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1 EDITORIAL l 
I 

1 This enlarged issue ia a double one, which consokl- 
( rtes issues No. 21 and 22 for March and June, 1976. 

By doing so we hope to bring our now very late 1 xhedule to a more favourable position in order tp 1 prepare the ~ e p t e m t m  ivue and those to come afta. ' 

I We have received numerous letters from readers who, 
wish to know what h a  become of the journal or if 
they have been sent copies which never arrived. 

A number of factors have determined the latmesr of 
the laat three h e r ,  most beyond our capacity to 
hamas. Firstly we had to change printers iu the cost 
by commmial printas was increasing steadily, a way 
of life most unsuited to the government system of 
accounting and operations. We have come to find 
after the change that we c m  be equally held up by 
the m o u n t  of work all printers are expected to do at 
the nne time. 

Our main cause of flounder has been the fact that 
since about August last year the Literature Bureau 
h u  operated under a most uncertain atmoSph6~ 
with, of course, money being the main problem. 
Faced with that there waa little we could do except 
raise a few eyebrows with the sudden announcement 
that the subrcrptions had gone up. Then  have also 
been staff difficulties. 

There were m addition a number of problems, the 
chief being that of arranging a move for the Bureau 
from the Office of Information in a restructuring of 
the Public Service. Fint we were placed in the 
Recreation Divirion of the Department of Education 
(Government Gazette No. 13th February 1976). 
T h q ,  just aa we were packing to move offices in June 
we learnt that the deciaion was being reversed and 
that we remain in the Office of Information. Never- 
theless we in the Literature Bureau have reiuon to 
smile, for at last the uncertainty has been lifted and 
we ire settling down to doing some constructive 
work. 

I There arc reaaons against the Bureau moving to a new 
Department. One of the most important is the I dislocation of operations, but there arc minor reasons 
too. Firstly the Office of Information hiu the 1 facilities and the personnel who for the time being 

( can be effectively utilised in the business-like 1 approach that is normally required for any magazine. 

I On the national level the Literature B-au is seen 4 
many as having a direct tendency towards culturally 

I oriented bodia. While we have put efforts into t h a e  
I lines, the Cultural Affairs Department has not 
I reciprocated. It is indeed a known fact of life now 

that any national overseas exhibitions put on have 
displays done up- with works of national writers. Has 
the Literature Bureau fought the battles without the 
honours or has it been used iu a catalyst which can 
be got rid of once the goals and objectives for other 
organisations are achieved? 

If indeed this is the true opinion of the host of 

culturPUy oriented organisations in existence in Papua I 
'New Guinea, then I for one see it proper that we 
;withhold our energies, alter our efforts in making I 
"Pqua New Guinea Wdting'. a national literary and 1 
culturrl -he, and instead try to make it purely 1 
a Covcmmmt irulnuuent promoting its image 
abroad. Thia is moat inevitable, and possible. ! 
wail. we say this we leave ounc~ves undeterred by I 
any rermations. We still want to win the CO- 1 
operation of individuals or organisations whose 
objectives arc to do with encouraging the art of I 
writing in thb country. I know there are a number of 1 
publiahm that would most willingly enter into 
joint publishing ventures with the Bureau. w k e d  I 
lite an institutional publishing house, the Bureau ( 
could serve the writers and potential authors better. 

LITERARY COMPETITIONS 
I 
I 

The Eighth Annual Short Story competition, the 
Seventh Annual Poetry competition and the Seventh 
Annual Play competition opened on 10th May. 

Less than a month ago the chances of ever organising 
these competitions were indeed slim, but our 
consolation (and perservering hope) was the fact that 
our past donors had not let us down. Our total prize 
money this year will be K895 of which K375 will 
come from these donors. Participants should note the 
closing date, which is 13th August. 

MORE STORIES WANTED 

'Papua New Guinea Writing' is presently very short 
of good stories. The kind of stories we desire should 
fust of all be within the limits of 3000 to 4000 
words. The question of subject matter for stories is 
left to the writers to decide but as a guideline we 
prefer stories making use of legends but with a 
freshness of narrative - but not essays in kind. Stories 
of adventure, war experiences as well as school life 
would be most welcome. Stories on political issues 
or general fiction on politics will obviously be given 
scrutiny and will be subject to approval from higher 
authorities. As a prerequisite we prefer writers not to 
use names of persons and groups still active in the 
country's political scene. Finally, our most urgently 
wanted story.- we would like writers to send in storis 
for our December, Number 24, issue. AU articles 
requated may at the same time be entered in our 
annual competitions, giving the writer equal chance 
for a prize as well as that of publication. 

POETS CORNER 

The usual Poets Corner is now to be done away with 
and instead poems will appear throughout the 
magazine. We will always ensure that poems get the 
equal share of attention as stories do and the new 
system will certainly prove that. The previous system 
of stuffing them to one "Corner", for the chosen few, 
has disadvantaged the poets themselves. We start with 
this issue. 

Jack Lahui 

Editor 



"Fine fine just glue me a c d l  a f t er  about  t w o  h o u n  telling me  what has happened and good luck", Raka sold swallowing hard  

"Cheerio, well do .  Just #e t  mady  to run too because this could all go wrong too ,  B y e " .  

In the year 2001, the Republic o f M o t u  (roughly where 
Papua used to he) finds itself owing huge sums of 
money t o  foreign countries due t o  mismanagement; 
and there is mounting dissatisfaction among its 
citizens. BAWING 
Raka Wari, a Papuan but educated in the Republic of 
Niugini, returns t o  Motu and secretively organises a 
movement to  press for the reunification of the two 
former Australian Territories. 

There are  a number of Generals in the Motuan A m y  
who, along with their Minister, Tom A r m ,  give tip 
cervice t o  the Government of President Loi while 
plotting t o  topple him. What  better opportunity t o  
close the nets than immediately after his departure t o  
Australia! 

Kitty Loko,  Secretary t o  the President and in love with 
Raka Wari,  strangely enough, and for reasons known 
to  herself and Raka, decides not  t o  accompany the 
visiting party t o  Australia. 

The two  affairs form a vivid parallelism, the former for 
the two imaginary states and the other between R*a 
Wari and  Kitty Loko. 

The nation of Motu woke the next day t o  find 
themselves BAWING o r  BACK AGAIN W I T H N E W  
GUINEA. 

B y  Roland Katak 

IT WAS L A T E  AFTERNOON,  and, In the west. the r e d d ~ s h  dlsc of 
the sun slowlv moved downwards to the honzon as though 11 u a s  
h a p p  1,) reach 1tsdestlnati~1natter3 I ~ h o r ~ o u .  tu.cl\e hour: l rtml I I  

u e r e e m l t ~ e d  rhe last sntt reddish eold r a r s ~ > t  l ~ v h t  wrllch ,r1:3\ed the L, , 
hills of P;; Moresby. 

A lone dark  figure stood motionless on the Tuaguha H111. casting a 
tall skinny shadow which fell half-way down the eastern s ~ d e  to  meet 
the creeping darkness. From where he stood Raka Wari gazed 
hatefully at  the cap~ta l  of the Independent State of Motu.  stretching 
away to  meet the small, white, yet densely polluted, beaches of what 
used to be the Central District coastline. The townlooked beautiful. 
he thought. even at  this time of the  day. The rapid lightning of  P o r t  
Moreshy City was like a big constellation of the brightest stars o n  a 
clear moonless night. His eyes slowly moved away from the beauty of 
the Western materials and rested o n  closely gathered buildings. 
standing uneasily over the waters of Fairfax Harhuur.  His gaze 
retreated and shot through another direction focusing and 
registering on  the landscape before Waigani. 

Yes. the town looked peaceful, so similar to  Australia, in the slowly 
darkening evening. In fact, the whole area which he had surveyed 
with contempt as well as interest looked much too  peaceful. 
However, Raka knew that behind the shelter of the peaceful looking 
atmosphere was great turmoil, turmoil by the misled grandchildren 
of the late Tamasi Vele, a people who after many years of self-rule 
were still searching for a new national identity. 



It all happened when Papua finally got its independence after its 
secession from New Guinea under the leadership of Vele, who had 
started his secession move on election to the old colonial House of 
Assembly in 1971. After years of tiring struggle for a nation for his 
own Papua people, he finally got his way. New Guinea said: T r y  it 
your way; Leave home if you must". After Papua'sindependence, 
Australia and the Republic of Niugini first ignored the new Motu 
Republic. They let Motu discover all the harsh realities. 

Now, in the year 2001, the isolated nation was facing its worst 
economic and political problems. During the first years of Vele's 
rule, the Motu Republic had blindfoldedly borrowed a lot of money 
from overseas for development, but while borrowing, the Vele 
Government hadn't seriously considered where it was going t o  get 
the money to pay back. The Government had made some sleek and 
fine excuses to the firms and countries it had borrowed from that 
they would be repaid easily enough. Later, however, the promised 
financial seed had not germinated and when Jack LOI took over the 
leadership after the death of Vele, Motu had to cover that by 
overtaxing all goods and services in order to get the necessary money 
to pay back. The whole populace, however, had taken as much as it 
could stand and there wereunrests, strikesand severe criticism of the 
government. 

They weresorry for what had happened in the 70's of the last century. 
They hated to think of the past history of their nation. Those who 
could understand hated themselves and their parents for having 
listened to Vele who had "greased" the Papuan people into this 
present situation. 

The Loi Goverment was unstable; it's politicians didn't know theone 
and one which equalled politics. The whole governing system of the 
country was falling down what seemed to be an  endless tunnel and 
the governing party's panic to "make good" in the eye of the 
watching, interested world, an  excited spectator watching his 
favourite sport had only failed. The atmosphere also smelt o f a  likely 
change, a change which was inevitable. 

Fifteen per cent of the men between the ages of nineteen and forty 
just could not stand what was dished out to them and therefore 
started an underground movement. They called the movement 
"BAWING" or "Back Again With New Guinea" movement. 
Prominent and vital in the movement were Major-General Tom 
Wari, Chief of the Motuan Armed Forces and Sam Arua, Foreign 
Minister, and ten of the fifteen generals in the armed forces. 

The movement had secretly collaborated with top New Guinea 
Government officials and found it appropriate that Motu should 
rejoin New Guinea. 

"What are you gazing a t  and dreaming of?" came a very soft and 
feminine voice, starting and breaking all barriers, bringing Raka 
from his thinking to the present. Raka wasa Motuan by nationality, 
light skinned, with straight wavy hair, a black mop on his head. For 
twenty-one years Raka had lived in Niugini with his parents who had 
ned because they did not want secession encouraged by Vele. Raka 
had gained his primary educationat Milford Haven Primary School, 
his secondary education at Bugandi High School, Keravat Senior 
High School and finally returned to the National University in Lae 
where he had graduated with high honours in Law, Political Science 
and Philosophy. Two years after his graduation, he had decided, 
despite his parents'wishes, to retutn to hismotherland, hoping to be 
of some use to his brothers. After ten years in Motu, his activities 
were outlawed by the Motuan Government and he was ordered to 
return north, but Raka was hesitant, stubborn, reluctant. Now, a t  
thirty-two, he was the master-mind and the big boss behind 
BAWING. Raka was confident that all his work was going to bear 
fruit-rich, juicy fruit. 

"Oh, it's you Kitty. You nearly scared my pants off", he answered 
quickly. "I was dreaming about next Friday and all this trouble and 
asking myself: 'What am  I doing here?' Let's forget this?" He madea 
let's-forget gesture with his hands. "I thought you were never 
coming", said Raka, with a dour look. 

"Sorry if I kept you waiting, darling". She took his hands. "It's 
getting really dark now, let's go to the small restaurant near Koki 
Market and you can tell me your plans for Friday." 

At six thirty darkness crept calmly over the Republic of Motu. Two 
dark and silent figures moved slowly down Tuaguba Hill t o  hide in 
the buzry, corrupted and noisy centre of Koki. Port Moresby, Raka 
talking as they went. 

"As you know, General Warut isafollowerof oursand it was he who 
suggested that time was ripe for our attempt a t  taking ovei, which 
will be next week. Warut will take over with intense and careful 
collaboration with our second-in-command, Foreign Minister Arua. 
As you know, on Friday Loi and his official party will fly to 
Australia in an  attempt to negotiate with Australian leaders for some 
form of help to Motu, and when he is gone, we shall strike. Our 
young soldiers will be armed and will be in town with Warut's army 
and will enforce the law if there is protest when we strike, similar to 
the Ugandan Affair in the early 1970's". concluded Raka calmly, 
quite satisfied that he had generally told the plan to Kitty. Hissecret 

~r l - f r iend was President Loi's chief private secretary, who for 
obvious reasons, had decided not to go to Australia with the official 
party. 

"Yes, very similar", said Kitty. "Oh! It's 8.30. We may as well go 
home and have some sleep as you have t o  carefully arrange and plan 
further for Friday," she said giving him her famous broad and sexy 
smile. 

Friday came quickly, bright and clear, an atmosphere of every 
ordinary day, which was perhaps not going to change with the 
inhabitants living within the thin layer. 
10.30 am: Mr Loi and his party boarded an  Ansett Boeing 747 night 
to Sydney. 

12.30 pm: General Warut talked briefly with the Foreign Minister 
ovei the telephone. 

12.45 pm: Raka hurried to the telephone t o  answer it. "Hello, Raka 
here." Raka paused, listening intently. "Fine, fine, just give me a call 
after about two hours telling me what has happened. Oh, by the way 
Tom, good luck." Raka swallowed hard, gazing at the phone. 

"Cheerio, will do! Just get ready to run because this could go wrong. 
Bye." 

A click. Silence. Raka glanced again a t  the phone and placed it 
carefully down. Walking over to his wardrobe he took a dining-out 
coat and from his top drawer a small Smith & Wesson automatic. 
Dressed and armed, he walked back to the phone and picked it up 
again. He quickly dialled and when he hearda voiceat theother end, 
he said: "Order them. I'll be over." Placing down the phone, he 
surveyed his small flat with uncertainty, then, smiling, he walked 
out. 
At I pm General Tom Warut, looked nervously and uneasily out of 
his office near the Motuan National Assembly in Hunter Street. 
Picking the phone up with his shaking, sweating hands, he dialled 
and said, "Get me Mr Arua. This is the Chief of the Army." 

After what seemed years of waiting a gruffy voice said happily with 
just a slight hint of nervousness that only the experienced Tom could 
detect, 'Hello Tom, can I be of any value t o  you?" 

Yes ,  dammit!" Tom was sweating like a pig. "I want to know how 
you are going. You know I am giving the order in ten minutes." 

"Yes, yes fine, ah. . . . .just fire away. We're ready here", came that 
over-confident gruffy voice, the nervousness now diminished. 

'Okay, be ready." He slammed the phone down with fierceness, 
feeling all of a sudden very tired and very old. He uneasily turned to 
his ten colonels to give his last orders. "Right, you men, you know 
what we are going to do. But because some of youare forgetful, I will 
go over once more for luck. You are to disperse among the crowd, 
preferably near important Government buildingsand if the people in 
them make any unnecessary and violent moves. . ."He put his second 
finger to his head and made a trigger-pulling motion with his 
forefinger. "Okay you guys, scram and good luck." He watched his 
well-armed desperados move off. 

1.12 pm: General Warut suddenly felt sick all over his body but he 
knew he had to hang on. 

Two miles away the Foreign Minister pulled out a bottle of whisky 
and took a mouthful, feeling it burn hotly in his uneasy stomach. 

(Continued on mpos i t e  page) 
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On hewing the voice o f  =aka War& a man he thought he had thrown out o f  the country Mr Lel let the phone Jrop and he became 

violently ilL 

(Continued from wpasite Page) 

Four miles away, Raka and Kitty tried their best to calm down from 
.their rising excitement and expectations. 

1.15 pm: General Warut picked up his phone, his hand shaking 
badly. He dialled a number and hesitated a million-year long minute. 
Then he said, "Okay," and unconxiously placed the phone down, all 
the time prevenung himself from fainting. 

The takeover was classic. The army simply walked into important 
Government radio stations, newspapers, stores and other 
governmental institutions and took over. 

1.20 pm: The Foreign Minister, Raka and Kitty, all in different 
places witnessed the taking over. Just like a true to life movie, it had 
taken the Moresby people twenty long minutes to digest what was 
happening and if any resistance was to come, it was already too late. 
All other towns in Motu went through the same process. From the 
north, the New Guinean supporting army came down to join the 
others. 

1.55 pm: President LOI heard over the loud speaker systemat Sydney 
InternationaI Airport that there was an  urgent message for him from 
the "New Motuan Government". With the word "new" naggingat the 

back of his head, he hurried to the phone, and listened: 

"Mr Loi, as the leader of the New Motuan Government which has 
decided to join again with New Guinea,and on behalf of these decent 
people here, I would like to ask you and your party not to return to 
this country. However. out of mercy. I will let you come home, 
collect your belongings and move out oradjust yourselves to the laws 
of this country. And. . . . ." Hearingthevoice of Raka Wan, a man he 
thoughf he had thrown out, Mr Loi let the phone dropand became 
violently ill. 

4.15 pm: The news spread across the face of the globe that through 
air-tight secrecy and hard work, the Motuan people had, under the 
leadership of Raka Wan, succeeded in releasing the Motuan state of 
its bondage and it had again joined with New Guinea. 

5.45 pm: In the west a new sun slowly sank, a bright red discas it was 
the previous day. From it were emitted scorched rays of light, over 
Papua New Guinea and over two dark and solitary figures which 
stood motionless; the two contented figures of Raka Wariand Kitty 
Loko. If one had watched a Iittle longer, he could have noticed that 
their figures were gradually melting into one, one figure which 
proved the never dying existence of love, love, love. . . . . . a 
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One day the old widower called together all the villagers and 
volunteered to cook and eat a freshly fallen fish the next day in  
everyone's presence. "If I live, that means thedogs havediscovered a 
wonderful food, but i f  I die do not, on any occasion, touch the 
animals." The next morning the widower's daughter cooked a fish 
while the villagers looked on and when done, the old man began to 
eat. For a whole day, the people watched himcuriously. That night 
they thought they had seen the last of him but to their surprise the 
widower and his daughter were already up collecting fresh fish the 
next morning. The rest o f  the villagers joined them. That evening the 
whole village held an "Introduction Feast" in honour of the new- 
found food. After the feast the chief announced that the next day 
they would chop down the tree and so free the fish and give 
themselves more access to the food 

The following day, men assembled In front of the chlef S house They 
were allocated In groups, each under an elder and were ordered to 
take turns at chopping the tree 

At sunrlse the men were hard at work The women gathered nearthe 
worklng men to feed them and to keep them company By dusk they 
could hear the funous poundlng of the waves. The excitement of 

3 
near achievement reached everyone's heart as they went of f  to sleep 
The chief sald that l t  was too dark to contlnue chopplng and he 
preferred new ach~evements to be discovered In dayl~ght when 
everyone could wltness the event In the proper manner 

The following morning the people were shocked to find the tree i n  its 

; natural wholeness as i f  noth~ng had happened to it. However, the 
Mapamoiwans were determined and did not wish to be deterred i n  
any way. So day after day, they attacked the tree furiously and, 
exhausted at the end of each strenuous day, they would go to sk tp  
hoping that the bark would not re-assemble itself again. I t  always 
seemed to get too dark when they could hear the pounding o f  the 
waves, and when they were on the last barrier. For a whole moon 
term they had achieved nothing and the men were beginning to feel 
defeated when, one morning, a scar was found on the bark of the 
tree. The chief asked the villagers i f  t hey knew why there was a scar 
on the tree. A woman came forward and told themshe had burnt the 
bark when she ran out o f  firewood, the previous day. Having found a 
new weapon, the fire, the men chopped more eagerly and the women 
kept the fires going t i l l  dusk. The chief told them to have a good 
night's rest as the next day they would discover an unknown fortune. 
The people however decided to hold a feast til l the early hoursof the 
morning and then go off to sleep as they knew the tree would not be 
able to trouble them again. 

That night when all was asleep, the tree came to each individaul i n  a 
dream: 

Tomorrow when you have destroyed me, I will cover three parts o f  
your wandering land with water. Your hardships will be great. I n  
order to travel to other dry lands, you will have to discover new 
means and instead o f  collecting fresh fish each morning, you wilI be 
searching for them i n  the waters by means of new devices." And so 
ended the dream. 

The next morning saw a large crowd of excited people waiting to 
commit their final task. A t  the chief's signal, the tree was attacked 
more vigorously than ever before. By mid-day they were on the last 
barrier when a heavy storm blew up. Thunder boomed, the wind 
howled and the sun becameclouded. The people huddled togetherin 
awe as the tree came crushing down upon the earth. The outcome 
was more frightening than anything they had seen before-in 
torrents the seacamegushing out ofthe trunkandfishand mammals 
of al l  sizes, shapes and species went pouring out with the water. The 
flounders began to lay out the islands, the sting-rays the large tracts 
of land. The sharks scissored off the land from the sea and the sea- 
eels measured out the rivers. When all was done, the fishes and the 
mammals disappeared under the surface, leaving the islanders t o  
think up better ways o f  catching  hem. 
Where the tree once stood, legend says, the depth is immeasurable 
and the area is known as the "abysmal root of the sea" whereeven to 
this day fish of all species still abound i n  thousands. 

HOME FARAWAY 

Very soon I will be going home. . 

Home:Where my people will be waiting 
Where my soul might rest 
Where for always, I know 
nature is at-its best. 
Where l w e  and more l w e  is awaiting 
Where love is mum and dad and the young ones 
Where l w e  is home; the birds 
the trees and nature's palms. 

Home:Where I can forget and perhaps forgive. 
Where I can rest and hope to be blessed. 
Where mum's nursing can remove from my mind, 
the turmoil, a memory and a lwe, 
a l w e  I cannot forget, or a l w e  I want t o  forget. 

Home:Where the lonely coconut palms stand. 
Where in  the quiet of the midmorning 
little sister plays with the l~ t t l e  fish, 
down near the clear shaded pool. 
Where the cocoa pods lie, 
where as shells they've fallen. 
Where the flutterers come to nest. 
Where butterflies hwer and then rest. 

Home:Where euery misty morning I see 
and cvey blessed sound I hear 
evey flashing m i l e  I receive 
remind me of the one I first gave my heart t o  
and will alvvaysremember 
through the fog, the darkness, the dawn and the dusk; 
through the heat, the cold, the ache and pain. 

Home:Where l w e  is in  the little sister's face 
And love is gladness and joy. 
Where l w e  is peace and contentment. 
and l w e  in big brother's arm, 
caring and curing. 
Where little bother's cries drown 
all that my heart could possibly cry for. 
Where dear mum's touch erases 
all that my heart could possibly touch. 
Where dear dads l w e  overshadows 
all that I could possibly love. 
Where big sister embraces sllently 
all that my heart could possibly embrace. 

Home:Where understanding people accept me 
and all that my heart could possibly accept. 

I CAN REMEMBER 

By Dennis Tdor Pusongu 

I can remember, 
One night, 
When there moonlight, 
The moon shone through. 
the bushes of Popondetta 

I can remember. 
That night. 
When the moon was 
above the bushes of Popondena. 
and smiled at me 

I can remember, 
One night, 
When I was fifteen. 
The year Papua New Guinea, 
had selfgovernment. 
































































