. He walked slowly towards 
her and sat beside her. He looked 
around the ward. There were no 
Nurses or Medical Orderlies a- 
round. He turned around and saw 
only two patients looking a t  him. 

He asked them where the other 
patients were. To his surprise one 
man shouted a t  him to get away 
frcm her. He asked them why but 
when they did not answer he told 
them he had the right to sit near 
his mother who, after all, was the 
only one who cared for him. The 
man who shouted a t  him somehow 
gathered enough courage to tell 
him tha t  if he stayed close to her 
the evil spirit from her would get 
into him. 

All the patients came from the 
mountain area and they believed 
that  when a person was dying they 
should be left alone until dead. 
for they feared tha t  evil spirits 
often passed from one person to 
another. That  was why all the 
patients had left the  ward. 

He sat for five minutes with- 
out moving or talking. Then he 
turned around and asked his 
mother,"Mai (mother),  why did 
you ask me to come down when I 
should be studying?" 

"Pull me up so that  I can lean 
against the wall and talk," his 
mother said. After making her 
comfortable against the wall she 
opened her mcuth and spoke. 

"Oromani, Gaumunumi, Evere- 
gau, Gensy." These were his sec- 
ret names only his mother used. 
"The time has come for me to say 
my last words to you. Son, my 
words are my only wealth in this 
world; come closer and listen care- 
fully. Since we came to this hospi- 
tal not even one person from our 
clan has come to give us pig meat, 
fish or sago. 

We have been alone for many 
years as if we had no relatives. I 
have always wondered who will 
take care of you when I leave you. 
I have not even a cent with me 
that  I can leave with you. Under 
my bed are some of those old rags 
I've made into laplaps. You can 
take them with you when you go 
back to your dormitory. I wish I 
had the money to pay for your 
high school fees next year." She 
closed her eyes and remained still 
for a long time. 

I t  was half past ten when she 
opened her eyes again. Amave sat 
like a piece of wood looking a t  her. 

~t was dark in that  corner of the 
ward because the lights were not 
working well. He was just about to 
cry when his mother stirred and 
looked a t  him. 

"Don't cry," she spoke quietly. 
" ~ t  is good that you haven't 
started, because I want to tell YOU 
that  I will be alive until You go 
inside the classroom ~ O I ~ O ~ ~ O W  
morning so will you promise not 
to cry for me?" 

"I can't promise ycu tha t ,  
Mother," was Amave's reply. He 
wa.s on the verge of letting out a 
trickle of tears from his eyes when 
his mother held his hands and told 
him again not to cry. Then she 
continued, "All right son, I have 
told you everything. When you go 
back to school walk around your 
dormitory twice before grin? to 
bed. That  will clear me out of your 
mind and you'll have a good 
sleep." 

A moment of silence followed. 
The old wcman was watching the 
ceiling. She then said, "I'm sorry 
I have nothing to leave behind 
for you. Well, it seems I have 
nothing more to say, so . . . God 
bless you . . . " 

With tears running down h 's  
face, Amave said, "God bless you? 
Mother, I haven't heard you say 
any English words before! How 
did you know those words?, Oh 
Mother, why do you say God 
bless you'? I've never seen you go 
to Sunday services, Mother. Can 
you please tell me the name of the 
person who taught you those three 
words, or whom you heard them 
from? Why must. God bless me? 
We've never known Jesus Christ! 
Oh Mother, please just let me hear 
again the three words." 

He stopped for a while and 
stared a t  his mother who had 
closed her eyes. Her heart was still 
beating, but in slow rhvthms. I t  
was quite dark in the ward but the  
moon displayed all its glory out- 
side. He was still staring a t  his 
mother when he heard footsteps 
behind him. He did not look 
around, but waited for his mother 
to speak. The fcotsteps came closer 
and he realised tha t  it was a 
Medical Orderly on duty. The or- 
derly switched on his two-celled 
battery torch, wh'ch was not 
bright, and looked a t  the dy ng 
woman. He turned and left with- 
out speaking. 

When the clock in the ward 
struck twelve midnight she opened 
her eyes and to her surprise Ama- 
ve was still sitting besides her. She 
opened her mouth and uttered 
four words: "God bless you, Solo." 
Amave now knew where those 
words came from. When Dr Solo 
was leaving Kikori, he shook hands 
with the old woman and said, "God 
bless you." o 
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NEWS ABOUT THE COMPETITIONS 
ANNOUNCING THE WINNERS OF THIS YEAR'S 

THREE LITERARY COMPETITIONS 
POETRY 

Scction One of the Poetry In the third place was Sumeo He tock t.he $10 third prize donat- 
this year ,vas f c r  Kakarore who received $10 donated ed by the Literature Bureau. 

by the 1, i t~rature Bureau for his 
poems in English by Tert,iary poeln "unfortunate  Me", section Four was for poems 
students. The Annual P e t s  Bec- in Pidgin. The first prize of $50 
kett $50 first prize went to Siwid In Section Three for poems by donated for the third successive 
Gipey of the University of  Papua Primary students the first prize year by Donald Maynard went to 

of $25 donated by the Literature Joe Paiya of Saint Ben~d:ct 's 
New Guinea for his poem 'Embit- Bureau went to Marlls Balim of Teachers' College, Kaindi. Wtwak 
tered X". Bumsol Primary School, ,' Karkar ior his poem "Lrwa Agnes". 

Island, for his poem Strange 
Crentio~l". Second was Manmato Uvako 

In the second place was Gapi of the Administrative Ccllege, Port 
Second was Moni Yarti also Moresby, for his poem "Driman 

Iamo Of University who of Bumsol Prlmary School who Tasol". He took $15 donat,ed by the 
took the $20 Literature Bureau took the $15 second prize donated Bureau. 
prize for his poem "Experience". by the Literature Bureau for h ~ s  

untitled poem. In the third place was Ritsl 
Jolu of Hutjena Illgh School who 

I n  the third place was Marlls took the $10 third prize donated 

by 
Balim again of Bumsol Primary by the 1.itcr;ltnrr Roreao for his 
for his poem "Joy and Sorrow". poem "Bifo Waitman". 

Horinwi Hilnugu also of the Uni- 
versity for his poem "Background 
of Juvenile Crime". 

In the High School Section, 
$25 first prize donated by the 
Literature Bureau went to Edward 
Banige of Arawa Technical Col- 
lege for his poem "Thoughts of a 
Dying Culture". 

The second prize of $15 donat- 
ed by the Literature Bureau went 
to Arua Riu of Kerevat Senior 
High School for his poem "Pay 
Day". 

Siwid Gipey (right) winner of poetry, short 

story ond ploy prizes in the 1974 literary 

competitions, receives his cheque ond con- 

grotulotion from the Acting Director of the 
Office of Informotion, PHILIP  BOURAGA. 
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SHORT STORY 

There were four sections in  
this compet l t~on I n  t he  first sec- 
tion for  stcries by Tertiary Stu-  
dents t he  $50 first  prize went to 
siwid Gipey of P.N.G. University 
fo r  his story "Should we Laugh or 
should we Cry". 

I n  the  second and  the  section 
fo r  by High School s tudents  
the $50 best story prize went  to  
~ a ~ d a l e n e  Wagun of Yarapos 
Girls' High School, Wewak for he r  
story "An Educated Girl Faces a 
probleln". The  prize money was 
donated by J i m  and  Betty Legge 
of Port Moresby. 

I n  Section Three for  stories 
i n  Pidgin, the  $50 best 

stcry prize which for t h e  th i rd  
successive year has  been donated 
by the Surnmer Insti tute of Lin- 
guistics. The  prize went to Siwid 
Gip&y of University. 

This year a new Section for 
primary s tudents  in t he  Short  
Story Seetion was created with 
three prizes all donated by t h e  
Literature Bureau. 

The first prize of $15 went to 
Moses Pobon of Tikorave Prirllary 
School, Ka inan tu ,  for his story 
"The Enemy Ogre". 

The second Prize of $10 went 
to Mana Somi for  his story "When 
Mt Vulcan Blew Up". 

The $5 th i rd  prize went to 
Makai Kivalu of Kaparli  Viviola 
Primary School, Cape Rodney. for 
his story "Rapuagutu a n d  his 
Wife". 

Monmoto Uvoko (right) wmncr of second prize in  Pidgin Poetry Section, receiving hi: 
cheque from Philip Bourogo. 

PLAYS 

There  were two sections in  t he  
Play Competitions with three  prizes 
in  each a n d  two special prizes of 
$53 donated by t h e  Centre for 
Creative Arts a n d  t h e  Port  Mores- 
by Arts Council. The  Arts Council 
prize was f c r  t he  best producible 
play a n d  t h e  Arts Centre prize was 
for t he  best Pidgin play. 

I11 Section One for plays of 
One Act the  $50 first  prize went to 
Horiawi Himugu of University for 
111s play "The Rugged Life Lovers". 
The prize was donated by Michael 
Zaha ra  of Port  Moresby. 

The $20 second prize donated 
by the  Literature Bureau went to  
Siwid Gipey of P.N.G. University 
for  his play "Father Here Comes 
my Education". 

The $10 third prize donated by 
the  Literature Bureau went to Ais 
Pale Andite also of University for  
his play "The Guests". 

SPECIAL PRIZES 
The  $50 best Pidgin play prize 

donated by the Centre for  Creative 
Arts went to  Eslie Girimotu of 
Madang for her  vlay "Sipak Man". . ~ 

The  $20 second prize donated 
bv t h e  L- tera ture  Bureau went to The other special prize offer- 
Mesia Novau of Goroka High ed by the  Port  Moresby Arts Coun- 
School for his play "Gorugoru". cil h a s  not been decided yet due  

to la te  c o m ~ ~ l e t i o n  of t h e  c3mueti- 
~h~ $l0  third in this tion. The p i k e  will be award6d a t  

section went to Anaka Tiuuwa of a later 
Awaba High Schcol, western  Dist- 
rict, for  his play "The Widow and  LATE PRIZES 

he r  Son Hakas". A $50 best Pidgin poetry prize 
was donated '>v Robert  McDona.ld 

In  Sectioll Two fo r  plays of of t h e  ~d rn lnGt ra t ive -co l l eg& -At 
two or more ~ c t s  t he  $50 f i rs t  the  time of t h e  nresentation of 
prize donated by Michael Za- prizes i t  was agreed t h a t  t h e  prize 

Bernord Norokobi, winner of the M i k e  Zo-  h a r a  of Por t  Moresby went  , to  be shared i n  t h e  proportion $25 - 
9 0  two-act ploy prize for his ploy, Bernard  Narakobi of Public Sollci- $15 - $10 by the  first ,  seCO1ld and  
Strangers ore my peopl?". Bernord won the tor's Office, Por t  Moresby, for  h is  th i rd  prize winners in  t he  Pidgin 

Some p.ize lost yeor. play "Strangers a r e  my People". Poetry Section. 
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TOLD IN ENGLISH "BIGAMY" Page (10)  

Lolig, long ago, in  the Highlands of 
New Guinea men were known to marry 
only one woman. At this trme a certain 
woman bore twins and  named them 
Hamo loiie) and Sets (two).  

These names were given 'by the womsn 
and was symbolic of the order of delivery 
a t  birth. 

As Hamo and  Seta grew up they fought 
constantly because Ham0 received one 
share of food while Seta received two, 
from their mother. This rule set down 
by the  mother angered Hamo all the 
more. 

Hams had long been unhappy about 
this but  remained calm unt i l  he had 
reached t he  age to court girls. 

One afternoon, after Hamo and Seta 
had had a fight, Ham0 decided t o  leave 
their home and the  family and go for 
a walk on  the road. During his walk i t  
began t o  rain. Hamo became worried and 
began t o  look around. 

I n  a little while he  saw a little house 
near t he  road and walked t o  it. Hamo 
stood a t  the door and looked a t  the 
interior of the house. Finding nobody 
inside. Hamo entered t h e  room. 

When he  had entered he s a t  near the 
hearth and built a huge fire. Hamo, 
thinklng there was nobody living i n  this 
house, finished all the firewood in a n  

attempt to warm himself. Hamo finished 
warming himself and decided t o  lie down 
for a while before going home. Although 
he tried to close his eyes for  a short 
rest, he finally fell into a deep sleep. 

Not long afterwards the  woman of the  
house returned with her two daughters. 
They were all surprised a t  seeing Hamo 
l y ~ n g  on the ground asleep. The two 
girls felt  frightened thinking Ham0 was 
a n  evll spirit. But one o i  the girls held 
his haiid and turned him around. Feeling 
the  cold toueh of the girl's hand Hamo 
stirred and sa t  up  in surprise only to 
find i t  wzcj already daylight. The two 
girls immediately fell in love wlth Hamo. 
One of the girls told t he  o h e r  girl 
in time, "This "ooy is my husband For 
SO long I have not set  eyes on a decent 
boy in our area until  now when I feel 
old. So this boy is truly my husband." 

The other girl protested, "No! He's 
not for you! He's mine! I was the  one 
who woke him up. You thought  he was 
an evil spirit, and you were frightened 
50 just stood in the  corner." 

The two argued for a long time and 
Hamo who was listening all t ha t  time 
soon became tired so  he got up  and 
addressed them. I am sorry for you 
two. I did not come to marry both of 
you. rather I wss just out  hunt ing  but  
i t  began to rain i n  t he  afternoon so I 
came to your house for shelter." 

--P---- 

BOURAGA-from Page (12) 

In the past the people have regarded the Bureau as  
a vehicle through which the Government could get 
its aims and information across so that  the public 
could be aware of the policies relating to the develop- 
ment of the nation. Today this is still relevant, al- 
though further attention is given to the creative 
aspect of the Bureau's activities. With our editors, 
who are local, we hope to let the public know of the 
Govenrment's concern for them through its national 
magazine, 'Papua New Guinea Writing'. 

I t  is my belief that ,  although the Literature Bureau 
exists as a n  integral part of the Office of Information 
i t  shall devote its resources, manpower and finance 
in support-ng and encouraging all forms of creative 
writing. Presently i t  has the support of the Govern- 
ment and the co-operation of all sections of my De- 
partment. I t  has one of the most important roles to 
play in  this rapidly advancing nation of ours. 

While a t  the present moment the B u r e ~ u  is seem- 
ingly encouraging creative writing, i t  will in  the long 
run begin to encourage all forms of writing. One of 
the most important functions of a Literature Bureau 
in a develop ng  nation should be to act as a clearing 
house for all literature that  comes and goes out of 
the country. 

It is my earnest hope tha t  the Literature Bureau 
will continue to encourage writing in co:laborat;on 
with the Universities, Centre for Creative Arts, the 
S.I.L. and with all other interested individuals. Writ- 
ing has become part of our lives here and i t  is here 
to stay 

The two girls rernalned silent while 
Hamo t h o u ~ h t  back to his family a t  
home and how his mother used to give 
two bits of food to Seta and only one 
to him. To even thing; up he thought 
he could m x r y  these two Young glrla 
so he stood up and said, "If Only one 
marrlas me I'm afraid you two won't 
live a t  ease. I t  would be b?tter if I 
married you two a t  once." 

Hamo gave the  two girls time to think 
i t  over and finallv both came to an 
agreement. "That is alright. The two of 
us will marry you, because c lch  of us 
has been looking for suitable boys but 
could not find one as good as You. We'll 
marry you only." 

Wheii Hamo heard this, he quickly 
kissed the two girls I t  was the  happiest 
momeIlt In their lires to marry a t  last. 

Some years later Hamo returned home. 
When the people saw Hamo with two 
wives they tried to do the  same by 
marrying two, three. four o r  more women. 
and this practice of polygamy was thus 
passed down the  ~ene ra t i ons  in the 
Highlands. 

NABOAM-from Page (13) 
MARKET The Assiociaton wishes to ensure that 

the work produced by the writer is available to the 
market in  Papua New Guinea. 

CO-ORDINATION There are various sources of 
suport for literature in the country, like the Liter- 
ature Bureau here in Port Moresby, and the Creative 
Arts Centre, but i t  seems there is very little corn- 
munication between them. The Writer's Association 
aims to serve as  a co-ordinator between these various 
agencies, especially when it comes to running vari,us 
workshops. 

FILLER There is also a long gap betwen each 
Writer's Day, like today and last year's and t h a t  gap 
needs to be filled by arranging meeting and activities 
in between. 

A SOURCE FOR ENCOURAGEMENT Today we 
shall W tness the presentation of the pr'zes to the 
Literature Competition winners. But surely, the 
judges could not have decided who were the winners 
and who were not without thinking very seriously 
about the writings they had received for the com- 
petition out of so many. And those who won, get a 
prize today and those who didn't, the Association 
would like to encourage them to continue writing 
and not just give up. 

FAIR PROMOTION Papua New Guinea publica- 
cations like 'Kovave' and 'Papua New Guinea Writ- 
ing' seem to be stale in the sense tha t  we are getting 
the same authors published. It is a fact that  if we 
pick up one of these books and look a t  the authors, 
we will find the same authors in any of the others. 

PRESSURE GROUP The Association also wants 
to act as  a pressure group to make sure the literature 
of Papua New Guinea can be introduced into the 
Papua New Guinea schools curriculum and tha t  will 
be of value to the students because they will be 
learning Papua New Guinean literature rather than 
literature from overseas. 



PAGE 19-PAPUA NEW GUINEA WRITING NO. 16. OEC, 1974 

n r ~ ~ A N E - ~ ~ n t i n ~ e d  from Page (12) 

there were variations but generally the messages 
were nearly all the same. 

AS I was brought up in a village where there 
were no foreign or formal schools I learnt a great 
deal through the usual media which I mentioned 
earlier eg. songs, dances, stories etc. about how our 
forefathers lived. I practised some of the things 
they did and eventually became very appreciative 
of our peoples' skills, beliefs, values and wisdom. 

I t  was not until I was seventeen when I was 
forced by my elder brother to go to a primary 
school to become a frightened standard one pupil. 
That going to school to me was most unfortunate, 
because education has made me a foreigner to my 
own tradition, culture and beliefs. I would not be 
surprised tha t  if I became a n  anthropologist and 
tried to study the way our old people lived I would 
be told half the truth. 

Well then, where do I stand? Am I a proud 
village man, or a foreigner in my own village cust-m 
and bellefs. I am not sure, but I think I fit the latter, 
mat is, a foreigner in my own village customs and 
traditions. I wish t h a t  my proud forefathers would 
come back to me now, take me into one of them so 
that I would be like them - colorful, articulate, skill- 
ful, proud, confident and brilliant men, but I have 
lost all these values because I went to school. That  
is my firm belief. Perhaps the educated young ones 
would think otherwise and  I a m  almost certain t h a t  
some expatriates will not agree with me here. 

Thousands of books have been written about pa-  
pua New Guinea by outside writers. These cover a 
wide variety of topics on religion, history, anthro- 
pology, education, economics and travel. Some topics 
for example, religion, probably fit with our local 
spiritual belief but can be confusing. Others, like 
history, are factual. Some, for example anthropology, 
are very boring to general readers. Others are works of 
researchers in education and economics which are 
useful only to academics and writers. 

Writings on travel in our country indicate to the 
outside world t h a t  we are still very primitive head- 
hunters, a n d  t h a t  we are not yet capable enough to 
look after ourselves. Further we to the travel and 
novel writers are interesting objects to be continually 
studied and researched and played around with. 

What is our image in the outside world? To be 
factual many people do not know whether there 1s 
a country in  the world called Papua New Guinea. 
f i r  some its such a name like Timbuktu or Green 
River. For some it's somewhere in the Pacific Ocean, 
or for some we are a group of warring tribes and 
again primitive and headhunters living always in  
fear. 

This may interest you and indicate to you what 
some outsiders think such as this American Home 
Science lecturer a t  the University of Khartoum, Sud- 
an, knew nhnl l t  11s . 

While I was in Uganda in 1969, I went to a hostel 
dining room to have my breakfast. When. I looked 
around I found all the seats were O C C U D ~ ~ ~  exceot 
-. 
Une. I crossed the room and found seated an elderiy 
but still attractive American lady lecturer. After the 
usual greetings I said "Could I join you please?". 

"Sure, sure", was the reply. Then she cont~nued 
"Which part  of Africa do you come from?" 

"I'm no t  from Africa but from &I island miles h 
the East of Africa. The name of the island is New 
Guinea." 

"Oh!" she exclaimed. "New Guinea, the place 
where people still go naked." 

I interrupted, "And there are Americans who go 
naked - like the Nude Beaches". 

"Oh! Not tha t  kind of nudity." 
"But there is only one kind of nudity and that's 

when one does not have clothes on." 

"That's right, that's right, and I understand 
they're still very primitive?" 

"Hold on madam. Some Americans are still very 
primitive too," I commented. 

"And tha t  you're still cannibals?" 
"That's right and I'm going to order a piece of 

you for my breakfast." 
As quick as  a flash with a red face, whether from 

fear or anger, I could not tell, she stood and raced out 
as fast as  her legs could carry her. But she forget 
something - her bag and room keys. She soon found 
out but could not go back. 

I picked up the bag and walked towards her. 
When she saw me she did not know what to do; 
whether to run or hit me so I called out, "Here's your 
bag and keys. Let's go back to the dining room and I 
won't have a piece of meat from you." 

As we were walking back to the dinning room I 
asked her, "Tell me, how did you get the idea tha t  
New Guineans are cannibals and very primitive?" 

"Oh, from a book written by a Swedish author". 
"Well I suggest you forget about him and his 

book. He is a n  outsider and has to write a sensational 
book in order to sell i t  and make money. He is not in 
my country to promote good things about it." 

You and I know tha t  although we have differen- 
ces we are a developing people in a country full of 
beauty and splendour with tw~sted crocodile and 
mosquito infested rivers and swamps, sharp and 
proud erect mountains, attractive deep and wide 
valleys and sharp cliffs. Its resources are rich and 
far,  its people are varied and equally rich in our 
beautiful culture and tradition. We are very colour- 
ful, friendly and warm. 

You have undoubtedly seen the wide and varied 
performances by some of our people during the last 
few weeks of Papua New Guinea's Arts Festival. 

Aren't Papua New Guineans glad and proud to be 
termed "Papua New Guinean". I know we are. 

How do outsiders know things about Papua New 
Guinea? Obviously by bad publicity; by peoole who 
write to make money. They are not the people to 
promote the good image of our country. To write 
about the good thinas in PaDua New Guinea would 
mean the?; would be no market for writers' books 
and lets face i t  - "WRITING IS MONEY MAKING", 
its a big business. Titles, Covers, Photos in  Books 
which attract and indoctrinate people. They've got to 
to be like that  to attract customers, you and me. Good 
writers will alwavs dominate the writing business .-- ~ 

whether for good ;or bad; we as customres will always 
be their victim. 

Now ladies and gentlemen, let me turn to the 
promising Papua New Guinea writers. These are a 
special group, full of wealthy imagination, ideas and 
views. They are capable with their pen and paper. 
They are real artists coming to the uze of writing as  
a n  effective tool but Papua New Guinean writers 
must remember that  they use tha t  tcol for Papua 
New Guinea's development in all fields, be they poli- 
tical, social, economical, cultural or educational. They 
must be people who love this country, its people and 
traditions. They must be genuine in all their writing 
efforts and their writing should first be geared to 
the reader and the outsider. They must write as Pa- 
pua New Guineans and their writing must be inter- 
esting. Their books should be simple for our people 
to understand, small and cheap for our people to 
afford to buy. I think tha t  apart from many other 
things one of the aims of Papua New Guinean wr ters 
should be; to correct the already outside poor image 
of our beautiful country and its people created by 
very effective outside money-hungry writers. 

I would like to leave this thought for our pro- 
mising writers to pursue. I know very well that  they 
are capable of doing it. 
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UINE. WE ARE INTERESTED TO KNOW WHAT 
READERS THINK ABOUT THE CONTENT OF 
THE MAGAZINE IN ITS PRESENT FORM. PLEASE 
WRITE TO THE EDITOR. 

Dear Editor, 

I am very much impressed by the Poetry .md 
Short Stories in the magazines "Papua New Gulnea 
Writing." 

I would like you to enrol me on your mailing list. 
I came to know of the magazine from a friend in Lae. 

Enclosed is $1.00 as subscription as mentioned ln 
the magazine. 

Miss Alice E. Robinson 
RABAUL 

East New Britain District. 

Dear Sir, 

Thank you for your reminder. However I have 
decided to cancel my subscription this year. 

I have enjoyed very much reading your magazine 
and think it  is good value for the money. 

One thing I question is that  the ar t  of story 
telling must be inbred in the people, but when 
written down it  becomes too English in form. Is this 
because English is difficult for their express.on? Can 
the stories be taped or told in their own language 
and maybe translated? 

With my best wishes. 

Miss Lorna White 
Box Hill 

VICTORIA. 

Dear Sir, 

I wish to make a bulk order for twenty copies of 
"Papua New Guinea Writing" for all ensuing issues. 

Please forward these copies to  Bo:sen High 
School and charge all costs to the school. 

Dear Sir, 

The Teaching Methods and Materials Centre is 
interested to acquire all new publications by Papua 
New Guinea writers. I f  you have a mailing list of 
this kind we would be pleased if you could add our 
name 

Mrs. S. K. Randell 
UNIVERSITY OF PAPUA NEW GUINEA. 

Dear Sir, 

Although a foreigner I do not quite agree with 
Mr. Pidik's opinion in the letter you published in 
"Papua New Guinea Writing" No. 13 of March last 
year. I think the whole of "Papua New Guinea Writ- 
ing" should be written in English or in Pidgin. 

For what happens when people can't read Pidgin? 
Like myself. 

I think the stories in "Papua New Guinea Writ- 
ing" are very interesting for I learn more about P.NG. 

I have been to Papua New Guinea once to see my 
sister in Port Moresby who was a teacher a t  Badi- 
hagwa High School and my father who was Chief 
Security Officer a t  Panguna in Bougainville. I enjoy 
reading "Papua New Guinea Writing'' very much and 
wish you all the best for future issues. 

JOYCE BRITTAIN 
ADELAIDE 

South Australia. 

Dear Sir, 

As a regular reader of "Papua New Guinea Writ- 
ing", I find it very interesting, especially Poet's Corn- 
er and short stories written in Pidgin. I especially like 
reading Pidgin stories by Rex Okona. I hope he be- 
comes a regular writer and am looking forward h 
more stories from him. Keep it up. 

P. W. JOE 
St. Benedict's Teachers' College, 

WEWAK. 

Dear Editor, 

Would it  be possible for me to receive the back T. J. QUINLAN issues of "Papua New Guinea Writing" for 1974. I 
Head of English Department would be very grateful if this could be arranged. 

Boisen High School I have just arrived in Papua New Guinea and 1 

Dear Sir, 

RABAUL, am anxious to learn as much about your culture as is 
possible. 

We are currently trying to build up the New 
Guinea Section of our College Library and would be 
pleased if you would put us on your mailing list. 

We are particularly interested in "Papua New 
Guinea Writing". 

Thank you. 

SANDRA SLATER 
MADANG TECHNICAL COLLEGE 

Madang District. 

ANGELA KNOX 
Wesley H.gh School 

MILNE BAY DISTRICT. 

Editors' note: Limited quantities of back issues are available. 
Please direct your enquiries to the Editor, P.O. Box 2312, KONE- 
DOBU, and enclose postal note or cheque of 20 cents for each you 
require. 

Issues available are:- 

Volumes . . . 6, 7, 9, 10, 14, 15. 
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i p O ~ ~ ~ L - c o n t i n u e d  from Page (13)  I. 
I ~ ' ~ i ~ ~ r i m i n a t l o n " ,  and Russell Soaba's descripticn of 
= the sinabada in The Victims show. But if one reads 

5 the most recent PPP'S, the latest Kovave, and the . latest PNG Writing the preoccupat~on with anti-CO- 
lonialism has gone What we note is a ccncern with 
social themes, a reassertion of traditional values, and 
preoccupa~t~n with the question of national and per- 

; sonal identity. 

"If Niugini is anything (says Dus Mapun) i t  is 
rich soil. Stick a ,stick into it and it sprouts into a 

J tree . . . Nluglnl 1s tha t  land flowing with milk and 
i honey . . ." 

' ~ u t  (and this "but" seems to me of the essence 
of PNG writing) 
modern~sed and indlvidva1i:ed 

Is Paradlse Lost. 
("The Bibl~cal Land", In Wicked Eye, PPP, 1973) 

I The view of Papua New Gulnea as "paradise lost" is 
explored elsewhere i n  PNG wrl t~ng I t  is implied in  
Paul Kup-Ogut's poem "Nupela Rot" (Kovave, Vol. 4, 
No. 2, p 26) 

Boom' AI em wan em^ 
Samtlng 1 palrap, 

Sikln t u  I gurla ya 
h s l n  1 karal. 
Na maunten bilong tumbuna 1 pundaun, 

Gavman 1 wokim rot 01 i tok 
Lukiml Gaden 1 bagarap. 
Bus bllong klllm maganl 1 bapalap t u  

Na bun  bllong tumbulla 1 wait olsem karanas 

John Kasaipwalova has written of Hanuabada as 
a paradise lost. I n  his imagination and in the glamo- 
rised stories of all those Trobriand Islanders who 
returned home after a stint of digging drains ,n  
Moresby in the 50's i t  had been "Hanuabada, my big 
and beautiful dream village", but when he sees the 

. real Hanuabada, he can only cry: . . . "0 Hanuabada! 
What have they done to you?" 

Bada hanua answer me 1 I 
Who can name the  sad song tha t  runs through your heart  

! and m ~ n e  
The song of killed vesterday 
When Lakatols owned this you harbour 
And the volce of Hlri conch shell danced In vour v~v id  

sunsets 
To make your people walk in dlgnlfled prlde and to laugh 

from their  hearts 
Hanuabada I mourn with you now . vour waters 1s 

taken 
You and I must  crawl and beg in our own "claimed" land 

The romantic image of Papua New Guinea as 
i "paradise lost" is but one cf hundreds of possible 

images. I t  is an image born of a tension of opposites: 
in this case, the tension between the gocd past and the 
Spoiled present. I think tha t  a description of Papua 
New Guinea writing involves us constantly in a study 
Of opposites in tension. To take a historical view is 
like making a longitudinal section. If  we take a 
transverse section, then we can see the tensions tha t  
generate change, and growth, and flux. I t  is like my 
taking a n  inward look a t  my own self and becoming 
aware of the  conflicts and tensions tha t  explain my 
history. 

I f  we look a t  our transverse section of PNG 
Writing, there is for instance. the tension between 
traditional and modern, old and new. Sometimes this 
tension is the theme of a particular work, like Peter 
Kama Kerpi's play, Voices from the Ridge where the 
tension is personalised in the conflict between B o ~ n a  
and the Reverend Father. 

BOMA: 
I am a black man.  Why shouldn't I respect t he  ways of 
my fathers? I t  1s my pride tr, admlre their ways. 
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REVEREND FATHER : 
You mean tho?e evil ways you denounced? 

BOMA : 
Yea, because you told me they were evll. Now I see no 
evii in them. You were in some way destroying it .  I t ' s  
my dream to revive i t .  I realise it's something I can iden- 

tify myself with as a black man. 

REVEREND FATHEEL : 
The devil has possessed you. Lucifer's convert. (Slts down 
and then suddenly gets up . )  You are a wolf among sheep. 
Dirty! Filthy! A devil's convert. 

BOMA: 

~. ~ . - ~ -  
ways. (The houieboy ~ r u n s  in just 111 t ime- to  support the  
Reverend Father from collapsing to the floor.) 

Sometimes the tension is implicit. The mere act of 
translation introduces an element of tension: chang- 
ing, for instance, this Iinbougu song on the death of 
a husband, into a Papua New Guinea one. 

Favoured and skillful hunter what shall I do? 
I am tearing my new string bag in whlch 
I intended t o  carry potatoes for you t he  first time 
I am  in pain and grief as I take off my bridal decorations. 
My brother, my brother, to show vou tha t  I love you even 

i n  death 
I am pulllng out my hatr 

("Lament for Dead Husband", trans. Wiwa Moki 
Korowo. 

Kovave, Vol. 4 Nov. 1972, p. 28) 

A multi-lingual society generates its own tensions. 
and these are sometimes creative. Notice how Russell 
Soaba capitalises on the linguistic confus on of PNG 
in this speech by a drunken Sepik party-goer who 
speaks English mixed with Pidgin, and whose Eng1i.h 
shows the phonetic character of his own plestok. He 
uses 'r' for '1' ('reg' for 'leg') and 'f' for 'p' ('fnsh' 
for 'push): 

Yu tink yu can full for my reg? Aha! Oho! ho! ho! 
I don't care. you crever man!  I don't care how mas hejuksin 
yu got! If yu full for my reg, I fllsh l t  for your reg too! 
I f  yu right for the me man! Yu piklnini tasol! I full yu  
down like a schild! Ei! Y u  no  save mi? Mi bilong Sepik? 
(Waiting for Dawn, Sc. 111, p. 8) 

There are many other tensions that  underlie PNG 
writing. There is the tension between Western and 
Melanes an that  we see in Kumalau Tawali's poem, 
"The River Flows Back", with its mixture of Manus 
and Biblical references. 

In  my mother's womb 
peace was mine 
but I said "maping" 
I greeted the light 
and came into the  world. 
saluting i t  with a cry. 
I paddled downstream 
drifting a t  ease 
like Adam 
before the fall. 

Continued Page (23) 
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ABOUT THE WRITERS 

Merman Taolam 

HERMAN T A O L A M  comes from 
Medebur vi l lage in the Madang 
District. He attended Ma la lo  
Primary School from 1 9 6 1  to  
1966. I n  1967 he began attend- 
ing Tusbab High School gaining 
his School Certif icate in  1971. 
Herman went on to do Local 
Government Training a t  Vunodi- 
dir near Robaul. Herman qui t  
local government studies in  1973 
and in  1974 he d id f irst 
year of Teacher Training a t  the 
Port Moresby Teachers' College. 

Jeof f e ry  Owamu 

JEOFFERY O W O M U  comes from 

Goro Village in  the Kikcr i  sub- 

distr ict of the Gu!f District. He 

attended Veiru Uni ted Church 

Primary School and later Kikori 

Area School where he completed 

his Stan."ard Six i n  1969. The 

following year Jeoffery attended 

Kerema High School where in 

1973 he completed his form four. 

He is a f f rs t  year student a t  the 

Madang Teachers' Colleoe. 

Kone Tom 

KONE T O M  comes from Kapa- 

kapa vi l lage in  the Rigo sub-dist- 

rict. He attended Kapakapa Pri- 

mary School and later Kwiki la 

High School. I n  1970 he enrolled 

a t  the University of  Papua New 

Guinea and completed three 

years towards an  Arts  Degree. 

Kone l e f t  the University i n  1973. 

Thomas Palat 

THOMAS PALAT aged twenty 

comes from Kontu vi l lage i n  

the New I re land District. He 

attended U t u  H igh  School from 

1967 to  1971 and  completed his 

form four. In  1972 he enrolled 

a t  the University of  Technology 

where this year he is doing his 

th i rd year accountancy and 

business studies. 

Siwid Gipey 

SIWID GlPEY comes from Sappa 

Vil lage near Morobe Patrol Post, 

80  rn~les south-west o f  Lae. He 

attended Morobe Primary School 

and entered Bugondi H igh  

School i n  1969. He has just 

completed his First Year a t  the 

University of  Papua New Guinea. 

Magdalene Wagun 

MAGDALENE W A G U N  comes 

f rom Kwakwie vi l lage in  the 

Yangoru area o f  the East Sepik 

District. She took her six years 

of  primary education a t  St. 

Thomas Primary School, Yan- 

goru. Magdalene has just com- 

pleted her Form Four a t  the 

Mercy College, Yarapos, a 

Catholic Girls' H igh  School, 

near Wewak, East Sepik District. 

Kove Gaho 

KOVE GAHO comes from Kase- 

no village in the Asaro Area of  

the Eastern Highlands District. 

Kone graduated a t  Form 3 level 

from Goroka High School in 

1971. Kone is now employed by 

the Education Department and is 

presently based a t  Goroka, 

Eastern Highlands District. 
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\$'E LAUGII-conlinued from Page (2)  ! PO\VEl.I-rontinue from Page (21 )  

.,you lllust. remeinher," the  n ~ a n  went on,  ' , t ha t  we ) The same tension underlips a piece likc R?inmakc'r9s 
don ' t  advertise thesr positio~is, nor do we / Child In wlicill 1,eo IInnnctt  vicws the  traditiollal 

encourage men to do these jol~s? let alone youllg i ~vorld ( I T  Iiixsa~i througli t l ~ e  e y c  ot  snnlc':.lle U-ilo lias 
likc you. I t  iq a tough jcb. I t  is dirty. People eln11r;~cc.d mucll c:f wcastcrn c l ~ l t r ~ r c .  al:d llas also 

d l l  spit a t  you. Nobotiy will want  to colne closc t o  ( scen 1111. proccss of wostcrnisation deslrcoy n l~ lch  of 
alld you c : l l  easi:y cat,cli diseases like diarrhoea, his  trntiition:~l past .  $Zch can lead to dcatli:' 1 

He stopped and  l!'oked a t  the boy. ''Will YoLl take T~IPI I  t h r r c  is thc  t r n ~ i o ~ l  1,t~l.n~ceu ples nnd nation 
[t son?" 1 \t.hicli 1 am conling to sce as tlir central  f ac t  of PNG 

The question %'as 11ke 3 triggcr. Banada,  rccover- I ~vr i t lng.  Iloiri's esl~erieilcc in T:re Croccdile is illus- 
b g  his attclitioll. ~'ushcci 1111 to t h e  big man ,  and  trative of one mail 's  nlovrmr'nt out  of 11 s Gulf Dist- 
mmhbcd his hUgc hand ,  as  if he wcre his old fa ther .  rict rillacr to  hlorcsby, t he  war. New Gnincia. a n d  
B-- - -  - 

"yes, sir. I do no t  know exictly what to say . . , 
except t h a t  . . . t h a t  . . ." 

The next monicnt lie w . 1 ~  Ilugging thc big m a n  
and crying piteoiisly. The girls began laughing a t  
the strange develop~ncnt.  I t  see~iied so funny they 
laughed and  laughed ~ i n t i l  they held their  backs a n d  
sprawled on to  the  floor, mith tears streaming down 
their ct1e~kS. 

~ u t  there  was yet another lhing. Tlle mall too 
rum rrvinu. no t  with tears of condescensio~~.  but of 
~ ~ p i ~ > s s ~ '  Something %':<S drastically wrohg a n d  
they stopped laughing. 

"Why stop?" questioned the white man ,  blowing 
his nose. "GO on keep on laughing. Comc on my  
beautiful young ladies -- laugh - laugh! Laugh your 
heads off. If YOU had thc  hear t  you would be cryi-g 
with him. You are  notli inc but  scum. t h a t  stuff t h a t  

back - n journey in  wIiic11 we can sec ~ n s l i r i ~ ~ e d  
s o m t ~ t l i i n ~  of LIIP hiatory of t he  growth of nation- 
alism. 111 John Kasai~~walova 's  Kanaka's Drram, Diko- 
diko is u~~mist ; lkably  Trohriand Islandrr.  but, in his 
confrcntation with his white msstcr,  he  is represent- 
at.ivc cl  PNG. Enos Apisai :inds a hopeful resolution of 
the  tension betwccn ples and nation in t h a t  wonder- 
ful iin:~gc of the  nlotller, who having deliverrd a 
diverse brood of cliildrcn ]lulls t l l e ~ n  back onc by one 
by their umbilicals, into the  safety cif her  bilum. 

h\\ake ~ n i r r h c ~  
from ilir coma of bii 111 
and :rs ) o u r  trrlnhling hands  bLeady 
p1111 (h(-ln Ilack b y  thclr navel ror( l i  

in10 t h e  u.armlh ol you r  l~l!um 
ker.1, the111 .sal? !ll>der yol l r  lnpa 1 

floats on dirty water. y o u  are  just ' f loating o n  the  ! 
surface l ife taking Ill tll;llgs as they conic, ~ h i ~ k  I t  is more positive t h a n  the image of a par ad is^: lost. 
young ladies! you have brothcrs or ccusins Perhaps il, could find a place in thc  C:,ilstitl~tion:l 
like him at tending l~ r imary  schools. Pity h im and  
look, he's only a kid; he . . . ." 1 Another tension l h a t  is important in PNG litera- 

He stopped breathless and  turned to  Banada.  ) ture ls the  tension between town and  v~ l l a se  One . . 

"We're sorry son;  JVC'I-C sorry for putting you where 
you are." 

Banada wiped his tears and  walked out; of t he  
office. He did no t  exactly know whether to  laugh o r  
cry. He knew, however, t h a t  on Monday, h e  would 
begin his job. 

He did n o t  care if people laughed or spat  a t  him. 
But if they did they wcre ignorant. Papua Ncw Gui- 
nea. he believed. necded his service as much a s  t h e  

work after another explores t h e  problems, the  tragedy, 
t he  humour caused by t h e  opposition between these 
two poles. In  Rabbie Nan~aliu 's  The God Woman of 
Konedobu, Burus, newly arived in Moresby, secx I rea ,  
t he  good time girl walking across the  room in  Kone 
Tavern. "Nanse!" lie shouts across the  room. S h e  
laughs a t  him and his companion, wise in the ways 
of Moresby, and women such as  Irea,  explains t h e  
setup to h im:  

~~ ~ - -- .-- 

Professors in  the  uiliversities; a t  least, until every- "Yu lukim em i lap. Em kain bilong em olsem. 
body was using flush toilets. 1 Sapos em save planti lnan i wr;k long lukim em. bairn- 

bai em i samgong mo mo yet. Enl i ken wokim 01 kain 1 pasin long skirapim be1 tasol. Em i laik putim dres, i e m  i laik danis, em i laik aok:ibaut n a  baimbai yu 

r I seli nogut t ru  olsem nau  yu lukim." 

j 'PAPUA NEW GUINEA WRITING' I 1 tKovave, Vol. 1, NO. 2 ,  p. 41). 

I n  John Kaniku's 'Cry of the  Cassownry,' h igh  

publishes the  best l i terary works b y  Popuo 
New Guinean writers. 

Rcaders f rom many countries have wri t ten, 
Praising t h e  qual i ty  o f  stories, poems pr in ted 
in  i t  

school students engage in  everlasting argument with 
their  parents until their  mother bursts out. 

I d o n ' t  care w h a t  h.ll)pnls. Let them g11 and lixe i n  the 
town and never come back.  This place is no place f o r  them. 
I am tired of :lrxuln!:. I'd bc hn l~p ic r  i f  I'm lclt alone. 

T h e  Editor 
'Papua New Guinea W r i t i n g '  
Box 2312 
KONEDOBU, P.N.G. 

If you  have no t  subscribed please use the 
Subscription Form inserted and send it with 
Your cover ing fee to: 

on making some moi?ey out  of the  &.dinary Nigerian's 
appetite to read:  "Grassroots literature creates a n  
environment in which other writers can operate." 
There is a grassroots oral  literature in this country - 
and  this has  been a n  important source of inspiration 
for writfrs - but there is no grassroots writing ( apa r t  
from letters to Wantoks a n d  with a national literacy 

I This conflict stems also from the  generation gap 
1 a n d  from the  tension between the elite and t h e  grass- 

roots. Ulli Beier said once, speaking of the Oni tsha  l nlarkct novels - those lively, linguistically bizarre 
works in English written by ordinary Niaerians in t en t  










