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    Foreword


  




  

    Over the years thousands of women, mostly Australians, have lived as expatriates in Papua New Guinea. We went there at different points in our lives and for a variety of reasons. Some of us were keen to go; we were looking for adventure in exotic surroundings, seeking our fortunes, changing jobs, running away from unhappy situations, furthering our professional or academic interests. Many of us were motivated to go to a developing country to ‘do good’. Others went because their partners or their parents had an ambition, an obsession or a contract. All have stories to tell.




    The editors came together with enthusiasm and motivation to compile an anthology of such stories. We were not looking for women whose ideas and attitudes matched our own. Rather, we were hoping to elicit a wide range of personal perspectives and experiences. To this end, we conducted creative writing workshops in Canberra, Sydney and Brisbane. There was such an overwhelming response that not all of the stories could be included in this volume.




    The writers were in Papua New Guinea from as early as the 1930s through to the present. Some stayed for only a short period of time, others spent a large portion of their lives there. A few still remain.




    Although contributions are from women of Australian, British, New Zealand, Chinese, French, Irish, German, Dutch and North American backgrounds, this list is not representative of all expatriate women in Papua New Guinea. It would have been interesting to have included women from, for example, Africa, India and the Philippines.




    The writers chose to present their experiences in the form of essays, diary extracts or letters, memoirs and fiction. Some focus on incidents, issues or characters while others review the entire period of their sojourn in Papua New Guinea.




    Readers will be drawn to share with the writers their exhilaration, dismay, guilt, fear, excitement, love lives, awe of landscape and sense of isolation—geographical and emotional—as they come to terms with life in Papua New Guinea. They will encounter birth, death, cargo cults, wilful and worthy servants, and discover unusual approaches to bridges that must be crossed, another use for brown paper, the importance of a bottle of gin and that porklers is not an innovative name for pigs. Cross cultural tensions and a sense of otherness are overriding themes pervading all of the writing.




    This anthology will challenge commonly held views of the expatriate condition and especially the place of expatriate women in Papua New Guinea. It can be seen as a prism through which expatriates may view themselves.




    Whilst not all writers chose to look back through rose-coloured glasses, we noticed a reticence to dwell on law and order problems and the vulnerability that many expatriate women felt in their day to day lives. As visitors to Papua New Guinea, were we unwilling to be critical of our host country? Or is this simply explained by the human tendency to leave painful memories hidden?
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    Pen Portraits of


    Contributors


  




  

    Josephine Bastian




    We were in the Territory of Papua and New Guinea in 1969–70, when my husband was working with the International Biological Program, first on Karkar Island and then at Lufa. I wrote a book about this period called Paper House Wind House. The story, ‘Meri had a Baby, Aye my Lord’, is extracted from it.




    Helen Bayes




    Helen Bayes grew up in a Quaker family in England and migrated to Australia in 1966, aged twenty-two, as the first step in an exploration of the world. She got stuck in Australia, then went to Papua New Guinea in 1981 to conduct a Review of Recruitment Procedures for the Public Services Commission. She lives in Canberra with her husband and three children.




    Paquita Boston




    Paquita Boston, BSc (Adel. Univ.) was twelve years in Papua New Guinea and her husband Chris, twenty. Her brief job in Lae as a botanist in 1968 brought them together. After a false start in New Guinea they now farm near the Ord and Gascoyne Rivers in Western Australia.




    Myra Jean Bourke




    In early 1978, I overheard: ‘What did Mike Bourke’s wife use to do?’ I survived the ensuing identity crisis and now offer an answer: taught at Rabaul Secretarial College in 1971-76; married Mike and accompanied him to the Eastern Highlands; had two sons; studied; taught part-time at Ukarumpa High School; acquired many and varied friends; and sadly left Papua New Guinea in 1983.




    Celia Bridle




    In 1975 we left the UK for Papua New Guinea because we were fascinated by it. I worked as an art teacher and illustrator and John Perkins, my husband, worked as an agricultural officer. We lived in Rabaul for seven years and were particularly interested in traditional dancing and singing.




    Muriel Brookfield




    Muriel Brookfield is a geographer. She has been a geomor-phologist in the Australian Commonwealth Scientific and Industrial Research Organisation, an Associate Professor in Canada, a development researcher in the Pacific, and a part-time ornithologist in Canberra. In 1958, in Papua New Guinea, she was a ‘good academic wife’, that is, her husband’s unpaid research assistant, investigating labour and migration statistics.




    Emmanuelle Carrad




    Emmanuelle Carrad, a French national, went to Papua New Guinea in 1978 with her Australian husband. She worked in Wabag, Goroka and Port Moresby in various capacities in community health. She is presently Program Manager of the Indonesian National Eye Care Program of Helen Keller International, and is completing a Masters degree in Medical Sciences from the University of Queensland.




    Sally Clarke




    Sally Clarke arrived in Port Moresby in February 1956. She and Peter were married there one week later. Peter was attached to the Commonwealth Attorney-General’s Department. Daughter Jane was born in Port Moresby hospital in 1957. The family left in March 1958, on transfer to Melbourne.




    Sister Jo Devlin




    Born in 1937, at Aghavrin, County Cork, Ireland. In 1959 I joined the Sisters of St Clare, the feminine branch of the 750-year-old Franciscan Order. We focus on prayer in a simple, cloistered lifestyle. In 1971 I took part in establishing the first community of the Order in Melanesia, at Aitape in the Sepik region. This was to be our ‘temporary’ home and twenty years later, here we still ‘temporarily’ are.




    Rosalie Everest




    Early in 1957 my father established Arau Coffee Plantation in the Eastern Highlands. That year my mother, my four-year-old sister and my four-week-old self flew by small aircraft to a dirt airstrip near Arau. For the following hour’s journey to the plantation my mother was carried in a chair strung on poles, my sister rode the shoulders of a labourer and I travelled by basket.




    Lynn Giddings




    Lynn Giddings arrived on Bougainville Island in December 1960 as the bride of a patrol officer. She taught for the next eight years. Both her daughters were born in Goroka, in the Eastern Highlands, where Lynn is remembered for her work with youth at risk with the law.




    Kathy Golski




    I dreaded going there with my four children, one a newborn, to a dark and savage valley in the most remote mountains of the Western Highlands. But Voytek had started his fieldwork and we needed to be together. That was in 1981. We stayed with the Gamegai tribe and these two years have left their indelible imprint on all of our lives. I wrote a diary called Another Life while I was in Papua New Guinea and excerpts from it are used here.




    Helga M. Griffin




    My memories of a childhood in Iran with German and Austrian parents, of our displacement by war to an Australian internment camp for five years and of my first year of marriage in Italy probably prompted my choice to leave a predictable suburban Melbourne in 1968 and adventure with my Australian husband, Jim, and our six children to the University of Papua New Guinea, where he taught until 1975.




    Frieda Helbig




    Frieda Simpfendörfer Helbig (1915-1982) migrated to Australia from Germany at the age of 20. She went to Finschhafen in Papua New Guinea in 1938 to work with the Lutheran Mission. There she married Martin Helbig and also raised her family. She worked in Papua New Guinea until she retired in 1981. Frieda wrote a collection of autobiographical stories called Frieda’s Memories for her family and the story ‘Cyclone’ is taken from it.




    Susanne Holzknecht




    Sue Holzknecht first went to the Territory of Papua and New Guinea in 1967 and was married to Hartmut who is a Papua New Guinea citizen. She lived there from 1967 to 1990 teaching and doing research in anthropology and linguistics. She had her only child Martin in Lae in 1973 and now lives with her family in Canberra.




    Shirley Home




    Born in Derbyshire England, Shirley Home migrated to South Australia where she married Charles Home and went to Wasua on the Fly River in 1945. For eighteen years she lived with the Gogodala, learning their language and culture, writing primers and teaching. She started the first baby clinic, library and small magazine. With her husband she established the first Bible School in the Western Province.




    Lolo Houbein




    Lolo Houbein is an author of novels, short stories and non-fiction. She visited Papua New Guinea in 1971, 1975 and 1980 and lived on campus at the University of Papua New Guinea during 1976. Her short thesis on The Theme of Love in Papua New Guinea Literature, was published in the Papua New Guinean quarterly, Bikmaus.




    Janelle Humphreys




    Janelle accompanied her husband to Kundiawa in 1979 until 1981, then to Port Moresby in 1983 until 1986. She taught mathematics and art in International schools, and lectured in mathematics at the University of Papua New Guinea. She considers that her experiences there had a major influence on her professional career and artistic pursuits. At present, she teaches mathematics at the Australian National University.




    Amirah Inglis




    Amirah Inglis was born in Europe in 1926 and came to Melbourne as a child. In 1967 she went to Port Moresby with their family when her husband joined the University of Papua New Guinea, and lived there until 1975. She taught public servants, gardeners and dental assistants and wrote ‘Not a White Woman Safe’: Sexual Anxiety and Politics in Port Moresby 1920-1934. Other books include Karo: The Life and Fate of a Papuan and the prize-winning Amirah. An UnAustralian Childhood.




    Karen Kadiba




    I met John Kadiba, a United Church pastor, in Brisbane during 1971 and married him in Rabaul in 1976. We lived in Rabaul, Port Moresby and in John’s village in Papua. Our family moved to Darwin in 1986 where John is a lecturer at Nungalinya Aboriginal Training Centre and I work as a community health nurse.




    Kathy Kituai




    While in Port Moresby, 1980–84, I frequently longed for surf, sandy beaches and Australian accents. I returned to Australia with a different outlook on writing, a ten-month-old son and the realisation that culturally I am cross-eyed. Capriciously, I yearn for green frogs, iridescent blue butterflies and pidgin spoken by my Papua New Guinean relatives.




    Barbara Lepani




    Barbara Lepani grew up in Queensland. After marrying a fellow student, Charles Lepani from the Trobriand Islands, she moved to Papua New Guinea in 1972. She lived in Port Moresby until 1978, but through her work travelled extensively throughout the country. She now works at Sydney University as a research consultant, lecturer and strategic futures thinker, and is a student of Buddhist approaches to the ‘science of the mind’.




    Jenny Manning




    During 1975 my husband took a position in Port Moresby. While there, I began to weave large off-loom creations out of string, boars’ teeth and shells. I returned to Canberra to a sculpture course at the Canberra School of Art, followed by a Diploma of Education. I am now an Education Officer at the National Gallery of Australia. I remember vividly that time in Papua New Guinea as a period of sticky camaraderie, physical anxiety and political change.




    Alison Mathie




    British-born Alison Mathie first went to Papua New Guinea in 1978, as a teacher near Rabaul. Since then she has worked in Port Moresby, East Sepik Province and Madang, in publications, non-formal education and advocacy work, particularly with women. Her evaluation work has taken her to Papua New Guinea for two recent visits to Simbu and Port Moresby. Alison is currently living in the United States of America.




    Mary Mennis




    Mary Mennis (née Eccles) was in Papua New Guinea 1962–1982. After working as a teacher, she married Brian and lived in Rabaul, Mt Hagen, Madang and Moresby. Mary collected oral traditions which she used in children’s stories. In 1978 she was involved with a group of old people in Madang in building a traditional trading canoe, the art of which was fast disappearing. This was the basis of her Master’s thesis. She is at present doing a PhD.




    Andrée Millar




    Now living in Brisbane, Dr Andrée Millar spent nearly forty years in Papua New Guinea working as a botanist and writing for scientific journals. She wrote a weekly page in the old South Pacific Post and then for the Post Courier for thirty years. She was the Tropical Gardener on NBC radio for the same period. Andrée organised overseas conference trips for her Gardens staff. She was awarded the OBE, the Independence Medal and the Ten Years Independence Medal.




    Mollie Parer




    Mollie Parer, now 90, lives in Brisbane and is in good health. She enjoys her memories of Papua New Guinea where she lived from 1933 to 1941. The Parer family had many connections with Papua New Guinea. Mollie’s husband Bob was awarded posthumously the Papua New Guinea Independence Medal. Her son Robert and his family are now the only Parers left in the country.




    Trish Reid




    Did return to Australia. Spent couple of years in inner Sydney practising street wisdom. Then moved south. Now lives on land sandwiched between Deua River and Deua National Park. Teaches Aboriginal Studies and Career Development (part-time) at Moruya TAFE. Plays mandolin, writes, mows long grass, in community with cats, bats, wombats, wallabies, satin birds and leopard slugs.




    Linda Roach




    Linda Roach went to Papua New Guinea in 1972 to keep her family together when her husband had research to do in a Sepik village. She also went to experience living with people who were different from herself. She discovered instead that although their lives and beliefs were different from her own, many of their interests and frailties were familiar: their concern for their families and their dreams of a less ordinary life.




    Tang Mow Yau Hing




    Born near Canton in 1908, Seeto Yau Hing married Tang Mow in 1927 and went to New Guinea in 1937. She was a well-known trader in Wewak for many years and had five sons. Mrs Tang Mow died in May 1992 and is buried in Sydney.




    Joanne Wagner




    My husband, three small sons, and I began service with the Summer Institute of Linguistics at Ukarumpa in the Eastern Highlands in 1967. The SIL goals of Bible translation, literacy and linguistics were supported by our teaching in the high school. The students were mainly expatriate missionary kids and those living in nearby Kainantu and Aiyura. We returned to the USA in 1985.
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            ANGAU


          



          	

            Australian New Guinea Administrative Unit


          

        




        

          	

            apinun


          



          	

            afternoon


          

        




        

          	

            ASOPA


          



          	

            Australian School of Pacific Administration


          

        




        

          	

            bagarap


          



          	

            damaged, ruined


          

        




        

          	

            balus


          



          	

            aeroplane


          

        




        

          	

            baret


          



          	

            ditch, gutter


          

        




        

          	

            bihainim mi


          



          	

            follow me


          

        




        

          	

            bilum


          



          	

            net bag used as a carry-all mainly by women


          

        




        

          	

            boi


          



          	

            native male servant or labourer (archaic)


          

        




        

          	

            boihaus


          



          	

            servant’s quarters


          

        




        

          	

            bosboi


          



          	

            overseer, foreman


          

        




        

          	

            BPs


          



          	

            Burns Philp store


          

        




        

          	

            brus


          



          	

            native leaf tobacco


          

        




        

          	

            buai


          



          	

            betel nut (Areca catechu)


          

        




        

          	

            CRA


          



          	

            Conzinc Rio Tin to of Australia


          

        




        

          	

            didiman


          



          	

            agricultural officer


          

        




        

          	

            doktaboi


          



          	

            native medical orderly (archaic)


          

        




        

          	

            dukduk


          



          	

            male cult of Tolai people; also member dressed up to represent cult


          

        




        

          	

            Gendika


          



          	

            language spoken in the Bundi area, Madang Province


          

        




        

          	

            Government Friday


          



          	

            day on which government employees are paid their fortnightly wage


          

        




        

          	

            grile


          



          	

            ringworm, tinea


          

        




        

          	

            gumi


          



          	

            inner tube of tyre


          

        




        

          	

            gutnem


          



          	

            reputation


          

        




        

          	

            hausboi


          



          	

            male domestic servant


          

        




        

          	

            hausmeri


          



          	

            female domestic servant


          

        




        

          	

            haus sik


          



          	

            hospital


          

        




        

          	

            kago


          



          	

            goods, cargo


          

        




        

          	

            kalabus


          



          	

            jail


          

        




        

          	

            kanaka


          



          	

            native or uncivilised person (derogatory)


          

        




        

          	

            kaukau


          



          	

            sweet potato


          

        




        

          	

            kiap


          



          	

            government official


          

        




        

          	

            kina


          



          	

            Papua New Guinea currency (K1.00 = about US$1.00)


          

        




        

          	

            Kotte (Kâte)


          



          	

            language from Finschhafen area used as a Lutheran Mission lingua franca


          

        




        

          	

            kranki


          



          	

            crooked


          

        




        

          	

            kukboi


          



          	

            a cook


          

        




        

          	

            kulau


          



          	

            green coconut


          

        




        

          	

            kumu


          



          	

            leafy vegetables


          

        




        

          	

            kunai


          



          	

            grass, in particular blady grass (Imperata cylindrica)


          

        




        

          	

            laki


          



          	

            card game or gambling


          

        




        

          	

            laplap


          



          	

            fabric, loin cloth


          

        




        

          	

            lapun papa


          



          	

            old male person


          

        




        

          	

            laskat


          



          	

            card game


          

        




        

          	

            liklik


          



          	

            little


          

        




        

          	

            liklik haus


          



          	

            toilet


          

        




        

          	

            limbom


          



          	

            black palm


          

        




        

          	

            LMS


          



          	

            London Missionary Society


          

        




        

          	

            lukim


          



          	

            look at, see


          

        




        

          	

            luluai


          



          	

            headman appointed by the colonial government


          

        




        

          	

            marasin


          



          	

            medicine


          

        




        

          	

            masalai


          



          	

            spirit or ghost


          

        




        

          	

            maski wari


          



          	

            don’t worry


          

        




        

          	

            masta


          



          	

            white man


          

        




        

          	

            matmat


          



          	

            cemetery


          

        




        

          	

            meri bilong


          



          	

            wife of


          

        




        

          	

            meri blouse


          



          	

            Mother Hubbard blouse


          

        




        

          	

            meri pamuk


          



          	

            female prostitute


          

        




        

          	

            mi


          



          	

            me, I


          

        




        

          	

            mi laik wok


          



          	

            I would like to work


          

        




        

          	

            mi les


          



          	

            I can’t be bothered


          

        




        

          	

            mipela sem tumas


          



          	

            we are very ashamed or embarrassed


          

        




        

          	

            misis


          



          	

            white woman


          

        




        

          	

            mumu


          



          	

            stone-lined earth oven


          

        




        

          	

            NBC


          



          	

            National Broadcasting Commission


          

        




        

          	

            nem bilong yu


          



          	

            your name


          

        




        

          	

            niupela


          



          	

            new


          

        




        

          	

            pamwara


          



          	

            water pump


          

        




        

          	

            pay fortnight


          



          	

            day on which employees are paid their fortnightly wage


          

        




        

          	

            pikinini


          



          	

            child


          

        




        

          	

            ples


          



          	

            place, village, home


          

        




        

          	

            PMV


          



          	

            Public Motor Vehicle, licensed to carry fare-paying passengers


          

        




        

          	

            POM


          



          	

            abbreviation used by airlines for Port Moresby


          

        




        

          	

            Raisi Moa


          



          	

            name of a song popular in Papua since World War II


          

        




        

          	

            raskol


          



          	

            criminal


          

        




        

          	

            raus


          



          	

            get out


          

        




        

          	

            RC


          



          	

            Roman Catholic


          

        




        

          	

            saksak


          



          	

            sago


          

        




        

          	

            San Mig


          



          	

            San Miguel beer


          

        




        

          	

            sarep


          



          	

            sharpened hoop iron for cutting grass


          

        




        

          	

            save


          



          	

            know, understand


          

        




        

          	

            sem


          



          	

            shame, embarrassment


          

        




        

          	

            singsing


          



          	

            any festival with dancing and singing


          

        




        

          	

            smat moa


          



          	

            very smart appearance


          

        




        

          	

            sori


          



          	

            sorrow, sympathy, apology


          

        




        

          	

            stret


          



          	

            correct


          

        




        

          	

            susu


          



          	

            breast, milk


          

        




        

          	

            tambu


          



          	

            forbidden


          

        




        

          	

            tanget


          



          	

            leaves of Cordyline fruticosa plant


          

        




        

          	

            tanim het


          



          	

            highlands courting ceremony in which young men and women sit cheek-to-cheek and rotate heads


          

        




        

          	

            taw kongkong


          



          	

            Chinese taro (Xanthosoma sagittifolium)


          

        




        

          	

            tevel


          



          	

            malevolent ghost


          

        




        

          	

            tok ples


          



          	

            vernacular language


          

        




        

          	

            tok sori


          



          	

            apology, speech of apology or mourning


          

        




        

          	

            tok stori


          



          	

            tell a story


          

        




        

          	

            tubuan


          



          	

            man wearing a ceremonial mask which, it is believed, turns him into a spirit (coastal)


          

        




        

          	

            tumbuna


          



          	

            grandparent


          

        




        

          	

            Walkabauti


          



          	

            name of a song in Solomon Islands pidgin


          

        




        

          	

            wantok


          



          	

            friend, someone who speaks the same language


          

        




        

          	

            wokabaut


          



          	

            go for a walk


          

        




        

          	

            yar


          



          	

            Casuarina oligodon tree


          

        




        

          	

            yumi


          



          	

            we, us


          

        


      


    


  




  

    




    Living on the Edge




    Emmanuelle Carrad


  




  

    Once, when I was on holidays in a small town in the south of France, I went to the post office to send a letter to Papua New Guinea. The lady behind the counter looked up at me above her glasses and said in a weary tone of voice, ‘Madame, I cannot send your letter to Papua New Guinea. It is not a country.’




    ‘But,’ said I, ‘I live there.’




    ‘I don’t think so’, she replied. ‘You must be mistaken. See, it’s not in my book! Maybe you mean Guinea-Bissau or Guinea . .. but that is in Africa.’




    ‘No, Papua New Guinea is situated north of Australia.’




    ‘Australia . . . Australia . . . Australia .. . Yes, I have it, but Papua New Guinea no, no, no .. .’




    We finally agreed to use the same postage as for Australia.




    ‘But don’t come back and blame me if it does not get there,’ she said.




    ‘Certainly not, I will be back in Papua New Guinea by then!’ I replied.




    My family and friends were already used to the idea that I would not come back to the strict, Catholic and bourgeois lifestyle I was raised in, when, after having disappeared for a year in Asia, I returned accompanied by a handsome Australian man.




    We decided to look for jobs in a developing country. We found them in Papua New Guinea and in 1978 we moved to Wabag. Our standard two-bedroom government house had a wood stove and lots of highland cockroaches!




    Quickly we met with the small expatriate community of numerous nationalities. The Australian doctor, an ex-television producer, was a workaholic, like my husband, and we spent many evenings gossiping, working and laughing! The Canadian volunteer couple and their teenage daughter who teased young Enga men and drove her father mad, while mother took refuge in books of philosophy; the white-legged English teacher in laplap, socks and sandals who got his driver’s licence by taking a test on the only road, around the unused airstrip, then went straight to drive in London; the naive volunteer nutritionist, fresh out of university, with strong political views, walking around in tight shorts, as if on a Sydney beach. She almost got raped while walking alone in the gardens surrounding Wabag; the German lady in search of the native men and raw experiences; the sexually repressed, kind but rigid ex-kiap, in Papua New Guinea since high school; the visiting old Swedish actress looking for adventure who, by chance, met the ex-kiap; the American teacher with his marijuana plants and potent rhubarb wine; the South African teenage mother of three, married to the supermarket manager, who would sail through the day with the help of some early morning joints; the Austrian man who bought himself a local bride . . . We formed an odd but close minority group.




    The main institutions of Wabag were the supermarket where bad meat was sold half price to local clients unaware of the health hazards, the Wabag Lodge where a policeman was hacked to death one night, the newly built Provincial Government office, walls already covered with red betel juice, the Police Station and the Country Club.




    The Club was a rough place. It had the look of a fortified house surrounded by walls with broken glass on top and reinforced with five metres high wire. That came after the Deputy Chief of Police was refused entrance because he was not a member. He had called his police friends to the rescue and they launched an attack with tear gas on the Club. It was a good place to wheel and deal after working hours with local politicians and everyone else in town, if one could get out early enough before all hell broke loose.




    I was in charge of the Maternal and Child Health clinics at the Wabag Health Centre. Work should have been simple and straightforward enough! I cannot remember one smooth and uneventful day. To get the truck was the first exercise of the day. It was always being used to fetch firewood, pigs or beer, or to bring some relatives, when it was not taking warriors to the site of a tribal fight. When we had the truck, the staff would often disappear as if by enchantment, hoping that I would get tired of waiting for them!




    At the beginning, I loved the excitement of travelling through the lush, evergreen mountains, of driving across deep ravines on flimsy bridges, houses made of bush material and with thatched roofs scattered among the gardens of sweet potatoes, corn and sugarcane, alternating with huge clumps of giant bamboo overhanging deep narrow valleys and fast-flowing torrents, plantations of casuarina trees, coffee and pandanus. Later on though, I grew weary of the bridges which seemed to be leaning more and more on one side each month until it became a gamble to cross them, especially on rainy days, so slippery they were. The driver, always high on buai, would laugh but the staff members would jump out of the truck and cross on foot. Once, a bridge collapsed under the truck. Because the driver had gone through at full speed, the truck hung in the air for a split second and made it to the other side. The bridge was rebuilt by the time we came back.
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