




EDITORIAL 

An Advisory Committee 

The Literature Burcau for the last five years has 
functioned insulary and therefore the invitation 
of new ideas and approaches to ourob.jcctive and 
task have either suffered and were less 
appreciated by the public. In 1971 howeverthere 
existed a n  ad hoc committee with a membership 
from persons interested in the artistic. literary 
and hence l~terary development in our country. 
The committee had a lot of foresighted policy 
guidelines. most of which if heeded would bave 
resulted in a lot of modification. With lack of 
maintenance, loss of interest with the 
Government wh~ch c,ould only have been blamed 
on the Administration of the day. the Bureau 
went from bad to worse then to total closure 
about August 1975. 

Ther;e will again be a Literature Bureau Advisory 
Committee consisting of members who will be 
representative of various sects of our 
community. It has always been our desire to 
regard the reading public a s a  touchstone. In fact 
due to absence of a Committee we have relied on 
letters from readers. Now with the reconvening 
of a similar committee we hope to be able todraw 
from all sources in order to produce a journal 
that the public will much appreciate. With the 
convening of the advisory committee we would 
also welcome the public to contribute ideas for  
the committee on  the letter pages of Papua New 
Guinea Writing. 

Papua New Guinea Writing 'A Must' 
Asa publication of the Department of Education 
we wish to ensure that all copies of the magazine 
produced in future must be made use of. Papua 
New Guinea Writing is wholly subsidised by the 
Government, in full appreciation of our 
Government policies, it will be wasteful to have 
to produce so  many and actually use a few. To  
encourage community schools to subscribe to 
the journal it has been decided that we will send a 
number of back copies t o  selected schools. 
Headmasters of schools are requested to 
consider, on  receiving the books whether to 
subscribe to the journal o r  not. By comparison 
with most journals produced withia Papua New 
Guinea schools or  individuals will be satisfied 
that the rates are indeed very low. 

Competitions, 77 
This year's Annual Writing Competitions 
currently being conducted willclose on 3 IstJuly. 
Already we are receiving entries from all corners 
of the country and are satisfied with the 
response. This year the Bureau, with the 

continuing assistance of persons a n a  
organisations has a total prize money of K 9  15 to 
give to writers. However it must be borne in mind 
by all participants that we maintain a standard 
and that judges will and have the collective 
prerogative to disallow prizes if entries are found 
to be lacking in quality. 
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"Why doesth~s have to happen t o a f ~ n e  young m a n  l~ke . 
hlm?" 



THE VICTIM OF A LONG 
GONE FEUD 

By Agewa Zarning Zakoa 

KOMBULE had spent many years in Port Moreshvand h;itl 
often wondered when he would ever sec his family ag;~in 
Since he left his mothcr and two l~ t t l c  twin sister\ he had 
almost lost contact completely 

That was ahout six or seven years ago and sincc thcn he hacl 
tried not to think ahout them. Howeier whenever hc 
remembered the sad event ol the death o i  h~\father heshecl ;I 
few treacherous tears. Alrd he wept in a wav hi\ unclc would 
not notice his weakness. He rcmemhcrcd vividlv for instancc 
thc event o f  his mother I:~mentinp hittel-lv.during the 
ceremonial farewell ovel- the death of hi\ father and how she 
clenched tightly onto ihc cofl'~n when the men tricd to loucr i t  
into the grace. H is fathcr had died p;tinl trllv from a terrihle 
spear wound he received on the neck dui-in a tribal feud 

Kombule wab too sm;tll to doanything tlicn. like thii1k1n.g 01 
taking immediate revengE. Sorilehow he knew the death ol 
his father would bc avengcd sooner 01- later by his own cliin. 
An eye for an eye. a tooth f o ~  a tooth. tlic universal saying 
was known to every member ol the clan in the manner a 
christian knows the Lord'.: prayer. Ev1.n Kombule saw that 
eye for an eye. a tooth fnr a tooth. wa\ ju\tilied. 

Looking into the faces of his clansmen at the burial grountl 
he could read their mind\ clearly ant1 this gitve h ~ m  the 
reassurance. They iridicatcd openly that thcy meant bi~sinc\r 
with the enemy. His father was not an ordinal-!. man. He wa\ 
the leading figurein thcclan with regardtocl;~n activit ieantl 
so naturally his deathcame asa blow to theclan. Tlicdeath ol 
amanof  hisstatus must beavenged irnniediatcly withse\er;~I 
heads for the loss of his services to his clan. 

These sons o f  ari old ahandoncd witch havcd;tred to kil l  one 
of our numbers. Never did their ancestors dare to stop and 
spit into our faces. Tlicy still think tlic gov~,rnni~mt w ~ l l  
protect them now'? Wc will make them smell flicir own 
blood ..." These and other curses were among condolence\ 
expressed during and after the bur~al .  K o n i h ~ ~ l e  somctimcs 
recalled perfectly, with grcat pitin and anger. whenevc.1- he 
longed to be with his mother and sisters a ~ a i n .  

Thus. Kombule's life had its upsand downs whichat time left 
him acompletely different person. Ncverthelesssucccss in his 
school was what he wanted first and forcmoht thus hopelt~llv 
preparing himsellto take upagovernment posting to hisown 
home province so he could thcn bc able to look after his 
mother and sisters. 

Sometimes. too concerned about h ~ s  awn unfulfilled 
obligations towards his mother and sisters. he wo~rld trv in 
vain to recall their faces. Everytime he tried to visualise them. 
they seemed vague in  the distance past. Were thev deadlNot 
dead, just not too well and illiterate to write letters. Kombr!le 
had always adjourned himself. He tricd harder not to 
associate death with his little surviving Family each time he 
though about them. 

Kombule's father was killed during a land dispc~te hctwcen 
the Vulukun clan (his own clan) and the Kuruktln clan (!he 
enemy clan). These two clans had been traditional enemles 
for many years; in fact eve1 since the founder of theVulukun 
clan engaged the spirits o f  seven rivers and seven mountains. 

And so, the Vulukun clan waa feared rhro~cghoul tlic 
surrounding area. N o  clan dared to f ~ g h ~  the Vulukun clan 
unlcss they were sure they had mastered a more p o w ~ , r l ~ ~ l  
magic which could strike as fast as lighting. The V t ~ I u k u ~ i ~ ;  
had proved that during a previous battle and had est;thl~\licd 
the clan's superiority and fame ovcr the whole v;~llcy. 

However when the whitemancame with h~s  guns. hisstrcngth 
was that of lightning and could wipe out whole clans. I t  wit\ 
only the whiteman's strength th;it held b;~ck the V u l u k ~ ~ n \  
from declaring war on the Kurukuns. No\ \ . .  however. the 
Vulukuns were determined to avenge the lo\s o l  tlicir 
respected man. 

At school Kombule worked vcry hard. Scu~r:tl titnc.s hecamc 
top in  his class and wvn prizes. His headm;istcv had 
confidence that he would obtain a Natic~nal Si.holar\hip to 
the University. 

Kombule had been brought to Pnrt M i ~ ~ c s h y  hy hismatcrnal 
uncle who was a permanent res~dent of the city and who hat1 
no intention of returning to his v~ll:cge. Hc was now a 
government driver but originally came toPort Morcsby as a 
labourer at a rubber plantation in  Soger~. "I cannot 
remember." his uncle reminded him oftcn. " 1 1  was manv , ~ 

many years ago in the dim p;~st ...... Wliichcv,.r vc~ar I camc 
doesn't matter. I came to work on a ruhhcr plant;ition at 
Sogeri and when my contract expired I stayed on. 11 w;~s 
rhe~e that 1 learned how todrivea tractor I..~ter I caInedo\r 11 

to Port Moresby. Waigani was not thcre nor was Tok;tr;~~;t 
and the (Inivesity (Oniversity of PNG) .  Getchu was nothing 
but bush. The streets were covered with dust.. ......." 

Kombule's uncle was an elderly rnan in his late fortieu. sI1(>1-t. 
fat and stocky and whose buiging stomach alwa!~.: led thc 
way. Likemany other city dwellers drinkingwas his prohle~n. 
He always worea quiet and innoccnt f;ice except when he w;is 
under the influence of alcohol. He was a grcat star! lcllcr 
when he was drunk. When he was half-u;~y througli a star\. 
no mouth could ever stop him because he was detcrmincd to 
complete the story. I t  often occured that his stcjrieh neri,r 
ended. He said a story with an ending was not a srorv. M~b\ t  
o f  his stories were self-centered, for instancc the onc ahout 
how he came to Port Moresby. Everytimc he retold a storv he 
would add fresh touches to it with bits and pieces that 
cropped up in his mind. 

Sometimes qulte suddenly he would bur.:t into sonp. tht. 
wording of which Kombule actually never liked. The song\ 
addressed especially young people whodesettecl their vi l la~cs 
to go to the cities and towns. They were sun? with elnphas~s. 
intent at asking young people tolook back again. These had 
~ f t e n  scratched Kombule's wounds bec;iuse he rememhercd 
his own mother who sang a similar tune and wept ovcr htm 
when he had left for the city with his unclc. 

Kombule preferred to call him"lathef more than uncle. Hc 
had paid all the necessary high school fees for him and again 
'it was him who supported and enabled him to sr~ccessfull~ 
enter the university. His uncle had always reminded him that 
i f  he was successfulafter his second year at the University he 
would gladly pay his fare home and back for the C h r i s t ~ n ; ~ ~  
vacations. 

Uncle John had again kept his promise and Komhulc was 



spend~ng the last Iew eycltlng days busily w~ndow-shoppin!! 
i n  Por t  Moreshy. A t  a second-hand shop he bought a few 
cheap items. mainly worncn's dresses for his mother and 
slsters H e  d ~ d  not h a ~ c  the sl~ghtest idea how hi? h~.; twin 
s~sters were but guessed their si/cs which he thouylit were thc 
same in any ca\e. 

A t  home he packed the th~ngs neatl! in to h ~ s  grccn 
haversack. tried the haversack on  h15 b;~ck ancl re\tle..lv 
marched around the room to test the weiplit H c  rca t l l~~ \ l c t l  
the contents a few times unt i l  he was satisl~ecl W i t h  the In ;~d  
on  h ~ s  back and a new pair ofjeans and boo~s .  he ~ m ; ~ g i n ~ . d  he 
would look terrific although he d ~ d  not want to imprc.\ h ~ \  
village folks as a gentleman f rom the c ~ t y .  S;ltisficd. he 
whistled away i n  the d i rcc t~on  o f  his uncle's hi? mlr ror  

As his departure drew nearer and nearer he h ;~d  m;ln! th lnw 
to think ahout and similarly drew afew plan, In  h i \  n i ~ n d  H c  
also thought about Maria, the gir l  who he grcw up  wi th ant1 
her elder sister Ku l .  Fresh memories s l~pped into h i \  mind. 
He recalled. how as a smally boy he had tried to w ln  K l ~ l ' s  
attention. K u l  was incred~bly heautilul. Marc l  wa.; onl \  ;I 
small g ~ r l  then, much younget than himsell ;~nt i  evel! 
mornlng both used to run to school together Shc dicl not trv 
to draw his attention as her elder s i s tc rd~d  hec ;~~~sc  she. l i l t  
most other small k id \  o f  he1 age. was s t ~ l l  t iouhlcd hv a 
running nose. Komhule used to bc Cla7y ahour Kul. a g ~ r l  
whose breast had alrcadv come out. 

A t  Ji~cksons Airport,after he had chech~.d in. his uncle shook 
his hand and watched hi111 gc~ from the l o o h o ~ ~ t - d ~ , c k  among ;I 
hundred other waving pcoplc. The huge airc~.alt  soon I~ f t c t l  
itself in to the h l a ~ i n g a ~ r .  I t 1  the b r ~ g h t  mid-da!.sun K o m h ~ ~ l c  
took a labt and long thougli t ful gl;~nce o f  Por t  Morcshv c ~ t \  
and hoped for  the behc. 

Fcar had van~shed ininicdic~tel\  and he bcpan s t i ~ d v ~ ~ i g  tlic 
plane wi th great interest. H e  noticed lot- the fil-st time that 
there were two emergent! doors at the s~de \  and he w . ~ \  
sitting dircct ly opposite one. 

" I f  anyt hing happcns ..?" he propoyed but ctnn\ incetl h in iw l l  
ttiat nothing would happen and again rc :~d th~ .  elnL,rpencv 
instructions more closely from the pa~npl i lc t .  Thc pl:~nc hat1 
ascended into the clear hlue sk! [caving the towell l ip 
mountains and cloud\ below them. L-g lok i~~y cull i n  ;tn 
attempt to see land w,~s hopclcs bce;luw wliitc and hl;~cL 
clouds had covered them all. H c  lost i n tc rc \~  In the w ~ n t l ~ ~ u .  

A t  Goroka  he translcrrcd in to a liplit a ~ r c r : ~ l t  i n  whlch hc 
found h ~ m s e l f  to he t l iconly passengcl. Tl i is tlme tocl : in\ lou\ 
to  get home hc dismissed al l  thoughts and rcrna~ncd h l i~ l i L  
minded. F r o m  time to time he con\ultctl his S, 1 k ~ 1  w ; ~ t c l ~  
anx~ous ly  and wished ~t ran faster. 

Suddenly the plane made a sharp turnant l  Komhule rc;~l i /  11  
that the plane wasdescend~ng. W ~ t h  dc l ip l~ l  he look~.cl outo l '  
the window and realised they were ahove a tc1w11. Gl is tcn~t iy  
i n  the afternoon sun was the Kund i ;~ \ \ .~  t o \ r ~ i  l ~ k c  a (allin!! 
meteorite. 

T o  his left flowed the Waghi R ~ w r  in  b e . ~ r ~ t ~ l u l  sn;~ke- l~kc 
meanders. The Omkol;~i<; uInInc road co~itout-cd thc s ~ d c  o l  
the ridges, across depress~on and then climhr,tl sha~ l l l v  
upwards. This  pxr l  o f  the beautiful countrv. a\ hc had 
learned i n  geography. was rugged and r n o u n t ; ~ i n c ~ ~ ~ \ .  yt.1 a 
densely populated area o l 'Papu;~ NcwGuinc;~.  He d i \n l i \ \~ ,d  
his thoughts and turned to look elsewhere but  the p1;11ic h;ttl 
landed. 

Kombule tooh a pIe;~sant surpt isc as the w ; i ~ t ~ n g  crou,tl\ shot 
wondering glances at the p l i~nc  and him. tlic onl! pa\\ell!:<,r. 
Sl ightly b;lshful he t r ~ e d  to remain i n  hi\  sear wi th tlic hell 
already undone. The pilot pushed the door open ant1 
Kombu le  stepped out. Shyly he walked toward\t l ietcrmin:~l.  
afraid t o  look at anyone in the e k ~ ~ .  A t  the t c r r n ~ ~ i : ~ l  he 
collected his havcrsack. his only l u p p ; ~ ~ ! ~ ~ .  ; ~ n d  w;~lketl o t ~ t  
onto the street. I t  was a beautilul day with the feel o f  frcsh. 
cool breeze o f  the alternuon mi lk ing h!\ h;r~r o n  h i \  skin 
stand. 

Dur ing  K o m h ~ ~ l e ' \  ahsencc K u n d ~ ; ~ u , . ~  t o w n \ h ~ p  h;~d 
expanded rapidly. I t  wa\ onc ot the fahtest growing towns In 
Papua N e w  Guln,:? HL. admired the nc.wly erec~ed hui l t l~nt!\  
on  the h~ l l s~des  w ~ t h  f ~ t ~ e  terr;+ccd and cut lawn\ around the111 

I n  the street he hoped to iden t~ fy  some ol  h i \  clanymen IIL 
crossed the streets to the shops and w i l l i q u ~ c k  glance\ In  hoth 
direct~ons went in to onc of them and there hought \cirn~. 
biscuits and s bottlc o l  d r ~ n k  and left to whcrc he coultl l ~ n t l  
transport home. 

O n  the highwav junclion. w h ~ l e  rnuncliinp hl.;cult\ i111(l 
d r i n h ~ n g  Coca Col;i. h ~ s  wondcrinp eye\ suddenlv l'cic\~.;\c.d 
o n  a familiar face. Kornhulc convine~,d himself he had \ecn 
the scarred lacc somewhcre but surely not i n  Port Morc\hv 
Yes he remembered now: hc belonp~.d to the K ~ ~ i u k u n c l : i n .  
H e  tl-ied i n  vain to recall h ~ s  name. The man mu\ t  have hecn 
watch~ng h im before he saw h ~ m  because he forced a sm~ lc  
almost imrncdi;itcl>.. Komhulc. between suspiclon and 
surprise. srn~led too and looked a w l y  in  elnh;~rr;~\srncnt 

The man ~mmediately hcaded for  one o f  the wa i t~np  PMV' \ *  
and after wh~spcrinp somcth~ng into the drivcr's ear\ hoth 
drove ofS. Komhu\e took the next P M V  asit wasalre;itl\ I J I~  
i n  the afternoon The highway w.~s almost faultless and the 
veh~cle, a brand new Toyota Land Cruiset-.w.~s travelling at 
high speed A t  the sprit where the foot track to his villa!:c 
started he ordered thc d r ~ v e r  to  stop. paid his fare and 
thanked the owner. 

The village was a fair distance f rom llic highway. reach;~hle 
through a hush track. It w;~s not poss~hlc to see thc v ~ l l n p ~ ,  
f rom the road beci~usc thcdarkners had f;~Ilcn over thc whole 
valley. HIS watch ind~cated sonie l l i~ng p.lrt ninc. H c  t h r ~ ~ \ t c t l  
his right hand deeply in to his bag and sc;lrchcd for  his three- 
celled hattery-torch unt i l  he found 11 .0n ly  thcn d id hc re ;~ l~ \c  
he had forgotten to replace thc o ld h a ~ l e ~ ~ c a  I t  g;lve only ;I 
d im beam in the p ~ t c l i  d211 k. 

H e  became terrihly d~seased w ~ t h  terror and a latent p. l ln 
inside h ~ m  grcw no bettct-. H c  tried to lo11h at the g ro t~nd  al'tcl- 
withdrawing his ev~,s fl-om the sky. i t  w;ts cliarco;~l hlach. 
There was no  difference whether he look~.t l  w ~ t h  eve\ el(~setl 
oreyes opened and hc douhted i f  his nciseeverexi\ted i n  1.1-on1 
o f  his eyes at all. H e  h;~d alrcatl! s \ r~ lchcd o(1 his torcl1 
because he thought i c  was be\t to  slip aw:ly i n  the d a ~ k  
without i t  A horrihle dog-h.~rk sounded fro111 hehind h im 
and i n  re\ponbt. an ow l  hooted ahcatl ol' h ~ m .  

Inside h ~ m  brewed fear. H e  bcnt down low and took a closc 
look around for a f'w seconds bcfol-e staltlnp to w~r lk  when 
he heard the ru.;tIeol dr1c.d leaves sw;lylng in  thecol(l e\cnIn!! 
breclc. 

When this happened drc;~dful th(~ughts o l  e ~ i l  and ugl!. 
l o o k ~ n g  mostcl-\ or s o n l ~ ~ t h ~ ~ i g  s ~ m ~ l ; ~ r  looking i i i  the d211 h 
entered his mlnd.  M.i! hc i t  wa\ just his im;tgin;~t~rin\.  H e  
tried to dismiss the unconilortable thoupllt\ ancl think ol 
better th~ngs. H e  forccd hinl\elf  to  t h ~ n l i  o f  h ~ s  mother ;in11 
two sisters. how thev wercgolngto hug h ~ m a n d  ki\a him with 
joy and happiness whcn hear r~ved  home Would thev hcahle 
to recogn17c him? 

The v~l lage was not very far but due to the rcduccd v ~ \ i h i l ~ t \  
he was still travelling through K i ~ ~ u k u n  tc r i t r i~v .  

"These were the very people who took a hand i n  killtng my 
father." he thought. "But m y  elan h;~s no  d n l ~ h l  k ~ l l c d  a 
number o f  them i n  return." he tried to b;~I ;~ncetheargume~i t .  
"As long as we live with a common hoarder hetwecn U \  WC 

have to remain hostile and suspic~ous o f  one anothcr. 

Again the s~nister ean~ne-hark repeated. t h ~ s  time more 
pronounced. I t  sounded ten o r  elercn paces b c h ~ n d  h ~ m .  
Kombule's instinct hegan to play. H c  knew. [or inrt;~ncc. the 
difference between the tone o f  a human-hark and a real day- 
bark. I n  front o f  him, at about the same di\tancc aw.ly the 
ow l  responded as before. Suddenlya twigdropped inf ro l l t  ol 
him. Kombule bcnt down to the gl-ound to listen. '1-l)cn he felt 



as i f a l l  thrp; t intn thc wor ld  werc gottlg t l ~ i ( ~ ~ ~ g l i  ht, h o d y . v ~ t  
hc kept hi5 g l i p  o n  h ~ m s s l l  2nd d id  nirt shbtut 

He started t o  move again whcn suddetily hc felt a pai l  o i c o l d  
handa grlppine hts ncck. H c  d ld  not  attemp1 'to s c ~ c ; ~ ~ t i  
becaure 11s th t~ughr  he was Just imagining thtng\ again and 
tried to shake his head lrcc t o  Eel the thou# l i t \  stt;tipht In 11. 
Rut ths powel-iul hand\ gtipped tipl iter Nl~mhncs.. and 
confusion fo l lowed overcoming h ~ m  and h i \  m o u t h c o u l ~ l  ncjt 
utter a word and  his he;irt poundcd again\t his rlhr I! W;I% 

now 1ol:illv uselcs\ t o  strtlggle lree. 

A n d  when he dully intr tx iuced htmscll. an axe struck f iorn 
hehind wtthout mercy. 

I n  Por t  Moresby M r .  F ra le r ,  the Acadsn~ ic  Regtctrar ;tt the 
University scratched h ~ s  hcad une;irily w ~ t h  \hock and  
d isbe l~e l  as the new3 finall! reach htm throuph the N 8 . C  
national new\. The  news w : ~ s  conf i r rnrd a day !;iter h\. the 
P O S T  C O U R I E R  

"Why does this ha \e  t o  happsn to a l ine yovi tgm; in l ikc him'? 
H is  education has bcen a waste of  money and  time.. . a real 
waste o l  man-power." the Regtstrar said sadly w l t h  his hcad 
bowed. 

AND HERE BUT N O W .  

KlPA M A L E V A  

Confusion imprcgnated my trustful mind 
As in my ears those gossips echoed; 
and though my eyes had yct to find, 
My heart was shamely widowed. 

And here hut now. . . 
While I ain't near; 
Tell mc how! 
Please my dear; 
When in our dawn of love. 
I was for you the only dove. 
Whose touch you'd only feel. 
And kiss you long to seal; 
And yet you've turned so bitter and cold, 
M a k t n g  me feel so old. 

And here but now. . . 
Darkness closes in upon my thought. 
That  my true one, blessed is caught; 
And then I tried to see beyond, 
But beyond this love of fond; 
There lies a void 
I can't avoid; 
a guilt 
That  can't be rebuilt; 
confusion, 
Neither you nor I can vision; 
And at end but best a graveyard. 
Where I'll rest in hope and count the hours. 
Till dawn in its peace unites the hearts of ours. 

Yes! And here but now. . . 
For  if your hate for me; 
Is like my love for thee, 
I guess better let it be; 
M y  sweet little Margie. 

Redhead waa a Buang man 
Who lived now long ago 
When o n  to battle hr. would run 
He took a hqg Ion& how 
His s~ster Dambi went al<lng 
And carried h i  arrow* S~ne 
And when a big fight wa\ <),cc 
The dead she l a ~ d  i n  l~ne 
So Redhand could ger lhr r t u r i ~ h ~ r  
Of newly dead 
I t  wasn't for nothing that hi. W:<\ c:llled 
The man with hand 01 red 
The Patep and lllc Rt.tngal 
Would come on a raid in forcc 
Thcn soon a messenger would c:iII for Rctih<~nd 
And young Damhi of courrc 
When other Buiinp warrlnrr 
With club and spear had run 
Thore two would stand quite Ic.arlc>s 
Ti l l  the battle i t  was won 
Thc cnemy would hurl their apeark 
Wlth curse5 on h ~ a  name 
But he would catch them eavly 
And throw them back again 
His arrows they were s t~a igh~ 
And hln aim ~t was so tru? 
They would home in on a victim 
And then they'd go r~ght through 
Today in the Buang valley 
Just sixty years gone by 
You can sland where Redhand stood 
Where he made the atluws fly 
Across the Gang*ae rtver 
And up the mountain hIr,pc 
You see wherc he finlshed the encmv 
So thry didn't have a hope 
Pepekeni his ancient home 
I s  still aloof up thcre 
And grandson Mangem 
S h o w  a lot of that long gone dare 
But now if's husinesb 
And not with bows 
That Buangs do battle 
W i th their foes 
And Redhand you're not forgelten 
Your deeds are sttll revered 
You taught us though outnumbered 
There is little to be feared. 

Ann Aromau 
The sea is rough 

Thcrc's a llttle wave 
And a bit bigger wave 

Whoa! I nearly fell over 
Ihat's a forty-eight creat. 
The wind i n  strong 

There's a little wavc 
And a bit bigger wave 

Whoa! I t  rocked the canoe 
That's a forty-eight crest. 
The sun is setting 

There's a little wave 
And a btt bigger wavc 

Whoa! I t  sprayed my facc 
rhat's a lony i lgh t  crest. 

The reef IS far now 
Home is near 

I can see a baby wave 
A littlc btt bigger wave 

Whoa! and a forty-eight crest. 



SUNDAY 
By Neerod Roland Katak 

BY NEW GUINEA STANDARDS he was ~lllterate. At the age of 
erghteen my uncle left home in the early days of Australian 
colonrsation to seek ernpluyrrrnt, preferably as a labourer onone oi 
the many coconut or  cocoa plantations on theisland ofNew Britain 
Even in his later teens he had heard, circulated by those who had 
already been there, about the greatness of Rabaul, the rapidly 
booming centre of the equally fast developing Gazelle Peninsula 
This area, this island to hlm was the gateway to wealth and 
westernisation that were denied him in his own Sepik District and it 
was this land that magnetically pulled him. 

Weary and sluggish, having been invaded by continual sea-sickness 
on his first ever trawler ride he arrived in Rabaul, his good memory 
still viv~d with the nightmarish. tortuous sea journey and cursing, he 
vowed never to  have a similar experience. 

Clutching h ~ s  meagre belongings, a new bilum with a pair of khaki 
shorts and h ~ s  only hard earned income, a total o f f  10 in his right 
short pocket he disembarked. On  him was a simple black laplap, 
aided by an equally black but buai stained belt. His main body was 
covered by a onceclean and brownshirt, now decoratedcarelcssly by 
layers of unwashahle earthly d in .  

Aided by the Island Labour Recruiting office In Rabaul, my uncle 
spent the night in a large semi-drummed iglu" look~ng structure at 
the foot of Namanula HIII, after having beenfed with riceand tinned 
meat. The next morning he was woken early and was taken to a 
plantation about forty miles from Rabaul. That wasthe way hecame 
to Rabaul and how he was received. 

Afier two years he was well established and as  my uncle had been a 
honest worker he was made a "boss-boi" on a large mission owned 
coconut plantation two miles off Kokopo, Rabaul's infant, although 
old and famous in its own ways. 

One Fr~day ,  after havlng handed his two week hard earnrdf 10 to his 
Sundaying mateGaidu, he sat downand mused over the positiveand 
negatlve aspects of the so called Sunday He was going to get a total 
o f f 4 0  in twu months, a lot of money sure, but In themeantime what 
was he going to d o  for money? What if an urgent incident presented 
itself, demanding instant cash, where was he going to get that cash? 
kood was okay, he thought, as there were monthly rations of rice, 
canned fish and meat from the Mission and previous months issue 
still remained. What about sex? In the past he always pard £2 t o r 4  
when he befriended a local female and that was before Sunday 
crystallised, came into effect, into my uncle's life. 

Sunday was now a commonly accepted part of the way of liieof an 
illiterate underpaid plantation worker. In order to increase their 
total income, these men invented the credit system or perhaps the 
traditional give and take system. Men wouldget intogroups ranging 
from two to four or  more; four in thecase of my uncle. Every payday, 
thoie In the group would hand all their wages to a member and the 
next payday they would repeat the process but toa  different member 
of  the group. As this was circular, each person would have to wait a 
definlte number of weeks or months before he got paid by all. My 
uncle knew that he had to wait a full two months to  receive hisf40as 
there were four in the group at f 10 per fortnight for each person. 

My uncle's Sunday was theday everyone in thegroup paid him their . ' 

wages, just like my uncle and two others had given the iourthperson 
in the group his Sunday. My uncle's Sunday meant his fortnight, his 
day of gettlng pald Whereas it was previously a forlnlght belore he 
got paid. he now had to wait two months before his fortnight 
(fortnight always k i n g  referred to as payday, even if il meant two 
months), his Sunday. T o  my uncle, the connotative meaning of 
fortnight never existed, only the denotative meanlng and same can 
almost be said of Sunday 
How awfully long he thought having to wait all that long. How was 
he to manage? Oh  well, as this is my very first attempt, I may as well 
wail. I habe to learn to cope with the moneyless void situation, he 
thought regretfully. 

His Sunday came unaware as he had been too preoccupied in his 
work to give a second thought after the first. Very happy and 
financially wellequiped withf40 he wasat theKokopoCluband had 
his very first blg-time grog party. He felt elated almost super- 
human as the deadly water found its place and struggled tocreate 
more spaces. The pub soon closed and he staggered outside and 
although under the control of beer, he somehow maintained his 
sense of direction. 

With a musty voice, he ripped a village tune, not quite To Piris over 
'A Tapialai' but good enough with a few hesitancies. Abrupty he 
>topped, perhaps realizing that his mlnd wasn't one hundred percent 
operational, the words having been drowned In his consumed liquid, 
all forgotten almost until his body and mind were rld of the poison, 
the evil, the beer. 

Women! Women! The words struck him vlvidlq, erasing the 
cloudiness. the obstacles and again returned but forcing his slowly 
dying brain he managed toreg~ster Emma, the marrled Tolai woman 
whofrequented the plantation with grecns and taro. Having been to 
her village. he knew where her house was and instantly her sacred 
matrimony ceased to exist, the tabuon adultry becamea child'sjoke. 
The pohsibll~ty of Injury and evendeath were buried in the boundless 
dept; in an abyss of his memory. 

Perhaps my uncle's obsession over sensuality drove him in the right 
direction because even before he knew it he was approaching 
Emma's hausraided by the light of a flaming woodfire that glazed 
near the rear of the house. When he was qulte near, his sleepy eyes 
picked up the form of Emma and squatting drunkardly and 
awkwardly before her, he fired a blurry grecling, fullowrd closely 
with. "Mi gat five pound." 

Emma's face soured, her hands instinctively went to her face and for 
a moment she seemed to want to  scream. Then her hands dropped 
and her head circulated. co-ordinated by her body. She was 
perhaps staring into the darkness, seeking others. Finding none her 
head dropped and reaching out quickly she snatched the f 10. 
Standlng up dutifully, she walked proudly into the dark, my uncle 
doddling at her trail. 

Ten yards away he made a grab at her but shequickcned her paceand 
he almost fell. The paln, first on h ~ s  head, thenquickly branchingto 
his entire body came as he was trying to regain his balance. 
Au tomat i~ l ly  hi, hands went to his head and he tned to turn but 
another bomb exploded intanlaneously and he felt himself falling, 
falling, falling ... 

Sometimes later, exactly how iong he could not remember, he came 
to realise that he was still alive. his head bandaged. Helearntthat he 
was to appear before ajudge beforegoing togaol and then beingsent 
home. My uncle remembered his 'Sunday and how much money he 
had got which quickly made him d o  what he did. Before Sunday 
entered h ~ s  hie he had managed beautifully and adequately with his 
true wages o f f  10, having no excess money to waste unwisely. His 
true wage he had controlled well and had not drank 11. 



Oh' How he disliked, and hated Sunday, Sunday, Sunday, Sunday, 
Sun ... 

Pain overcame him, tiredness overcame him. My uncle slept. 

M1 LAIK MANGI MASTA 

Meri wantok, yu go we? 
Kam rnitupela i kaikai long nabis. 
Mi baern kaikai, mi baem klos na purpur. 
Y U laik karn? 

No, Mi no laik! 
Mi go wantairn rnangi masta. 
Mi no laik yu, yu doti. 
Yu doti olosem pik. 

Orait. Yu no laikirn mi. 
Mi no kia long rneri p~pia .  
Mi kia long rneri wok tasol. 
Bai em i wok, mi wok, bai i-gut. 

Yu go! Mi no laik yu tru. 
Mi no laik blakpcla man. 
Mi  gat mast?, bai rni rnaritim, 
Bai mi gat bel, bai rni stap. 

. 
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SfXi 'EEN W H E E L  TOYOTA 

I . D .  D a v i d s o n  

Some tell of feats of greatness 
That happened In the pdtt 

Of men who bent Iron hdra 
And used to run so fast 

Those stories nowdays thr~ll us 
And we wish that we were therr 
T o  see those feats of wonder 
O f  these men with strengtli to spare 

Well those feats so m~ghty 
They still go on today 
But if you want to see them 
G o  off the beaten way 

Ilhink of the young girl 
Who lives up the Mubo track 
She goes out to the coast 
And same day she goes hack 

Over Tambu mountain 
Through the pass so high and rough 
Down through the jungle forest 
With nettle and all that stuff 

rhey call her Sixteen Wheel Tovota 
And proudly she bears that name 
Its the load she carries daily 
That causes the men to shame 

Two bags of rice are nothing 
T o  that mountain maid 
She says, 'Add a case of meat 
and do  not be afraid' 

In the net bag carried 
A swinging down her back 
Off over Tambu mountain 
And in a flash she's back 

Now to a normal person 
That hike it takes all day 
You sweat and groan and are exhausted 
As you toil along the way 

But for that girl Toyota 
She does it with a grin 
Its not that she is over b ~ g  
But I wouldn't call her thin 

Her carrying feats are a wonder 
Known throughout the land 
It sure will be a brave man 
Who asks to take her hand 

S o  when you hear of some wonder 
And a mighty feat 
Remember Sixteen Wheel Toyota 
Who carries those tins of meat. 



"You are manly and the best hunter in the village and I've been longing to  meet you f o r  a long time. W111 you 

marry me,  too?^ 

LUVUAPO AND HIS WIVES. 
(A L-EGEND F R O M  T H F  TOAIIIPII  

LONG, LONG A G O  in a village in the area know11 now a \  
Toar ipi  there lived a man named Lavuapo. and  h ~ \  wilc 
named Morioe and  their son. 

Customarily, in order to  bc good a t  hunting. a man had to  
live in a secluded house called elavo whlle his familv had to 
live alone in the family house. 

Luvuapo was a n  auts tanding hunter. because if all the men 
went hunting Luvuapo would b r ~ n g  more pigs o r  wallahies 
than others. 

In  the  same  villagelived a man named M ik;~lav;iiapcl. He hiid 
two  breasts like those of a woman. F o r  this reason hc nevcr 
went out  in public. Hea l soadmi red  Morioe. L~tvuapo',  w ~ l e .  
a s  she was ' the  prettiest of all the villagc women. Because o l  
Morioe's beauty he intended to  dress a s  a woman and  hey 
Luvuapo  to  marry him. O n e  day  he dressed a s  a wonxln and  
went ou t  in public. Alter a few days when he had heard n o  
commcnts  f rom the whole village he dccidcd t o  contlnuc 
dressing like that.  F r o m  thcn o n  he went evcrywherc in the 
hope of meeting Luvuapo. 0 1 i c  day  tlicy met. Hc said to  
Luvuapo: "You are manly and  the  best huntcr in this village 
and  I've been longing tn  meet you for a long time. Will you 
marry me  too?" 

By Lei Kaipu 

Luvuapo thought over thc propositio~i answcrcd: "Yes. b r i~ lg  
your  things and  live with Morioc and my son." 

Sometimes later the v~l lage pcople noticed tli:~t M o r ~ o c  wa\ 
pregnant. They qucstioncd themhelvc.. "\VIi\ is Morioc 
preganant? Luvuapo never slceps with his wiv~.s." 

Secretly they told Luvuapn.  Luvuapo thcn had a plan. He 
tied a swing (poroki)  under the ladder. In the evening hs 
brought his son up  to  the elavo and advised him: "Sc~n I'm 
going hunting early tomorrow. I've tied a swing under the 
ladder. Before your  mothers wake up, you must g o  and p l ;~v  
o n  your swing. When you see your  motlicr Mot ioc  comlnp 
out you must walk away from your swing.11 Mikalavaiapo 
comes out  and  tells you to g o  away, you don't. but say: Come  
down its alright. When she comcs down you q u ~ c k l v  look I I ~  

and  sec whether he is a woman o r  a man.  I lyou  find tli;~t hc', 
'a  man,  run out  and sing this song:-- 

Mikalavaiapo a kou erere tai-e kapo  
erere tai-e la toe, la toe. la t o e .  

In English this meant: Mikalavaiapo 
you've got balls and  penis hanging. 

hanging. hanging. 



After adv~sing h ~ s  son of his plan Lu\r~aptr  took him homc. 

Early next morning Luvuapo went hunt inpand.hi  son d ~ d  a \  
he was instructed on  his swing. As hc was play~ng on his 
swing, Mikalavaiapo came out and bcforc he descended tlic 
ladder he asked the boy to move clcar hcforc he c a m  down. 
The son replied. "Come down I'm alr~glit." After a long time 
begging him to  leave he climbed down. The  boy quickly 
looked up and noticed that Mikalavaiapo had the malc 
scrotum. He ran ou t  arid began to sing tllesorig his father hacl 
taught him. 

O n  hearing the song Mikalavaiapo cxclaimcd: "Who has 
those things you are singing ahout?" Tlic boy didn't take 
notice of M ikalavniapo. 

I n  the evening, when Luvuapo returned home. the so11 
reported what he had seen. 

In  the evening Luvuapo went to his houseand apkcd i f  one ol 
them would like to come hunting with him the next day and 
complained that he was tired o f  hunting and carryingall t l i ; ~ ~  
he speared. 

Mikalavaiapo volunteered to go and explained. "Since 
Morioe is pregnant, she'll stay." Luvuapo then instructed 
her: "You cook the food for us and I ' l l  comeand wake you at 
dawn." 

Morning birds had started singing when Luvuapo went to 
wake Mikalavaiapo and both went deep into the bush. 

In the buSh Luvuapo hunted. Mik;~lav:~iapo was soon 
carrying a bilum full of kills. Tliegames wereso plentilul that 
Mikalavaiapo askcd Luvuapo for a rest. Luvuapo, in rcplv. 
said there was a bush-fowl hill not far from where they were 

s a n d  that they would rest and breakfast there. They w:~lkcd 
until they reached it and sat down to  rest. Alrcr resting 
Luvuapo told Mikalavaiapo to  climb the betelnut palm 
which was beside the bush fowl's hill but Mikalavi~iicpo 
answered: "You are a man and therefore you must c l ~ m h  it." 

After arguing for  a long time Mikalavalapo agreed to climh 
When Mikalavaiapo reached the top. L-~~vuapo  went untlcr 
the betelnut palm and looked up. W.hat he saw proved his 
son's discovery. Luvuapo picked up his bow and arrow\ and 
shot Mikalavaiapo down. He then dug a hole and bur~cd  
him. H e  stayed in the bush until very late In the nigh then 
went home. 

When he arrived home, he told Morioe to cook some food 
Luvuapo told Morioe that they would g o  out the nexl 
morning to  look for  Mikalavaiapo, as hc had lost her and 
could not find her. 

Early the next morning Luvuapo went to wake M o r ~ o e  and 
the couple set off following the trqck to the bush-fowl's hill 
As they walked Luvuapo kept saying: "We were walk~ny  
together here but when I heard the dogs barklng. I ran off to 
kill what the dogs had found. 

After pretending to  search, Luvu:ipo told Morioe. "Wc have 
searched for a long time. Lets go to that hu\h fowl's hill and 
you dig for eggs while I chew." Both made their wav to the 
bush-fowl's hill. O n  arrival Morioe found the softest part.  
S h e  started digging and not long after she found a pair of feet 
sticking out  and said. "Aie-e!" 

Luvuapo heard her and replied. "What ai-e? That'\ the man 
who impregnated you. Dig him out." 

While she was digging, Luvuapo counted the palm leaves ( ~ n  
Toaripi tuke toro)  and placed them under the tree ( ; ~ u f ; ~ )  
ready. When Morioe had dug Mikalavaiapo up. Luvuapo 
ordered her t o  carry him and put him on  the tuke toro. 
Morioe did. After placing him on  the palm leaves he 
commanded her t o  cut  him up s o  Morioecut  him up. When 
Morioe finished cutting, Luvuapo ordered her to  eat him. 

Morioe refused. Luvuapo. seei~ig Morloe'5 refusal s a ~ d :  " I  I 
you don't eat him. 1.11 also kill you." 

Fearingshe may be killed Morioc s t a r ~ r d  eating Shea teand  
ate until what remained or Mikalav;~i:~pc~ were his pcn~s-ant1 
scrotum. At this stage she pushed her tongue out and hung 
them on  it. Both the organs ~mmediately hccamc a b ~ r d  (kahc 
kako). It flew up and sat on a branch ol ( . ~ u l ; ~  tora) and sajd 
"A woman and a man are m a k ~ n g  love."( i~iToa~ipi  U;+ ita v~t;i 
ita ia feipere). When Morlnc heard thissliccallcd: " M \  friend 
come down. What you said is wrong. You've spn~lt .  the 
women and the men." (Amoita lea ka~ae .  A Ica lour11 aea he I;I 
heare auai). 

After saying t h ~ s  she ordered: "Push your tongue out. As 
soon as  kake kako pushed the tonpue out. M orioe cut ol f the 
end of it and said, "M(~rai tai .  go up ag:~in". Kake kako flew 
up and said: "Kake Kako ma m~aniia  kora." 

After all these events Luvuapocut thecanc. stood Morioc up 
and tied her against the (;iufa tora) then went homc. 

That  night thunder rolled and rain fcll very heavilv and thc 
flood made it impossible for Luvuapo to go back. It ra~netl 
for three nights and three days. During those nights ancl d a y  
Morioe vomited out wliat she had eaten. Each time she 
vomited all that came out turned into all kinds o l  animal,. 
reptiles and fish. Lastly when she vomited she threw sand 
over them. These became sharks and stin-a-rays. When the 
vomiting ended the thunder and the rain stopped. thc flood 
went down breaking the bqnk of the river until the(aufa tnl-:I) 
where Morioe was tied to nearly fell. She g r a h h ~ ~ d  two p ~ g s .  
one female and the other:male. As soon a \  she grahhcd the 
pigs the tree fell into the river held only hy a tiny root. w a i t i n  
for Luvuapo. 

Luvuapo, seeing that the weather had hecbme clearer. started 
walking to see his wife Morioe. 

As he approached the root that was ho ld~ng  Ml,rioC hrohi 
and the tree moved a little further out. 

Luvuapo, seeing this. cried and called: "Ah! Morioe. m!; w~l , , .  
why did you leavc me?" 

"Do~i ' t  cry but go and pull out a frond atid givc me tlicentl s o  
that you can pull me out." ordered M I I I I O C .  

Luvuapo d ~ d  what he was told but wlie~i he put out tlic entl to  
Morioe it was short. HI. fcll to  the grou~id and cl led b ~ ~ t  
Morioe ordered him to  cut a much longer one. 

Every sago frond that Luvuapocut W;IS l o n p e ~ i ( ~ u g h  but each 
time Morioe pushed herself out furtlicr and at tlie same tim, 
Morioe was drifting down t~ iw;~rds  the mouth 01' thc ri\c.r. 
The  last frond was the longest and when finally i t  was pushctl 
out t o  Morioe she held 011 thevcry end and when tlicy pulletl. 
it went off her hand. L u v u a p ~ ~  fell down crylng. 

"Don't cry, but listen to mc,"sa~d M ~ I I - ~ o e .  " I lii~ik ahout wliat 
you did to me. If you hadn't done that. I too woultln't l e ; ~ \ ,  
you. Now listen. I left all the anim;~ls. rep~iles ancl fhh  tlicrc 
for you to hunt, catch and eat. T l ~ c y  arc yours. I've got my 
two here and I'mgoing to Araua ipi ki\ uki ipi(the land of thc 
spirits). 

T h e  P idg in  V e r s i o n  o f  t h i s s t o r v c a n  be f o u n d  o n  t h e  
next P a g e  ( p a g e  10) 




































