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CHAPTER 1


Everyone was screaming and running. The young children were holding their mothers’ skirts or being dragged by the hand by their fathers or older siblings. The older mamas, often with little ones bouncing on their hips, were holding their long skirts so as not to trip. And the old men were trying to keep up with everyone.


Sergeant George Long of the Vanuatu National Police was running too. He wasn’t entirely sure why. He had two children in his arms.


Minutes earlier, he had been walking around the tiny marketplace in the centre of Lenakel – the main town on the Vanuatu island of Tanna. It wasn’t much of a market in terms of facilities or size – one open-side roofed area the size of half a tennis court – but the vegetables were plentiful, albeit all of the same limited variety. If someone wanted pumpkin or tomato, then they would be well looked after – but if they had hoped for anything else then it was going to be a disappointing shopping expedition.


George hadn’t gone to the market expecting to buy anything. He had just arrived from Vanuatu’s capital city of Vila an hour earlier and was just waiting for his accommodation to be ready.


The siren had started wailing as George was wandering from one pile of pumpkins and tomatoes to another pile of pumpkins and tomatoes – all of them tied up like little pyramids or mountains. A police car with lights flashing pulled up in front of the market on the road that ran past the wharf. Three white Toyota Hi-Lux pick-up trucks followed. Before George could read the small logo on the yellow shirts of the dozen or so people who jumped from the three vehicles, George knew they were staff of an international aid agency. The cars were too new and clean to be locally owned.


Two staff from the aid agency immediately started yelling instructions into portable megaphones. Under the best circumstances, it was almost always impossible to make sense of anything that was being said when it was amplified through one of these conical loudspeakers. When two people were competing, it was audible but utterly incomprehensible.


Despite George’s inability to understand what was being said, those around him immediately turned and started running in the opposite direction – away from the sea and towards a nearby hill behind the market.


A young police officer and the yellow-shirted aid workers were now waving their arms, yelling at people to go as fast as they could.


That is when the screaming started. George looked around; he estimated there were around 400 people now running towards the hill. The road that ran alongside the market away from the wharf was 500 metres long. It had a slight incline. Perhaps there were even more than 400 people, as the road was dense with adults and children running and screaming.


George hesitated. He still didn’t know why they were running but he knew he should help.


He wasn’t wearing his police uniform. George was visiting Tanna for a wedding and a week’s holiday. He had brought his police identification card, but that was back in his wallet with his unpacked suitcase at his accommodation. He had taken a small amount of cash to the market, but figured there was no point taking the wallet full of credit cards and ID – he wasn’t going to be using EFTPOS at a tiny market in one of Vanuatu’s smaller provinces.


George started jogging towards the police officer. He planned to explain he was a sergeant based in Vila but was available to assist.


‘The other way,’ a young man in a yellow shirt yelled at George as he approached the police officer.


Before George could answer and explain who he was and why he wasn’t running, a young child was pushed into his arms.


George looked down. Another young child, a little older than the one he was holding – George guessed perhaps four years of age – was standing near one of the yellow-shirted aid workers.


George scooped up the four-year-old and started running with the rest of the crowd up the road.


Even with the two children in his arms, George was still running past people – mostly older men and women, but also a couple of younger people on crutches and an old mamma in a wheelchair. No-one was pushing the old woman in the chair. The road was too steep for her to manage the incline on her own. Scores of people ran around her – she wasn’t going anywhere. George almost stopped but then realised he wasn’t going to be able to help her while he was carrying the two children. He would come back for her, he thought.


At the end of the road, they came to a carpark – just a well-worn piece of ground that probably served as a turning area for drivers who realised this road wasn’t going any further.


It was crowded.


A small track ran off the area up a much steeper incline. Those who had reached the parking area first were being shepherded up the path by more yellow-shirted aid workers.


The screaming had lessened but was now being replaced by the siren of the police car that was slowly driving up the road from the market pushing the stragglers onwards. One of the yellow shirts with a megaphone was urging people to keep moving. That is what George had presumed they were saying. It was still impossible to tell for sure. But given the renewed energy those around him showed as they started up the steep incline, it was clear that is what was being encouraged.


George held tightly to the two young children – both boys. He looked down and smiled – trying to assure them things were fine. That there was no reason to be upset. George was surprised to see them smiling and laughing.


They didn’t seem scared or concerned at all. George looked around. The screaming was continuing, but people were also laughing and joking.


Before George could ask anyone what was going on, the yellow-shirted aid worker turned off the megaphone and just started talking in a loud voice. Without the amplification, this was much clearer, and George was finally able to understand what was going on.


He heard the only word he needed to hear.


‘Tsunami,’ said the aid worker.


George held the children tighter and started running up the track as fast as he could.
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CHAPTER 2


While George took efforts not to push too many people out of his way, a couple of people – younger men who should have been able to stand a bit of jostling – were knocked to the side as George ran up the hill with the two young children under his arms.


The track was rough, and twice he almost slipped and fell after stepping on some loose stones. But given he was running while holding two little ones, he did quite well.


George had never experienced a tsunami, but he had seen plenty of footage of the destruction they caused. Every year, he would have to sit through police training in preparation. Given Vanuatu’s geographical location on top of the Ring of Fire, earthquakes that caused tsunamis were not that unusual. From an early age, Ni-Vanuatu were taught to place their plates and cups near the centre of any table rather than on the more handy, and certainly closer, edge. Regular shocks would knock anything sitting precariously on the edge of a table to the floor. Generally, Ni-Vanuatu didn’t comment on these shocks, as they were so minor and so regular.


There was, however, a sense of inevitability of a large offshore earthquake occurring that would result in a catastrophic tsunami.


The Vanuatu National Police were first responders. As such, each year George would sit through the training and watch news footage showcasing the power of these huge waves devasting other countries. Each year he couldn’t help but wonder what role the police would have other than to help clean up what might be left – if anything.


Information signs and sirens had been deployed in Vanuatu over the last few years. George had noticed many of these signs in Vila had been vandalised or damaged. He had never heard the sirens used since their installation – he could only hope they still worked. He had read somewhere that Indonesia’s early warning system had failed because no-one had maintained the high-tech sensor buoys deployed in the ocean. If Vanuatu had its own ocean buoys, he highly doubted they would be regularly maintained and operational. By the time this would be discovered, it would be too late.


From his training with the Australian Defence Force as part of Australia’s support of the Vanuatu National Police, as well as news reports that followed each time there was a tsunami anywhere across the world, George knew the destruction a tsunami caused. Houses were destroyed, roads ripped up, cars tossed around like toys – and, of course, the death and injury to humans. There was no surviving a tsunami at sea level.


Getting to high ground and hoping it was high enough was the only option.


George looked up from the track as he bumped into a group of people.


They had stopped running. George looked around. He was high up the hill. There was still some way to go to the top, but no-one was interested in going past the large tree that they were now sitting under regaining their breath.


George sat down. The children he was carrying were now crying. He wasn’t sure when that had started. He had been too busy running for his, and their lives.


Before he could comfort them, two mamas lifted them up and took them away.


George didn’t know who the women were but was happy for someone else to take the two boys. Looking after children wasn’t George’s speciality. He didn’t know much about children. As an only child – unusual in Vanuatu – he didn’t have the opportunity to look after younger siblings.


Unlike most Ni-Vanuatu families, George’s own family was very small – just him and his mum and dad. Perhaps it was his Chinese heritage. He had never asked his mother why she didn’t have any more children. It was just how things were.


Even though there had been plenty of cousins from his mum’s side – the Ni-Vanuatu side of his family – he was never expected to look after them when school had finished or on the weekend as his cousins or friends were. Instead of babysitting, he would spend his free time at his grandfather’s trade store or his dad’s restaurant on the island of Santo.


It wasn’t that he wasn’t welcome at his Ni-Vanuatu family, it was just that he didn’t seem to fit in. He had his grandfather and father to thank for that. It wasn’t a big deal; it was simply how it was. This sense of being different from those around him had followed George through primary school, secondary school, his time in Australia when he undertook postgraduate study, and now as Vanuatu’s only half Chinese-half Ni-Vanuatu police officer.


There had been some teasing but nothing significant. When the first Chinese bank opened in Vila, his locker at the police station was filled with application forms. George’s boss, Inspector Peter Kali, would generally send George to deal with any incidents that involved international tourists. He said that George’s English was better than the other officers – which might have been marginally true given George had spent a couple of years in Australia as a student, but they both knew it was because George was less intimidating. Given the rise of international tourists from China, George found that he was also being sent to those incidents involving these tourists more often than his colleagues. His Chinese language skills were limited to basic words in Cantonese (thanks to his grandfather’s occasional interest in teaching him), however, so there wasn’t really any reason why he would be better able to communicate with these increasing numbers of tourists from mainland China – other than perhaps he was again less confronting and more familiar to them.


George didn’t need to know who the two women were who took the children because they would either be relatives or neighbours or friends or from the same church or have some other connection to the children and their family. Lenakel was small, so he probably could have handed the children off to anyone and be sure the children would end up in the right bed that night, with a full belly and washed face.


Having caught his breath, George stood up and looked back down the track. There were still plenty of people coming up the hill. There was less urgency than before, though, and many people were milling around the carpark at the top of the road and not even bothering to venture up at all.


George started to head back down the track. He would be able to help some of those who were struggling.


As he started down, he noticed the mood of those around him. Those who weren’t out of breath were laughing and joking and clapping each other on the back.


Vanuatu is considered by many to be the happiest place on earth, but such levity in the face of a devasting tsunami seemed to George to be out of place.


George grabbed a young man who was sitting on the side of the path. ‘We have to go,’ George pleaded.


The man looked up and smiled. ‘Go where?’ he asked.


‘To help,’ replied George pointing back down the hill to where the older folk had gathered in the carpark along with some young mamas with babies.


The young man laughed. ‘They’re OK. No need to bring them up here.’


‘Are you crazy?’ George replied. ‘They’ll die. We have to get them.’


The young man laughed again. Before George could remonstrate further, he noticed that others were laughing as well.


‘What? What?’ said George spinning around.


The young man pointed to one of the aid workers in a yellow shirt. She was struggling with the loudspeaker. After a moment she stopped trying, held it away from her mouth and started yelling.


‘Well done, everyone!’ she called out.


There was spontaneous applause.


It began to dawn on George what was happening. The laughing, the smiling, the lack of concern about those left behind at the bottom of the mountain...


‘That was a record time,’ the young aid worker continued.


‘But not fast enough,’ admonished a male colleague. He pointed to the carpark. ‘What about them?’ he asked. ‘They would surely be dead.’


This quietened the chatter and discussions.


The female aid worker took over: ‘It is up to all of us.’


Good cop versus bad cop. George nodded in appreciation.


Nice move, even in these circumstances.


‘This was just a practice,’ she continued. ‘But we have to act as if it were real. We have to make sure everyone gets up the hill.’


‘Everyone,’ echoed the male yellow shirt.


He waited a moment to let the crowd feel suitably chastised.


‘You,’ he said to the young man standing near George. ‘You should have carried up one of the mamas.’


He looked ashamed.


‘Did you see this man?’ the female yellow shirt called out to the crowd. She was pointing to George. ‘Did you see him? Carrying up two little ones. Not even his own.’


She smiled at George.


‘That is what we need you all to do. Help those around you.’


Some of those around started clapping. George nodded. Embarrassed.


It seemed the event had come to its end.


People resumed talking and began moving back down the hill.


When the path cleared a little in front of him, George joined those walking down the hill.


Part way down he felt someone grab his arm.


‘Sorry. I almost slipped.’ It was the young female yellow shirt who had noted his selflessness.


George looked up and nodded. Talking was not his strong suit. Talking to women even less so.


‘Tangkiu tumas,’ she said. ‘For the children,’ she added.


‘All gud,’ George replied. He would have liked to say something else. Perhaps something about her hair or her smile. He didn’t. He had a girlfriend – back in Vila.


They continued to walk down the track side by side.


The silence was not awkward but was heading in that direction. Finally, George thought of something to say.


‘How did you know they weren’t mine? The pikinini? How did you know they weren’t my children?’


She laughed and quickened her pace.


She turned as she walked ahead of George and said, ‘I think I would recognise the father of my own children.’


A young man started running past George – up the hill.


‘It’s over,’ said George.


He didn’t stop; he just kept running. There were three other young men behind him running quickly.


Before George could say any more, a voice called out from the carpark.


‘Over here. Hey, George!’
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CHAPTER 3


It was a voice George knew well.


He looked over. By now he was at the bottom of the hill and standing on the edge of the carpark.


He was surprised.


It was Alfred King, but that wasn’t unexpected. What was surprising was that he was standing next to a brand-new pick-up truck. Sparkling clean, not a dent or scratch that George could see.


‘What do you think?’ Alfred asked as George stood transfixed in front of the van.


‘Whose is it?’ George stammered.


Alfred smiled.


George was on Tanna for Alfred’s wedding. Or more correctly, he was there for Constable Jayline Oli’s wedding. Jayline was George’s unofficial police partner in Vila. Jayline was marrying Alfred.


George still couldn’t believe they were getting married.


He had known Jayline and Alfred were seeing each other, but he had no idea how serious it was till she invited him to the wedding.


‘Are you sure?’ he asked when she handed him the invitation one day at work. ‘You don’t have to, you know, invite me,’ he said.


‘I’m not inviting you because you’re my boss,’ Jayline replied. ‘I’m inviting you because you are my friend… and Alfred’s.’


George smiled at Jayline.


‘I know you are his friend too,’ she teased him. ‘Why else would you always be letting him drive us around in his van.’


Alfred drove Vila’s most decrepit and unsafe taxivan. George was embarrassed to be seen it, but with no police cars available it was the only way he and Jayline could get around Vila to do their police work.


George looked at the invite. The smile fell away as he looked back to Jayline.


‘Tanna?’ he asked.


‘Yes, Tanna. You know Alfred comes from Tanna. I’ve heard you teasing him about it.’


‘Of course, I know he is from Tanna, but you’re not. Your family are from Pentecost, so why aren’t you getting married there?


Jayline smiled. ‘It is important to Alfred. I think he wants to show me off to his family – so they actually believe he caught himself a real policewoman.’


‘And your family?’ asked George.


‘Well, let’s just say that catching a Man Tanna is not too much to brag about.’ Jayline laughed. ‘Besides, most of my family are in Vila now anyway and they all know him. It will be nice. But you don’t have to come, I know how busy you are.


‘Are you ting ting no gud? Of course, I am coming. I wouldn’t miss it for the world. But…’


‘Tanna?’ Jayline laughed again. She then reached over and touched the invite.


‘It’s a plus one,’ she said. ‘Plus one?’ repeated George.


‘You know,’ she said with a smile, ‘if you want to bring someone. Like a girlfriend or something.’


George tucked the invite in his shirt pocket and started to walk towards his desk.


‘Well?’ asked Jayline.


‘Well what?’ he replied.


‘The plus one. I need to let Alfred know – for catering.’


‘Just me,’ said George as he walked away.


For the next month, Jayline spoke about the wedding – dress she was wearing (too modest), the problems with her sisters’ dresses (too revealing), the problem with her future mother-in-law (too controlling), her dad complaining about the cost of the wedding (to be expected), and even pre-wedding counselling she and Alfred were being forced to do by the pastor (too explicit). She also hinted at the plus one for the invite. George would politely ask questions when space in Jayline’s litany of wedding complaints allowed, but he never responded to her hints about his wedding date.


A week before she was leaving for Tanna for the wedding, she asked George outright.


‘Veronique.’ It was a statement by Jayline, not a question.


‘Veronique?’ It was a question by George, not a statement.


Jayline and George looked at each other, neither blinking.


Since she had attached herself to George nearly 12 months earlier, fresh out of the police academy and became his unofficial partner, George had known that Constable Jayline Oli was also going to be a better police officer then he was. She was smart, had imagination, was curious, but most importantly, she could read people with singular clarity. It wasn’t George’s strength, not at all.


It was also precisely why he was the first to break the staring deadlock.


‘OK, yes, we are dating, but I just don’t know what is happening. I don’t think she is taking it very seriously.’


George had hoped that might be enough. Having worked with Jayline for an almost a year, he simultaneously knew it wouldn’t satisfy her.


She didn’t need to say anything.


George started to talk.


‘When we started going out together, everything was great. We had fun together, we laughed, had serious conversations about politics and work, everything. But…


George had gone as far as he could without prompting. He knew it, he knew Jayline knew, and of course, Jayline knew all of this as well, which was why she would one day, sometime in the distant future, make a great police commissioner – if she could avoid the politics that poisoned that role.


‘But what?’ she led him on.


‘Things have changed recently. She doesn’t answer my texts, cancels dates, says she can’t talk.’


George had not told anyone this. He didn’t want to admit to anyone his greatest fear – that Veronique, the woman he had loved the moment he had heard her voice reading news bulletins on local Vanuatu radio, had spent enough time with him to realise he was not all that interesting and that she would never, ever really love him.


Jayline looked at him for a moment in silence.


‘Don’t be an idiot,’ she said abruptly. ‘She’s busy. She is practically running the radio station now. Plus, she is writing for the newspaper. Did you see her article last week about the aid fiasco?’


‘Which one?’ asked George meekly.


‘Exactly! You can’t expect her to be available all the time.’


George nodded. He didn’t really believe Jayline. He knew it made sense and what she said was likely true, but he didn’t really believe her. It was much easier to believe that Veronique didn’t love him. Indeed, it was much better for him to know this now than to get much more hurt later.


Jayline didn’t ask George about Veronique again.
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CHAPTER 4


Alfred was standing by the van. A new red, 4-door Toyota Hi-Lux pick-up. Other than the colour, it was just like the three trucks driven by the aid workers.


George was a bit confused.


In Vila, the van Alfred drove, like all the public taxivans there, was rusted, had ripped seats, broken side mirrors, was dented, and produced enough smoke to eclipse the rest of Vanuatu’s greenhouse emissions.


‘Nice truck,’ George finally said.


‘Come on, we should go,’ Alfred said.


Before George was able to respond, someone nearby screamed. A woman. The scream was soon followed by another.


George looked over to where the noise was coming from.


There was a small group of people standing next to a pick-up truck. George wasn’t entirely sure, but guessed it was the same model as Albert’s – only white, not red. It was one of the trucks driven by the aid workers.


Even though he couldn’t see the seemingly compulsory decal sign on the side of the car declaring which group of wealthy foreign do-gooders were helping their poorer, worthy global south neighbours, it wasn’t a great leap of policing deduction.


There was a group of international aid workers from the tsunami practice standing agitatedly next to the truck, including one screaming – albeit more quietly now. They were standing on the driver’s side. The driver’s door was open.


From where he was standing, George could see through the windscreen someone sitting in the driver’s seat. He saw two of the aid workers reach in and shake him. One of them was the woman who had thanked him for carrying the two children up the hill.


Two police officers were standing by their police car about 50 metres away. George watched them walk over, quickening their pace as they got closer.


George started to walk towards the car, but then held himself back.


He was on holiday. There were other police officers attending. He didn’t need to get involved.


But he also didn’t want to walk away. He continued watching.


When the first police officer arrived – a young man, short with very black skin, probably Man Tanna presumed George – he pushed his way past the two aid workers to see what they were looking at. He immediately stepped back.


The person in the driver’s seat hadn’t responded to either of the aid workers or the police officer.


George couldn’t tell what had caused the driver to be unable to respond to the very loud commotion going on around him, but it was obvious nothing was ever going to rouse this man again.


George watched the second police officer arrive. He was older than the first, perhaps explaining his late arrival. Without getting too near, he peered into the car. George continued to watch him as he then took a small step forward, leant in and had a closer look.


While the older police officer was having a longer look, his younger colleague held out his arms and began to shepherd the aid workers away. It wasn’t too difficult.


Ni-Vanuatu, as a general rule, aren’t too keen on looking at dead bodies.


Those that die of natural causes are well cared for and tended to by their families as part of the grieving and burial ceremonies – though the exact kastom changed from place to place and community to community.


But those murdered take a little while to come to terms with.


The long knife being held by the older police officer as he stood up and stepped away from the truck was sufficient to know that whoever was sitting there hadn’t died of natural causes.


George had seen enough.


‘Take me for a spin?’ he asked, turning back to Alfred.


Without waiting for an answer, George walked to the passenger side and hopped in.
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CHAPTER 5


There weren’t too many all-weather roads in Tanna. Beyond the small wharf there were three roads that led away from the shoreline up a slight rise. George had run up one of these less than an hour ago under the impression he was about to die.


These roads ran in parallel, joining a second main road that they all joined in t-intersections. This higher road then continued for a few hundred metres away from the tsunami hill then petered out as it climbed up a much steeper hill.


From the wharf, another road ran in the same direction as the top road towards the airport, but like its higher neighbour, it also became a gravel road just a few hundred metres out of town and quite a few kilometres short of the small airport that George had landed at earlier that day.


Alfred was keen to show George just how powerful the car was but didn’t want to take her off the main roads, so after a couple of laps George encouraged Alfred to pull over and let him out when they had circled past the market for the fourth time.


‘Tangkiu tumas,’ said George as he hopped out.


‘Are you sure?’ asked Alfred. ‘We can go around again if you like. I might be able to get into fourth gear on the top road this time.’


‘No, all gud. I just need to buy some supplies and then I might go back to my room for a rest. It was an early start this morning.’


Alfred said goodbye and drove off, demonstrating to all those within earshot the truck’s very loud horn.


The market was quiet. It hadn’t closed; the food that had been brought in for sale was still there – small tiered pyramids of carrots and tomatoes, tall knotted clumps of kava root, small and large pumpkins with their prices scratched in chalk on their sides – all waiting to be sold and laid out on woven mats, but with no customers and no-one to sell them, bar a few old women left to sit and care for an equally small number of infants.


George knew where everyone would be.


It didn’t take long for word to get out.


There was a large crowd of people now surrounding the car with the dead man in it. No-one was pushing too much to get close, but they all wanted to listen to the conversations being had between the police officers and the aid workers in the yellow shirts who had discovered him.


This was always the most confusing part of any investigation. Everyone spoken to saw something completely different to the other witnesses. Each person was convinced the victim was standing, sitting, lying down when attacked. That the attacker was male, female, white, black and they were holding the knife in the left hand, their right hand, it wasn’t a knife at all but a machete, no, not a machete, a piece of metal.


It was like dealing with a bunch of pikinini for the police officers who were taking down these initial statements – nothing heard could be taken as truth. No-one was lying on purpose – usually – but no-one wanted to admit they weren’t sure, so they just said what they thought sounded reasonable.


In time, a picture would begin to emerge, but during those first interviews nothing could be taken at face value.


George was pleased he wasn’t on duty and wasn’t involved.


Usually, he would let Jayline manage this. She was particularly good at not only seeing the common threads of the many differing stories, but also was able to give witnesses the space to be honest about what they saw and what they thought they saw.


But it wasn’t her business either. George was happy to let his unknown colleagues do this work. He was sure Jayline would feel the same way – she only had five more days till the wedding and from the last conversation they had before she left Vila for Tanna a couple of days earlier than him, there was a still a fair bit to arrange.


The wedding was straightforward – ceremony at local church followed by meal and dancing hosted by Alfred’s family. The problem was the negotiations between the two families over the gifts to guests – specifically, which parts of the sacrificed pig would be given to the various uncles, aunties, cousins, grandparents, friends and so forth.


It was the moment that largely signalled the end of the wedding festivities and was perhaps the most anticipated moment – when the pig would be slaughtered by the bride’s family, butchered, and then distributed to departing guests. It wasn’t so much the anticipation of continuing the wedding feast on return to their own village or home that gave rise to the excitement but the eagerness to discuss who had been favoured with the largest and choicest cuts and, more importantly, who had been insulted for the same though opposite reasons.


George knew of a marriage that hadn’t survived the first week because of feuding families demanding to know why the groom’s third cousin hadn’t been gifted any sweetmeats whereas the bride’s maternal grandmother had been given a kilogram of loin.


George took a final look around the near deserted market.


There was nothing that he needed.


His accommodation wasn’t too far from the market – perhaps a kilometre or so on the main road towards the airport.


It would take just as long to walk as it might to wait for a public taxi given the local interest in the dead man in the white Toyota, so George turned right and started walking.


The road ran along the shoreline perhaps 200 metres or so inland, so that he could actually see the water through the lush foliage on his left.


He crossed over a short bridge that sat over a deep but empty ravine – George was sure it would flow high and fast following rain in the high mountains that sat in the distance to his right.


Across the bridge, on a slight rise to the left, sat a squat rectangular building constructed out of concrete blocks with a corrugated iron roof. It looked sturdy. It clearly wasn’t a church and so George guessed that it must be a kava bar, as few other buildings across Vanuatu other than churches and kava bars – especially out of Vila – were built to last. It had a veranda tacked to its front with various-sized chairs and tables scattered around. Given it was still before lunch, it was empty. Just before dark, a green or blue lightbulb would be switched on to indicate it was open. George doubted he would visit. He wasn’t too keen on kava.


George kept walking and passed two small guesthouses before reaching his own reshaos.
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