
Three kiwis for missionaries under the sky, 
 
Headed for Chambri and their hearts of stone, 
 
Bringing life for Mortal Men doomed to die, 
 
None for the Dark Lord on his dark throne 

 
In the Land of Chambri where the Shadows lie. 
 
One King to rule them all, One team to find them, 
 
One King to bring them all and in the lightness bind them 
 
In the Land of Chambri where the Shadows lie. 
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4.30am is a pretty early start-especially on a Saturday, and after 
only a small amount of sleep the night before. Still, a surprising 
amount of people managed to show up. Aaron started the tr ip 
extremely well by waking up an hour late. A huge farewell crowd 
came to the airport, the Balzats, Nancy, the McGlashans, Indi and 
Stephen, and Will, Sean, Lauree and Alexia from Beach Mission. 
After waiting in queues for ages we wandered over to the place 
where you wait to walk down that tunnel and do the passport 
stuff. Waiting is one of the worst things to do when youõre about 
to leave the country for three weeks. Finally after a couple of 
photos we went down the tunnel and through all the ôpassport 
stuffõ. We waved one last wave at friends and family upstairs and 
boarded our plane. Since it was the second half of a flight from LA 
we had the special ôin-flight entertainmentõ-personal screens so we 
could choose to watch TV, a movie, or play games. We chose to 
watch ôWelcome to the Jungleõ. Yea, Iõll say no more. We must 
have looked hungry because the attendant gave us first a hot 
breakfast, then a cold one. So we arrived in Brisbane, sent a few 
txts to various people to let them know we had arrived safely and 
proceeded through customs-for some reason we can never escape 
queues. Lee McGregor and the McCauleys met us at the airport 
and we collected our rental car and tr ied to find our way out of the 
airport car park. The air is so stifling here-lucky the car has air-
conditioning. So we drove around Brisbane, trying to find our 
way, but gave in and phone the McCõs who gave us directions 
then caught up with us and led the way. Lucky for us their house 
had air-conditioning too. After a bite to eat we headed out again, 
to visit the Byrnes and to make a quick tr ip to Koorong. We 
dropped Lee home and went back to the McCõs for a swim. When 
we began to shrivel up we decided to get out and eat tea. After 
sending emails home we piled into their car ð along with both Lee 
and Cynthia - and went to some peoples house from their church 
for a youth group event. After two more swims in their pool and 
some devotions and ôValentinesõ games we headed back into town 

to retire. Although it was only 10.30, it was 1.30, even closer to 2 in 
NZ time by the time we got back-which would mean that in the 
last 44 hours I have only had 3 hours sleep. Iõm looking forward to 
jungle life-where you have 12 hrs of daylight...and you sleep for 
the other twelve. Ahh, weõre still about 15 or so hours away from 
PNG, so I might as well fill some of them with sweet 
unconsciousness.  I must say though-its amaz ing how quickly you 
start missing thingsé 



15th Feb 2004 
 
In all seriousness, this is an oven. No kidding whatsoever. 
Australia was bad enough, but stepping out of an air-conditioned 
plane and onto Niuginian soil is like walking out of a fridge into 
an oven. 30+ degrees. Even at 10pm it is hot. Sitting down, doing 
nothing, inside, you sweat. So itõs not QUITE a sauna, but its 
pretty close. Moving along...we left Brisbane at 10.55-sent ôlast 
txtsõ to friends and family and flew towards PNG. The standard 
of planes dropped consistently. From personal screens, radios, 
pillows, instant service, two breakfasts etc, to radio and footrest, 
then to only a fold out table and water-but not in a glass, dripping 
on our heads-well on Aaronõs anyway. Yep, so I was holding up 
my hat with one of the waterproof headrest things inside it 
catching the water. Travelling is so fun J So we arrived in Port 
Moresby and felt rather out of placeéwe were the only white 
people and the only people with clean white teeth. Everyone here 
chews buai, or betel nut. You can smell it and see it everywhere 
and itõs not that pleasant. It makes their mouths all red and they 
spit it out onto the footpath and makes them red too. I guess it 
takes a bit of getting used to. We were waiting to meet the 
Americans at the airport, but as it drew ever closer to boarding 
time, they still hadnõt turned up. Following Fredõs advice we just 
got onto the plane, thinking that they were either late and we were 
early, or they were early and we were late. As it turned out, they 
had got there earlier, had flown to Wewak, wondering where we 
were, and were pretty worried. So worried in fact, that they went 
surfing. But they met us at the airport with the truck. So we 
loaded our gear onto the back of it and climbed in. I nearly fell out 
on the way in.  My sarong caught on something and I had to jump 
down quickly. But all was welléI was just typically starting on 
the wrong foot.  It was awesome arriving. We all piled onto the 
back of the Ute and growled off down the street in a cloud of dust. 
Waving to all the nationals, looking at the houses, the palm trees, 

the beach, laughing at the shoes on the telephone wireséitõs so 
brilliant here. After meeting 3 nationals, Elias the Pastor of the 
church at Chambri and the 4 Americans, we sat in the mission 
house we are renting for the time weõre here, tuning guitars and 
drinking water by the gallon. There isnõt that much variety of 
agesémost of them are in their 40õs, then Aaron is 32 and Iõm 15. 
So Iõm the youngest by 16 years, and the only girl. We ate dinner 
at the Seaviewéwhich is just that, a restaurant with a 
Seaviewéand had a decent steak meal, after which we walked 
back down the road. There are no glass windows.  Just metal bars 
and netting to keep the mozzies out. Well there are louvers too, 
but they hardly count as glass windows. But who in their right 
mind would install glass windows in a country like this? The air 
moves way too slow for it to be a sensible idea.  You can hear 
everything through them thoughéthe houses are quite close 
together and you can hear people talking next door, people 
snoring, countless fans going and insects chirping. PNG is 
absolutely fantastic. 



16th Feb.   
 
Time is definitely NOT of the essence here. After waking 
countless times in the night, sitting around talking and singing for 
countless minutes, we jumped in the truck and headed off to the 
bank to exchange some money. We were expecting a long 
waitébut not 40mins. But the thing is, itõs acceptable here. Back 
home there would be no end of complaining, but here, thatõs what 
you do if youõre in a queue. Thereõs nothing else to do. Well there 
is-we went shopping for food in the supermarket. You wouldnõt 
believe how fun that can be. Pushing a trolley whose wheels all 
swivel down crowded aisles around boxes, and trying not to 
breathe through your nose while being laughed at when you try to 
dodge boxes and people and end up having to jump is really fun. 
The smell takes a fair bit of getting used toéespecially when you 
first go in. I think it must be the buai. And then all the prices are 
in kina, so you have to convert it to kiwi dollarsébut its fairly 
easy, because thereõs 2 kina to a dollar. Sitting in the back of the 
truck chewing a warm bun makes you feel like one of the 
nationals. And its unbelievable how friendly people are. I think 
the stories I heard before coming made me slightly apprehensive 
of people, but the stories are untrue. They may chew buai, have a 
slightly scruffy appearanceébut that doesnõt really mean 
anythingéthey are friendly, friendlier than some anyway. When 
driving along roads people yell out ôapinunõ, and you yell back 
ôapinunõ. Itõs polite. And it means afternoon. In the morning you 
yell ômoningõ. Which means morning. And itõs pronounced the 
same way. Its truly a beautiful country. Our team of white people 
is seven at presentémyself, Aaron, Fred, David Sitton, David 
Gaunt, Ross Russell and Ron Brennan. Mark from Christian 
Books Melanesia is a regular visitor and may also accompany us to 
Chambri. MAF canõt fly us in to Chambri because of the airstrip 
there, so weõre either facing a long and bouncy ride in a PMV to a 
place AGES away from here, then a 9-hour canoe-trip upriver on 

Wednesday, or we may be able to fly in then take a small canoe-
tr ip on Thursday. Everyone is realising the truth in proverbs 16:9 
òA manõs heart plans his way, but the Lord directs his steps.ó How 
many plans have we made and abandoned so far? I think weõre up 
to plan ôFõ or ôGõ. Well, as a ôrewardõ for waiting all afternoon, we 
went to the beach. The water is warm, so itõs not as cooling as we 
expected, but its relatively calm, smooth sand (well as smooth as 
youõll get) no wind, yet absolutely huge waves. They seem to rise 
out of nowhere, and they dump you. Hard. Dinner was pasta, 
made by me and Aaronéand anyone else who walked past and 
stirred itéit was filling, but nice and hot. Then we discovered that 
Dominoõs is actually a very amusing and exciting game. You learn 
something new everyday. From my room I canõt hear any snoring 
yet, but its bound to start soon. The crickets are still chirping, and 
the people still talking. Oh, did I mention the dogs? Last night 
every dog in Wewak took part in a howling competition at an 
insane hour. Ahh, life goes on. J 



17th Feb  
 
Well, we still arenõt 100% sure how weõre intending to get to 
Chambri, but at the moment the plan is to take a PMV ride then a 
3-hr canoe trip on Thursday. But our plans arenõt in our 
handséGod can easily change them again. Today we went to the 
market. Josie came with uséJosie is a really nice national lady 
who lives in Wewak and comes over everydayéshe came with us 
to the market and managed to help us get lower prices for papaya, 
coconut, pineapple and bananas. The markets are in town on a flat 
area in the direct sunébut its not concrete or tar seal, its gravel 
with so much rubbish on it you can barely walk without stepping 
on something, let alone sit on the ground and sell things.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
They depend on what they can 
sell thoughéplastic 
bags, 15 peanuts wrapped 
in tiny little parcels, dried 
fish, necklaces, carvingséthe smell takes a fair bit of getting used 
to, but everything is so cheap. Shopping takes a considerable 

amount of time thoughéthe hot sun, the crowds of peopleébut we 
managed to get back to the house for lunch-a decent lunch it was 
too, papaya, bread, coconut, pineapple and cucumber. Elias and 
Josie were there for lunch too and later some other nationals came. 
Itõs amazing how slow everything moves here. But its not as 
though thereõs heaps to do. We could sit around all day and it 
would be normal. There are constantly people coming over to see 
David Sitton and to meet us. Itõs really different to New Zealand, 
where everything moves soo fast in comparison. In the afternoon 
we piled into the truck again and took Elias back to his house in 
the Chambri settlement in Wewak. When the Chambris come to 
town, they all stay in the same areaéI think all the tribes who 
regularly come to Wewak have a place where they stay. Then we 
went to the store, which is owned by a church. We stocked up on 
rice and crackers for the journey to Chambri and the villages weõre 
gonna visit. Then we took Josie to her house. Her compound is 
right next to the airport and its full of amazing things. We went 
past her son Jeffreyõs house and he has Davidõs garamut drum 
there, which we all had a turn playing. Then we met her daughters 
Maggie and Stacie, and her other daughter Naomi was at the store 
we visited. The compound also had some rusty memorabilia from 
WW2, trees laden with mangoes, gorgeous little kids running 
around, and giant potholes in the road that leave you wondering if 
you still have teeth. Its so beautiful thoughéon the way out there 
were these little kids hanging in the trees and they were yelling at 
us, telling us to take photos of them. Unfortunately everyone had 
put their cameras away, and it was much too rough a ride to take 
photos. But everything is so green! Thereõs a field with some 
rugby goalséI imagine the ground would be fairly hard, but they 
donõt play as much Union as League. And the only people we saw 
on the field were school kids walking through it to get home by a 
quicker route. We have a rugby ball here which weõre intending to 
give away to one of the villages, but we donõt have a pump, so we 
arenõt sure how theyõre gonna use it. We got back home and began 



to cook dinner. Curry chicken is on the menu and three of us were 
in charge today. We put the chicken in the pot to simmer, and 
soon we added some ôChicken Tonightõ. Then Aaron left the 
kitchen to go do something else and David Gaunt and I were in 
charge. Since it was curry chicken, we had gotten some curry 
powder from the supermarket. When I wasnõt watching, David 
put both packets inéonly to discover that it was full of bugs. I saw 
it and got a spoon and tr ied to pick out as many as possible. It was 
soo funny. We fished out as many as we could then agreed not to 
tell anyone. When the food was under control, we left it on the 
stove on low heat and some of us went off to the beach to get 
dumped by some more waves. A national who had seen us there 
the day before came back and brought his carving with him. He 
had these really cool crocodiles, and most of us bought one. He 
had a few other things too, but the crocodiles were top of 
everyoneõs list. We piled back into the truck and headed home. 
There were still some bugs in the chicken and they had floated to 
the top. Luckily no one saw it and we fished them out too. 
Occasionally another one would float up and we constantly had to 
keep fishing them out, but in the end we put heaps of black pepper 
in to disguise it, so no one noticed. I mean, once we get to the 
jungle, these bugs are gonna seem like nothing! I wonder what 
weõre gonna have to eat apart from rice and fruit. Apparently the 
fish is not very good over there at the momentéthe lake is high 
and theyõre all hiding in the grass so no one can catch them. 
Hopefully they donõt expect us to eat everything they give uséYea, 
we spent the evening doing the normal, hanging around, talking, 
comparing dangerous stories. The normal. Weõre gonna run out of 
those stories soon. Well, the crickets havenõt stopped, and the dogs 
are about to start round three of the howling competition. Lucky 
for the screens that are on the windows, otherwise thereõs be no 
end of mozzies flying around the house. As it is, there is now a 
whole new meaning to ôdonõt let the bed bugs biteõ. I wonder if a 
rat counts as a bug? I saw one in the kitchen today. I guess that 

will be the first of many. At least the beds are off the floor in this 
houseéweõll be on the floor in the jungle. 



18th Feb Wednesday  
 
5 days gone already! Crikey that was fast, despite the slowness of 
pace around here. Well, today was much the same as all the other 
days so far. David spent six hours trying to find the truck today. 
Well, he found the truck fair ly easily, but the driver of the truck 
was a different story. You ask one person, they tell you of another 
person, and it goes on and on, and around and around in circles. 
The road is open. For about 99% of the tr ip anyway, or so weõre 
told. And who knows what that means! While David was looking 
for the truck we spent the day with Josie and Sam, another 
national brother. We went for a walk around the peninsula that 
Wewak is situated on. We went up onto the council property on 
the top of the hilléthere are a couple of concrete bases that could 
have been Japanese buildings, or itõs a base for a house that hasnõt 
been built yet. From the top of the hill it looks like Mt 
Maunganui. Only not quite as high.  
We went down the hill and walked as close to the water as the 
road wentéwhich was still a fair few metres up. We kept stopping 
to look at the fish and to take photos. Well, the jokes have started. 
Now we have gotten to know each other reasonably well, the jokes 
are beginning to flow more freely. But I donõt think anyone 
understands my humour. Hmm. I donõt really wonder why. For 
instance, on this walk there were a few graves. I was thinking to 
myself ôthis is the dead centre of townõ but at the time I donõt 
think it would have been funny-well it would have been funny to 
me, but nobody else would be laughing so I would be laughing 
alone again. Yea, then we sat around talking and sweating for a 
while, and packed for the tr ip tomorrow.  
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
At this point in time we are fairly confident that we will be 
leaving for Chambri tomorrow. Weõre trying to pack light though, 
because we donõt know how much hiking weõre going to do, and 
none of us really want to pack much, although our two Wal-marts 
(Aaron and Ross) canõt minimise their gear, much to everyone 
elseõs amusement. As the day grew warmer we decided to go to 
the beach again, and it was a nicer temperature today, slightly 
cooler and more refreshing. When we got back to the house the 
owners of the truck came and picked it up, since we wonõt be 
needing it during the next ten or so days. After cleaning up we 
walked up the road to the Seaview for what we initially thought 
was an early dinner, but we being in PNG and all, and the 
complete disregard of time here, it took a fair wait. But it tasted 
pretty good-we even had ice cream. Although it was nowhere near 
New Zealand quality. And it wasnõt really the better for the daily 
power cuts. But all the same, it was a decent ôlast supperõ. Later in 
the evening Aaron took out the telescope. It drew out a few of the 
neighbourséthe same ones who had been laughing at me when I 
was hopping around on one foot trying to get water out of my ear. 
We all showed our photos of our families to everyone tonight. Its 
quite interesting to see where everyone comes from. Sam came 
over tonight. He worked in New Zealand for two years with 
YWAM and very nearly stayed.  But then he came back to PNG 
and got married-and he brought his 11-year old son Bevan along 
tonight to meet us. Everyone was busy packing their stuff 



stilléthe Wal-marts were still having trouble J Our PMV ôThe 
Earlybirdõ is supposed to come and pick us up tomorrow at 8.30 
am. Like itõs going to actually be here then. But weõll be ready all 
the same. Jungle here we come.  
 
 
19th Feb Thursday 
 
8.30 was the planned time. Everyone was packed and ready by 
7.30. Josie arrived, Mark arrived, but there was ôno diesel for the 
truckõ. 8.30 came and went. Josie, Mark and David went all 
through Wewak trying to find some diesel. One guy first didnõt 
have any, then he had some, then he had a lot, but the pump was 
broken so he couldnõt get it out. So Mark told him to fix it. After 
wasting ages, we discovered that the truck actually had plenty of 
diesel, but the driver just wanted to take some extra along, which 
he didnõt end up doing. So finally we got picked up at about 11 and 
drove out to the Chambri settlement just outside town. We picked 
up all the Chambris who needed to get home then turned around 
and went back into town. The drivers wonõt go unless their truck 
is full. How many is full though?! At this point there were already 
over 25 people in the truck. We picked up some more then drove 
out of town. We passed the petrol station where the guy ôhad no 
dieselõ and could not believe the amount of vehicles in the queue. 
From both directions, the cars were lining up on the side of the 
road, about 20 each way, which makes at least 40 cars. We all had a 
good laugh over that one. At the next intersection where we 
should have turned left, the driver went r ight again- r ight back 
into town. AGAIN.  
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Finally, after an hour of picking people up, we headed left at the 
intersection, up the hill, and on our way to the jungle. The PMV 
can fit about 15 people on each of the two benches against the edge, 
but even more can sit on the floor. At the last count, there were 44 
people. Plus luggage. So it wasnõt the most comfortable of 
journeys, but some of us didnõt mind it so much. The road got 
progressively worse though. From a decent tar seal with the 
occasional pothole to gravel, to puddles and finally to mud. The 
truck kept chugging along the roads, stopping every now and 
again to kick the drive shaft back into place, and once to fill up 
with diesel from plastic bottles at a ôpetrol stationõ on the roadside. 
The actual trip wasnõt too bad. We stopped plenty of times at the 
roadside markets, playing all sorts of games with the kids in the 
truck, dozing, waving to people walking, well, dozing until it got 
too rough to be comfortable. At about 4.30 the truck driver refused 
to go any further and everyone piled out. Almost everyone. The 
team stayed in for some reason, all except for Aaron. He jumped 



out with his bag and got the video camera out, but the truck 
proceeded to do a 20-point turn and began backing down the road. 
So Aaron was left with his backpack and the video camera while 
we got a free trip around the corner. It was quite funny at the 
time. Finally we all got out and unloaded all the gear-the drums 
included. David and Thomas (our national team member) were 
intending to walk to Pagwi that night to sort out first a 4wd then a 
canoe for tomorrowõs trip. So they went on ahead while we sorted 
out how we were going to carry everything. The nationals offered 
to help though and they took the drums and the packs we couldnõt 
carry. After an hourõs walk along the road the sun suddenly set 
and we were at Jamah. The people kindly asked us to stay, and 
David and Thomas were there too.  They had decided (call it 
providence) that it would have been foolish to separate the team 
and so had waited at the village for us. Half of us stayed in the 
councilmanõs house while the other half stayed in someone elseõs 
house. They are really well built houses-well the one that we 
stayed in anyway. They are high up off the ground by about 2 
metres and have a really nice floor made out of the bark of a tree. 
They must cut around the base and at the top then peel it off, 
because they are straight strips of bark. And itõs not as hard as you 
would expect so itõs comfortable to sleep on. Anyway, we sat 
under one of them singing, eating and talking with the people. 
Again their friendliness is so, well, fr iendly. I was given a papaya 
and a packet of rice. We ate the papaya for dinner but I gave the 
rice to David G because I wasnõt hungry-well not for rice wrapped 
in a banana leaf with unknown ôthingsõ in it. We had some kulau-
fresh unripe coconut. The coconuts you buy in NZ are the mature 
coconuts and the juice in those ones tastes nowhere near the juice 
of the unripe ones. It tastes like its slightly carbonated but its 
sweet and refreshing. Itõs far better than water, but it doesnõt 
actually re-hydrate you. Thomas and Elias saw a 4wd go past and 
luckily were standing right by the road so they stopped him and 
he promised to come and get us in the morning. So we have to be 

ready by 7. Which means about 9. Hopefully weõll be able to get to 
Chambri tomorrow. 



20th Feb Friday 
 
7am the guy said. It came- we were all ready- it went. 8 came, and 
went. We ended up having a worship time in one of the huts. ôItõll 
be here by 9 definitelyõ, we said. No such luck. So I went to sleep 
on my luggage for a while, then we went under one of the huts 
and performed some impromptu dramas that the kids absolutely 
loved. Especially when Fred was a monkey. I think everyone 
enjoyed that. I went over and sat with them and they were 
climbing all over me. Luckily one of them could speak English so 
she sort of interpreted for both sides. They to ld me they had never 
seen a white person before. How unique does that make one feel? 
They were such cute little kids. They stare at you unblinking, and 
when you glance in their direction they get all shy and hide 
behind the nearest person. Finally at about 12.30 the 4wd arr ived. It 
was a fairly late model twin cab Toyota Hilux, but the guyõs son 
took it for a spin with his friends when they werenõt in total 
control of themselves and rolled it.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
So there were 
no windows, 
no windscreen, broken speedometer, and no starter. Once we had 
loaded all the gear on, we had to push start it. 6 of us piled in and 
on the truck and we headed off down the road. Just before the first 
corner there was this big rut full of water so our crazy driver went 

straight into it. Little did he know that there was a log in it. So the 
wheels were spinning and we were all hoping that the engine 
would keep running, because there would have been no way we 
could have got it out of there. But Aaron got the log out and we 
carried on down the, well, it was a road, but there wasnõt much to 
classify it as a road by. More of a mud slick. It was a fantastic tr ip-
the driver fully knew what he was doing and was really skilled at 
getting the truck through. So half of us got the easy tr ip while the 
others started walking. We got to Pagwi but then the driver 
demanded more money or else he wouldnõt go pick up the others. 
David told him he wouldnõt give him anything until he picked up 
the others. So after mucking around for a while he finally drove 
off and picked them up. They had walked 13 kms in the hot sun in 
the heat of the day and were very glad to see the truck. So we got a 
canoe, loaded it up, began to get in, but discovered it was too 
small. So we watched all our gear go around the corner of the 
Sepik. Finally they returned with a bigger one and we all fitted in 
and headed off down the mighty Sepik. It was flooded so it was 
moving pretty fast, and we had an outboard so we were gunning it 
downriver. We turned off into a canal and the nationals found a 
ôshortcutõ. There was so much rubbish-logs and branches and 
leaves- and the motor kept dying. Occasionally the drivers had to 
get out the paddles and push us through. Finally after working 
through the networks of canals for two hours we got onto the 
Lake. 10 minutes later the wind picked up and there were ôbikpela 
wavesõ. So we crossed to the other side of the lake and decided 
against finding dry land to spend the night and the nationals told 
the driver to ôgive õem sixtyõ and get to Chambri. The waves were 
crashing over the sides of the boat and we were all soaked through. 
The nationals were panicking, but I was enjoying it. We arrived at 
Chambri in the dark and waded through the reeds to the airstr ip. 
Although we couldnõt see much at night, we could see that some 
of it had been cut so we werenõt too sure why the pilot couldnõt 
land. We jumped over a ditch and went into Eliasõ house. Only a 



few of us could fit in there though, so the other 5 went to 
Bonifaceõs house just next door. They cooked us a decent meal of 
rice and soup- it was just the thing after a long cold canoe tr ip. But 
weõre all shattered and hope to sleep as long as possible tonight. 

21st Feb Saturday 
 
We have been away a whole week already. It has passed pretty 
quickly though. Today we got up at a reasonable time, and for 
once we didnõt have to have everything packed by a certain time. 
We waited until the others roused themselves and ambled over to 
our house. Then we sat around having a little worship time as we 
have most days and we discussed what the plan for the following 
few days will be. We are planning to visit five other tr ibes over 
the next week. So weõll leave here on Monday morning and come 
back Saturday. We looked at the airstr ip and realised why the 
pilot couldnõt land here.  Some of the strip is cut, but only some of 
it. Different sections of it are owned by different families and its 
their responsibility to look after their section of the str ip and keep 
it cut. So David is going to talk to Elias today and get him to tell 
the nationals to cut the str ip, because we want to fly out of here. 
We went for a walk down the str ip to the Spir it House. Girls 
arenõt allowed in so I hung back and was about to sit down under a 
tree when they said I could come in. David was saying Iõm only 
the third or fourth gir l to go in, so I felt pretty privileged. The 
building is quite amaz ing. Apparently they spent twenty years 
building it. All the main posts are fully carved and painted and 
there is amazing latticework holding the roof on. There are four 
big benches- two down each wall. They represent a Crocodile, 
Flying Fox, Rat, and a bird. Iõm not too sure what kind of bird 
though. Each animal represents a clan. Some of the men showed 
us their initiation scars. Their backs are covered in tiny scars cut 
by a razor blade in all these  
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
patterns and it looks extremely painful. Last year David to ld them 
the story about Saddam Hussein, how he blew up the trade 
centres. In those stories he called Saddam a ômumutõ or rat. So this 
time David updated the story, and his previous name for Saddam 
turned out to be more correct than he had imagined, because he 
was found in a rat hole. The nationals are scared to death of dying, 
so David always tells them the stories because they know there is 
a ôcourtõ after death and they know theyõve done wrong. So he 
basically preached the gospel in the Spir it House. How cool is 
that? It was pretty amazing. We walked back to Eliasõ house for 
some lunch- rice and soup- and hung around reading, talking and 
sleeping. The sun is so hot; you have no energy to do anything. 
Later on in the afternoon we decided to go ôwaswasõ. The boys all 
went off to one somewhere in the bush, while I went to the gir ls 
one. It wasnõt running water, but at least it was cold. When 
everyone came back we got out some sports equipment. Aaron 
brought a ball, we found a stick to improvise as a bat, and taught 
the Americans and the national kids bat-down. At first the kids 
were really shy and didnõt want to play, but when they finally 
became brave enough, we discovered that they are excellent ball 

handlers. They can sure hit that ball. Except for when the good ole 
2$ shop ball split. Then we had to cover it with duct tape. But the 
kids loved it, and soon we were all pretty exhausted. There are 
plenty of animals here- at the moment there are 7 puppies under 
the house which keep us awake at night, a tiny little cat that is so 
skinny it does nothing, chickens, dogs, and the occasional pig. 
Aaron was given a spear and a spear-thrower and we were all 
trying to throw it. Some of us were getting the technique quite 
well (some of us- me not included), and then it broke. So again, 
we fixed it with duct tape. What would we do without it? We 
went inside for another meal of rice and soup (which is actually 2-
minute noodles mixed with the rice) and some smoked fish 
tonight too.  Then we sat around comparing accident stories. I 
thought we had told them in Wewak, but no, people have more. 
Then as we were keeping Eliasõ family up, we decided to retire. 
Ahh, will those puppies ever be quiet?! 



22nd Feb 2004 
 
òHappy Birthday to meó I slept in, got given a present of 2 
chloroquine pills (malaria pillsémay I add, they are foul) and got 
up just in time for church. We all got introduced properly to the 
people who came to church, and then everyone sang happy 
birthday to me. Itõs such a neat church. We sang a whole lot of 
pidgin songs, we did a couple of skits for them, and Ron preached. 
After the service everyone has to shake hands with everyone else. 
Iõm not even going to start working out how many hands were 
shaken in total. One of the national gir ls gave me a really nice 
necklace that she made for me especially. We sat around under the 
house for about an hour, talking and staying in the shade, and then 
we went up to the house for ð you guessed it, r ice surprise. Then I 
got a little cake/muesli bar with a candle next to it. So everyone 
sang again, and we each got a piece of the cupcake. Then there was 
a blue bag from mum and dad, and inside were 3 packets of 
starbursts and some lifesavers and jerky and crossword puzzles.  
Weõre going to eat the lollies slowly to save them for times when 
we really do not want to eat rice. So we had some nice 
supplements to our lunch-lo llies, cake, and jerky. Definitely the 
best meal so far. Sitting around seems to be the normal around 
here, so we did, and when it got too hot inside, we went down 
under the house again. We must have looked thirsty or something, 
because we were all given a kulau. It was just what we needed. 
After drinking it all I split it open with my knife. I was sitting on 
the ground and all the nationals were watching me and laughing. 
Whatever I do they laugh. I donõt know why. Then the boys 
played bat-down again. This time they used a tennis ball- but like 
the other ôkiwiõ gifts, it split first hit. Dinner was rice surprise 
again. It would be unbearable without the ômagic potionõ. David G 
brought a container that has six spices in it- salt, pepper, cayenne, 
seasoned salt, garlic powder and paprika. Itõs depleting pretty fast 
though. At least we have a big bag of salt. But at the moment, the 

ôstuffõ makes everything taste all right. We were kinda bored 
tonight so we borrowed a pack of cards. I think we finally have 
run out of stories. First we played spades, but that got boring 
really fast. So we played hearts. I lost the first game naturally, but 
I think itõs going to be an on-going thing, not me losing, but the 
game itself- a championship or something. Hopefully we can 
bring the cards along when we go to the other villages. Tonight 
was a relatively clear night we took the telescope out and Aaron 
set it up. Heaps of people came out to look through it, but they 
had a bit of trouble because they didnõt quite understand how to 
look through it. It was a really nice day-nice enough for my first 
16th bir thday anyway-the best 16th birthday Iõve ever had. 


