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CHAPTER 1


The ceiling fan was annoying. Not because of its lack of impact on the heat and humidity in the large courtroom, though this was minimal. Rather, it was annoying because of the sound that it was making. Although the fan turned slowly, the noise from a broken component wasn’t consistent. Sometimes it made a knocking sound, sometimes it didn’t. There was no discernible pattern to the fan’s interruptions. Sergeant George Long was finding it hard not to be distracted.


He turned around to see if it was annoying those sitting around him. From what he could see, he was the only one paying it attention. Everyone else was focused on their phones or talking to each other. On closer inspection, those in the courtroom younger than George were all using their phones while all those older than George were talking to their neighbour, or someone across the room, and even in one instance to someone standing outside the courtyard – all in a whisper that could hardly be hard but didn’t seem to interfere with the conversation taking place.


Given his age, George wasn’t sure what he should do – use his phone or talk to Constable Jayline Oli sitting next to him.


Just as he was almost at a decision, the fan above him clicked noisily – again out of sequence – and he again lost his train of thought.


There were a lot of people in the courtroom and more standing outside. These were the smart ones, George thought. Outside there would be a breeze and no fan interrupting their thoughts by an inconsistent knocking. But those inside would hear the judgement first; they would see the accused face the moment the judge declared his guilt or innocence.


That is why George was in court. He wanted to see the response.


It had been a straightforward investigation that started following a phone call to the Saturday night radio talkback show hosted by Veronique Bani. George still wasn’t quite sure how to describe Veronique. She was pregnant and he was the father. They weren’t living together – though they had talked about it. They weren’t engaged, as she was still married, but in the process of getting a divorce. So, ‘girlfriend’ sounded trite but ‘partner’ seemed too presumptive. Truth be told, he just wanted to marry her and be a normal family.


Regardless of how his and Veronique’s relationship was labelled, the caller had spoken about a young woman in the community who had been molested by a church pastor and was now pregnant. The caller hadn’t said what community it had happened in but said she was scared that other young women,maybe even girls, might also be assaulted.


George had heard the call. He tried to always listen to Veronique’s show – even when she was reading the news reports. Before he had met her, the best part of his day was listening to her voice wash over him as she read the news during the week or did a late-night call-in show on Saturday evenings. Even when he was working, he made sure he could hear her. He had a small transistor radio in his office, on his desk, for that very purpose – just to listen to her voice.


In any case, the radio station logged the phone number of all callers, and it was this log that Veronique had found the number. George had asked her to either pass on his number so that the caller could contact him directly or permit Veronique to pass on the number to George so he could call himself. The Vanuatu Police Force needed to investigate this.


The caller, who was the girl’s aunty, agreed to meet George and Jayline.


They met at George’s favourite café and between chocolate thickshakes, pineapple juices, and – inexplicably – a black tea (which George thought the most wasteful drink to buy in a café as it was just a teabag and boiling water) the aunt explained what had happened.


The local pastor had been having sex with the 14-year-old for nearly a year. The girl had finally told the aunt when she became pregnant. She hadn’t realised until she began showing. Initially she wouldn’t tell the aunt who the father was but broke down eventually when the pastor began to come to house to give private Bible lessons to her cousin – the aunt’s 13-year-old daughter.


The problem was that no-one wanted to challenge the pastor. He was nambawan man in both the church and the community. The girl’s family didn’t want to involve the police.


The aunt had decided to call Veronique’s talkback show because she didn’t know what else to do. George had to promise that he wouldn’t say who had informed the police – that it had been anonymous.


George and Jayline went straight to the pastor.


If he was going to lie and deny it, it may as well be at the start of the investigation. At least that way they had somewhere to start.


The community was just before Pango on the outskirts of Vila’s formal municipal boundaries. Being just inside or outside these boundaries didn’t mean too much, as the services provided by the council were pretty limited beyond the main town of Vila.


It was mid-week. They found the church building quite easily and inside, the pastor himself.


‘Gud moning,’ said George as he walked into the church and showed his police identification to the pastor. He didn’t do that all that often, his police uniform usually being sufficient identification.


‘Moning,’ replied the pastor. He was young – perhaps 30. The aunt had told them he wasn’t very old. But George was still surprised. He was Christian, but in his albeit limited experience, church-going in Vanuatu was generally for women, old men and children. He hadn’t ever met a pastor under 50. He had just presumed there was some sort of age limit and they couldn’t become a pastor – he wasn’t even sure how they did become pastors – until they were older.


George watched Jayline as she stepped forward. She didn’t show her badge, she was wearing her uniform.


‘We want to talk to you about Majabelle.’


‘Of course. A wonderful woman,’ the pastor replied.


‘Gel,’ replied Jayline, correcting the pastor’s representation of the child’s age.


The pastor didn’t respond but smiled.


George could see that Jayline was going to find this difficult.


‘We have had reports,’ said George before Jayline could say anything further, ‘that she is pregnant—’


‘And you are the father,’ said Jayline.


The pastor continued to smile.


‘Yes?’


‘Yes, as in ‘yes, I am’ or as in ‘yes, what do you want me to say?’’ asked George.


The pastor thought for a moment.


‘Both.’


It was a confession George had not expected.


‘You have to remember,’ the pastor said. ‘I have been sent by God to teach my flock God’s love.’


George knew Jayline wouldn’t be able to help herself. He didn’t mind.


‘By God’s love, you mean men having sex with young girls.’


‘She was a young woman,’ replied the pastor seemingly unfussed.


‘She was 14.’


George allowed the pastor to continue talking. There was no contrition, just a fervent belief that sexually assaulting girls – the pastor certainly wouldn’t accept that characterisation, though he did admit that they had not consented, but he was forcing them to submit to God’s will – was his responsibility as their pastor. There was almost pride as he named not just Majabelle but four other young women – two from this community and two more from the community he had been preaching in previously on the other side of the island.


He repeated everything he had said in the church when they took him to the police station for a formal interview.


Once he had been charged, Majabelle and two other families decided to give evidence. To George’s confusion, two didn’t and wouldn’t believe what had happened. The young women stayed silent when George and Jayline spoke to their mothers.


Majabelle’s child had been born just before the trial and adopted by a cousin living nearby. That wasn’t shameful or unusual, with many children being raised in families other than their own biological for a whole range of reasons.


For all his self-incriminating evidence, the pastor still pleaded not guilty when the matter came to the court. It was perhaps why George had never seen too many young pastors – they simply did not have any wisdom or self-control.
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CHAPTER 2


George felt a sharp elbow in his side. He turned. Constable Jayline Oli had looked up from her phone and was nodding towards the door behind the elevated judge’s bench.


The door had opened, but the judge had not yet stepped out. Whispered conversations stopped, phones were slipped into pockets or on laps. It was only the fan above that imposed its presence on the room with its inconsistent and unpredictable noises.


George looked over to where the accused was sitting in the dock. One of his Vanuatu Police Force colleagues was standing next to him – it wasn’t someone George knew by name.


The police officer leant over and spoke to the accused. The pastor stood up. At that moment, the judge walked through the door and sat behind his bench.


George felt his phone vibrate. A short punch of movement in his chest pocket. He knew it would be wrong to look at it, but he also felt it wrong to ignore. He slipped it into his hand and tried to see what the message said.


It was difficult – George was going to need glasses soon. Either his eyesight was worsening or his arms were getting shorter. He held the phone as far away as he could to help him focus on the small screen. He recognised the number – his boss, Inspector Peter Kali.


George read the message. He passed the phone to Jayline. She smiled and passed the phone back and then quietly stood up and slipped out along the bench seat they were sitting on and walked outside.


George put the phone back in his pocket.


He had no idea how his boss knew the verdict – the judge had yet to even begin talking. George looked over to where the soon-to-be-convicted, former church leader was standing. The only question would be how long he would be sentenced to jail for the rape of gels from his congregation – multiple rapes ending in one girl becoming pregnant.


George’s phone vibrated again. This time he ignored it.


George looked up at the judge. He was straightening his paper and using a large white handkerchief to wipe his face, which was glistening. George’s eyesight made it more difficult to read his texts, but he could clearly see the beads of sweat rolling with increasing speed down the forehead of the judge. At least George was able to wear his short-sleeved police shirt. The poor judge was holding tight to the British colonial justice system with his robes and wig.


George looked over to the wall of the courtroom. On either side of the window were two recently installed air-conditioners. When George had last been in the courtroom, no more than six months earlier, they were still in their boxes. They had sat in their boxes for at least two years.


They were both shiny, unmarked and unused. He looked at the two electrical cords dangling about a metre from the bottom left-hand corner of each unit. A further 50 centimetres below the end of the cord was an electrical socket. It reminded George of God’s finger desperately reaching out to what George always thought was the disinterested finger of humankind in Michelangelo’s Sistine Chapel – he hadn’t been there, but he had seen pictures on the internet. He didn’t know anyone from Vanuatu who had seen it with their own eyes. No doubt there had been some, he just didn’t know them.


The electrical cord reached with all its might, hoping to connect and to join as one, but the electrical socket was just out of reach and not willing to make the effort required. George set himself a reminder that next time he was due in court that he would first stop at the large New Zealand–owned hardware store and buy a couple of extension cords – a metre in length would be enough. A metre of white cord would make the world of difference.


George’s phone vibrated a second time – a reminder he hadn’t read it yet. Again, he held his phone out as far as he could. It was short and to the point – even with his eyesight, he could read it. Another message from Inspector Kali.


‘Five years.’


It probably made sense if his boss knew the verdict before it was read out in court that he would also know the sentence.


Five years. Not as long as George had hoped, but longer than he was expecting.


He looked over at where the paedophile reverend was standing. He no longer wanted to see his face. He feared that if would be the same look of sanctity he had faced as he questioned him about the rape of the young girl that he might not be able to control himself and he would attack him.


George realised that as a sergeant of the Vanuatu Police Force, attacking a prisoner would not be his smartest move. Plus he didn’t know the police office guarding the pastor and he was twice the size of George, his slight frame a gift from his Chinese grandfather.


George stood up quietly and took the same route as his constable. He could hear the judge beginning to speak as he slipped out of the courtroom doors and walked over to where Jayline was standing under a tree.


‘Let’s go,’ he said as he walked past her in the direction of the police station.


‘You don’t want to hear what he got?’ she asked as she ran to catch him.


‘Five years,’ he said.


‘How do you know? The judge has only started talking.’ Jayline had been looking through the window.


George held up his phone.


Jayline was now walking alongside him. She didn’t need glasses.


‘How did he know?’ she asked.


George shrugged.


‘Probably wanted to test the reaction with the police before making a final decision. Make sure that it wouldn’t cause any more problems with the local community – or church,’ Jayline answered herself.


The central police station had recently been relocated due to the previous station suffering water damage. No-one seemed to be bothered by the poor working conditions for the police, but when the cells in the basement became unfit for prisoners, the government decided it was time to find a new location. The current location was supposed to be temporary. But with a major fit-out as part of the Australian aid program to Vanuatu, George didn’t expect to be moving again soon. Paying for a new purpose built police station would require a bit more competition to hold political influence within Vanuatu between China and Australia – so not off the cards, but not on the immediate horizon. Not that George knew at least. In any case, he was quite happy with the new facility.


George had nabbed a desk in the back corner on the ground floor. It may have been a small storeroom when the building was operating previously as a shop, so it was blocked from the line of sight of some of the senior officers in their new glass partitioned offices.


As with this case, many local people would prefer to call Veronique’s radio show and talk about their problems than call the Vanuatu Police Force and make an official complaint. As a result, George often would learn of potential crimes by listening to Veronique’s show. It had become a regular morning routine – listen to Veronique, learn of an unreported incident, then go investigate. If George had been asked and had enough gumption to answer honestly, though, the latter two outcomes paled into insignificance compared to listening to the woman he now loved and with whom he was having a child.


Jayline would sit opposite him with notepad and pen and jot down possible crimes. They would then leave the police station and take their lives into their own hands crossing various roads – waiting for a small break in the seemingly unending caravan of battered old taxivans masquerading as public buses, darting across the road as soon as a gap appeared and jumping onto the cracked pavement on the other side. All to get to George’s favourite café.


As he always did, George would walk through to the back room and sit at the long bar that ran along the open windows looking out over the bay. It really was a million-dollar view, enjoyed only by the young women earning just a few hundred vatu a day washing dirty dishes behind the local restaurants located in the central market next door and those tourists paying hundreds of dollars to stay in the multi-storey hotel on the other side of the market.


Again, as he always did, George would catch the eye of a waitress, smile and nod. All the waitresses were about 40 years old and seemingly had been here since the café opened more than two decades earlier.


Soon after, he would be brought a thick chocolate milkshake and Jayline would be brought a pineapple juice. She had fatefully ordered it on her first trip to the café with George and it had become her standard order – not that she was particularly fond of pineapple juice; however, the waitress knew exactly what George wanted, and she never thought to ask Jayline again after that first time.


‘Oraet?’ asked Jayline wondering if he was alright.


George nodded.


‘I oraet,’ he replied. ‘I guess I wasn’t expecting anything more, and I’m glad he was found guilty – it just …’


‘Just what?’ prompted Jayline.


George wasn’t sure. Teenage pregnancy wasn’t all that uncommon in Vanuatu – probably the same the world over. Family and child abuse was also not that unusual. He wasn’t even shocked that the perpetrator was a religious leader – that was probably a global pandemic. He just didn’t know why this one affected him more than similar cases had in the past.


George stayed silent – a bit too long. That allowed Jayline to ask another question.


‘How’s Veronique? I mean, the pregnancy.’


George smiled. He didn’t know if Jayline had just changed subjects on purpose or if this seeming non sequitur was the answer to George’s unease.


He turned to her and smiled.


Given how smart she was, how intuitive and empathetic, he doubted it had been an accident. George couldn’t wait till she was running the Vanuatu Police Force.


‘All gud,’ he replied.


Jayline looked at him – that answer wasn’t going to be enough.


‘I wonder if since I knew I was going to be a father, these cases have become more personal.’


Jayline nodded.


‘I hadn’t even thought of that,’ she said.


Her point made, George knew there was nothing else Jayline needed to say.
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CHAPTER 3


A cruise ship was in port. As a result, there were fewer public taxivans available to be flagged down. Whether it was by government decree or hope, though probably the latter, the evening before a cruise ship was due to dock – and there more than 100 a year – nearly all the public taxivans would race each other to line up along the wharf road in the expectation of finding a family stepping off the cruise ship willing to pay an exorbitant fare into the town or even better, to have a half or full-day tour.


George didn’t know if that dream was ever realised, but he did know it didn’t stop the drivers from waiting all morning for that illusive golden fare.


Jayline’s new husband drove Vila’s most decrepit public taxivan. Every panel was dinted, most windows were held in place with plumbers’ tape, the engine burnt more oil than petrol, and only one windscreen wiper worked. It was Alfred King’s pride and joy. Alfred owned the taxivan. Unlike nearly all the other public taxivan drivers, he wasn’t driving a vehicle owned by a cabinet minister, judge or senior bureaucrat. It was his. It had taken him six years of savings and working most days. Not bad for a Man Tanna.


At their recent wedding on the island of Tanna, Alfred and his brother were given a brand-new pick-up truck. Alfred and Ralph had taken out a large loan from the man that ran a Chinese aid agency. When he was murdered, all the loans he had made across the island were forgiven by the Chinese Government. Quite a wedding gift.


George had hoped that Alfred would use this asset to borrow money to buy a better taxivan to drive in Vila while Ralph drove tourists to and from the volcano Mount Yasur on Tanna. Alfred had done this but had kept his original van as well. To George’s utter bewilderment, Alfred continued to drive the old taxivan, meaning that George and Jayline had no choice but to continue using it as well.


George was embarrassed to be seen in it, but with no police cars available it was often the only way he and Jayline could get around Vila to do their police work.


George stopped walking and stood in the shade of a tree and looked at Jayline.


‘I’ll give him a call.’


Jayline stepped away to call her husband. If he was nearby, or even if he wasn’t, he would come and pick them up and take them to where they needed to go.


It was a quick phone call.


‘A miracle,’ she stated.


‘Not a tour?’ asked George.


‘Full-day,’ she replied.


‘They chose his taxivan?’ George couldn’t quite believe it. He knew Alfred normally didn’t bother competing for cruise ship passengers. He must have found them by accident.


Jayline shrugged.


George looked along the road. No taxivans were in sight.


The choice was theirs. They could wait and see if one drove past and try to wave it down or they could keep walking into town.


George hated the heat – not a useful attitude when living on an island in the Pacific, but one he couldn’t change. He blamed it on his Chinese grandfather – a genetic nuisance, like his slight frame, that was something he couldn’t change. Jayline seemed not to mind.


Just as he was about to step out from the sale of the tree they were standing under and walk back to the police station, a taxivan came around the corner. George waved at it. He wasn’t sure if it would stop. It would all depend on if it had tourists in it or not.


It slowed down and stopped where they were standing – no tourists. There were no designated bus stops in Vila. Wherever a possible passenger was standing was a bus stop.


‘Police station,’ George said. It was a not a question enquiring if the bus was going that way. No bus stops and no bus routes. Taxivans went where the passengers wanted to go.


If you weren’t a police officer, you would be dropped off after the person who had first flagged the taxivan – even if that meant going well out of your way. But if you were a police officer with the power to check the driver’s registration, licence and roadworthiness of the vehicle, it was in the driver’s interest to get you in and out of the taxivan as quickly as possible.


George and Jayline stepped into the vehicle. They nodded in turn to an old mama, a young mother with a baby in her arms, and two school children.


George tried to close the door slowly after noting the sticker on the door window – sarem doa slo.


It didn’t take them too long to be driven to the police station.


As they drove, George looked out the window. It was easy to identify the tourists from the cruise ships from other non– Ni-Vanuatu who were either staying at resorts or permanent residents. The former wore lanyards highlighting which cruise ship they were from. It also highlighted to the local shop owners that they could charge higher prices.


George also noticed an increased number of tourists from China. Some of the hotels had recently been purchased by Chinese companies and it was more common to see Mandarin signs in shop windows.


George was often sent to tourist hotels by his bos. These weren’t places most Ni-Vanuatu stayed or ate in, but from time to time the Vanuatu Police Force would get a phone call from a hotel general manager asking for them to visit – discreetly, please – because something had been stolen or someone had drunk too much and was being abusive or whatever it might be. More often or not, George was sent.


‘Your English is much better than mine,’ Inspector Kali would say with a wave of his hand. ‘You go, they like you.’


Perhaps that was true. George’s English was good. He had studied in Australia, but it was more likely that George wouldn’t frighten the international visitors like some of the Ni-Vanuatu police colleagues. George was a much more acceptable face of the local constabulary. This was also a generic trait gifted by his Chinese grandfather.


George wondered if he would be sent to these newly purchased hotels as well as the ones that he traditionally had to police – not because his Chinese was better, it wasn’t, but because he might not seem as different to those hotel guests either. The Vanuatu Police Force would certainly be getting their money’s worth from him.


‘Let’s go,’ said Jayline.


The taxivan had stopped and was waiting to let George and Jayline off. George hadn’t quite gotten use to the new police station.


He looked to the other passengers, apologised, and pulled the door open – slo – and stepped out. Jayline followed. She closed the door without any regard for the sign. Obviously, she was more used to Alfred’s taxivan and the impossibility that any further damage could be caused.


As they walked into the station a voice called out.


‘George, over here.’


‘The court case?’ wondered Jayline aloud.


George shrugged.


He walked over to where Inspector Kali was sitting.
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CHAPTER 4


It wasn’t Peter Kali’s normal desk. Generally, he sat close to one of the deputy commissioner’s glass partitioned offices on the floor above. Not so he could be seen as working hard or diligently and perhaps win a promotion, but to make sure decisions being made by the deputy commissioner were not utterly foolish.


Peter Kali had been a police officer longer than anyone else in the force. While most of his contemporaries had retired, become politicians, been promoted to senior ranks, been sacked from senior ranks or left for other better paid employment, Kai had stayed and worked hard to make sure his officers could police without too much interference from their superiors.


He had once confided in George that he had twice had to stop a deputy commissioner from cancelling all police rosters on Saturday and Sunday to save money. Kali had divulged this information to George as they were sharing two shells of kava after which both police officers happily pretended that it had never happened. Kali presumably because gossiping about one’s boss’s idiocy was not a very sensible way to keep one’s job and George because he didn’t wish to be anyone’s confidant.


It was clear that the desk did not belong to Kali. It was covered in mess. Papers, empty food containers, and peculiarly what appeared to be a calendar from a European country, based on the picture, that was seven years out of date.


Inspector Peter Kali had been sent to Canberra in Australia for professional development upon being promoted to sergeant and on his return adopted a practice of having clear desk. No computer, no phone, just the single file he was currently reading. It was perhaps the neatest desk in the entire country. George had tried to mimic it, but it didn’t last more than a couple of days. No-one could figure out where all the other files and papers and documents that were sent to his office were located when not holding the privileged position of being the atop his desk.


‘Happy with the result?’ Kali asked George.


‘I’m glad he was found guilty,’ he replied.


‘Five years not long enough for you?’


‘Not sure it was about me. I was thinking of the young girl.’


Kali nodded. Sometimes the victims were forgotten, and it became about the investigating officers.


‘How’s Veronique?’ he asked.


George paused. He wondered if Kali and Jayline had been talking. He quickly discounted it.


‘Gud. Healthy. Still working.’


‘Has she met your parents yet?’


George paused again. His boss may not have been as uptight as George, but in all the years he had worked for Kali, George had never heard him ask two personal questions in a row.


He started to get a bad feeling about it.


‘The case today caused a bit of a fuss on the top floor,’ said Kali nodding toward the ceiling.


In the previous police station, the commissioner and all the deputy commissioners were on the top floor. Even though this new building just had two levels and lowly police constables were also located on the second floor along with the senior officers, the language hadn’t changed. Top floor meant the nambawan boss.


Kali dropped his voice.


‘No-one expected him to be found guilty. His word against hers.’


‘He did confess,’ George reminded his boss.


Peter Kali just shrugged. Sometimes confessions mattered, sometimes they didn’t.


George stayed quiet. He didn’t trust himself to speak.


‘The judge let the top floor know early, just in case we thought there might be repercussions.’


George wasn’t sure what he should say.


‘OK.’


Simple, perhaps not elegant – but certainly non-committal.


‘We have had reports of something similar.’


George started to see where the conversation might be heading.


‘It’s delicate,’ said his boss.


George stayed quiet. He was worried any sign of interest would hasten what he was dreading.


‘We don’t have well-trained police in this area – none that are senior at least,’ his boss continued.


‘Nambawan,’ he nodded again upstairs – somewhat unnecessarily George thought, ‘thinks you must have a lot of experience now in this sort of thing.’


George presumed that ‘this sort of thing’ must be referring to pastors raping children.


Inspector Peter Kali paused.


George decided he may as well speak. There was no dodging the inevitable.


‘He wants me to investigate.’ It wasn’t a question. That would imply there was some doubt, or hope, in George’s mind of what the outcome was going to be.


His boss smiled.


‘Is there a case file?’


This time it was a question. George highly doubted there would be any substantial paperwork.


He was right. Kali shook his head.


‘Just the initial report.’


‘Well, it’s a start. I’ll have a look and then Constable Oli and I will head out and start.’


‘Gud. Tangkiu tumas.’


George turned and started heading back to his storeroom office.


‘You can collect your tickets from administration,’ Kali called out.


George stopped and turned.


‘Did I not say?’ said Kali.


‘Say what?’ replied George.


‘The complaint was made in Santo. Your hometown. Lucky, hey.’


‘Lucky?’


‘You can spend some time with your family – take Veronique. Let her meet your parents. I’ll send the local senior sergeant an email. Tell him you’re coming. Make sure he has everything ready for you when you arrive. I’ll tell my bos, so everyone is OK. Oraet?’
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CHAPTER 5


‘Why can’t the Santo police handle it?’ It was a reasonable question. Gorge could always rely on Jayline to find the inconsistencies of any story.


George had walked back to his desk to find Jayline sitting in his chair. He wondered if it was her chair more so than his. She was the one that would write most of their police reports on the old computer.


George had first asked Jayline to type the notes from interviews, not because he was lazy or sexist or expecting others to do his work, but because it was the best way to learn how to logically construct a case. But after a couple of reports, which he did correct in great detail, Jayline began to find her own voice. Witness statements were more often than not written in a breathless first person – racy, exciting, thrilling. Police reports began to resemble film scripts with stage directions and punchy dialogue. It wasn’t what he had in mind, but it was extremely entertaining.


He had told her what Kali had said – but left out the suggestion that he take Veronique as well.


‘Religion,’ George answered.


Generally, that might not be sufficient information to respond to the question posed by Jayline, but in this instance it was sufficient.


Jayline nodded.


George knew it wasn’t taught as part of the school curriculum as it was just assumed knowledge. Vanuatu was one of the most Christian countries on earth – in the sense that it was the religion most nominated when asked on the irregularly held census. Even when a small percentage ticked ‘Other’, that was simply because their Christian denomination was not explicitly listed. Probably close to 97 or 98 per cent of all Ni-Vanuatu identified themselves as Christian. George was aware that there were small numbers of Ni-Vanuatu who were Muslim – he had seen their social media webpage – but the total numbers were extremely small. There also was once a politician who wore a Jewish kippah in Parliament who had made the front page of the national newspaper. Finally, there were also cargo cults, but they were mostly on the volcano island of Tanna.
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