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GOLDEN 
LilN~NJG 

Geoff Baskett of Lae in the Morobe 
Province last year wandered back 
into time, into 1930s gold country, 
into the territory where he slogged 
through 12-hour shifts seven days a 
week to earn a fare to England. 

Memories ... topping the rise of a 
kunai (grass) slope at three in the 
morning in the driving seat of a 
clanking Caterpillar tractor and see-

ing, thrown up against the cur
tain of a light shower of 

rain, a perfect rainbow 
lit by a full moon. 

Memories ... hauling logs out of 
thick jungle, a revolver bouncing 
around beside me in the tractor, 
there ·because the boss had warned 
me that the local bushmen, known 
as kukukuku, had just shot up a 
trade store keeper, keeping him 
pinned under his bunk all night 
while they rained arrows through 
the grass walls and roof of his hut. 
Memories ... tractor tracks churn
ing deeper, ever deeper into cloying 

. mud, sitting in the open seat waiting 
for about 200 labourers to 
come, slipping and a-sliding, 

After the gold rush was over . .. the jungle 
claims Baskett's tractor where it was 

discarded on the goldfield 

to pull me out with ropes - and all 
this at midnight. 
Memories ... Sunday off - every 
six weeks. 

All this and much more came 
flooding back early last year when I 
walked in Slate Creek in the Watut 
Valley, about 25 kilometres west of 
Bulolo in the Morobe Province. This 
was the first time I had been 
back since working there 
as a teenager for Upper , ,.,.. 
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Watut Gold Alluvials (UWGA) in 
1935. 

Forty plus years is a long time in 
the development of a nation. Slate 
Creek has not been caught up in the 
progress. 

A Fox Moth took me into Slate 
Creek in 1935. Luck was in. I met 
the manager of UWGA, a chap 
named Brain, just at the moment he 
was looking for a tractor driver. (At 
the time about a thousand expat
riates were looking for work in the 
Bulolo area.) He told me to report 
for duty in two days. I did - and 
began to find out how to drive a 
tractor. I wasn't confused by 
previous experience. I couldn't 
drive anything up till then. 

In charge of UWGA 's two tractors 
was Jack Chipper, now a personal
ity in Rabaul, East New Britain 
Province. I'd probably be right in 
saying that Jack Chipper and myself 
are the only two UWGA employees 
still living in Papua New Guinea. 
Brain was among those drowned 
when the Japanese prisoner-of-war 

ship, the Montevideo Maru, was 
sunk after leaving Rabaul. 

Life at Slate Creek was rugged. 
Home was a tent. No electric light, 
no radio, no newspapers, mail every 
six weeks when the Burns Philp 
vessels came from Australia, 84 
hours a week working time. But I 
had reason to be there. I wanted 
£ 200 for an each way England fare, 
third class. 

The job was to build a large weir 
across the creek, about seven kilo
metres further up from the sluicing 
site. Water from the creek was then 
to be diverted and carried along the 
sides of the mountain through a 
race to a point about 130 metres 
above the known gold deposits. The 
race was graded so that it lost only 
four metres in height from inlet 
gates to outlet pipes. The race, 
entirely of concrete, was au-shaped 
ditch, three metres across and just 
over a metre deep. The 'bench' for 
the race was cut by labour gangs 
using only picks and shovels. 

Later we used the bulldozers to 

clear the piles of earth cut from the 
bench. This was done by shoving it 
with the bulldozer blade to the edge 
of a 100 metres drop to the creek 
below, then pushing it over - with
out following in the 'dozer. By day 
it was easy enough, but at night, by 
the light of a couple of flickering 
acetylene lamps held by two shiver
ing labourers, the rain pouring 
relentlessly, it was a different 
matter altogether. 

The race, in places, ran through 
two long tunnels lined with concrete 
pipes - each about three metres long 
and more than a metre in diameter. 
The cement was flown in by aircraft 
and the pipes were constructed on 
the spot and then hauled from the 
creek-bed to the tunnels by tractor. 
The race went around mountain 
slopes, over a wooden viaduct and 
through a large siphon. Finally, the 
water was dropped down a 350 
metre slope through pipes reducing 
from a 35 centimetre diameter at 
intervals until finally it gushed out 
through a ten centimetre nozzle at 
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tremendous pressure, slamming into 
banks of alluvial gravel where the 
gold lay. 

Earth, clay, gravel and gold was 
washed through a 'box' lined with 
slats of wood called 'riffles'. These 
held the gold, preventing it from 
being washed out with the gravel. 
The riffles were cleaned by mixing 
amalgam with the gold. This mixture 
was then heated in a retort and, 
after the amalgam was drawn off, 
the gold was cast into ingots and 
flown out to the coast. 

I remember gold being worth £10 
an ounce in those days. I only wish 
I had enough money at the time to 
have put aside a few ounces for my 
old age. 

When I returned to Slate Creek I 
tried to find some of the old land
marks. The airstrip is now covered 
in grass and scrub and is ridged with 
ditches, the result of gold being 
found on it after I had left. It's 
strange to think that the planes 
which served us in those days were 
using an airstrip with a golden lining. 

A village stands on the site of our 
camp and another has been built 
near the site of the weir. This village 
has been named Wia (pronounced 
'weir') but it didn't seem that the 
villagers knew why until I told 
them. 

Only the cement anchors of the 
weir and the cement sills of the gate 
leading into the· race remain. The 
race, however, is in good shape 
despite landfalls and small trees 
which are now growing on it. 

The viaduct and siphon have gone 
but, in a large pit, are the rusting 
remains of our two tractors. The 
tunnels, it appears, have only recent
ly been blocked by landslides. 

The villagers told me I was the 
first person they had ever talked to 
who had actually worked on the 
construction of the race. 

I spent a further four months 
working on 'Number 4' dredge 
belonging to the Bulolo Gold 
Dredging Company at Bulwa. Out
wardly the dredge looks very much 
the same today but it was strange 

to walk over the rusting plates of a 
machine which I had known as a 
roaring monster, jolting and buck
ing, as the 'bucket-line' smashed 
into huge boulders deep in the 
water, searching the banks and bed 
of the river for gold. 

Ferns now grow where the belts 
carried their loads of earth and 
gravel and bright green bush-taro 
leaves drape over the rusting jagged 
plates where I once walked, carrying 
a grease gun, oil can and the inevit
able crowbar to prise loose any 
rocks which threatened to jam the 
tailings belt. 

The tailings were the stones and 
rocks which had been washed clean 
of earth and gold in the hopper of 
the dredge. They were lifted high 
into the air and dropped along the 
river banks - where they lie today, 
mute testimony to man's assault in 
search of riches. 
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By Bob Hawkins 

Everyone at some time or another 
in life has cause to fight. Within 
themselves. With others. Uncounted 
millions, throughout history, have 
unwillingly fought at the command 
of the few. As man has become 
more 'civilised' he has practised and 
developed his skill in fighting - and 
killing - with more enthusiasm than 
he has tackled the task of broaden
ing his knowledge in the arts and 
sciences. 

So developed has become the art 
of warfare in the twentieth century 

that enemies need no longer come 
face to face to ensure their mutual 
destruction. In the 'interests of 
peace' man has quickened the pace 
of elimination of imagined enemies. 

Twice this century conflict has 
engulfed the 'civilised' world - and 
flowed over to inflict death and 
destruction upon people who could 
do little but wonder at the enormity 
of it all. 

Papua New Guinea is one such 
country which saw war on a scale as 
vicious as any practised anywhere 
during the Pacific conflict in the 
early forties. Papua New Guineans 

had no part in the making of the 
confrontation. Throughout that 
struggle the newspapers of Australia, 
Japan, the United States, banner
headlined the heroic performances 
of their respective armies with barely 
a mention of the people who 
actually owned that battlefield. 

There was, of course, tribute -
often trite but newsy - to the work 
of the 'Fuzzy-wuzzy Angels' who so 
loyally stuck to their task of leading 
the wounded Digger to safety and of 
supplying the needs of the 'front'. 
But, in the eyes of combatants in 
that global holocaust, the colonial 
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peoples of the world were merely 
pawns, to be moved and sacrificed 
at will. 

Even today, when a political 
tremor ripples through an ex
colony, the newspapers in the 
country of the former colonial 
master react as if the people of that 
colony, somehow or another, have 
a duty to behave themselves; they 
are sternly warned of the dangers of 
becoming another Congo'. 
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It was a bit like that a few months 
ago when Papua ew Guinea was the 
scene of an inter sting tussle in the 

ational Parliament. Even though 
P G's politicians fought it out 
within the rules of the constitution, 
the fingers were wagging in the 

ustralian pr ss about instability; it 

Left: tribesmen cover face in soot to conceal 
identity during battle; below: warrior protects 
himself with bark shield 

seemed, conveniently, to forget that 
in the past seven years, while PNG 
has had only one leader, Australia 
has had three; while PNG has had 
two treasurers, Australia has had 
five; while PNG has had three 
scheduled elections, Australia has 
had only one out of four, the others 
being the consequence of political 
opportunism and an unstable polit
ical scene. 

We might seem to be labouring a 
point but we do feel that the only 
time PNG gets a splurge of publicity 
in the Australian and other foreign 
press is when things go wrong or 
when the spectacular or sensational 
happens. 

One of the most common sources 
of the big headline overseas for PNG 
is when its Highlanders indulge in 
another of their sporadic bouts of 
tribal warfare. Two or three casualt
ies on a Highlands battlefield in, 
maybe, two or three days of pitch
ed battles, will win Papua New 
Guinea as big a headline as a major 
clash between Vietnamese and 
Kampuchean forces; or a terrorist 
bombing in Northern Ireland; or a 
head-on clash between the military 
and nationalist forces in Rhodesia. 

That kind of headline is a below
the-belt blow for PNG and its 
tourist industry. Believe it or not 
but PNG has never lost a tourist to 
inter-tribal warfare. Nor is it likely 
to because, basically, there is some
thing very disciplined about the 
way Highlanders fight. Their targets 
are clearly identified; foreigners on 
the scene, whether they be Papua 
New Guineans from outside the 
area in dispute or from overseas, are 
unlikely to be harmed. More likely, 
they will be ignored. 

Let's first look at why Highland
ers fight. To simplify the issue we 
will concentrate on the people of the 
Enga Province from where headlines 
have been coming in recent years. 

Dr Paul Brennan has spent several 
years studying why warfare contin
ues to play an essential role in the 
life of the Enga people. We'll let him 
start at the beginning, which, as 
you'll see, bears some resemblance 
to the beginning of a well read book. 
At least, it used to be. 

'In the beginning, according to a 
familiar Enga myth, life could not 
have been better. The sky world of 
pre-existence provided for the fore
fathers of all clans existing today a 
domain free of care and stress. 

Sweet potatoes grew effortlessly 
and abundantly and man lived 
peacefully alongside his brothers in 
relationships of mutual respect, co
operation and benevolence ... 

'But, alas for man, his heavenly 
existence ceased. Myth relates that 
one of the sky beings one day began 
to travel and in his wanderings he 
eventually reached the level of earth. 
Here he met woman and she _bore 
him a child. At the infant's first cry 
woman offered him the breast and, 
in that act, equivalent to a fall from 
grace, man was forever banished to 
the terrestial plane ... 

'On the plane of earthly existence, 
Original Man became the progenitor 
of a new generation. His children 
colonised earth, utilising their 
fathers' knowledge of culture and 
life style brought with him from 
above but bereft of the fountain of 
life (yalipu endaki) to sustain them. 
In this sad state their only recourse 
was to people a realm characterised 
by tension, strife, and all of the 
antagonisms common to earthly 
existence ... generated by the sin 
of offering breast milk. Woman, the 
breast and feminity in general have 
thus from the beginning of time 
become for the Enga, symbolic of 
all of life's enemies.' 

We said you had probably heard a 
story like it before. But the differ
ence, as Dr Brennan will explain, is 
that while modem man, with his 
superior 'knowledge' has learned 
how to run totally amuck when he 
decides to indulge in another bout 
of warfare, the Enga people have 
generally kept this very necessary 
aspect of their lives under tight 
control. 

Dr Brennan continues: 'Deep 
within the Enga understanding of 
his own existence is the belief that 
life is a contest against certain 
enemies . . . He perceives his present 
condition as unstable and his future 
as insecure . . . The land must be 
made submissive and the climate 
must be contested. People, likewise, 
pose a considerable threat to the 
Enga. Each person, regardless of his 
age or status belongs to a clan unit 
to which he must make his lifelong 
contribution and from which he 
receives his greatest identity ... The 
demands of clan membership are 
often harsh, but people outside 
one's clan are especially seen as 
opponents. They often encroach on 
one's clan territory, default on 



Right: aged warrior displays his battle scars 
which contribute to his clan status. He is proud 

to display them and demonstrate how the 
scars were won 

debts, and generally engage in antag
onistic activities ... ' 

So, you can see, it is not surprising 
that various tribes, with a philosophy 
like that, get at each other's throats 
from time to time. And, to make 
matters worse, says Dr Brennan, 'the 
discontinuance of several cultural 
institutions, increased mobility, the 
widespread acceptance of certain 
innovations (e.g.alcohol) and a host 
of other changes have increased 
the threatening power of those 
outside one's clan membership. 

Dr Brennan's views on conflict 
are worth recording: 

'From the Western point of view, 
conflict, especially warfare, is un
equivocally "a bad thing" ... But 
conflict can never be banished. 
Indeed it is wrong and blind to think 
that it should be. Rather, conflict 
must be controlled and utilised 
properly in order to create more 
and better cultural means of living 
and working together. In short, 
conflict ... can, if it is adequately 
institutionalised, be used as the 
growing point of culture and peace. 
The inability of Western change 
agents to properly understand Enga 
conflict has contributed significant
ly to the problem. We have largely 
rejected it out of hand, and in the 
process have failed to provide mean
ingful functional substitutes to do 
the job that should have been done 
by the institution that failed.' 

Dr Brennan says that 'the main 
function of Enga warfare, it appears, 
is to ensure the territorial integrity 
of the political unit (the clan), and 
secondarily to enhance the prestige 
of that unit'. 

As a pre-condition of fighting, 
clans must prepare for it in a variety 
of rituals. Clan brothers will gather 
to discuss in secret any attitudes of 
disunity or transgressions against 
each other, all fully aware that to 
enter battle without psychological 
unity could mean failure. Another 
ceremony is designed to reveal 
traitorous intentions. 

Not surprisingly, what has been a 
traditional part of inter-clan life for 
centuries is summed up these days in 
the simple expression 'a breakdown 
of law and order'. Dr Brennan offers 
some reasons for this 'breakdown': 

'The enemies of the Enga have 
generally not declined in number or 
intensity during the past three 
decades of acculturation, in spite of 
all our good intentions. Some 

• enemies have perhaps been replaced 
by new identities, but the strongest 
development, it would seem, has 
been the emergence of a new contest
ant -- culture change. The increase in 
population density and the decline 
in land fertility, the acceptance of 
cash cropping and the change in 
eating habits, the breakdown of 
important traditional alliances and 
the introduction of an irrelevant 
legal system - these factors and 
many others have contributed to a 
new importance and power being 
vested in the clan group and an 
increasing stress on land pressures. 

'Before the arrival of change 
agents, land was relatively abundant. 
Clan boundaries were more fluid 
since fewer people, even though 

subsistence farmers, were dependent 
upon the land. Today health services 
have resulted among other things, 
in increased population which in 
turn, along with cash cropping, pro
duced overcropping and eventually 
lower yields. Consequently the new 
focus is on land; its role is more 
important now than ever before.' 

Dr Brennan says that the problem 
of inter-clan fighting must be seen 
in the total perspective of the large 
and more complex issues of culture 
change. 'Warfare,' he says, 'especially 
the resurgence, is but one symptom 
of an attempt, a frustrating attempt, 
to adapt to the new world intro
duced by Europeans. The Enga are 
valiantly struggling to build new 
institutions, to borrow in some 
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Above: burning house is usually the first sign of 
trouble; above right: tribesmen dance and sing 
between wars often associated with payback 
peace ceremonies; right: Bird of Paradise 
headdress is often essential formal wear 

cases, to restructure in others and 
to reject in still others.' 

The consequence, he says, is that 
the brakes of Enga society have 
failed in many instances. 'Recently, 
great embarrassment has come to the 
leaders as a result of some battles in 
which more than the customary one 
or two warriors have been killed. 
With them, that is excessive, immor
al, illegal - a conviction generated 
from deep within their own culture.' 
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Dr Brennan sees Western laws 
imposed upon Papua New Guinea 
as 'largely irrelevant and their 
enforcement only increases the 
problem'. He says: 'The only emer
ging legal structures which will ever 
be meaningful to them will be not 
those borrowed from England but 
those derived from Enga-land ... ' 

The role of the police is a difficult 
one in asserting their authority when 
tribal conflict flares. Dr Brennan 
says: 'As enforcement agents, ghosts 
had authority. Police do not. Ghosts 
were ultimately loyal to their clan 
and basically omniscient; police are 
not and obviously can never be.' -
Bob Hawkins is editor of Pacific 
Islands Monthly. 
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Air Niugini pilot Arne Rasmussen spends 
countless hours exploring aircraft and 
warships which form magical marine 

gardens where they were destroyed during 
the Pacific War. He told Paradise of his 
recent expedition in Papua New Guinea 

and Solomon Islands with Japan's 
NHK television crew. 'Chased by torpedo boats our sub

marine was forced to surface. On 
the surface we fought with them 
for 90 minutes. I remember one of 
our gunners said he sank a torpedo 
boat and cheered.' • 

Those were the words of Senior 
Lieutenant Sat ayoshi Koreeda when 
interviewed last year. He was one of 
the few survivors from Submarine 
I-1 which grounded and sank on 24 
January 1943 near Guadalcanal 
during the Pacific invasion. The I-1 
was the Japanese Imperial Navy's 
first cruising submarine built on the 
basis of a German U-boat. She was 
designed also to serve as a mother
ship for midget submarines. 

Senior Lieutenant Koreeda said 
that he and four crewman tried to 
blow up the I-1 but could not 
accomplish complete destruction. 
'We tore up our code books and 
buried them on shore. We were sure 
we had destroyed all, but one of 
the survivors later testified that a 

Background: Rabaul raid 4 November 1943; 
above: Submarine [-1 

box containing code documents 
was missing.' 

On 18 April 1943 the Commander 
in Chief of the Combined Imperial 
Fleet, Admiral Isoroku Yamamoto 
departed Rabaul for the front in his 

personal aircraft escorted by six 
Zero fighters. He never arrived. His 
flight was intercepted near Buin by 
16 enemy P-38s. The missing code 
book from the I-1 submarine had 
helped the allied command to 
decipher Yamamoto's flight plan. 
The Americans announced later 
that a valuable document had been 
found on the I-1 submarine. 

These important events in 1943 
were part of the script of the film 
titled 'Rasmussen's Chart' produced 
by the Japan National Broadcasting 
Corporation (NHK). The 50 minute 
documentary was screened in Japan 
on 8th December last year to com
memorate the 37th anniversary of 
the outbreak of the Pacific War. An 
English version of the film has since 
been completed. 

The 'chart' was not created by my
self but the army, navy and airforces 
of the various nations which took 
part in the Pacific War. More than 
350 Japanese warships, including 

17 





communication 



















Travelodge Port Moresby 

NOWOPEN 

Port Moresby, the Nation's bustling capital, now boasts a spectacular new Travelodge 
tri-arc hotel on a superb hillside location in the middle of the city. This 180 room 
property, now open for business, offers guests panoramic views of the magnificent 

harbour and ocean together with a full range of facilities including convention rooms. 
Travelodge offers the first truly international standard hotel in this exciting new 

nation to extend the Travelodge chain of hotels across the South Pacific. 

For further information write to the general manager, Travelodge, PO Box 3661, 
Port Moresby, Papua New Guinea. Phone: 212266 Telex: NE22248 

AUSTRALIA• NEW ZEALAND• FIJI• TAHITI• PAPUA NEW GUINEA• INDONESIA• NEW CALEDONIA• JAPAN 



Iris goes to Enga 
Air Niugini's Iris Langdon turned 
tourist last December and headed 
for Papua New Guinea's lofty Enga 
Province. Here is her report. 
Feel like getting 'high'? Go where I 
did. Up to Mount Hagen at 1600 
metres in the Western Highlands 
Province and then keep on climbing 
until you are in Tomba Pass at 
2460 metres. That's a real 'high'. 

The mountaintops were wrapped 
in cloud, bathed with rain. It was a 
compelling, eerie landscape. V ege
tation was stunted from the harsh 
conditions - cold and with little 
sunlight. There was no sign of human 
habitation but they say men hunt 
cuscus (possums) up there at night. 

I had been invited to attend the 
first Kompiam Cultural Show. So. 
successful was it that it is now to be 
held every two years. A pleasant 
90-minute Air Niugini flight took 
me from the national capital, Port 
Moresby, on PNG's southern coast, 
northwest to Mount Hagen. Four 
hours on the road in a four-wheel 
drive vehicle and I was at Kompiam. 

The journey was half the advent
ure, and worth it. Passing through 
the Minamba Valley I gazed up at 
towering cliffs. One escarpment 
had a stone area which looked like 
a man-made fence. Legend has it 
that masalai (spirits) living there, 
long ago, carved a barricade to 
protect themselves. 

Above: waves of finely dressed tribesmen, 
drummed, chanted and marched to the grounds 

for the Enga Cultural Show; 
below: Embetale waterfall 

Every turn in the road opened up 
panoramic vistas of indescribable 
beauty. It was a photographer's 
paradise. I couldn't resist climbing 
out onto several precarious perches 
to take pictures. 

I shot mountaintops wreathed in 
clouds, looking for all the world 
like giant Christmas trees decorated 
with fluffy fairy floss; small, fast 

flowing streams which forced their 
way between rock seams, bursting 
through in frothy miniature falls; 
rivers, thundering down mountain
sides in glorious cascades. 

As we approached Kompiam, 
gigantic dark green fir trees looked 
down on us. More and more people 
were walking along the road, some 
carrying firewood, others wearing 
their human hair hats, carefully 
covered to keep the dust out. Most 
men had a 'Hagen axe' slipped into 
their bark belts. Many men wore 
only asgras (bunches of fresh green 
leaves fore and aft). 

The women, with their breasts 
exposed to the elements, looked so 
much more liberated than the 
women of my world. Quite a few 
wore soft furry cuscus hats. Many 
carried babies on their backs or 
shoulders. Everyone with a free 
hand gave us a wave; everyone a 
cheerful smile. 

At Kompiam I was greeted and 
hosted by the local parliamentary 
representative, Tom Amaiu. First 
on the list was a tanim het (literally 
'turning head') courtship ceremony. 
Both men and women glistened 
with tree resin. The women smelled 
lovely, having rubbed themselves 
with a herb. They proudly displayed 
their wealth in the form of kina 
shells, beads and cuscus fur pieces. 
The men wore short pieces of thin 

29 



bamboo, one for each pig they 
owned, and those fantastic wig hats. 

The men and women sat down 
opposite each other about four 
metres apart. The men wooed with 
songs until they received some 
indication of encouragement -
sometimes a smile, perhaps a whisp
ered phrase. Given the 'come on', 
a warrior would then move across 
and sit next to the woman who had 
chosen him. Their whisperings were 
intermingled with singing. The man 
would nestle up, ·ever closer, to his 
woman and finally start stroking 
her cheek with his nose. They would 
start swaying back and forth in 
unison, cheek to cheek. Eventually, 
in an upright position, they stroked 
their noses across each other's face. 
Some warriors obviously did not 
win the partner of their choice. 
Widows are also allowed to take 
part in a tanim het and two who 
did on that night did very well for 
themselves. 
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At first light next morning prep
arations for the singsing began. We 
stopped at a home where a bride 
price was being paid. It involved 
more than a dozen pigs, kina shells 
and cash. This was the offering of 
the groom-to-be's family to the 
bride's parents in payment for their 
daughter. He was a school teacher, 
she a nurse. There were to be more 
exchanges of gifts and ceremonies 
over the next week and then, when 
both families were happy with the 
arrangements, they would be mar
ried. I had difficulty getting a smile 
out of the bride-to-be but I was 

Above: tribesmen demonstrate their ability to 
make fire by pulling strands of bamboo under 

their feet; below: morning in the highlands 

assured that if I came back a week 
later, after they had been together as 
a man and wife, she'd be all smiles. 

While women bathed in the cold, 
cold river, the warriors were gather
ed in small groups, each dancer with 
an entourage of helpers arranging 
fantastic arrays of bird of paradise 
plumes into headpieces. Some danc
ers were later to wear inflated pigs' 
bladders on the backs of their head
dresses, signs that they had killed a 
pig and shared it with friends who 
had lent them decorations. A plat
form was erected for the VIPs and 
the Kompiam Cultural Show began, 
officially, at midday. 

Warriors, shoulder to shoulder, 
began pounding the floor with their 
feet and their kundu (drums). My 
pulse raced along in rhythm. A 
kaleidoscope of every imaginable 
colour shimmered before my eyes. 
Broad, strong chests - some coated 
with clay, others shining with oil -
supported gleaming kina shells and 
beads. Pitch black charcoaled necks 
and faces were accented by white 
or ochre around eyes and noses. All 
were crowned with wig hats enhan
ced by red, blue and golden feathers. 
Only men who actually live in, and 
are part of, this lofty environment 
could have produced creations 
which displayed nature's beauty to 
such advantage. 

Hundreds of bare feet thumped 
the earth as the warriors march to
ward us. An advance guard wielded 
spears and arrows before onlookers 
who got too close. Soon I was 
down on my knees snapping away. 
Time seemed to cease. None of us 
noticed the rain. I was entranced by 
the approaching, swaying body of 
Highlanders. They stopped, marking 
time on the spot, only a few metres 
from me. Men kindled fire by rapid
ly drawing a strand of bamboo back 
and forth across the bottom of their 
bare feet. Leaves beneath their feet 
smouldered - and then burst into 
flame. 

Is this really the twentieth 
century? Is this the era of jets and 
computers? It may be, but, if you 
want to do what I did - venture into 
a Stone Age happening - fly into 
Papua New Guinea's Highlands. 



Benson and Hedges. When only the best will do-and isn't that all the time? 
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they clawed their way up the range 
work camps were established and 
out of them small communities 
grew. It was in these communities 
that most fatalities occurred. Scores 
died of malaria, scrub typhus and 
snake bites. 

Today one wonders why so much 
effort was spent and so many lives 
were lost to build such a short and 
apparently insignificant railway line. 
Two words - 'gold' and 'tin' - give 
the reasons. Both had been found 
on the tablelands behind Cairns. 

Links with the coast had to be 
established. Though rough roads 
had been cut up to the tablelands 
they were slow and tortuous routes 
and, during the wet season, often 
were impassable. In 1882 the wet 
season seemed reluctant to end and 
brought misery to thousands on the 
Herberton tinfields. Supply wagons 
could not get through and famine 
threatened. This alone was compell
ing enough reason to build a com
munication link of a more reliable 
nature. Add to this the growing 
timber industry and covetous eyes 
on the vast grazing and agricultural 
potential of the tablelands and it 
was not long before the state gov
ernment commissioned Christie 
Palmerston to survey a rail route. 
The one he found is the one which 
the railway follows today. 

So popular as a tourist joyride 
has the trip become that the small 
motor rail car has been replaced by 
a diesel locomotive which pulls a 
string of vintage coaches which are 
steadily being restored to their 
original splendour - varnished 
timber, plush seating and wrought
iron-encased mounting platforms. 

The half-day round trip at $A2.50 
must rank among the best entertain
ment value in the state. It takes the 
train 90 minutes to climb 350 
metres to the top of the range. It 
stops along the way to allow pass
engers to take a more leisurely look 
around. 

ear the top of the line is a giant 
granite monolith - Robb's monu
ment - in memory of James Robb, 
the man who, with 1500 sweating 
men, virtually hand-carved the line 
through wilderness. 

At the end of the line is Kuranda's 
Victorian-style station. Visitors can 
be forgiven for thinking they have 
arrived at the local botanical gar
dens. The platforms and buildings 

are wreathed in amazing displays of 
tropical plants, ferns, shrubs and 
citrus trees. The train waits long 
enough for visitors to take a walk 
around the sleepy mountain town 
or to take tea in the station's quaint 
refreshment rooms. 

Robb threw a big party when the 
line was officially opened on June 
25, 1891. He might not have been so 
lavish if he had known what was in 
store for him. The following year he 
filed a claim with the Queensland 
Government for $520,000 for his 
work. His claim went to arbitration 
- and he got only $40,000. It seems 
the government of the day did not 
appreciate his and his men's achieve-

ment anywhere near as much as the 
tourists do today. - Terry Gwynn
Jones is a Queensland freelance 
writer/photographer and Queens
land correspondent for Australian 
Flying magazine. 
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An International Favourite. 
In 54 countries around the world 
San Mig is available for the 
traveller. Whether San Mig 
comes from our brewery in Port 
Moresby, Manila, Jakarta, Hong 
Kong or Spain, its quality never 
varies. A truly international beverage. 
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Australia is holiday country. 

And that makes it our country! 
Ansett Airlines would like to show you an 
Australia you may not have seen. It's a big 
holiday country, brimming with fun places
and we know them all. 
We plan individual holidays tailored specially 
for you, or turn on low-price travel-

accommodation jaunts that leave you free 
to do whatever you wish. 
For information contact Ansett Airlines of 
Australia, Champion Parade, Port Moresby, 
any office of our General Sales Agents, 
Air Niugini, or your Travel Agent. 

011-M-6023 


