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EDITORIAL 

Christmas has come again. We again extend 
greetlng to all who have keenly read our  1975 issues 
and hope in the coming New Year, the hame 
u n f i d ~ n g  Interest In the Journal will prevail. 

I t  must be admitted here that i t  has been a very 
challerlg~ng year for us. Besides the lateness in 
bringing out the last two issues we have had to 
witness the curtailing of a number of ou r  activities. 
due to  the present shortage of Government funds.  

Now the Literature Bureau will continue to 
I'unction, devoting whatever resources there are to 
the carrying out of the barest essentials. ~ i k e  most 
people who would like to have seen their field o f  
activities enlarged to  something bigger and wider 
reaching. I would have hoped (and still hope) that 
the Literature Bureau eventually would change into 
something bigger, say book publishing under its 
own imprints. Alas this has turned for the present 
into a n  i~npossible dream. Now we can only hope 
that the big publishers will nurture and  guide ou r  
young and new generation of writers into profitable 
ventures. We hope too, and put o u r  most ardent call 
to them, that whatever they d o  they should bear in 
mind that  the young writers of Papua  New Guinea 
must be helped and not taken advantage of. 

Nevertheless we in the Bureau are  determined, 
considering our  efforts essential t o  the welfare of the 
people of Papua New Guinea,  knowing tha t  a 
country which has no body of writers will not be 
dynamic. Good  writers therefore should get 
unlimited encouragement from the Government a s  
well as  the public. 

W e  have not diminished our  resolution in the face of 
the present financial crisis, nor will we ever give in. 
Besides we can always fall back o n  to  the writers and 
readers for  resurrection. We can attempt too  at  
becoming nearly self-supporting financially by 
recycling the revenue alloted to  us year by year as  
well as  subscription and sales of Papua New Guinea 
Writing. 

D u e  t o  the late release of our  last two issues we have 
not had the opportunity to  warn ou r  readers and 
subscribers of increases in the rate of subscriptions. 
It has been costing the Office of Information four 
times the sale price to  produce a single copy. The  
country now cannot afford such a heavy subsidy. 
Now we have introduced three (3)different rates for  
Home  Subscribers and Overseas Subscribers as  well 
as  schools and libraries in Papua  New Guinea.  O u r  
new rates are contained in ou r  printed Subscription 
F o r m  on bage 23. Single copies a s  f rom issue No.  19 
of September 1974 will cost 75t per copy while back 
copies u p  t o  No.  18 of J u n e  1974 will be  50t plus 
postage. 

published quarterly but in a slightly different 
format. This Issue is the second to be done offset h!, 
the Government P r~n te r .  Readcl-s will realise the 
differences in size due  to a change-over to 
international sire papers. 

Next year (1976), and commencing from 1 May. the 
Bureau proposes to repeat the annual literary 
competitions and the F ~ l m  Award. I )ona t~ons  lrom 
the public would be most welcome and 
acknowledged through the Office of Information 
media channels. 

O u r  annual national literary com,petition this year 
was a huge success. O u r  thanks 'are due  to the 
following donors: Michael Zahara  of Port  
Moresby, M r  and Mrs Betty Legge of Port  
Moresby, Peter Becketts of Kleta, Donald Maynard 
of Scotland Island, N .  S .  W . ,  Taban  10 Liyong of 
the Literature Department U .  P .  N . G . ,  The  
Summer  institute of Linguistics and the Centre for  
Creative Arts. 

As well as  to  ou r  most generous donors,  our  thanks 
are due  also to  the judges. Judging a huge 
competition like the one just completed cannot be 
imagined as  easy. due  of course to the large number 
of entries. It must be admitted that all judges had to  
endure reading all the stories, some of course 
uninterest~ng. Nevertheless they had to  read 
through all. Let us hope, together that they WIII  
volunteer to be in the panels for the next year's 
competition. 

Papua New Guinea is not a t  present a n  
economically rich country, therefore, we as  its 
people must pledge t o  live within the country's 
affordable means. The  Literature Bureau and  
Papua New Guinea Writing are offering the self 
sacrifice: i.e., we could perhaps achieve the same 
goals with less money and by shared effort. 

May Peace be with you, all men of Goodwill. 

Jack Lahui 
Editor. 



Suddenly as he turned around, he looked into the most lovely pair of eyes, with long eye lashes and a lovely golden face. Hertared 
unblinkingly not knowing what to say. 

papazon 

By Sally Anne Pipi 

This story won the K50 First Prize in the Section for 
Tertiary Students in the Seventh Annual Short Story 
Competition (1975). 

I H E  G E R M A N S .  who once occup~ed  the country,  called 11 
"l'apazon" as t o  them 11 was a repl~ca of the great Amazon River o i  
[he Americas. 

T h e  v~llagerh along Papazon made a living hy selling c r o c o d ~ l e  
i k ~ n s a n d  l ~ v e  young crocodiles. Even though the Germans  had long 
sincc lcft the country. lheir imprints s t ~ l l  r e m a ~ n e d  to  be seen-in 
copper coloilred children, In German names and  the unusual  P ~ d g i n  
language. al though the youngergeneration had adop ted  E n g l ~ s h  a s a  
sccond language. 

Heinrich Wasser was one such o i l sp r~ng .  Having been b r o t ~ g h t  
up  hy g r a n d p a r c n l  w ~ r h o u t  knowledge 0 i  h15 real parents, he was 
Lnown a s  the v~llage underdog. No parent3 in their r ~ g h t  minds 
would WOI) of[ their daughters  to  He~nr lch .  al though he was qultr  
eond Iuoking. D e s p ~ t c  warning\ against him. girls made it a must  t o  



have at  least one shor t  affair wtth hlm before being married off 
comfortahlv to  young men. As Heinrich grew up, he found himselfa 
bltter enemy o f  the inalr villagers. so in hzs solitude he look t o  
gardening and  fishing for his old grandparents .  Because o f  his 
uninterrupted thoughts  he developed a fine a r t  of poetry. H e  would 
invent a tunc. lull it a n d  thin set words to  it, o r  tu rn  his poem into 
songs. 

F o r  months  Heinrich had been leeling very dcpressed and  
wondered why everybody hated him. Was  it because o i h i s  pa ren t sor  
was 11 hccause o f  h ~ s  carefree manner with thc oppositc sex? He  took 
his fishing gear and set off to  his favourite haunt  under a cluster o f  
willows. Whilst he fished. he sang his heloved song: 

Popazon why hove y o u  forsoken me  
A n d  lefr m e  l o  sir//er 
AI  rhe hands of my fellow men 
Popazo~i ,  please l ake  m e  wirh ,you 
As j.ou j o t ~ r n e y  /he  countr j .  on  
Papozon, Popazon meirr 
No-one loves m e  a s  much a s  y o u  
Pleose. Po l~ozon ,  deIi1,er m y  suflering mind  

fronl this rnoddening r ,orld.  
Oh, Po/~ozon.  Poporon,  mezn. . . . . 

"Oops!" He  swung hard a n d  landed a huge fish. As he threw in 
another  ball he heard the crackling o f  twigs which grew loudel a s  a n  
intruder approached his hldeout. 

Suddenly a s  he turned around.  he looked into themos t  beautiful 
round eyes with long eye lashes and  lovely golden face. H e  stared 
unblinkingly no t  knowing what td  say. "Oh! Forgive me fo r  
int iuding.  I was just havrng a dip upstream when I heard a most 
beautiful singing volce s o  1 came to ~nvest igate.  I wasjust  a few paces 
away  when tlir song  stopped but  1 kept following the samedirect ion.  
Were  you  singing abou t  Papazon?" 

He nodded. S h e  continued: "I'm a school teacher a n d  I come 
f rom the meander d o w n  river, many miles away." He  still said 
nothing so  she kept on:  "My name is Carla  Bale. What's yours?" 

"Hemrich Wasser." was the reply 

"Have you caught  a n y  fish?" Again he nodded a n d  pointed to the 
cnormous  fish lying next t o  him. While she talked, he began t o  haul  
in a s  many  as he could. When  he had  caught  enough,  he began to  
pack.  

As she ~ a t c h e d ,  she understood.  It was taboo to befriend 
strangers, that was why the poor m a n  wassilent. In the pavt, teachers 
never mixed with villagers, but the present lot  were a n  exception. 
They  had put t radi t ions behind, a n d  were now organising 
community aports, women's clubs, helprng in the gardens a n d  were 
also running evening adult classes. They were interesting hut  
Heinrich had not  joined u p  because o f  the villagers'opinion 0 1  him. 
H e  decided to live a solitary life to the end. 

S h e  broke t h e  silence a s  he stood u p  to  lead the way out .  "I don't 
think l have seen your name in the evening classes roll book." 

"I never go," he replied. 

"Why?" 

H e  gave her a long ugly look. "Look!" he said, "Don't you know 
['m the village underdog? No-one llkes m e a n d  especially the young 
men. T h a t  is why I keep away. I think it's best that  you  keep away 
f rom me too,  or  else I'll be banished from m y  home for ever." 

"Never fear," she  said,  "Come to the  classes tonight, I will pu t  
your  name down. W e  have a music teacher. w h o  is wiIling t o  give 
lessons t o  villagers w h o  wish t o  develop their talents fo r  two  hours 
each afternoon. You  have a fine singing voice a n d  I'll let her  know 
that  she has such a pupil t rom the rillage and  that you wish to  s tar t  
tomorrow. See  you  tonight." With these words she ran  ahead to  the 
school  area. 

"She's evasive," he thought ,  "but she's nice, anyway I think I'llgo 
along to  the classes just t o  please her. Someday  when my 
grandparents  leave me  I might want  to  g o  out and  seek my fortune in  
a ci!y somewhere where no-one will know me." When  he passed the 
school grounds, he saw a coupIe of young boys still working in  the 

school garden. He  took out  a fish and gavc it to one  o f  them, asking 
him to  drlzver 11 to  the teachcr named Carla. 

H e  was stzll wl~zstling when hc reached homctha t  his grandfathei 
was tempted to ask  him why he felt so light-hearted after  all these 
months. " I  just met a very nice person," heannounccd.  "and she I P , I ~  

asked me t o  go t o  evening classes and she is going to  arrange I T I ~  

music classcs for me so that I call really slng in a professional 
l a sh~on ."  

"That's good." his grandfathersaid."I'm glad you took  the advlce 
bccause whcn we pass away. you will bea loneand  unless you further 
your studies and singing classes, you will not  be able t o  find yourscli 
a place in the city " 

T h e  evenlnz classes, but mostly hls af ternoon classes, enlivened 
h15 ego. I j c  worked so  hard both in thegalden? and  a t  classesthat  he 
hardly noticed the open bitchiness o f the  villagers and wassurprised 
that it was almost three years since he started his classes. Thrce years 
of conscientious hard nark soon brought him a third fo rm certificdte 
and  a practical music certificate. 

T h e  academlc year waa nearly over and  the villagers were talking 
about  what  type o i  presents to give to the teachers who  were being 
transferred to  other  centres. it was decided that  the women makc  
some crocodile skin bags for the female teachers and  stuffed 
crocodiles for the men. These would be souvenirs they would keep, 
and  look back on  the three happy years they had among  a n  allen 
tribe. 

F o r  Heinrich it was a dilenima. All the female teachers were 
young and  they all flirtingly liked him so h,e decided t o  sing them a 
farewell song instead of giving them a present each. 

O n  the eve of the school break-up, the mothersand  the rest o f t h e  
village women,  both young and old,  prepared a n  enormous  feast for 
everyone. No-one was left out. At duak coloured lights were lit 
a round  the school oval, and  the stage covered for  theconcert .  When 
the whole village was scttled curnlortably in the fleld, the 
headmaster, M r  Renagi, came ou t ,  turned on  the microphone and  
began: 

"Parents, friends, boys and  girls, as you know teachers must he 
transferred cvery three years, and a s  this is our  last night here we 
have all gathered together to  see the school concert and  then to end  it 
with a feast which you prepared for  everyone of us. I would like to  
thank  you for  the response with which yua  have come to  us in order  
t o  huild a united village for the sake of the younger generation. 

"These last three years have been a happy time fo r  all of  us 
teachers and  we will he leaving you with unforgetablememoriesand 
a s  years go by we wil! always remember you as the  people who  had 
befriended strangers. 

"Keep up  the gc-d work and continue what we have started 
together and  you will be the happiest village In the whole country.  

" l 'mglad to  say that the children habe really rhownthe i r  ability a t  
school and  sports  a n d  I was most happy to  see many  of o u r  children 
entering the senior h ~ g h  schools elsewhere after obtaining very hlgh 
passes in our  junlor high. 

"On behalf of a11 my teachers I would like to  thank you for all the 
help you  have given us." 

As he sat down, he wiped away a tear. There was much  clapping 
a n d  cheering from the children and  parents. 

T h e  curtain on  stage was d rawn u p  and  for two  hours each form 
put on  a quick concert for the people. At the  end of the concert ,  the 
feast was sewed  a ~ d  all mingled toshare  the last minute eat-together. 
At  the end  of the  feast, a vl!lage spokesman came upon stage a n d  
bellowed out  "Silence" through the microphone. When  peace was 
restored, he began: 

"h4r Renagi  and  all the teachers, o n  behalfof the villagers, I have 
been asked t o  thank  you for  showingus the right way to  live together 
a s  one  family. W e  a r e  grateful to you for giving us a n d  o u r  children 
something we never knewexisted until you came t h ~ e e  yrars  ago .  W e  
will remember you always a n d  now we shall show ourapprec ia t ion  
by giving you something t o  take wirh you a s  souvenirs." 

A child brought  u p  the box  and o n e  by one the  speaker handed 



the hand-bags to the lady teachers and stufled crocodiles to thc men. 
When this w a  done, he turned to the microphone again and 
announced that lieinrich Wabsc~ was going to srng them a song. 

Heinrichcame uponstage looking rather meek ior a heavily built 
young man. and sang the song that he knew would ncver be 
forgotten: 

Dearesr frictrds, as you leave us 
Take this song wlih you 
No marrer how far you go 
No rnarrer huw lurrg you live 
A1wa.v~ remember a humble people 
Whom .vou have befriended 
Who will always love you 
A t ~ d  remember you. 

7 h e  g$ we have given you 
May decay; we as people 
Will pass away ~ o m e d a y  
But this song will remain 
To  rhank you forever 
For your friendship and labour 
Which ro us is a g$/ everlasting. 

So dearesrJriends, as you leave us 
Take this memory with you 
As  I sing "Auf Wiedersehen" or 
See you again. 

The next day a light aircraft arrived, landed on the sportsfield, 
which'was as big as a small airstrip and finally left with the teachers. 
Heinrich wondered what the next lot would be like hut could not 
visualise anything but Carla's face. Although he kept up hrs h ~ g h  
spirits, his grandfather detected a hint of sadness. 

"Heinrich," said his grandfather, "why didn't you ask Carla to 
stay here with you. She loves you, and I could read the wish to stay in 
her eyes each time she came over here." 

He replied: 'She is a career girland I'm nothing." Without saying 
anymore he got up  abruptly and wandered out with his fishing gear. 

Not long after Christmas restivals, a cholera epidemic touched 
the rather peaceful village. The old and the young became the 
defenceless victims of this outbreak. By the time medical teams 
arrived and did their hit, Heinrich's grandparents were added to the 
death toll. 

For  weeks Heinrich would shut himself upand weep. Ha~ ing lo s t  
11is most faithful allies, he had no-one except Papazon. Sometimes 
he would think of Carla but she seemed t o  be a blurred memory so 
just before the new teachers arrived he decided to go fishing. He 
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locked the house and for the last time walked towards his favourite 
haunt under the willows. There was nothing left of the well-huilt 
voung man. save a frame of bones clacketlng along the evergreen 
bank. 

As he sat down to fish, tears began to flow more freely again. 
S ~ n c e  the death of hrs grandparents, he had become very emotional, 
which was a new experience to him. 

Suddenly the line and rod werejerked out o f h ~ s  hand and landed 
In m ~ d  stream In trvlng to recover his pear, he fell in and being rery 
weak was swiftly carried down by the currcnt, but his powerful 
slnglng volce kept on singing the song he loved. as he gradually 
drowned. 

Papazon why have you./orsaken me 
And Irfi nle ro ru//er 
AI rile hands q / m v  fellou' mrtr7 
Pupuzon, please rake me with you 
A r  you journej the counrry on 
Papazon. Papazon mein 
~'io-one loves rile as much as you 
Please Papazon deliver m y  suffering mind 

from this maddening world 
Oh! Papazon. Papazon mein. . . 

Papazon why have you sent m y  love awav 
And kr m) .  beloved pass away' 
Oh! Papazon carrv me onwards 
And deliver me to m y  heloved ones 
M e r e  Ishall know no solitude 
Oh! Papazon. Papazon mein 
No-one loves me as much as you 
Please deliver m y  suffering mind 
From rh~r  maddening world 
Oh! Papazon, Papazon mein. . . 
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Luke turned towards the village fo  see Aila and all her girvriends. They were all crying and waving goodbye. The sight brought 
tears to her eyes as she started the steep climb up the ridge. 

This short story won the K20 Second Prize in the 
section for Tertiary Students in the Seventh Annual 
Short Story Competition (1975). 

GIRLHOOD DAYS . . . END 
By Felix Terra Nyron 

LEUKE wished she were somewhere else much quieter. The "My daughter, from your early girlhood days, your mother and 
room she was In was clouded withsmoke from the wood the old men myself had tried our verv best to raise and brine vou uo in a wav so  

- 2  . 
kept feeding into the fire. The place was crowded with well over that will be prepared for the day when you will leave us t o  
lwenty loo many for a house '"ly big enough to become part of your husband's family. I regret to say that the time 
accommodatehalf the number. But she had to go throughall this. for has come for you to go , I  don,t want you to  hang around in  the village 
tonight she was being briefed of her responsibilit~esas daughter-in- 
law towards her husband's parents and all the other people 01 the without a husband while the other girls of Your age get happily 

v~llage that she was going to  live with. married of1 and raise children. Always listen to your hasband's 

There was silence as  some of those present began to  tell Leuke of parents for they are going to take our  lace in your marriage life and 

the things that she must d o  and those that she must not. All listened they will play the role that your mother and I have played llntil now. 

wlth attention as  Leuke's father Ku spoke to his daughter, Treat them pleasantly so that they may speak highly of you. But 



don't forget the fact that your brothers will always be here, that is; 
after I pass away. And whenever your husband or  the others in his 
\,illage treat you badly, don't hesitate to come to them. You must 
come and  talk things over with them; settle yourworriesand thengo 
back to  your husband If you don't d o  thisand if similar things keep 
on happening, then the next t h ~ n g  IS that you may find yourselfafter 
another man. This of course will lead t o a  lot of troubleand headache 
for your brotliers. My daughter, I have tdld you these things many 
times before, but L think it is important to reiterate the main points 
before you leave us tomorrow". 

When K U finished talking, everybody commented o n  the talk and 
the older ones in the group urged i e u k e  to keep this advice in the 
back of her mind a t  all times. According to  custom, her mother 
Agiruvo was not supposed to  say too much a t  such times and being 
such a good thoughtful mother, did not say anything atal l .  She  kept 
quiet most o f t h e  time all through the night. Then silence prevailed as 
L.euke3s Uncle Nema roseand moved towards the fire place to deliver 
a word of advice to Leuke. 

"Those of you who never saw Leuke when she was a small girl 
may say that 1 was a n  ordinary uncle to her. Many of you here 
tonight will recall that I was more than that. I took care ol her a s  a 
mother would have done to her only daughter. As soon as she 
stopped feeding from her mother's breast, I took her with me to  
Kenedukal and then adopted her. I looked upon her as my own first 
born child." 

He then looked a t  Leuke and said, "Over the years, I have 
observed your behavior towards such things like work. taking care of 
pigs and  housewifery and they have been satisfactory to me. When it 
comes t o  gardening, you put all your mind and effort into it and  you 
d o  what a n  ordinary girl would take many days to  finish. As for your 
pigs, you have always given them enough to eat, for a pig with an 
empty stomach will always feel sick and hunger; thus be forced to  
break into people's gardens and bring trouble and shame to you and 
your husband. If you take good care of your pigs you will always 
have a good stock of them and  with them you will be better prepared 
for feasts and other unpredictable events. Hence, you will keep up 
the prestige of your husband and  father-in-law as well a s  a good 
name for yourself. Leuke, this is all I have for you, for I know youare  
already aware of all that a good wife needs". 

Immediately after Uncle Nema, old Amoi began to  advise the 
young men t o  stay awake. 

"You young men ought to singsome songs to keepawake instead 
of sleeping like a bunch of housewives." 

Ku interrupted and  asked if any men would accompany him to  
the gardens t o  bring some sugar-cane for the people. 

After they had left, someone right In the back began to  sing a 
song. Half-way through, stopped and gave a n  explanation of the 
song. 

"I composed this song while I was in Rabaul after I heard the 
news that  my old woman had passed away". 

"My young sons, now is the time for us to  hear of your songs for 
who knows, you may never get a chance to sing yoursongs to a lot of 
people, like we have today", interrupted old Kalinduve who did not 
seem concerned by the smoke from the fire that seemed to be 
wrapping his wrinkled face. 

T h e  young man then sang the song wi tha  rather uncertainvoice. 
Then the rest joined in and turned it into a rather disorganised choir. 
The building began t o  vibrate as the women tenors shrilled while the 
bases struggled to  match the tenors. A few with faltering voices 
lagged behind creating a dull background. 

Wenama iyo no e ahae-e 
Wenama iyo no o ahae-e 
elibare gehaninrauti nolowrovusivo 
Wenama i.vo no o ahae-e 
Wenama arono o ahae-e 
Wenama arono o ahae-e 
Uve navae gehanimauti nolousivo o ahae-e 
Uve novae gehanimauri nolomusivo o ahae-e 
wenama atono o ahae-e 
wenanla atono o ahae-e 

I h e  song was sad as it told of how the young man felt ;u l ea rn~ng 
of his mother's death. 

In English it meant 

011 nrorher, is ir true rhor .vou arc, gone 
L* I / /  I ever see vou again? 
11710 am I gorng ro go 107 
U'hen I come howre. 
Oh morher //eel so helpless ond lonely 
I don'r k n o ~  whar 10 do 
I feel like killrng mj,st.l/ 
Whv did you rlo rhis whrlc, I am away? 
You .should have waired/or me. 
Did you do rhis because I wen! agarnsr vou 
and came down ro [he coasr? I n,ill never /orgel 
1.01r for fht. resr U/ my Ife. 
J'orrr nrcrnorv will always be with me. 

When the people finished singing, an old woman who had been 
sitting near the fireplace, deep in thought for the last ten minutes or  
50, began talking to  the young rnen present, "When we tell you 111 our 
sona, to  stay home and take care of us, we have special reasons for 
aaylng so. We have just heard of this song from one of you, and  the 
same thing will happen to  the whole bunch of you here tonight who 
are thinking of going down to  thecoast  to w o r k o n  the plantations. 
HON d o  you expect to know the secrets of garden~ng and pig raising 
when these things are only haphazardly imparted while the old are 
on the death bed?" 

A young man who sat in the far corner of the house remarked, 
"You people tell us all kinds of secrets and magic words for 
everything we d o  that we find it hard to remember any of them 
clearly and  recite them. Thesc t h ~ n g s  were needed in your days 
because they were the necessary tools to  enhance the fertility of the 
soil and their application leads to  better crops and higher yields. But 
today. secrets and magic words don't apply anymore and they have 
been replaced by educationand hard work. The  thing we want ~ i o w  is 
money, and the only way to get it is by education and hard work. 
l his is why we are all so  eager to go down to the coast where it is 
easier to earn money." 

The  old woman replied, "Yes, money, money all the time and 
when d o  you think you will all be rich like the white men? The  little 
money you get is always lost to  the white man on  his magic drink, 
beer " 

Somebody sensed the diversion and bored with the impertinent 
argument, started up  a song to drown it, and everybodyjoined in the 
singing. 

As the song ended, there was a knock o n  the door  and someone 
opened it. Ku entered with other men carrying a huge bundle of 
sugarcane. "My fellow villagers." Ku said as he entered, "you must 
have heard the cock crow and 11 won't be long before dawn breaks. l 
want to thank you all for coming here to  spend the night with Leuke. 
I really appreciate your presence hereand I would like you all to cool 
off with these sugarcane before you leave. Try to get some sleep so  
that you will be awake early tomorrow to prepare the feast." 

The  people then distributed the sugarcane among themselves and  
there was much laughter as they chewed and  cracked jokes at  each  
other 

Leuke somehow felt very worried. She  told her attendants: 
"Girls, I want to  take a nap. All of you can stay up if you want to. 
Wake me if the people want to say anything to me". And she was 
supposed to  stay awake all through the night. 

With that she closed her eyes and lay peacefully on  the pirpir- 
wovt7n mat. The  girls thought that I.euke was asleep, but  she was 
actually thinking. Her mind raced back through all the years that  
had passed and then imagined vividly the kind of life that she would 
lead a s  a married woman. S o  a t  last the girlhood days had come to  a n  
end, she thought. N o  more karim lek2 and no more nights of tanim 
her]. But did she really love this boy who will be her husband and  
companion for life? Will he be faithful to her a t  all times? Will he 
remain home while the other young men go down to  the coast? A 
voice from deep inside her told her that Olape had the answer to  all 
her questions. With that  she drif tedinto sleep. 

Continued on Page 10. 



Poet 'S 
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WHEN HOPE DIES WITHIN M E  

Sally Anne Plpi 

When hope dies w ~ t h i n  m e  and  life is not worth a dime 
1 take my child o n  my lap a n d  watch the bud of  life 
P o u r  forth from her delicate lips, the ski11 sosoft ,  and  the faceso fair 
How can  hope die within m e  when my child needs me? 
When  hope dies within me  I s t roke my child's hair 
And run my fingers through thes t rands  s o  smooth it melts my heart 
And let me hope again.  
When  hope dies within m e  1 look into my child's eyes 
And drink in my crystal happiness embedded in its greyness 
And entwine myself in the unwavering smile 
T h a t  hover a round  her lips and  bring me  hope again. 
When  hope dies within me I watch my child play. 
With laughter that  shrills the stillness of musty af ternoon 
And the sound of  running feet s o  filled with vigour 
I watch a n d  understand f o r  my ch~ld 's  sake 
The  hope will neverd ie  within me. 

MANDE-FRAIDE 

Ais Pale Andio 

Moning mr kirap go long wok. 
Hop stop long be1 yet i l iklik. 
M i  no tingring go bek. 
Bai mi orair long wok. 
Wara long maus ino pundaun tude. 
Tasol ai I rer olsem ai bilong 
Bulmakau mama long mande. 
I karn i go em tunde. 
Dispela tunde em olgero runde. 
Ai I klia nau long rude. 
M i  ringim nu wara bilong maw lpundaun ol.rem tank wara. 
Tosol mi no nap i go long poinim. 
STude wara bilong muus i kam i go i kam i go. 
Trinde mi raun olsem dok i gat you bilong em 01 i karim. 
Be1 i singaur moo long kamautim. 
01 wanrok bai i go no singautim. 
"E brara, yu kam yumi apim". 
You save raim bilong homamas no hairim. 
M i  i go rawim liklik waro long maus. 
01 wanrok bai 01 i lainim olsem wara. 
M i  ru bai mi lainim rumora long haus. 
Maiau'rede em fonde apinun. 
Taim bilong be1 hamomas no maus wara. 
"E bpi yu do drin ken.? ,,M ,- .-... .- 

f i ' m d w  bilong bos. 
" 0  bos, mi gurpela man. 
M i  no save apim plenti long o l  ken." 
Braro, em fraide monin. 
M i  bin hamamos wantoim bos long wok. 
Tru rumas, froide apinun ringring i paul. 
mi noken rokim yu wanem kain man mi bin. 
Ating yu ken rairim wanpela gurpela srori. 

Featuring the prize-winning 
entries in the Sixth Annual 
Poetry Competition (1975). 

Yu nlas SIUI okrrn. 
Man hllonf sarerr-~onde" 

THE DAY WE MET 

Bendi Dambing 

1-he shadow flicking. 
The day  is crying, 
Hiding behind the rough ocean. 
While the bright red bedsheet 
Hangs down from heaven. 
The  great hlack shadow leaps u p  the wall 
The night IS happy. 
T h e  moon  s m ~ l e s  u p  the hills. 
A n d  l see you pretty girl, 
My heart beats very fast. 
Your  dress IS b r~gh t .  
And your body shines. 
Your  face is b r ~ g h t  
And your breast is nice. 
C o m e  along w ~ t h  me  
Holding hands with you is fun.  
Walking along the beach 
Talking abou t  the latest events. 
N o w  ihere is silence around us. 
W e  could hear only night birds singing. 
And silence a round  us. 
Now I a m  happy alone in my room.  
I hear  your lovely song in my room, 
And my happiness 1s like the colour of the dying day  
Your  message comes true 
When  the moon  smile3 up  the black hills. 
Remember the day  we were together? 

THE STORM 

Wanlei Rosa Solau 

7he rain begins to .  fall 
7he angrv storm he~ins to roll 
The ongrv sound wakes me 
I look over the sea 
The frighrening overcomes me 
hfy  heorr bears very hard 
The crew moves very hard 
The whispering sound dres owa.v 
The boor goes irk way. 

TO A FRIEND 

T o  be sorry bears no  regret and melts no  anger 
but  to  be ashamed bears a scar  which, neither m a n  
Nor  love can remove but to  suffer in silence 
Is honest love. 



THOUGHTS O F  A COCONUT TREE 
(In  a Stolen Moment) 

Willre Kamir 

My horne/ront 
I will alway~ wonr. 

Here - where rhe mountains end: 
- where the rivers bend; 
- where I wtll/orever stand 

Gay though may your thoughts be 
/ar though may you be 
Seasons come and go-but 

/or always I am here. 

I've seen you pass by-my/riend 
/lying as a boy/rom a child 
climbing as a boy to being a man; 
Even your/ore/athers and the older people 
I've watched you UN grow up in turn 
Your elders stayed here; at home; 
but now- 

I miss your presence in the viltage. 
Somehow:- 

Its not the same without you:- 
young/riend. 

One day I watched as you walked away; 
Everyone in the village crying as you sailed o/J 
You never turned around to bid me a "/orewelP-yet; 
I bade you a silent-"Godrpeed my/riend. . .- 

wherever you're bound/or. . ." 
to your/ading back. 

You can't see the changes that have 
secretly taken place here in your absence- 

You can only see the results 
and you are part o/ it all. 

Every year now, I wait/or Christmas rime; 
and the holidays too; 

When you can come back home 
To haunt my roots and base 

as you did once-some time ago 
When as kidr, with your cousins and boy/riends 
you danced and twirled and sang too 
and you cut/unny drawings on my legs 

or the time when you with your giryriend 
stared at the moon /rom right where I was standing-- 
/rom right where I am now- 
fighting back the tears 
h a y  the number your giryriend cried. 

7he next day: you were to  set sail/or a distant seashore town 
You told her; you'd write back 

/row high school or wherever you'd be going 
and you did too-but 
as years come and as years go; 

fleeting by and waning; 
Days are unchanging yet long and numbered. 
Patiently I wait and wonder 
i /you' l l  everfind roots again 
as Pve/ound mine-Here-In the village. 

M y  home/ront I will always want 
Here-where sea sprays vanish- 

-where the wandering sea gullsfish 
-where I wil l  grow andflourish. 

Gay though may your thoughts be 
/ar though may you be 
Seasons come and go-but 
for always I am here- Your lonely coconut tree. 

DE B1 LONG LAPUN PAPA 

41s Pale Andia 

Samrrn~ olsetn plsrn i,/lai. 
lnsair long hauc lair1 pipel 01 i giaman. 
Tasol 01 ino pilai, olr prer nu ol i giaman. 
"01 man-meri yumi mas giaman. 
Sunrting no Rat ir Jai. 
.Anrap long 01 nianmerr Tolai. 
Drspela pisin i narapela. 
Enl i samting bikpela. 
"Yumi mas toktok l o n ~  haus 
Yumi mas harim olgera maus. 
Dispela pis~n bai kaikar mipela 
Yumi mas rokrok wanpela. 
01 pipel mas ringrm. 
Nsin i kam mekrm wanem? 
"Pisin olsem kilaut i kamautim. 
Kilout i pulim oltaim. 
Yumi mas lainim wanem pisin i la~kim. 
Bai yumi pait long pisin wanpela raim." 
01 pipel i bun nau. 
(1 kam lukim moo. 
Ooo pisin i moa-moo yet nau. 
I no olsem bipo. 
Moo i &am i go i kom i g o .  
01 pipal mas sump wankain. 
M i  driman o l  olsem wankain. 
01 pisin i no arakain. 
Dispela ples i no palistoin. 
Yumi mas sanap wankain". Bai 01 pisin i go we. 
Yumi ronim o l  i go long we. 
Pekpek bilong 01 bai 01 i tromoi we? 
.4ntap long graun longwe? 
Ating long ples longwe. 
01 pipel harim paiarap 
Cmg kilaut antap 
sampela 01 i painim bagarap 
wanem kain pisin yupela pait hariap-hariap 
Yupela i no laik lukim kilaut antap 
0Isem liklik plsin o l  r kolim 
' Wait-Dap'. 

A LOOK IN THE PAST 

Frank Igub 

Once I was a lizard cheeky and harmless 
And built clouds that the heat never could melt 
I learnt o/ the tramanimation into a monitor 
dea/ to all spikes a dweller of two worlds. 
Here my breath had settled my back grew rough 
My teeth went chisel-like . . . . a crocodile 
lurking in sandy sea/loor 
Then one day I died hut knocked my head on the sharp gravestone 
That woke nie up tofind me winged tough, clawed and a scavenger 
I was an eagle. 
I went on /lying on my red eyes went blue-ed t i l l  I turn priestly 
pigeoned t i l l  we came to Lne where they pinched my olive branch 
and gave me a bone when next I stopped I was gliding 
mutilated . . . . .S the crocodile pursued me in hideaways 
I shall go back to the/ormless clouds and melt myser into rain 
Then shall l landin the plantationandmate with thesecondaryroots 
o/ the old malmal tree . . . . . . 



Continued fronr page 7 

1 The nolse of men cutttng the firewood to heat stones for the 
mumu woke Leuke F o r  a moment she could not figure out where 

l she was, but then she came to her senses and knew she was there 
Toddy would be :he end of her Drlhood days dnd tomorrow she 
would be a m a r r ~ e d  woman with a husband Just  as she was about to 
walk down to  the fireplace, to  l ~ g h t  the fire, her mother and Aila, her 
aunt, entered the house 

"Oh Leuke, you're awake already," sard Atla a s  she threw pieces 

of dry wood onto  the hearth 

Her mother brought down a bag from its hanger o n  the wall and  
called her, "Leuke, I want you to help me and Aila pack yourpurpufi  
and also you will try some of them and set aside those that you will 
wear today." 

"All right mother," Leuke said as she went and sat  beside Aila 
near the fireplace. "Mother, I'll pick thern up sometime later. I don't 
like to  wear them all the time because thesedays, most of the young 
women are changing over to the ioplops and meri blouses and  1'11 
follow suit after a week or  so". 

"Well, tf you want to  d o  that, then you must d o  so only wrth your 
husband's parents' consent I don't war.t to be a scandal to them," 
s a ~ d  her mother 

"Leuke, even though you will not need themall  the time, you will 
certainly need thern occasionally, especially duringsingsing or  'pig- 
krllmg' ceremonies", Aila reminded Leuke. 

Leuke nodded to  show approval 

By now the fires had been lit and were burning and  crackling 
furiously. The  women had been sent to  the gardens to dig sweet 
potatoes and  collect leaves. Some children were sent to collect 
breadfruit and other leaves that are usuaily cooked and  eaten a t  pig 
kills in the village. Meanwhile, all the pigs marked for krlling were 
brought in from the pig stys in the bush. They squealed as Uncle 
Nema clubbed them to  death on  their foreheads while elders ! specialised in cutting up the carcasses began d r a g ~ n g  them away. 
There were six p i g  for butchering and two men were assigned to 
butcher each pig. These were for the people of the Korfena village 
and  Leuke's people would be given the pigs the groom's people 
wollld bnng. The  groom's pigs should number more than those 
killed by the people of the bride's village. 

Some meat was cooked in the M a r u j  to be eaten early while 
Leuke was being dressed u p  in preparation for  the ceremony. Soon 
afterwards, all the men manned the three mumu pits to bake the 
food.  Sweet potatoes and green leaves were prepared together with 
pork to  conlplete the murnu. The pits were then covsred with banana 
leaves and  o n  top  of that, a layer of loose soil was stratified to keep as 
much heat as possible ins~de .  A hole was made t o  pipe water down to  
the hot rocks so  that  the excessive steam could escape. 

The  women folks then gathered together to dress up Leuke in 
purpur and  other ornaments. And Uncle Nemawascalled to fashion 
a head-dress with Bird of Paradise feathers. Leuke felt a bit shy a s  she 
realised that all eyes were fixed on  her. But the thought that she was 
no  longer a girl anymore gave her courage and she retained her poise 
as Uncle Nema set about putting feathers in different positions on  
her head. When this was finished Aila handed Leuke the mirror to  
see her own beauty. After Nema had finished, hestepped a f e w  paces 
away to  take a look a t  Leuke's headdress from different angles to  
ensure everything was in position. Satisfied with the job, he told 
some of the watchinggirls to take Leuke down to  the other end of the 
village and  back. 

The  sun was about to set. Aila dropped the new string bag she 
was working o n  and  summoned all the women who were cooking 
meat in the Marus  to  start serving it. Ku and  some men a te  their 
share quickly a n d  helped distribute the meat among the male visitors 
while Aila and  some other women did the same among the opposite 
sex. The crowd was unusually large for a small village, but everybody 
received enoligh to eat. S o m e  of the visitors were clarr leaders from 
nearby villages who came a t  Ku's invitation. He wanted thern to 
attend the feast and  to spread the news of the number of pigs killed 
a n d  how big they were. This was important for Ku because he 

wanted as many people as possible to witness the occasion. Thrs 
would bring him prestige and popularity. 

Uncle Nema and Ku called o n  some of the men who had finished 
eating to start removing the layers of sand and leaves from the top of 
the mumupits .  Nema went to Ku and  whispered, "I was thinking of 
giving Leuke that pig I brought from Kundiawa so that she won't be 
empty handed". 

"It's alright 1 will take care of that. She will take that pig1 bought 
from the DidimanJ", replied Ku. 

By then all the food had been removed from the pit and Ku 
reminded the women to make sure that all the visitors had had 
enough to eat. Then some of the young men prepared stretchers to 
carry thc pigs to Korfena while Nema and  his helpers madea  special 
seat for Leuke. 

Just then a war cry sounded from the ridge of the nearby 
mountarn 11 came from Olape's people from Korfena. This 
indicated they were on  their way to  take Leuke away. Nema replied 
with his own version of the war cry, "Oii-i-i-i, ano,  hiane ano". 

Alla appeared from the house with a goard containing pig fat 
from the previous pig-kill. Leuke stood still as Aila gave her a rub- 
down with the pig fat. This was to  show Olapes's parents and 
villagers that they, Leuke's people, raise fatty pigs. In Highlands 
traditron, pigs and  the ability of a woman to take care of them are  
judged from the thickness of the fat. Therefore, a bride like Leuke 
without a touch of pig fat on  her body could be a disgrace to her 
parents and the village as a whole. 

When the Korfenas arrived, Uncle Nema and many men and 
women came out  to  greet them with shouts and  chants. They replied 
in the sanlemanneras theyjumped upand  down, stamping their fert. 
When this was over, the peoplc e m b r a a d  each other. The  Korfenas 
came with nine pigs o n  stretchers made from bamboo. As  is the 
custom, the Korfenas killed the pigs early in the morning and  roasted 
them so that they would be able to  walk over and bring the bride 
back home the same day. Both sides sat down as Uncle Nema spoke, 
to formally give Leuke to the Korfena people. 

He stood behind Leuke as he spoke, "I, on  behalf of Leuke's 
people, welcome youall  to  our village this afternoon. This girl is the 
last of our  girls that will ever be married off in the traditional 
manner. As you know, all the girls in !his village are away in schools 
and therefore we had to send back those who came for them with 
bcide prices. None of them would want to  marry any young men in 
the villages anyway. As for Leuke, we turned down two offers that 
came from two villages in the Watabung area. And when your offer 
came, we felt that it was the right price for a girl like Leuke so  it was 
accepted, and that is why we are all Irere. But this is not the only 
reason. We found out later that Oiape 2nd Leuke were deep in love 
with each other and  this was considered thoroughly before the offer 
was accepted. And now, I a s  Leuke's uncle, hand over Leuke to  you 
bothas  your daughter-in-law and avillager. Havingsaid those words 
he held up a chunk of meat and a ta roand  Leukeatefrom his hands. 

After Leuke ha3  finished rating, Olape's uncle stood up to reply. 
"Friends, I want to  speak on  behalf o f the  people of Korfena who are 
either here with me or back home. When I learnt that two offers for 
Leuke were turned down, I urged my people to collect everything 
before they had to  approach you. Since all of my people had their 
hearts set for Leuke, they responded generously and when we 
approached you, our offer was accepted. I want to let you all know 
that WC are very proud to have Leuke as Olape's wife. We feel that 
they will make a good couple and will be a binding force of friendship 
between our  two villages." 

He then helped Leuke up and led her to  the Korfena people as a 
sign that she was now one of them. The Korfena people started to 
sing a song a s  they led L.euke out o f t h e  village while her parents and 
villagers shed tears for her. Leuke turned towards the village to see 
Aila. Nema and  the others crying and waving her good-bye. The  
sight brought tears to  her eyes and she started the steep climb up the 
ridge with Olape's people to Korfena. 

I Village 4 Grass Skin 

2 & 3. Counnng 5 Agricultural Officer 



[POETSCORNER] - f rom Page9. 

MADANG 

Markis Dunib 
Gee! Madang, 

Umbrella of tranquil scintillating 
Light lrom the light house 
Glow~ng over the adornful 
Harhour in its heart 
L ~ k e  two green lovers 
lrnder their booth 
With sweet laughing voice 
On  the climax of Love. 

"INDEPENDENCE" 

Meshach Maehiru 

Independence, Independence, Independence 
I r  srarred as a whisper behind rhe locked doors of rhe Assembly 
I t  grew inro a song across rhe mass media 
Then ir is shoured in srreers bp mobs in demonsrrarions 
Now it thunders its consuming passion throughout the nations. 
Independence. Independence. Independence, Independence, 
lndependence 
The N.B.C echoes it throughout Papua New Guinea 
7he voice o/ :hc Seagull. re-echoes it across the waves 
It  dances to the rythmical drum beats ofthe Maus Bilong Garamut 
The voice ofrhe Kumul sends ir ringing, ringing, ringing. 
Independence, Independence, Independence 

4 A women breastfeeding a pig is losr in hallucinative dreams about rt 
The Spade- Worker looks in wonder ar its mirage reflected on the 

pit ched-roads. 

The whire collars gasp as the Seiko tik-toks rhephenomenon coming 
7he politicians hurl, as it ping-pongs on the rubles ofrhe House of 

Assembly. 
Independence, Independence, Independence 
7he nek Brlong Tarangau lingersfor its finalisarion. 
The nek bilong Muruk longs ro speed irs acclamarion 
7lle lapirn srarlon yearns ro honour irs proclamarion 
' f i e  maus bilong san kamap will ray irsjinal celebrarron 
Independence, Independence, Independence. 

NUPELA AI 

Sivid G. Gipej~ 

M i  lukim klinpela rot; 
mi lukim naispela ples; 
mi lukim manmeri i lap 
no sindaun hung wanraim 
no le~ua bilong mi i singsing 
long gurpela de 
m; nau lukim long nupela a;. 
Mi  lukinl 01 man i go long kot; 
mi lukirn wantok krosim wantok; 
no mi lukluk ausarr 
no lukim bom r pairap; 
01 sutim meri long boinar 
na 01 pikinini i dai long hongere 
na wara i kilim 01 manmeri 
no skin bilong mi ! guria; 
bilong wanern 01 waitman 
givrm mi nupela ai? 
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W E  W A N T  T O  INVOLVE YOU. . . . 
A keen reader of Papua New Guinea Writing from Australia who likes to see writing and literature 
encouraged in Papua New Guinea has responded to our call for "Donations to the Three Literary 
Competitions in Short Story, Poetry and Play". He wrote: 
Dear Sir, 
Attached is a crossed Postal Order (No. 1469720 for SA5.00) which I intend tb donate towards the funds for the T h r e e  Annual 
Literary Competitions" to be launched in May of next year. 

Peter H. Hawkins 
Campbell, A. C .T. 

It is repeated here again that any individual or organisation who may wish to donateasmall prize for 
the 1976 competitions or any of our future competitions should feel free to do so at any time. 

All donations large or  small will be acknowledged by the Minister for the Media. 

We want to share this important developmental task with YOU! 

WRITE TODAY TO: 
The Manager, 
Literature Bureau 
P .O .  Box 2312 
Konedobu. 

A . 



INCENTIVES FOR BOOK 
DEVELOPMENT 
For the first time ever Papua New Guinea as a nation in 
its own right was invited to a Planning Seminar on 
Book Development designed for the Commonwealth 
countries. The seminar was held in Marlborough 
House in London from the 8th to 12th December. 
Unfortunately the Papua New Guinea delegate could 
not attend it due to family problems. 
However previous to this Planning Meeting there had 
been a number of similar seminars held in a number of 
Commonwealth countries including Nigeria, l r~dia  
Trinidad, Singapore, Australia. 
One such regional seminar was hosted by the lndian 
Government and was held in New Delhi from 21st 
February to 1st March 1973. The report of the seminar 
is contained in a book titled 'Priorities and Planning 
for the provision of Books' published by the 
Commonwealth Secretariat. The recommendations 
are aimed at enabling the 27 member nations to 
exchange knowledge and expertise, while at  the same 

time encouraging production of local books designed 
for local consumption. It is a broad vision that what is 
essential is a link between the nations in terms of 
preparation, production, publication, promotion and 
distribution of books produced in each of the member 
countries. 
We cannot let Papua New Guinea be excluded in this 
important field. Our students in the many high schools 
must not be expected to learn from reading books 
designed for fore~gn curricula. Local authorships and 
the necessary training must be given to people who set 
out to write books for our people. 
A summary of the recommendations is reproduced 
here by courtesy of the Commonwealth Secretariat for 
general information of the public as well as the 
Government for inclusion in the general development 
programmes. Ideas, opinions and suggestions from the 
public would be most welcome and will be published in 
later issues of Papua New Guinea Writing. 

Seminar Recommendations 
1. Governments might wish to recognise book publishing as an essential Social Service and accord it suitable 

priority in their national development plan. 

2. A National Book Development Council should be established in each country to co-ordinate all book 
publishing activities and to advise governments and other agencies on the planningand promotion of a national 
book industry. 

3. One particulary Ministry should be designated as being responsible for all matters concerning the national 
book industry. 

4. All countries should aim at  providing their school children with the textbooks they require. In educational 
publishing school textbooks should receive the topmost priority. Textbooks should be prepared indigenously 
and as far as possible published locally. 

5. Further, in order to  facilitate freer flow of funds and other facilities to promote indigenous book industries, 
governments might wish to classify book production and publishing as a priortity industry entitled to 
concessions and considerations afforded to other such industries. 

6. Immediate consideration should be given by governments to the reduction or removal of taxes and excise duties 
on the raw materials indigenously produced and which are used in book production. 

7. Governments should also consider the removal of restrictions on the import ofall materials used in the making 
of books, including machines, spare parts, paper, board and binding materials. 



8. In order to make books accessible to remote parts of the country Governments should give priority of 
consideration to the reduction of postal rates on books. 

9. Consideration should also be given by governments to the granting of tax concessions to local publishers and 
authors as is already the case in some countries of the Commonwealth. 

10. Public and School Library systems should be established or strengthened asvital components not only of socio- 
economic growth but also of a viable national book industry. 

1 1 .  The levy of the cess of some type should be considered for assistance in the financing of library services. 

12. Children's and National Book Weeks, Library Weeks, Book Fairs and Festivals should be organised as a 
measure towards establishing and promoting the reading habit. 

13. Study should be given to the formulation, where relevant and advisable, of co-operative societies and 
professional associations of personnel concerned with the book industry. 

14. Governments should use some of the scholarships and bursaries offered by developed countries to train 
a personnel for the book industry and should, in their own national scholarship and bursary programmes, make 

awards for training in book production. 

15. Governments should organise national seminars and workshops for training in various aspects of book 
production, calling where necessary on the Commonwealth Secretariat, Unesco, and other international 
organisations for assistance in planning and organisation of these programmes. 

16. Any country which does not already have domestic laws governing copyright might wish to formulate these and 
consider, if it has not already done so, becoming a signatory to  one of the international copyright conventions. 

17. Countries which have no laws governing the statutory deposit of a copy of all published books in one or more 
national libraries or centres should enact one: those that have should take steps to enforce it. 

18. Governments might consider it advisable to enact necessary legislation to  ensure the adoption of international 
standard book numbering in respect of books published in their countries. 

MEMBER NATIONS 

of the 

BRITISH COMMONWEALTH OF NATIONS 

Australia. The Bahamas. Bangladesh, Barbados Botswana. Britain. Canada. Cyprus. Fiji. The Gambia. Ghana. 
Grenada. Guyana. India, Jamaica. Kenya. Lesotho. Malawi. Malaysia. Malta. Mauritius. Nauru. New Zealand. 
Nigeria. Sierra Leone. Singapore, Sri Lanka. Swaziland. Tanzania, Tonga, Trinidad and Tobago. Uganda. Western Samoa. 
Zambia. Papua New Guinea. 



I1 war painful for the men and hard work for Maieogaru asshe 
carefully pulled the men on10 her canoe. 

IN 1942 Ma~eogaru, a young woman from Divinai Village in Milne 
Bay, went fishing one morning soon afterthe Japanese had occupied 
Milne Bay. She went in a small fishing canoe. Even though the 
enemy was about, Maieogaru had to find food for her family. 

Maieogaru often went fishing early In the morning before the sun 
rose. This morning as she was fishing she saw something floating 
towards her. s h e  looked through the morning mist and saw that it 
was a raft. She paddled her canoe close to it and saw two wounded 
men lying there. These were two Australians who had been wounded 
and had been able to get on the raft. They were shot down on the 
North side of Milne Bay and had drifted close to Divinai where 
Maieogaru found them. 

Maieogaru knew she must help these men. But first she had to think 
of a way as they looked too weak to get into her canoe because they 
were wounded and hungry. If she tried to take the raft ashore she 
might beseen by theenemy.Sheaptly thought theonly way would be 
to get the two men into her canoe. 

Fortunately the sun was still weak. Taking her canoe right along-side 
the raft, she slowly helped the two men into it. It was painful for them 
and hard work for her. She had to be very careful not to upset the 
canoe or push the men into the water. 

At  last she managed to get them both into thecanoe. Thenasquickly 
as she could, paddled towards Divinai. When she paddled ashore her 
people helped her t o  get the two men t o  her village. Quickly they 
carried them through the bush to a well hidden place. Maieogaru 
gave the airmen some food and drink, urgently she washed them 
... L : L  ~ 

- .  
built them a shelter. It was not possible 

This story was highly comrnended by the three judges 
who went through the entries in the Primary Section o f  
the Seventh Annual Short Story Competition (1975). 

Maieogaru 

Milne Bay 

By Ta ina  Misob 

The story of a woman from Papua New Guinea who 
displayed courage and fortitude as well as self-sacrifice 
in order to  save two Australian fighters during the 
Second World War. 

to take them into her own house, as it was risky for both Maieogaru 
and the rescuees. 

Maieogaru visited the sick men daily. She was very careful that no 
enemy saw her going to the hiding place. She fed the men and 
attended to their wounds. G~adually,  Maieogaru's care helped them 
to get strcng. 

As they grew stronger they began to move about. Maieogaru often 
warned them that they remain in hiding. She told them that if the 
Japanese saw them she could d o  nothing to save them. 

After some weeks the two airmen became strong enough for 
Maieogaru to think ofwaysofgetting them back to their own troops. 
This was not easy. It had beenhardenough bringing them toDivinai 
without the help of her men. She decided to take them there in a 
small canoe. 

At last G~li.Gili came into sight. Ma~eogaru  ran the canoe to the 
shore. "We're uilf ailr*", she told the airmen. They were glad to see 
their own Australian troops, and could not find words to thank 
Maieogaru. 

By her bravery she had saved their lives. All the time she kept them at 
Divinai she ran the risk of detection by the Japanese. Also while 
paddling across the bay she had risked her life. 

This good woman, Maieogaru of Milne Bay, was later given a medal 
for her bravery. 

Aili Aili means 'lucky' 
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MAIEOGARU BILONG MILNE BAY 

PlDGIN (NE0 MELENESIAN) VERSKlN 

OF THE STORY "MAIEOGARU OF M][LNE BAY 

DEPELA SI'ORI, OL MAN LONG P m  H U T  I WINIM PRAIS MOM 

LONG RESIS LONG RAIT I BIN AMAMAS LONG IPIDIM 

Taina Misob i rait im 

LONG YIA 1942 wanpela meri nem bilong em Maieogaru long 
Divinau viles 1or.g M ~ l n e  Bay em i bin go kisim pis l ~ n g  wanpela 
moning liklik taim bihain long ol Japan i kamap kisim Milne Bay. 
Em yet i bin go kisim pis long wanpela liklik kanu. Stret long birua 
laik kamap long Maieogaru long taim em i painim kaikai bilong 01 
famili bilong em. 

Ma~eogaru olgeta taim kirap long hap nait yet na  go kisim pis i stap 
na bihain san i kam antap. Long dispela moning em i kisim pis i stap 
oa lukim samting i drip antap long wara i kam stret long em. Em i bin 
lukim na ting se sno i kamap long moning na lukim stret em i 
wanpela rigel. Em pulim kanu bilong em i go klostu long rigel na 
lukim tupela Royal Australian Airforce pilot i bin kisim bagarap na 
slip antap long rlgel. Dispela em tupela Australian man i bin kisim 
bagarap long pait na slip antap long rigel. OI Japan i bin sutim tupela 
pundaun long solwara long North sait bilong Milne Bay na drip i 
stap klostu long Divinai hap Maieogaru i bin painim tupela longen. 

Maieogaru i tingting long em i mas helpim dispela tupela man. Tasol 
em i tingtlag i no stret long tupela no gat inap strong longputim igo 
insait long kanu bilong em long wanem tupela i bin kisim bagarap na 
hangre no gut. Sapos em traim long pulim rigel i go antaplong sua ol 
birua bai lukim em. Kwik taim tasol em putim tupelamanigo insait 
long kanu bilong em. 

Gutpela tumas san i no kamap strong yet. Em i kisim kanu i go pas 
long sait bilong rigel, na isi tasol helpim long tupela man na putim i 
go insait long kanu Tupela i kisim pen no gut na em i mekim bikpela 
hat wok. Em i bin mekirn g ~ t  long kanu no ken kapsait na tupela 
man bai i go insait long wara. 

Em i pinisim olgeta wok na put i~n tupela i go insait long kanu. Bihain 
nau em pollm kanu hariap tasol i go olsem long Divinai. Taim em 
pulim kanu i go kamap long sua ol pipel i bin kamap na helpim em 
long kisim tupela man i go long ples bilong em. Hariap tasol 01 i 
karim tupela i go long gutpela ples hait long bus. Maieogaru kirap 
givim kaikai na wara long tupela man, wasim tupela kwiklong ward 
taim sampela man long lain famili bilong em wokim wanpela liklik 
haus bilong tupela. Em i no gutpela tumas long putim tupela insait 
long haus bilong em, long wanem ol birua bai painim. 

Maieogaru i go lukim tupela sikman long olgeta de. Em imekim gut 
long ol birua no ken lukim em i go long ples hait. Em save i go givim 
kaikai M pasim sua long tupela i bin kisim bagarap. Pastaim tru 
tupela no gat strong, tasol long liklik helpim bilong Maieogaru, 
tupela i kisim strong. 

Taim tupela kamap strong liklik tupela i stat long wokabaut i go 
nabaut. Maieogaru oltaimgivim strongpela toktoklong tupela imas 
i stap tasol long ples hait. Em i save tokim tupela olsem sapos ol 

Japan lukim em. bai emi no gat samtlng long helpim tupela. 

Bihain long sampela wik i go pinis olsem tupela man i kisim inap 
strong Maieogaru, i stat tingting long kisim tupela i go bek long ol 

' 

lain soldia bilong tupela. Dispela em i no isi. Em i hat tumas long 
bringim tupela man i go long Divinai, long no gat ol man bilong em i 
helpim. Maieogaru em i bin kislm kanu no karim lupela i go tasol. 

Long pinis Giligili i kam long sait. Maieogaru pulim kanu i go long 
arere bilong wara. "Y umi  ail^, aili", em bin tokim tupela man. Tupela 
i gat bikpela amamas moa long lukim ol lain soldia bilong tupela 
long Australia, na i givim tok tenkyu i go long Maieogaru. 

Long gutpela wok em i bin mekim long helpim laip bilong tupela 
long i dai. Olgeta taim em i save lukautim tupela long Divinai na ron 
i go was long ol Japan. Wantaim tu long pulim kanu na brukim pasis 
long helpim laip bilong em. 

Dispela em gutpela meri, Maieogaru bilong Milne Bay, bihain ol 
givim wanpela medal i go long mekin~ gutpela wok helpim insait long 
taim bilong pait. 

* "Aili, Aili" i min long "laki" 

HAVE YOU A FULL SET OF 

'PAPUA NEW GUINEA WRITING'? 

Back issues of 'Papua New Guinea Writing' may be 

obtained from the Literature Bureau, P.O. Box 2312, 

Konedobu, Port Moresby. Papua New Guinea. Back 

copies will be sold at the new rate of 50t per copy. 

We will appreciate i t  if persons requesting them would 

enclose sufficient fun& to meet postal charges. 

Editor 



"Stop!" Taimbariyclled into the vacant air as he beat the ground with his barepah and gazed around as if trying to find the evil 
spirit. 

The Girl Lives By firy Matmilo 

This short story won the K10 Third Prize in the High 
Schools Section in the Seventh Annual Short Story 
Competition (1975). 

ARlNA stood looking a t  the glistening water as it growled over the 
rocky bed of the stream. A vision rose before her. Why should I 
marry you? I am young. I want to see a bit of the world and I don't 
want to be tied to the baby andyou. She then recalled the night they 
were together, when he discovered she was pregnant. If only this 
small stream was a rushing torrent then she could throw herself into 
it and drown. 

Beh~nd her stood the village, with its kunai thatched roof and 
planted bamboo and pitpit walls, neatly encircling the village 
compound. She heard the swish of the women's brooms a s  they 
cleaned the compound area. 

Arina's black fuzzy hair glistened in the sun, as did her tattooed face, 
considered a thing of beauty fora  young girl. Her young breasts were 
still firm, but the contrasting nipple and surrounding area 
immediatelv eave awav her condition. She was oreanant and the 

"Come, you have longed enough", the old woman stirred herself and 
spotted a stream of red blood fall on to the gsass a t  her feet as she 
rose. 

"Is there no  way I can escape'?" Arina asked, her eyes pleading for 
help from the old woman. The old woman felt pity in her heart for 
the young girl, and felt if anyth~ng, in way of punishment, the young 
man deserved some. 

"Come quickly now." 

Arina followed the woman around the bush a t  theedge of the village 
to the small house built at the end of the village, 'the house of blood'. 
In this house the women had babies. 

In another village house the eyes of her father Bauba rested on the 
young man's set taut mouth, and angry eyes. 

"Go away, old man", shouted Ta~mbar i .  . - . - 
father objected her condition. She was pregnant and the father Bauba's fist clenched and felt likesmashing tt into Taimbari's young, 
would not marry her. selfish face. 

S o  much for his promise that her heart twisted in torrents. "Can't I make you understand'? My daughter willdie becauseof this. 



Please w ~ l l  you understand? The evll splrlt uill k i l l  my daughter 

now." 

Bauba felt ashamed as he looked into that young face. 

"The old man lies. How can a spirit kr l l  a person?", he asked h~mself. 

A week passed. Mechanically. A r m  went ~ h r o u ~ h  the motion of 
living, hoping each day that Taimbar~ would agree to marry her. 
such was her only hope. 

Maybe she would die when the chlld was born. That was the worst 

she could hope for. 

"1 feel pain. M y  back burns". she said. 

"your trme has come" the old woman made ready collectrng her few 
utensils, picking out her sharpest piece of bamboo, and the log that 

was i n  strategic position ready for actrons. 

"NOW you must sleep as much as you can because the pains wrll 
gradually get worse and you must save your energy for the last 

effort." 

Outside i t  was dawn. but the village wasalready awake, and the news 
had already spread that Arina's time had come. The people sat i n  
their houses huddled around their cooking places, talking i n  low 

voices, feeling the presence o f  the sp i r~ t  watching and waiting. The 
sangurna was near and none wanted to cross its path. 

Taimbari received news o f  Arina's tlme through his mother, and he 
picked his spear and wondered into the bush. Hedid  not believe that 
when the child was born the young girl's life would be taken. 

The old people, he thought, were fools 

"Bite hard with each on-coming pain." 

With each contraction Arina did as she was told, and the old 
women's expert hands stroked the s!de o f  her belly i n  small pushing 
movements I n  an effort to  push the baby down to  shorten her labour. 

'I wish I could die now". Ar ina screamed between pains 

A second woman entered the house. "Is she ready?" 

"Almost", the old woman replied 

Arina felt herself being pulled up rnto an upright position, then 
lowered o n  to  a log wtth both women holdrng her under her armplts 
so that her buttocks now rested on the log. 

"Now you must push the baby out, with each pain. You must push 
hard. M y  friend wi l l  help by holding you." 

The waves o f  pains were coming stronger now, and Arina felt sure 

she could hear no more. She felt the rush o f  warm fluid rundown her 
legs and then the pain came. 

"Push! push!" the voice came at her harshly through the darkness. 

I t  wasnow night and the only light came from the flickering flames o f  
the fire. 

Arina screamed as loudly as she could, and then she heard the cry o f  
a new born infant, before she collasped i n  an exhausted heap on the 
floor, no longer crying. The old woman deftly cut the cord with a 
bamboo knife, cleaned the baby's throat, and handed i t  to  the second 
woman who placed the baby into the dirty rags and sat with i t  near 
the tire. 

Taimbari must have wondered too close. He  heard'the scream that 
sent the riight air and his body stiffened. A cold shiver went down the 
back of his spine, and he ran unt i l  he couldn't run anymore. 

"A boy", was a l l  his mouth said, as he slowly made his way into the 
house. Taimbari huddled in a heap i n  a corner ofthe house waiting, 
waiting for what he did not know. 

Arina made a quick recovery after the delivery, and suddenly felt 
very well. She saw the baby and rinsed him, then rested. 

O n  the seventh day, Ar ina again lasped in to  semi-consciousness. 

"The evil has come". the o ld  woman muttered, and went to tell the 
girl's father. 

Tile village huddled agarn rn their houses. The children were shut up 
into the back rooms, the men huddled together i n  little groups, and 

although the sun shone and the sky was clear blue, a pall hung over 
the village. 

Taimbari's mind now come to believe; to  believe something he 
couldn't understand, but the fear now came creeping from the 

darkness o f  hrs mind, exploding i n  full force into h ~ s  conscrousness. 

Suddenly he sprang to his feet, and sprlnted for the door, leaplng the 
lew feet to the ground and running like someone gone mad up and 

down the village. 

"Stop, Stop!" he yelled Into the air, and looking wildly around as il 
trying to find the evil sp~r i t .  "Stop! I wrll marry her, but do not k i l l  
her."Ta~mbar~ sank to his knees weepinglikea lostchrld. beating the 
ground with h ~ s  hands. 

Bauba came to  him and lifted him up and led him to his own house. 
He sobbed hut was unable to speak. 

Bauba gave h ~ m  coconut m ~ l k  to drrnk and gradually he qu~etened 
down and slept Bauha returned to the group o f  men 

The old woman watched Arlna a5 she slowly lapsed deep Into 
unconsclou, She held the young tlny hand In her old one feelrng 119 

coldness and then ~ t s  mother's 

She heard the yelling of the boy outside, and for a moment she had 
hope. but when she looked at the form before her the hope left her. 

Arina was too far gone to  be saved now 

But then the hand she held slowly became warmer. At first the 
woman thought i t  was the heat from her own hand, but no, the girl's 
breath~ng was improving, and was becomrng normal the eyelids 
fluttered, and the eyes stared up at her. The old woman bent down 

and whispered into Arina's ears. 

"Can you hear me?" 

Arina nodded, sti l l unable to  speak. 

Ta imbar i  has agreed to marry you and has saved you at the last 
hours. I felt i t  was almost too late but, no, thegood spirits have come 
to your aid and you wi l l  live." 

The old woman left the roomand walked slowly into the centreof the 

village, every eye upon her. 

T h e  girl lives", she said to  the first woman she met. 
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The Three Letters 

By Arthur Jawodimbari 

A M M O  woke, disturbed by the time signalfor  nine o'clock, and  
dug  his head under the pillow. He had been out  drinking at  the 
wantoks 'expense the night before. In the next roomsonleone  turned 
u p  the volume of the radio full blast. A m m o  was cursing the next 
d o o r  n e ~ g h b o u r  for  the inconsiderate act, when there came a knock 
o n  his door.  "Ammo,  phone call, man!" A m m o  arose, dressed 
hurriedly a n d  rushed out  rubbing his eyes. 

"It's a sexy voice, man. You should know", T o k o  winked a t  h ~ m  
and  smiled. A m m o  made for  the steps, slipped and  fell down. H e  
stood up, swore and  then disappeared. 

"Hello. A m m o  speaking", A m m o  spoke with excitement. There 
was a s l ~ g h t  pause. "Hello," A m m o  came in again.  

"Hello it's me," a girl answered. 

"Yes. what  is it", A m m o  interrupted 

There was a gentle laugh and  a tone of uncertainty. 

"Er- - -er- - - you doing any th~ng?  1 mean,  a re  you at tending 
lectures a t  all?" she enquired A m m o  smiled, stared at  thecei l ingand 
thought  for a while. 

"Are you?" the volce insisted. 

"Yes, o-oh no, no,  nothing except sleeping a n d  do ing  some 
reading". A m m o  replied with excitement. 

"Could you come down and  p ~ c k  me u p ?  I'll wait just outside the 
public telephone", she proposed. 

''All right I'll be there soon". A m m o  mumbled.  They exchanged 
greetings a n d  counted u p  t o  three before they each put  their receivers 
down.  

A m m c  opened the door  and  went in startling his room-mate. His 
room-matc, without  lifting his face from the textbook,  asked,"Who 
wal  ~t'!" 

"That  same  girl I took ou t  the other  day", Arnmo replied 

''IS she coming up?" Ammo's room-mate asked again.  

"Shu asked me  to  plck her up''. A m m o  cut  in 

Ammo's  room-mate collected hls books and  made  ready t o  go.  
"Brother. I'm going to  lectures. See you later and  have a good time", 
he chuckled and  was gone. 

A m m o  sat  in his bed In a very confused state of mind knowing he 
had missed so  many lectures and there werea number o fass ignn~en ts  
to  be done.  Besides his relatives and  friends both in the  town and  
back in the village had high hopes for  him. Now he did not know 
what to  do .  

A m m o  met Sagad i  through his cousin, Mary,  w h o  was a t  the  
same college as  Sagadi .  He had known Sagadi  for  the  last two  
months.  W hen they met Sagadi  had told A m m o  tha t  she had a boy 
friend in oneof  the other  colleges in Por t  Moresby. S h e  said that  they 
would marry as  soon  as  she turned twenty-one. O n e  d a y  she  told 
A m m o ,  " I ' l l  treat you as  my brother". Somehow that  brotherly 
pledge did no t  endure.  Besides Ammo's cousin had told him that  
Sagad i  was mad abou t  him. "She may beone  o f thoseChr i s t i ans  who  
g o  o u t  with so  many m e n a n d  claim that they arestill virgins", A m m o  
told himself, when he learned of the change in their relationship. 

A m m o  pulled ou t  his drawer and  collected the few klna his 
wantoks had donated hlm the night before as  a fo rm of investment. 
H e  locked the d o o r  and  headed towards the bus-stop. 

The bus-stop was deserted. Everyone was attending lectures. 
A m m o  stood in the hot sun,  sweating. He b11 his f ~ n g e r  nails every 
now and  in d o ~ n g  so. had caused the tips to bleed 

After what seemcd a n  hour a bus pulled up. A m m o  got o n  and  sat  
right at  the back. H e  thought  deeply abou t  Sagadi's attitude towards 
him. She was a hypocrite a s  far a s  he was concerned. Wh.k did she 
have ro cal lme ar rhisrime7 Whar wasso  imporranr rhls r ime?Ammo 
asked hlmself and  little noted the appearance of the bus s top.  

A m m o  alighted from the bus and  walked Into a Chinese shop.  
bought h ~ m s e l f a  bottle of  drink and  then walked ou t  again,  sipping 
from a straw as  he approached the telephone booth.  

The selected telephone booth was only a hundred yards away. 
Sagadisaw A m m o a n d  stood up, stretched hera rmsand  gave A m m o  
a reassuring smile Arnmo wasconfused with excitment. S h e  waved 
a t  him; he hesitated and  then instinctively waved wildly at  her. 

" I  thought  you were not com~ng" ,  she called out  a s  he approached 
her. 

Sagadi  held a bunch of flowers which she presented to  Ammo.  
A m m o  smelled the llowers with delight. "Can we go by taxi?". S a g a d ~  
suggested. 

"All right, r lnga  Pagini taxi", A m m o  put in. He preferred Pagini 
taxls because they were cheaper and  also some of the  drivers were his 
wantoks so  they usually charged him less. Saqadi  picked u p  the 
phone t o  ring ror the taxi while A m m o  thrust h15 hand in his pocket 
a n d  recounted his few kina. Both then waited outside. 

A P a g i n ~  taxi finally pulled up  and  A m m o  opened a d o o r  for 
Sagadi  and  ducked in al ter  her and  pulled the door  shut .  "Where 
now, wantok'?" asked the driver smiling. 

"Waigani, 1'11 show you". A m m o  repl~ed 

The traffic was heavy. T h e  driver concentrated o n  his steering 
and  apologised for  driving slowly. Sagadi  moved t o  A m m o  and  
pressed her warm body against his. A m m o  looked into her shining 
eyes and   hen a t  her bare thighs. H e  looked away through the 
window. 

A m m o  paid olT the driver. fifty toea less and  asked if he would 
come back. "Wantok have a good time, I'll come back and  pick you 
up", the driver called out  a s  he drove off. They took  a small track 
which was a short  cut  t o  the male students' residential hall. S a g a d ~  
refused t o  go to  the mess s o  A m m o  bought some food from the 
canteen. He could ill afford it yet he had to  serve hisguest. The  rest of 
the af ternoon was spent playing cards. 

In the evening the taxi driver  turned up  a s  arranged. "Did you 
have a good time?" the driver inquired. 

A m m o  smiled and  nodded as  they got into the taxi t o  go to  
Sagadi's college. 

Sagadi  got  o u t  o f t h e  taxi squeezing Ammo's hand.  "See you i n a  
few days time. I'll ring up", Sagadi  called ou t  a s  the  taxi reversed. O n  
the way A m m o  bought  a packet of Gold Leaf for the taxi  driver t o  
make u p  for the  fare. 

A m m o  got ou t  a t  the entrance and  walked towards the library t o  
select what he could find t o d o  hisassignment. There wasasickening 
pain in his heart when he realised he had wasted ano ther  day. 

The  following day A m m o  went t o  lectures. His  lecturers 



reminded him about his unfinished assignments and he returned to 

his room, depiesscd. A t  noon hedecided t'ocheck the mall box to see 
if he had any mail. He rarely received letters as most o f  his friends 

never wrote because he never replied. The phone rang as he walked 
out but he ignored i t  and headed towards his room. Someone 

answered the phone and called after him. He returned gueasing the 
caller to  he none other than sag ad^. 

He  picked up the phone and said, "Hello". 

"It's me, Sagadi", shc cut in. "I want to break up with you," she 

stated firmly. Ammo began trembling a bit. 

"Why?" he asked. She told h ~ m  that she had quarrelled with her 

boy friend the night he took her back to the college. Ammocouldn't 
swallow and there was a lump in his throat. Sagadl apologised for 
any inconvenience she created Ammo only answered her that i t  was 
all right with h im and that he was taking i t  l ightl). 

The two weeks that followed were niore o f  a nightmare than 
anything else. Ammo turned to drinking and further ignored his 

a\sign~ne~its. He carried folders and papers around to convlnce his 
rclativcc and wantoks that he was preparing for exams The exams 
came and Ammo sat for them unprepared. 

O n e  day, a couple o f  weeks later, Ammo received three letters. 
One w;ia from Sagadi. I n  her letter she said she had broken up with 
her bo? fr~end and wanted the two of them to unite again. Ammo put 
Sagadl's letter aside and opended the second envelope. He easily 
indcnt~l ied i t  as from the Registrar. I t  read that he had failed a l l  his 
sub.iecta except a pass i n  English and a conceded paas i n  Maths. He 
was too scared 10 open the third envelope from the Cu~danceSection 
of the Ilepartment of Education. He guessed without opening i t  that 

it was about his scholarship which must have been term~nated. 

H2 ~u rned  to Sagadi's letter and read between the lines. She said 

she had failed two of her subjects but had been given a chance to 
complete her course. Halfway down the page Ammo didn't believe 
what he read. Sagadl said that she was pregnant, and he. Ammo, was 
the true lather o f  that baby. 

Letters to the Editor 
Dear Sir. 

I am wri t ing to ask you i f  you stil l have got the 1975 issues of'Papua 
New Guinea Writing'. 1 would like two copies o f  the 1975 issues as 
well as the 1976 issues. 

As I do not know the currellt price per issue, would you let me know 
the coat 01 this order. 

Miss Anna McKinnom 
Awaba H igh  School 
Western Province 

Dear Sir. 

I ~ntend to put i n  an order of two dozen different copies o f  'l'apua 
New Guinea Writing'. The students and teachers are very interested 
in reading them, mainly because they contain stories o f  ourcountry. 

I f  there areany freecopiesava~lahlecould you kindly send then- over 
to the achool please'! 

Looking forward to receiving the PNGW copies 

Lulba Elias D ~ o l e  
L ibrar~an 

Y George Brown Hlgh School 

Ediror's Reply 

A l l  back issues o/'Papua New Guinea Wrir ing'up ro No.  18 of June. 
1975 wi l l  now cosr you 501 per copy plu.rposrage. Issuesfrom No.  19 
onwards w i l l  now cost 751 per copy (posrage paid). 

A l l  available back copieslur 1975 have been senl ro yuu and rhe bi l l  
/or rhar w i l l ~ / o l l o u ~  soon. A l l  1976 copies w i l l  be sent ro you when 
[hey become availuble. 

Dear Sir, 

I t  is a great feel~ng to know that there is such a thing as'Papua New 
Guinea Writing'. Surely 1 am deeply interested i n  the stories and 
poems. One thing that niakes me happy is that you do and continue 
to publish stories and poems in Pidgin as well as In English. The 
reason is that peoplc like myselfwho are not good i n  English wi l l  be 
able to enioy the magarlne. 

. -- 
I am wri t ing a Pidgin story which I will send to y o ~ !  soon. 

Thank you very much 

Miss Fiefia Kaslatala 
United Church 
Diodio, Goodenough Is. 

&/;/or's Rup11. 

Thank I V U  /or vour appreciarton qf 'Papua New Glrintxa ,.kVrirrng' 
and esprc ia l ,~  of /he Pidgin srories/versions of srorres rhar we 
in<.lude. f i e  quesrion o /  rn(.luding Pidgin srories and arrrcles was 
resolved rwo vears ago. We have since been including Pidgin 
~rans la~rons U /  English srories everv issue. 

Thank ~ . o u  f i ~ r  rour inrerrsl in Papua New Guinea H'ririna. 

We I,IUSI niake ir clear here and nou3rhar Papua New. Gu i t r~a  1Vriring 
i\ na i  a free~~uhl icarton. The wal, we huve allow.rd h r  conces.sron Id 
st.hoo1.r i.e. Kl.OO f i ~ r f u u r  cunrecurive rssues us comparerl ro rhe W 
ortlUiar I subs(.riprron rares :S consrdered rea.ronable. Restdes we are 
an,are rhul vour school has been rece iv in~ a bulk order (?[?l) [,()pies 
per r.rvue and u,il l  conlrnue ru receive rhar nun~her unrr l f i r r ther 
ad~, r l  e [rum rhe prrncrpal. 

Perhapr vou !nigh1 like ru discuss rhrs marrer wirh rour p r r n ~ i p a l  
who 17101. advist, I /  1hi.r r~quesr is tiecessarv as we hr l ie~ 'e  rhu (.i)pirs 
orcler~d would he enough ro give each sludenr rhe upporrrrnir I / O  

>cad rheni. 

Should ~ , o u  so desire, y o ~ r  rn0.r. pur in a separare order f o r  rhe 
Ohrar l .  

Dear Sir. 

Thank you very much forsending methe 1975copiesof"Papua New 
Guinea Writing". 

I have enjoyed them very much and would like to continue read~ng 
luture issues. Would you send future Issues to the above addresc 
plcaae. 

Monika Tailal 
Cathol~c Primary School 
I l reik ik ir .  East Sepik Province. 



Covering the front o/ my torch wYh a Aandkerchiej, I flashed Y down odo h u  bed and saw her lying sidewaysjacing me. 

Make i t  tonight ~ ~ ~ ~ i ~ ~ b v ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~  

S H E  H A D  just turned fourteen. Her face had just blossomed. She 
had not yet committed herself to any boy because she was still a 
vlrgln. Besides. her parents had said that she would never be forced 
into marriage with any boy. She was a beautiful girl and,  in 
T r o b r ~ a n d  customs, such pretty girls must seek the most handsome 
post-~nitiated boys as their partners. 

"Hold your head" was the phrase given to  describe such a girl's 
a t t ~ t u d e s  towards boys. (Thls simply means that one can talk and 
talk until his head becomesachey. And for that he would try to hold 
it as if something was wrong with it-the result of her unfavourable 
response.) 

M y  wishful imaginings had carried me t o  such a n  extent a s  to  
think like this: 'The way she walks, the glimmer of her face in the sun, 
the roundness of her breasts, the sound of her voice and the build of  
her body, make it hard for me to sleepat night o r  brush off her image 
in my mind.' These imaginations surprisingly brought the sensation 
of her smooth body to me, to feel as though i was touchinga swollen 
ballon contaming a cold magnetic air. 

1-he cry of owls could be heard milesaway in  the Okeibasi forest 
in that  calm. cool and  brlght urakeiraura (full moon) night. 1 was 
thinking of nothing but agirl  toaccompany me in that night o f  peace 
and  love, as I approached my father's village. In this killage most 
young girls and  boys of seven to  sixteen years of age always 
part~cipated in traditional dances, songs and  drum beatings in the 
evenings. S o m e  would beat d rumsand singsongs whileothers would 
dance a round the dabadeba' in a n  antislockwisedirection. S o m e  of 
the immature ones could be heard crying their hearts ou t  while 
mentioning the names of the girls responsible for the cause o f  their 
moaning. Near the dark shadows of trees o r  houses I could see small 
gatherings; some consisting only of girls, gossiping about  other girls 
o r  boys insulting girls, teaslng them and (who knows?) perhaps 
trying their luck. 

Betel nut, whlch is considered the common bait, is always 
plentiful In the boys' possessions because girls always go after buai2. 

It was during one of these nights that the marrow of my bones 
forced me with frenzied emotion to put myself on the act of tossing 
the coln. I called my cousin sister Kugala, whommy selected'victim' 
always walked with, to convey to her the following words, "I know 
that your friend is a hard nagwaira3, but never mind, you try, will 
you? Tell her that I want to  tell her something". 

After Kugala had left, my heartbeats quickened with doubtful 
hopes. Words disappeared from my mind as 1 tried toconstruct how 
to frame the victlm. I was then wondering what [ would say if she 
came. (These feelings of dumbness and shyness are believed by 
Trobrlands to  be found in a person who has lots of 'gibu', a kind of  
natural power that prevents him from being recognised by girls a s  a 
man of Love. The  signs of'gibu' are seen on  a person with dusty skin 
and who looks sleepy all the time and generally lacks enthusiasm.) 

My eyes followed Kugala approaching the'nagwaira', observing 
as best as I could in the moonlight whether she would d o  what I had 
asked her to  do .  

" ~ u b a d a ~  knows I don't want!" was the response that rang loud 
and clear. Tell hlm that he is too ugly and  too dark to look at." 
(Meaning that I had some kind ofappreance whichshecould not put  
up with.) Anyway, a few minutes later, Kugala returned with the 
answer. I told her to forget ~t all. 

The  following day. I met my maternal uncle (Weisuyaf while 
walking to  our  garden. He greeted me with his usual erotic pass- 
words. (The idea of sex is exposed freely in my area between single 
and married people when they are in right company and they tend to 
take rt as a game or  joke just fo r  that spell of time.) 

"Uncle. I will not talk because one girl gave me one very heavy 
word last night. This has upset meand I'mshy to see her,"I told him, .. 
in a kind of tone to  make him feel sorry and guilty at  the same time. 
Straight away he mentioned the girl's name, a s  he was aware of her 
attitudes towards her suitors. 

"Well, what d o  you want us to d o  about it?" he asked. 

"Uncle," I sald. "Can you show some waysofattracting thisg~rl?" 

However aftcr they have had betel nut, they would really g o  restlias. "Are you worried? She is dead." he said in a convincing but 
This allows the gents to  make advances o n  them with the little careless manner. "But you must follow these instructions if you need 

promises men always make to  females. help." 



I nodded u.ithout a word. I intended to follow closely what he 

was to say 
-Tonlorrows Inornyng, when you wake up, make sure you don't go 

yourself although you may tee1 like going You must not 
eat o rdr ink .  When you come out of your house. two house flies wlll 

sit your hod?. Make  sure you don't lose sight of them. Wit11 

your two palms, you kill them a t  one  stroke. They symbolise a girl 
and a boy in partnersh~p." 

1 nodded and told him that  I would d o  a s  he ordered. 

" ~ 1 ~ ~ ;  hecontinued, "there are still somemore  things todo .  The 
white substance or white pus around the foreskin of your genitals. 
collect it and  put in a few strands of hair near to theanus.  Have some 
coconut scrapcd ready. D o  remember that you have topassa  dropof  
your own urine into it and.  of course, bits o f  scraped finger nails artd 
a wad o l  your spit. As  soon a s  1 arrike from the bush with the rest, 
you will then just go o n  your own." he concluded 

The following morning was Saturday.  Everything was alrnosr 
ready when he arrived. I mined the ready concoction with the 
sawdust-like roots he brought with hirn from the bush. I put 
everything with the scraped coconut kernel, folded it with leavesand 
placed it o n  the fire. After a while, I took the parcel-like object ou t  of 
the fire and worked o n  it again, this time with unburnt covering 
leaves. This was the end of the preparation of the love messenger or 
magic. I t  meant, too, that  I would now beable to eat, drink o r  g o  to 
the lavatory. 

T h e  sun was alread above the tall betel nut  palms whenweisuya K turned t o  get the nuva . H e a n d  h ~ s  wife had tomanage  the next part, 
which involved making certain that the power u l  the nuya was 
transfered t o  the victim, through physical contact. 

There were certain rituals to be followed for the releasing of the 
magic o n  t o  the victim. I was told not be seen by her for a week. 
Weisuya a n d  his wife were not to touch anything that carried the 
scent of meat suchas  fish meat or pork before releasing the nuya, and  
that was where I left 11. 

O n  the following morning, while the victim was away for 
morning service. my aunt entered her house a n d  squeezed the juice 
lrom the nuya o n  her bed. S h e  had  t o  make sure that  it was not 
no t~ced  by anyone. 

The  powrr o f t h e  magic would not be felt by Weisuya and  his wife 
hecause it was specially made a n d  cursed in the victim's name. The  
white pus would drive her to seek with restlessness the man from 
whom i t  had come, to satisfy her sexual urge. The urine and  the hair 
strands would make her think a n d  regara herself a s  dirty. The 
scraped finger nails and theclog of spit would make her torever want 
t o  be cuddled by rne as  though she was a baby. 

O n  the Monday, Instead of either going with her parents to the 
i garden or w ~ t h  frlcnds to the beach t o  collect coconuts, she slept the 

whole day  F r o m  that day onwards, she could not even bother t o  
look after  her body properly o r  join her peers In ko1ibomu6. These 
were positive signs that the magic was working on her. 

A week passed. 1 still had not shown up, and  in fact it wasgettlng 
close to my day  o t  departure t o  Cameron Htgh School, Alotau. The  
M .  V .  Managuan  was t o  arrive on the Friday which was only a 
Couple o l  days  away. By Wednesday mornlng the magic had really 
had the full hold of her. S h e  just could r ~ o t  stand it. That  morning. 
she asked her parents for some money t o  g o t o  theco-operative store. 
a few miles past my village. This way, she  thoaght she might see my 
face by chance t o  make herhappy. However, thingsdid not work out 
that way Instead, she made straight for my uncle's house and found 
my aunt  weaving a basket. S h e  asked whose basket it was she 
making. "It's Kaigabu's", my aunt  replied. 

"1 don't see him these days, where has he been?" she asked. 

Without answering her, my aunty  asked. 'But what d o  you want 
t o  know a b o u t  hirn for?" 

"Well. . . y o u  know. . it's very hard to say because we girls cannot 
invitehoys, a s  it is very embarrasing", she replied in a rather evasive 
manner. 

MJ aunt  knew what the nagwaira was driving a t ,  but for 

curios~ty's sakcsheasked."Ah, you talk properly What d o  you really 
wan l?" 

"Are you g o ~ n g  to his v~llage today?" she a ~ k e d  

"Yes" aunt answered "We are lakinp, hrs basket t o  him". 

Without feeltng embarrassed anymore, she started t o  speak 
openlv; 'Can you tell him that I want to tell him one word? Tell him 
to make it tonight". 

After my aunt had told me thenrws, I was soexcited all over that  
I coi~ld no tea t  orworkproperlyall  thatday. I shouted hereand there 
without good reasons. The strength of the magic lust seemed 
incredibly powerful and  immense. It was, to me. just like a mental 
magnet. 

The sound ofdrums,  the happy and cheerful laughter soon drew 
every "ounpster of my victim's village. Once I no t~ced  that rvery 
yourlgster had gone to my lather's village for k a l i h ~ ~ m u 6 ,  I appeared 
a t  the nohnvarras house. Soundlessly I tiptoed tn the side o l  her house 
just where I saw rays of l ~ g h t  shining through the wall. I peeped in 
and saw that she was lying face-up with her kerosenecandle, made of 
a tin container, b r s ~ d e  her. I could tell by her appearance that she was 
miles away, d ream~ng.  Her breasts, which had k~ndled  my tenderest 
imaginations, were bare and most inviting. 

"Mi! M i r o u r  her mother called and  which made me crouch 
below the house. 

S h e  turned surpriongly t o  face the lamp but did not answer. T h e  
incident nearly made me burst into laughter but 1 managed t o  keep 
my voice down as  1 was in forbidden ground. Her  mother's voice 
came the second time and this time sheanswered in a sleepy manner.  

"Go and  ask for taboki from your grandmotherand see ifshe has 
any wood left". her mother asked. 

"Tell Bom t o  go, please? M y  tummy is aching." came her reply. 

"Good", 1 said t o  myself. 1 made a hole through the wall and  
whispered in t o  her S he signalled that the door wasn't locked. Before 
1 withdrew my face from the hole, she put off the light. There was 
darkness in the house now. Things hegan to work in different angles 
in me. 1 asked myself what darkening the room meant, but l was too 
young to understand it. 1 was thinking ofusing my torch to search for 
the door but somehow 1 could not use it. 

Slowly and  carefully, using my hands as though they were my 
eyes, I crept inside. C o v e r ~ n g  the front of the torch with a 
handkerchief, I flashed it downwards on her bed. She  was lying 
sideways. And with a silenced laughter she invited me t o  lie bes~de  
her. At first I tried t o  say something, but finding myself lost for 
words 1 gave up. But before I knew what was happening, however, 
she had burst Into tears. 1 was stunned hy this. I could not figure out 
whether she was too happy t o  see me or she wassad that 1 was Ieavins 
the village t o  go to Cameron High School. Whatever it was, I wab 
puzzled even more by her behavlor so much that the desire to touch 
her body or t o  make love with her suddenly lelt me. F r o m  then o n  1 
was feeling more and  more as  though 1 was a father t o  her than a 
potential lover. I could feel the touch of her. smooth,  soft and 
boneless a s  a swollen ballon. She  was, by her behavior, well past 
being a virgin. I would have licked her tears but. . . . '! 

Withdrawingmyself from herwarmand tenderside, I walked o a t  
qu~et ly ,  leaving a few betel nut for her to chew. Walking home, I 
thought of how powerful the magic was and how satisfying 11 was to 
get my revenge on her for tlir nasty and embarrasing words 

Come t o  thlnk of it, it gives nle complete satisfaction t o  know 
thal 1 won that time Since that night I have held a very noble and  
magical feeling and affection for the dauraveka and  hope that  when 
i r  comes to choosingand f i n d ~ n g  a woman, I wtll fulfil1 the promise I 
made t o  her in her house that night. 

I .  A traditional dance. 

2. P ~ d g i n  for (betel nut). 

3. Girl of love. 

4. C o d .  

5 Metaphorically meaning-she won't be hard to get 

6. Se5si,,ns of traditional dancing 2t nrght 



COMPETITIONS 
ANNOUNCING T H E  WINNERS O F  THE THREE ANNUAL- 
LITERARY COMPETlTIONS IN SHORT STORY, POETRY AND 

PLAYS 

SHOUT STORY 

A total o l  823 stories, largely a mixture o f  
storics. legcnd and lables wcre received in  
thc four sections o l  the short story 
cornpctlrivna. O f  these 91 werr for the 
Tcrtiarv Sect~on, 3 15 Cor the H igh School 

Scction. 280 l o r  the Primary Section and 
137 Tor the Pidgin Section 

I n  the Terttary Section the first prize o l  
K50 went to S;~lly Anric P ~ p l  o l  Port 
Morc \by  l o r  her j tory "Papazon'. the 

S;.c~~rid Pr17.e o l  K20 went to Felix-Terra 
Shron id the I! P.Y.G. for his i tory.  "The 

End nTG~r lhood Days"and the third prize 
ol  K IO u,ent to Ka~gabu Kamananya ofthe 
I ln~verai ty Cor his love slory "hlake it 
I-onipht" 

I n  the H ~ g h  School Section the three 
uinncr\. ihis year. were all l rom the same 
Scnior H igh Schunl. Kerevat. The Firat 
Pr17c n l  K50 which for the second vear has 
hccr~ donatcd by M r a n d  Mrs  Lcgge o lPo r t  
hloreahy \rent to Roland Katak l o r  his 

\torv "l.he Year 2001" The second prize o f  
K20 ucnt  10 Surah Thoa l o r  her story 
"l.~hert! Hut Con lu~ed" ,  while the third 
p r ~ / c  ol K I 0  went to Mary Matrnilo for her 
r o r y  "Ar ln ;~  Could the Spirit K i l l  the 
Rcautilul Girl'!" 

Thc T~r,t prire o l  K I S  In the Prlmary 
Sccrlon went tc, Jenc tjoseto o l  K i la  Kila 
I'rimar! School. Port Moreahy. [or her 
ahnrt Icgend "A  Moun ta~n  Giant". The 
hccond pri7e o f K  I0 went to Peter Yango oC 

Irnankamhu P r~marv  School. Goroka, lo r  
h15 legend "A B ~ r d  M'oman" The third 
prwc of K5 went to Michael Lahari o l  
Tipuka Pr~rnary School, Bouga~nvil le lor 
I l i \  legcnd "Tui  and Ivuta". 

I n  the P idg~n  Scction where the judging 
dune sulcy hy the Summer Institute o f  

I.~nyuiatlcs, the Cirst prize o fKS0 which Cor 

thc fourth successive year has been 
financcd h!. the S I L. went to Siwid 
(;omey Clpry  o l  the University o l  Papua 
hcu ( ju~nea Ior h ~ a  long and uctlon li l led 

story "Be Rilong Man  I Faia". The second 
pr17e oTK25 went to Michael Lames o l S t  
John's 'iem~nary. Ka~r i r t ,  Island. l o r  hts 
story "Hush Kanaka emi Wanem 
Snlnting?". Ste\en Wapa or  the Holy 

Trinlth Teachers College, Mount  Hagen 
took thc K 15 third pr17.c lo r  hisstory"Mak 
Rilong P~k in i n i  l K a r ~ m  Pen". 

POETRY 

I n  the sixth annual poetri cornpetltl(m 
there were 1.324 entries received. out o f  
w l ~ i c l ~  237 en~crcd 111 the Tcr t~ar )  secrlun. 

688 i n  the High School Section. 330 in  the 

Primary Section and 79 in the Pidgin 
Section. 

I n  Section One, the f~rs t  prize oCK50 w h ~ c h  
for the last two years has been donated by 
M r  Peter Beckett o f  Kieta u a \  won by 
Will ie Kamit  o f  the IUnivrrsity o f  Papua 
New Guinea. Iur h:s long poem "Home 
Faraway". The Second P r i ~ e  went to Sal15 
Anne Pip1 lo r  her poem"When Hope L)~es 
W i t h ~ n  hle" The Third I'rlzc o l  K 15 went 
to Mesah Mnehiru oftheChristian I raders 

T r a ~ n ~ n g  College. Banr l o r  his poem 

cn t~ t l r d  "l ndepcndence". 

I n  Section T w o  for I i i gh  School rtudents 
the first prlze o l  K25 wcnt to Frank lguhoT 
rug and^ High School lo r  hia poc111"A look 
In  the past". M a r k ~ s  Dun ib  o l S t  Mar t~n 's  
Lutheran Seminary look the hecond prize 
o l  K20 l o r  his poem "Madang". while the 

third pri7e o f  K l 0  prize went to Bendi 
Demhiang o l  St .loseph's Techr~ical 

College. Lae. l o r  h ~ s  poem "The Day we 
k1 et". 

The P r~mary  Sccrion was not o l  the 

cxpected standard therelore the judges 
rcconimc~ldcd that none except the first 
prize be awarded. The hrst and only prlze 
o f  K25 went t o  Sone Kandi o f  Pole 

P r ima rv  school.  Erave. Southern  
H~phlan~l. ;  Provincr for h ~ s  poem "The 
Storm" 

I lie I lonald Mavnard Annual Pidgin 
Poetry Prize o l  K50 th~s year went to Siwid 
Gornev Cipev o f  the Unlvcr?lty o f  Papua 
Yew (;u~nca Ibr his pocm "Nupcla Ai". 
Ku Ih (~b  Hoginri o f  the llniverbity oTPapua 
\ew Gu~nea took the K2Osecond prize for 
h ~ s  poem "Nau yu Karn T ram" .  The last 
'ind third prlze in  the ~ec t i on  went to Ais 
Pale A ~ n d e  o f  rhe U.P.NG.  l u ~  his poem 
"Del Bilong Lapun Papa". 

SlWlD COMEY (;IPEY 
H e  *tan the first prirs fur Pidrin Slorre*. I'idgirl 

I'uelr) and Ihr Two 10 l hrer-Art Plnyr. 



PL.AYS 

The p lay  CLlmpet1tlon brought 79 entrles. 

un l ike  the Short Storv and Poetry thls 
cornpetillon U" not ca tego r~~ed  by 
,ducational ;"tanmenta or standards. 

,.her< were three aectlnns. the C~rst 
rcquirlng p l d v u o f  one act or less, the 

for play\ o f  two or more acts and 
the third lor plays In  P ~ d g ~ n  

ln the sectton lor plavs (~ fonc-ac t  the flrst 

prire K50 donated by h4r Mlchael 
zahara of Port Moreshy went to H o r ~ a u i  
~i~~~~ 111 thc Unlver51tv lor h ~ a  play 

"M lsu\e o f  f)epartment 1 elephone". 
H o r ~ a w ~  I i ~ r n u g u  also took the second 
pri,c o l  K20 lor another o l  h ~ s  plays "The 
Faithful 1-ads". The K 15 t h ~ r d  p r ~ r e  sent to 
l.;llahe? Hahena o l  Awaba High School. 
Westcrn Prob~ncc lo r  h ~ s  play "Home f o ~  
my Brnther\". 

I n  the sectlon for plays o l  two or moreacts, 
the first prl/c I,! K50 also donated by 
Michsel Zahara o f  Port Moreshy went to 
~ ~ w i d  Gome? Ciipey of  the University for 
his play "Four Days o f  Humiliation" The 
s&nd pr i le o l  K20 went t o ~ t e v e n  Demnk 
for his plav "Yayoos Bride". The t h ~ r d  and 
last prire o f  K 15 went'to John Soar~bia o f  
Sngeri Senlor H igh School for his play 
"Home for my Brothers" 

The Pidgin plays created a sl~ght 
disappo~ntment among the thrce judges. 
.Although there was an Increase i n  the 

number ol cntl le\ there was. on the other 
hand. a drop In the qua l~ t )  o l  content by 
cornparlson s l l h  last vear'a cornpetltlons 
Thcjudge\ therefore agreed that the pri7es 
In the range o l  K50. K20 and K15 he not 
awarded hut In the~r  place three 
con,olat~ori prizes o l  K5  be glven out. 

F I * ~  k ~ n a  each went to the following 
Nomata Kupua of Lae, for h ~ s  play "Masta 
Klap". .]err! Yoko of Mount  Hagen H ~ p h  
School lo r  h15 pl;ry. "Independence Em I 
Karn" and Peter M~C'onncl l  o l  St lgnatius 
I l ~ g n  School for his plav "Tupela Hrata". 

TOWARDS FAIRER 

AND 

EVEN COMPETITIOIVS. 

JUDGES' COMMENTS. 

Commenting on the way the comper~t ion 
was organized some of the judges had to 

make d number of  suggestions Among 
thsm wcrc aonle w h ~ c h  were as follows 

( a )  Th'it the jecond and t h ~ r d  prizes In  

the \ h o ~ t  story Sections. one and 
two w h ~ c l ~ .  up u n t ~ l  towards the 
pr17e glvlng date, remained 
unl~nanced be funded for I n  the 
next compe t~ t~on  

(b )  That the prlrnarysectionfor Poetry 
in the poetr) cornpet~tion he 
el~rn~n;rted due to the imrnatur~ty o f  
the atudents 

(C) That due to the unfarn~ l~ar ; ty  of  the 
form o f  play wri t~ng, and especially 
that of  d ~ f l e r e n t ~ a t ~ n g  between the 
one-act and two-act5 plays the rules 
be rnod~fied to redd Short Play5 In  
place of one act plays and longer 
plays In  place c ~ f  plays o f  two o r  
more acts 

We still helleve the competlt~ons are f a ~ r  at 
aome \ectlon\ hut not i n  others. We w ~ l l  
only hake  rnod~ l icar~on i f  we consider the 
expected results w ~ l l  he worth the priles 
and also 11 atlong puh l~c  o p i n ~ o n  is i n  l ~ n e  
s ~ t h  our\. A n  cxceptlorl to thls would be 
the case w ~ l h  an\ donor who may wtah to 
dunatc a prve  to  encourage any form o f  

wr~t ing  e.g. f~ct ion. poetry, ahort story. 
easay. plav. newareporting. to mention a 
few We w ~ l !  then Include i t  i n  our existing 
compelions or cleate a freah sect~on. 
Llonat~ons for the compet~tiona are always 
welcome - E d ~ t o r  
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About the writers 
ARTHUR JAWODIMBARI 

ARTHUR JAWODIMRARI comes from 

Konji village in the Nodhern Province. He 

attended Martyr's Memorial School. In 

1969 he enrolled a t  the University ofPapua 

New Guinea and 1972 graduated with a 

B.A. Arthur is now with the Centre for 

Creative Artsandis the Head of theDrama 

Department. 

SALLY ANNE PIP1 

SALLY ANNE PIP1 comes from the 
Marshall Lagoon Area in the Central 
Province. She attended Kila Kila Primary 
School and later Kavari Primary School 
before attending the S t  Katherine's High 
School in Warwick, Queensland. She is 
now a directors secretary with the 
Steamships Trading Company in Port  
Moresby. Sally won prizes both in the 
Short  Story Competition as we11 as  the 
Poetry Competition. 

MARY DIKAI MATMILO 

MARY DIKAI MATMILO was born in 
A ~ y u r a ,  near Kainantu in the Eastern 
Highlands Province. Her father comes 
from Yakabrok village in the East S e p ~ k  
Province while her mother is from the 
Chimhu Province. She attended Aiyura 
Primary "A" School from 1963 to 1968 
then Ukarumpa High School from 1969 to 
1973. In 1974 she attended Kerevat Senior 
High School near Rahaul in the East New 
Britain Province. Mary has chosen to  
become a Secondary School Teacher and 
will d o  her training next year at University 
of the Goroka Teachers' College. 

TAINA MISOB 

TAINA MISOB was a student at theGaire 

Primary School when he entered the Story 

"Maieogaru of Milne Bay" in this year 

short story competitron. (Difficulties in 

obtaining his b~ographical  details permit 

the non-~nclusion of his in this issue.) 

NOTE 

Due t o  his early departure for 
vacation the biography of the author 
of the story,  'Make it Tonight', 
Kaigabu Kamananya, was not obtained 
in time for inclusion. We will include 
his biography in any ol our forthcoming 
issues - Editor. 

FELIX-TERRA NYRON 
FELIX-TERRA N Y K O N  coines from 
Ohuga Village about 30 k~lometres 
northwest of Goroka. He attended St 
Patrick's Primary School in Ohuga where 
in 1968 he completed his Standard Five. In 
1969 he attended the Sacred Heart School, 
Faniufa, In Goroka t o d o  his Standard Six. 
In 1970 heattendedst  Fidel~sCollege, Kap 
at Alexishafen, neal Madang and 
remained there u n t ~ l  1974 when he 
graduated at Form V level. This year he 
enrolled at the University of Papua New 
Gulnea as a First Year Law student. 

P a p u a  N e w  G u . i n e a  W r i t i n g  

New Subscription Rates 

Budget difficulties in newly independent Papua New Guinea have faced us with the 
decision either to close down Papua New Guinea Writing or raise prices immediately. 
Frankly, i t  is no longer possible to subsidise the journal as in the past. It was costing the 
equivalent of one year's subscription to  just print and mail out a single copy. 

We are sure you want the journal to continue. From issue Number 19  of September, 
1975, the subscription rates have been as follows: 

* Overseas Subscribers: K 4.00 
* Residents of Papua New Guinea: K 3.00 (regardless of distance) 
* Schools, students and libraries in PNG: K 1.00 
* Single copies: .75 t 

These new rates will not affect subscribers who paid their subscription before the new 
rates came into force. They will continue to  receive their quarterly copies until their 
subscriptions expire. 

THE EDITOR 

L + 



- 

@YAMAHA 
RS a better machine 

OUTBOARDS AND MOTORCYCLES 

FROM &$ MOTORS LIMITED 
BRANCHES AND DEALERS 

THROUGHOUT 
THE COUNTRY 

L 

L 

T H E  UNIVERSITY BOOKSHOP PNG 

INC. OFFERS: 

A WIDE SELECTION OF BOOKS AND 
STATIONERY 

OPENS: MONDAY TO FRIDAY 
from 

9.00 a.m. to 5.00 pm.  

Situated on the University Campus 
for easy access 

ORDERS THROUGH MAIL ACCEPTED 

HlRl i s  a monthly news magazine published 
by the Papua New Guinea Government Office 
of Information for overseas distribution. 

- 

The magazine 
contains brief happen- 
ings of the month, 
Government policy 
statement features and 
up-to-date statistics. 

Write. The University Bookshop 

PNG Inc. 

P.O. Box 4614 

UNIVERSITY, P.O. 

- .. 

For a free copy of 
HIRI, write to your 
nearest Papua New 
Guinea Overseas Office 
or the Office Of 
Information, Overseas 
Publicity Section, 
Post Office Box 2312: 
KONEDOBU. P N.G. 
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Di rector  
PNG Public ~~L;? : .V"UP~ 

P,O Box 635 
Port Moresby 

ALL DONATIONS Wl iL  BE ACKNOWLEDGED 




