


32 years in Paradise 

Caterpillar track-type tractors working at BOUGAINVILLE COPPER PROJECT. 

W hen Hastings De~ring put their first 
Caterpillar built machines into 

Papua New Guinea, it was back in 1949. 
And we were here to help 
build a new nation out 
of the jungle. 

Our Cat machines cut roads 
out of rock, carved airstrips out 
of mountains; provided power 
for tea and sawmilLing 
Industries and fishing and 
cargo vessels; our 
equipment worked the 
mines and built a 
logging industry. 

In 1981, we're still hard at it. 

Lae - 42 2355 Port Moresby - 25 7875 
MIiford Haven Road, Lae. Morata Street, Gordons. 

Bougalnvllle - 95 9004 
ltakara Industrial Park, 

via Arawa, Bougalnvllle. 

Rabaul - 92 1319 
Cnr. Sulphur Springs 

and Malatau Road, Rabaul. 

Above all, Hastings Deering 
are helping the people to 
help themselves, providing 
much-needed training in 
mechanical and management 
skills that will help keep the 
country moving ahead. 

Hastings Deering and 
Caterpillar aren't strangers to paradise. 

&~eri1g 
HASTINGS DEERING (PACIFIC) LIMITED 

[B 1111111[' .· .... 
Caterpillar, Cat and CB are trademarks ol C11erp1U■ r Tr1c1or Co. 
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Every morning I go down to the beach 
And find my favourite shell. 
I look to the horizon 
As the sun comes up 

The sun rays strike my friend, shell. 
It smiles at me. 

Shell 
SERVING THE NATION 
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COVER PICTURE 

Haus tambaran - spirit house - in the Sepik 
Province of Papua New Guinea. This magnificent 
example of Papua New Guinean art and 
architecture is taller than an eight story office 
block. It was photographed by Neville Moderate 
of the PNG Office of Information. The late 
Errol Flynn (page 6) was fascinated by his visit 
to the Sepik during his youth. 
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By Margaret Wilson 

Fifty years ago, a penniless young Aus
tralian arrived in Rabaul, determined to 
make his fortune in the New Guinea gold
fields. He left the country five years 
later with 40 ounces of gold dust, £400 
and a shaving brush handle full of jewels. 

To get men to mine the gold (from a 
claim he won in a raffle) he sold to a 
village chief a machine which he claimed 
would turn halfpennies into shillings ... 
To get the £ 400 he sold the men to a 
copra planter for £ 20 each. And the 
jewels? He had stolen them from a woman 
in Sydney. 

Errol Flynn wasn't proud of the for
tune he took out of New Guinea. But 
he had to go: 'The old aphorism hung 
over me that, if you spent more than 
five years in New Guinea you were done 
for, you'd never be able to get out, your 
energy would be gone, and you'd rot 
there like an aged palm.' 

From his arrival he tried unsuccessfully 
to bluff himself into money as a copra 
and tobacco planter, mariner, miner, slave 
trader and bird of paradise hunter. He 
lived more rough than smooth; said he 
enjoyed idyllic love affairs and stormier 
liaisons; and found that his face was his 
only fortune. 

Several times, he gave up and left -
but each time, the magnetism of this 
huge island tugged him back. 'I knew 
how rich and terrible that land was, its 
entrails loaded with gold, copper, all kinds 
of natural wealth, teeming with animal 
life and ablaze with rich verdure,' he said 
later. 

Since then, not so much has changed 
in the country that is now called Papua 
New Guinea. Everything he wrote remains 
substantially true, despite the veneer of 
civilisation that smoothes today's tourist's 
path. You don't have to move far off that 
path to find yourself suddenly thrown 
back on your own resources - to com
municate, to move, even to survive. 

Which is why so many of the world's 
adventurers still come here - and why so 
many never leave. There's something here 
that the rest of the world has lost. 'New 



Guinea, with its enormous variety of 
queer customers, has taught me more 
about men than I'd learn in 20 years in a 
city like London,' Flynn wrote to his 
father from Port Moresby. 

He never forgot the ambush in the 
New Guinea jungle on the way to the 
goldfields - nor the soft water of the 
beautiful Laloki riv~r, near Port Moresby, 
where the man who was to become the 
world's top sex: symbol first experienced 
the thrill of sexual conquest by patient 
gentleness. 'We let ourselves be carried 
down by the current of the stream and, 
on the shores, in a secluded nook of 
shade, at last we made love. I can only 
say that I don't know when again my 
heart pounded so.' 

That was one of the sunnier interludes 
in his career. Long afterwards, he wrote: 
'Sometimes, as I frolicked with Tuperselai 
by the river banks or lay with her in the 
soft sand at the shore, I thought I heard 
or sensed the subtle gura-gura mystique of 
the region. Little people, they said, like 
the leprechauns of Ireland, who watched 
out for you. Maybe it was only the eyes 
of the Melanesian natives spying on us. 

Tuperselai and I drifted. So, in our 
language of gestures, our smiles, closeness, 
Tuperselai and I made love and it was a 
beautiful thing. I was less alone and soft
aired Laloki River is one of my most 
precious poetic memories.' 

Today's visitor to Moresby can still see 
the Laloki river as Flynn saw it. They can 
still enjoy drifting in its strong, but safe, 
current, around its sweeping curves, from 
sandbank to sandbank, under the tall trees, 
vines and orchids that briefly shade the 
sun. Even the crocodiles are still there -
Flynn ate one and said it was delicious, 
'like a tender lobster or crayfish' - but 
still rare enough to be forgotten. 

Today, there is a pleasant inn on the 
banks of the Laloki, a few kilometres from 
Port Moresby. There you can sit with a 
cool beer and look down into the blue 
and green reflections in the river - or, 
if you like, enjoy a cool swim. 

Flynn came to Moresby on his yacht 
Sirocco, which is still a visitor to these 
waters. He bought it with the proceeds 

of a windfall sale of a New Guinea gold 
claim, then found he had no money left 
to ship it out of Sydney. So he sailed it 
up the coast of Australia to New Guinea: 
'I decided that New Guinea might still be 
lucky for me, figuring that if this deal 
had come my way, others still bigger 
might fall to me ... ' 

Now he had his first sight of the south 
coast of the island. 'We piloted our ship 
into the rather fine harbour of Port 
Moresby. We arrived during the rainy 
season and the whole area was brilliant 
green. The region seemed beautiful to 
me and I poked around searching its 
resources.' He decided to start a tobacco 
plantation and built himself a comfortable, 
large house of palm and bamboo on the 
banks of the Laloki. The tobacco crop 
prospered - but trading was harder. More 
money was needed . . . The Moresby 
adventure came to an end. 

Flyn'n's first sight of the island of New 
Guinea was Rabaul, in East New Britain, 
the capital and administrative centre of 
the then Australian Mandated Territory of 
New Guinea. 

His best memory of Rabaul was of 'a 
wonder full saloon' where you encountered 
'everything the world could yield up -
miners, recruiters, con men, thieves, beach
combers, prospectors, planters - cubicles 
both downstairs and upstairs, several pho
nographs playing, cards ... ' 

Old-timers still living in Rabaul re
member it, too. Former planter Fred 
Archer says it was a 'happy sort of joint' 
where down and outs were welcome to 
sleep free, provided they paid for their 
meals and drinks. 'Ah Chee's was famous 
from the German days . . . There used to 
be a picture show opposite. You paid a 
couple of bob to see the show, and when
ever the film broke down, which happened 
frequently, you went over to Ah Chee's 
and drank until someone shouted: 'She's 
on again, boys!' Then everyone cheered 
and most people went back to sit on the 
rickety chairs again and watch some more 
of the film.' 

Fred remembers Flynn's arrival. 'He 
came ashore with a Major Ayres and they 
stayed at a rooming house which had once 
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been Queen Emma's store. It was called 
the Ambassadors and I was staying there, 
too, at that time. 

'I remember thinking what a good
looking young man he was. He was tall, 
slim, well dressed and well spoken - like 
a public school boy - very pleasant in his 
manner. 

'What recommendations he had other 
than his own person I don't know, perhaps 
Ayres helped him, but within a very short 
time he became a cadet patrol officer and 
was sent to Kokopo, where he was con
sidered a likeable, capable, good-looking, 
athletic, pleasant young man.' 

But praise of the young Flynn was 
always qualified. 'As one gentleman who 
knew him said, he was just the sort of 
man who could run, jump, fight or wheel 
and borrow with anyone in town . . . He 
proved he could fight all right - and there 
was trouble over that . . . He ceased to 
be with the Administration,' said Fred 
Archer. 

From then on, Flynn's reputation for 
roguery quickly spread. 'He stayed around 
town for quite a while, got into low water, 
borrowed money and lost his friends. 

'He used to go to the Rabaul and the 
manageress, Mrs Luxmoor, got a little 
tired of providing him with free meals, so 
he took to slipping in through the dining
room door while she was busy elsewhere 
in the hotel . . . If she suddenly came 
back, he would abandon his meal in the 
middle and leave the room . . . The 
waiters thought it was a good joke - they 
would normally refuse to serve a man 
with no money, but they understood that 
with Flynn it was a bit of game ... Flynn 
was well liked by women. 

Long after Flynn had left he was re
membered around Rabaul, mostly for the 
unpaid bills he left behind. Even after 
he became famous as a film star, he never 
paid any of those bills. If people wrote 
asking him to pay, he would send them 
autographed photographs of himself say
ing these were worth much more than he 
owed them. 

Fred remembers the famous occasion 
when a film of Flynn's was showing in 
Rabaul and, at the end of the credits, a 



dentist to whom Flynn owed a large ac
count jumped up and shouted 'And teeth 
by Eric Wein!' 

'He never paid . . . So no one has a 
good word for him, except that he could 
fight - in the days of the gold-miners 
here, that was a tribute . . . He was en
tirely without principles. But somehow 
he got by with a lot of people . . . Women 
all liked him, even though his actions 
were not those of a gentleman.' 

The glorious hills and harbours, rain
forests, white beaches and shady copra 
plantations are today still just as Flynn 
describes them in his autobiography, My 
Wicked, Wicked Ways. The superb scenery 
around Rabaul, Kavieng and Madang re
mains as he saw it; and, thanks to an active 
programme of gazetting areas of special 
beauty as national parks, the PNG Govern
ment is making sure that it will remain 
always. 

Nor has the world-famous Sepik river 
today lost its appeal for the adventurous: 
'The last place in the world I wanted to 
go was the fearful Sepik River, a human 
graveyard . . . I cruised to the north-east 
coast, where the red, muddy Sepik flowed 
into the sea. We moved into the broad 
stream, running against a strong current,' 
Flynn wrote. 

'The Sepik is a monster waterway 600 
miles long. No white man had ever been 
up the river more than 200 or 300 miles 
and the nature of the river or the land 
beyond that was practically unknown -
and remains little known even to this day. 
The waterway was heavily populated with 
mosquitoes, kanakas and puk-puks (croc
odiles) ... 

'As we travelled, the garamuts, tom
toms made of crocodile skin, kept up a 
steady communication. 'Outsiders, big 
magic on the water, beware,' the drums 
said. 

'When we came in close to shore and 
tried to get film of the natives, we got 
arrows instead, real ones, and poisoned.' 

The social scene along the Sepik has 
improved since Flynn's day, but not the 
river itself. You can travel along it today 
by air-conditioned launch, stopping at 
villages to buy the famous local carvings -

esteemed above most other primitive art 
internationally for their simple power and 
individuality. You can go much further, 
too; the river winds right along the border 
with Irian Jaya so that for long distances 
you have PNG on one bank and Indonesia 
on the other. The crocodiles are still 
there, and are still hunted for their skins 
but now they are protecied by legislation 
banning the killing of small animals. 

Flynn came to New Guinea at the 
time of the gold rush. The goldfields, 
still there, had to be approached from 
Salamaua by 10 days' march through 
leech-infested jungle, in constant fear 
of ambush, and at night wondering 
'whether that crawly sound you heard a 
few feet away might be a snake, a casso
wary or maybe only a wild boar razor
back . . . I have seen Central Africa, but 
it was never anything like the jungle of 
New Guinea.' 

Today you can fly into Wau in an 
hour. People are still hopefully panning 
for gold - and finding it. The pioneering 
days of Edie Creek are not forgotten. 
Many expatriate goldminers still live there 
but most of them have long since turned 
to other forms of business. 

Errol Flynn still lives in Papua New 
Guinea. His book is a steady best-seller 
and, wherever you go, people will talk 
about him as if he was still around. 
'Flynn used to drink here,' they'll tell 
you, or 'This is the courtroom where he 
was charged with murder.' 

Flynn didn't do much good while he 
was here - but he put New Guinea on the 
world map as a place where a young man 
can find himself. It is still a place where 
people from sophisticated societies can 
come to terms with life at grass roots 
level. Flynn came to make money - and 
failed. Others, today, are looking for 
more elusive gold - an understanding of 
what life is all about. 

That understanding is here, clear in 
view for all who come with open eyes. 
Along with it, hardly coincidentally, 
comes a wealth of visual beauty such as 
few other places on earth can offer. 
Following in Flynn's footsteps, you can't 
miss it. 



PNG Stamps 
The 'World's Most Beautiful Stamps'. That 
wa just one of the many awards Papua New 
Guinea postage stamps have won at inter
national exhibitions. Honours like this give 
the PNC Philatelic Bureau a constant head
ache - how to live up to its reputation. 

Arti ts of international repute and pro
fessional artists are responsible for most of 
our stamps. We tell them the subjects and 
they do the artwork. Some artists, such as 
Australia's Paul Jones, pick up their own 
subjects. Paul Jones designed our 1969 
Orchid sets and Tropical Fish. 

Papua New Guinea fauna and flora -
birds, fish, reptiles, butterflies, flowers - are 
featured on one or two issues each year. 
Traditional Papua New Guinea arts and folk
lore are popular subjects. 

Current events, especially sporting activit
ies, are subjects for our stamp designs. A 
recent definitive issue depicted the activities 
of each of the PNG Provinces. 

A question often asked is whether stamp 
collecting is a good investment. The answer 
is yes. Take, far instance, our 1958 cattle 
stamp, issued for l/7d (about 18 toea). It is 
worth K40 mint. Another valuable one is 
the 1952 fisherman, now worth K28 mint. 
The double overprint Kiriwina yam house 
sells for more than K200. 

But most people who take their stamp 
~~llecting hobby seriously end up special
ising. They may concentrate on one region 
of the world. Or perhaps on a certain select
ion of countries which have something in 
common, such as Commonwealth countries. 
Others may concentrate on a specific subject 
or activity. 

The next PNC issue to be released this 
month is a double - four fish stamps and 
one commemorating Father Ross, a pioneer 
missionary. Designed by Paul Jones, the 
tropical fish are typical of those in 
PNG waters. They are the clouded rain
bow, imperial angel, the strikingly coloured 
freckled rock cod and the thread fin butter
fly fish. 

The story of Father Ross would fill a 
book. He was an American missionary who 
arrived in New Guinea in 1926. He worked 
among the Highlanders of New Guinea for 
40 years. He died and was buried at Mt 
Hagen in I 973. 

In February 1977 the first stage of our 
latest definitive series will be issued in Kl 
and K2 denominations. This set will replace 

By Alex Nonwo 

our $1 and $2 stamps which were withdrawn 
from circulation recently. The new stamps 
will feature two headdresses, one from the 
Mekeo region west of Port Moresby, the 
other from the East Sepik Province. The 
rest of the definitive series will be issued in 
1978 to replace the current issue. 

The protected butterflies, flora and fauna 
conservation issue were released on June 11, 
1975. Papua New Guinea has some of the 
largest butterflies in the world. The stamps 
featured four species of the genus Omithop
era, also known as 'bird wing butterflies'. 
These rare insects are as much a part of 
Papua New Guinea's cultural property as the 
Birds of Paradise, ancient carvings or lime
stone caves. 

To save the seven species of Ornithoptera 
from extinction the then Administration of 
Papua New Guinea declared them 'protected 
fauna' on October 31, 1968. It was the first 
time that rare insects were individually pro
tected in the Pacific region. 

The national heritage stamps featuring 
four types of canoes used by the coastal 
people of Papua New Guinea for centuries 
were issued in February 1975. The lakatoi 
canoe shown in the 7 c stamp was used by 
the Motuan people who controlled the 
central coast of Papua, for long trading 
voyages to the Gulf region, where they 
exchanged pottery for sago palm. 

Pioneer missionary, Rev James Chalmers, 
described the crew that usually manned a 
lakatoi: 'There were six officersin all - one 
fore and one aft, two for the mast and two 
for the sail. For a long time the captain has 
been sacred.' 

The flora and fauna conservation issue 
featuring orchids was released in November 
197 4. The four species featured were of the 
genus Dendrobium, which is among the 
largest species of orchid to be found in the 
world. 

The four native dwellings stamps in 
the national heritage stamp issue were re
leased in June 197 6. Four examples of Papua 
New Guinean architecture were featured. 

The flora and fauna conservation stamp 
issue featuring birds heads was released in 
June 1974. The three featured - the 
kokomo, muruk and tarangau - are common 
in Papua New Guinea. 
- Alex Nonwo is publicity officer for the 
Philatelic branch of the Postal and Tele
communications services in Port Moresby. 
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By Hugh Davi 

'Senof Num Senof Seno Sene! Seno 
Senel' Our guides led us through this 
village, across a small stream, and into 
another village of 14 houses. Here another 
cro'Wd had gathered. Out of their midst 
there stepped a short stocky man with a 
black beard, hooked nose, black twinkling 
ey - Jewish features - deep chest and 
broad shoulders, and wearing the custo
mary casso\,V(Jry plumes and bands of 
Job's tears. He hugged me saying 'Num 
Senol Senol' banged his chest with his 
open palm, made a sweeping flourish 
with his arm which included the people, 
the village, and the su"ounding country; 
then stooped and with his closed fist 
struck the ground, at the same time 
exclaiming loudly in a high-pitched voice, 
'Bolivip! Bolivip! Bolivip!' Upon rising 
he patted my chest and pointed to my 
carri rs, then patting his chest pointed to 
his people, m aning that as I was chief of 
my party, so was he chief of these people 
and of eh village which was called 
B livip. 

This wa how explorer Ivan hampion 
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described his arrival at Bolivip in May 
1927, in his book Across New Guinea 
from the Fly to the Sepik. It was the 
first recorded encounter of a European 
with the Min people of the Ok Tedi 
region. 

Champion described a hardy and gen
erous people, eking out a living with stone 
tools from the thin soil of the mountains, 
poorly protected by their scanty dress 
from the extremes of mountain weather, 
the men wearing penis gourds and little 
else and the women in brief fore-and-aft 
grass skirts; a wiry people living in the 
shadow of towering limestone cliffs, their 
Jives dominated by the struggle for sur
vival and separated from their fellow 
man by natural barriers of mountain and 
river and by traditions of warfare and 
suspicion. 

Over the succeeding years came Aus
tralian administration officers and mission
aries to provide medical care, education 
and improved agricultural techniques. 
Warfare ceased and some of the common 
sicknesses were eradicated. 

Children near the government stations 
and missions attended school. But pro-

gress was slow, limited by the difficult 
terrain, poor soil, sparse population and 
the natural hazards of landslide, flood or 
famine. Fifty years later most of the 
people continue to live in the traditional 
way, much as Champion had found in 
1927. 

The first harbinger of major change in 
the Ok Tedi region appeared in 1968 in 
the form of a brightly-painted helicopter, 
skimming across the pock-marked lime
stone ranges, transecting in minutes the 
barrier which K.arius and Champion had 
struggled against 40 years before. On 
board were Kennecott geologists Doug 
Fishburn and John Felderhof searching 
for copper, their hopes buoyed by news 
of the recent major copper discovery on 
Bougainville Island. They did not know 
that the events of the next few months 
were to give them momentary fame and 
to take the name of a mountain river 
Ok Tedi (ok meaning river), from th; 
obscure pages of the geographic gazetteer 
to the front pages of national newspapers 
and across the world to boardrooms in 
New York. 

They found copper - big lumps of 



green-stained massive sulphide ore in the 
gravel banks of the Ok Tedi. ·Within days 
the train of boulders was traced back to its 
source near the bare bracken-covered hill 
called Fubilan and, within months, the 
diamond drills were on site, probing up to 
750 metres below the surface to establish 
the continuity and grade of the deposit. 

Barges, carrying supplies, sailed regu
larly from Port Moresby across the Gulf 
of Papua and 800 km up the Fly River 
to Kiunga. From there the cargo was 
moved by aircraft to Ningerum. A fleet 
of helicopters transported supplies 60 
miles from Ningerum to Ok Tedi base 
camp, and then moved men and gear 
between the base camp and Mount Fub
ilan. 

Pilots and field staff developed a very 
special camaraderie as they battled prob
lems of terrain and weather, the remark
able limestone cliffs of the Hindenburg 
Wall, a 10,000 mm annual rainfall (about 
400 inches), and the persistent fog and 
low cloud of the southeast monsoon 
season. 

Costs were high and by the end of 
1971 more than Kl3 million had been 

spent. However, the explorationists had 
done their job well and were rewarded 
with drill and assay results which indicat
ed a major ore body of 230 million 
tonnes averaging 0.88 per cent copper 
and a smaller richer body of 27 million 
ton~es of 2.5 per cent copper. 

Then, with excitement at its peak, 
came the first of a series of setbacks. 
The Fly River fell. Drought struck the 
mountains for the first time in many, 
many years and the river, normally an 
impressive turgid mass of slow-moving 
yellow-brown water, shrank to levels so 
low that supply barges could no longer 
reach Kiunga. Fuel and equipment for 
the 1972 drilling programme accumulated 
on the wharves in Port Moresby. Con
tracts which had been let for helicopters 
and drilling had to be deferred. 

At about this time Kennecott engin
eers reported that only a little more than 
half of the ore discovered could be 
removed by conventional open-pit mining. 
Simple calculations showed that with re
coverable reserves so drastically reduced, 
the Ok Tedi prospect no longer had the 
makings of a profitable mine. 

CLOCKWISE FROM LEFT: Helicopters take 
, the hard work out of copper prospecting, but 
spare a 'thought for the pilots who regularly are 
required to set down their machines on unpre
pared landing pads such as a fallen log in a river 
bed; the Ok Tedi River near the border between 
Papua New Guinea and Indonesia; young 
recruit from a village confidently straps himself 
into the seat of a helicopter; view from the 
heights of the Star Mountains in which lies Ok 
Tedi's wealth. 

In addition, company finances had 
been hard hit when Kennecott's most 
profitable mines were taken over by the 
Chilean government in 1971 and the 
Papua New Guinea Government was being 
urged to renegotiate the agreement with 
Bougainville Copper limited and to intro
duce an excess profits tax. Kennecott top 
management decided that the time had 
come to approach the Papua New Guinea 
Government for assurances against any 
possible future takeover, and guarantees 
of an acceptable tax rate. • 

So began three years of negotiations. 
Exploration activities ceased and the Ok 
Tedi base at Tabubil tidied itself, made 
improvements to school and hospital and 
prepared for the resurgence of activity 
which all thought would come at any 
time. 

By late 1974 a legal agreement had 
been drafted and an air of optimism pre
vailed. There appeared to be agreement 
in principle and plans went ahead for 
drilling to resume in January 1975. Then 
the unthinkable happened. When the 
chips were down the company found that 
it could not accept the PNG Government's 
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E•rly morning fog t:rHP' over the 
Hi,,.,,,,.,, W.11 In rtN Star Mount•ins; 
BELOW FROM LEFT: Wongop River fHIOPlt1 
1,.pa:r • Mlioopter on II survey flight; 11illa(/tlr1 
from ,-,1 hamlt1tt in tht1 Ok Ttldi •r• 
-rtl 1urpril«J wt,,,n they CMntl f.:. to 
la-. Mth • pro,,_alng 1»rty; 'Hong 
Kong', • IIIIOrlc-n h- dubb«J the Die 
Ttldi drill 1itt. 

proposals on taxation and arbitration 
(meaning the method of settling any dis
putes between company and government). 
The government, on the other hand, was 
satisfied that its stance on both matters 
was reasonable by international standards 
and that it could not afford to give 
ground if it were to ensure a fair return of 
profits from the mine to the people of 
Papua ew Guinea. The deadlock could 
not be resolved. Kennecott withdrew. 

The government turned to persuading 
another mining company to take over. 
At the same time the government-owned 
Ok Tedi Development Company was es
tablished, its charter being to take over 
further investigation in the event that the 
private sector could not be persuaded. 

The new company was given a more 
than useful head start when Kennecott 
offered to transfer in full all of its hard
earned information on the prospect. In 
addition, almost all of the project staff 
who had formerly worked with Kennecott 
tran ferred t the new company. When 
it became obvious that the private sector 
would not move in time, the government
owned company rolled smoothly into 
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action. 
By January this year an ambitioµs 

programme of diamond drilling and metal
lurgical testing was under way and by 
June the company could report that 
mineable reserves had almost doubled to 
250 million tonnes averaging 0.85 per 
cent copper and 0.65 grams gold per 
tonne. After a number of harrowing 
years, confidence in the future of the 
Ok Tedi prospect burgeoned once more. 

Meanwhile the negotiating team had 
not been idle. In April 197 5 a conditional 
agreement providing for further testing 
and eventual mine development was signed 
with BHP. At the same time a settlement 
was reached with Kennecott in the form 
of an offer of a continuing share in the 
project or repayment of all past expenses 
out of future earnings. 

With the August announcement by 
Australia's BHP that it is near to forming 
a consortium to carry out a thorough 
feasibility study, the future for Ok Tedi 
looks bright. But it's still not plain sailing. 

On the international scene there's the 
capricious nature of copper's price. At 
home there's the prospect that even at 

present day prices it's going to cost 
KS0O million or more to get the mine 
into production. 

Roads must be built. A pipeline must 
be laid to get the copper concentrate from 
the mine to the F1y River. A port must 
be established on the F1y. Barges will 
have to be commissioned to carry the 
concentrate to a seaport. But the reward 
is attractive. Already copper ore with a 
present-day value of K3,000 million has 
been found. 

For those people of the Ok Tedi region 
who have any concept of what the go
ahead to develop the mine will mean to 
them, their feelings have to be mixed. 
Many of the Min people will become well 
off, some of them rich; cash, goods and 
amenities will be theirs. Their life style 
must suffer change. 

Both the developers and the Papua 
New Guinea Government will have to 
tread cautiously, particularly in their 
handling of the social stresses which 
almost certainly will emerge when thou
sands of migrant workers from all over 
Papua New Guinea move in to change the 
face of Ok Tedi. 



Good things 
are happening at 

DAVARA Hotels 
You will find the Davara Group the 

most enjoyable Hotels to stay at when 
visiting Papua New Guinea. We not only 
provide an endless summer in which you 
can enjoy yourself, but, as well, a choice of 
superb local and international cuisine and 
top class cabaret entertainment. 

Our airconditioned bedrooms ensure 
your good nights rest, so that refreshed, 
you may enjoy our Catamaran cruises or 
perhaps some energetic water ski-ing. 

Our weather lends itself to plenty of 
swimming, be it in our sparkling swimming 
pools or along soroe 'almost' deserted sandy 
beach. 

Maybe too, if you are a businessman 
you should consider our well appointed 
function rooms and facilities for that 
conference or special presentation. 

And during your stay you'll be pampered 
with traditional Melanesian friendliness and 
service. So let good things start to happen to 
you at Davara. 

The Islander Hotel 
P.O. Box 1981, 
BOROKO 
Tel: 25 5955 
Telex: NE22288 'Davara' 

Davara Hotel, 
P.O. Box 799, 
PORT MORESBY. 
Tel: 21 2100 
Telex: NE22288 'Davara' 

Davara Kieta Hotel 
P.O. Box 241, 
KIETA. 
Tel: 95 6175 
Telex: NE95852 'Davara' 













By Bob Hawkins 

Yesterday - a battered paramount luluai 's 
cap - sits squarely on a healthy shock of 
snow white hair. Today - dark sunglasses 
- shields his dimming eyes from tropic 
glare. For Kahata Wakang - a B-4 tru -
life has come almost to a standstill. He 
whiles away his time, surrounded by a 
covey of village infants, on the steps of 
his home in Hengali-Ahi, just outside 
Papua New Guinea's second largest city, 
Lae. 

The sway he once held in his village 
and for many miles around as paramount 
luluai (mediator between his people and 
their colonial administrators) has gone. 
But the respect he always commanded is 
still there for lapun (old) Kahata. Even 
the young lions of Hengali-Ahi and neigh
bouring Butibam will seek the counsel of 
this near centenarian. His mind remains 
alert but, as is the way with the old, 
memories of youth sparkle fresher than 
those, perhaps, of last week. 

It's when you ask Kahata about taim 
bipo that you get to puzzling over just 
how old he is. From the stories he tells, 
you get the feeling he was around before 
1884, the year Germany colonised the 
northeastern part of the island of New 
Guinea. 

He clearly recalls paddling up the 
Markham River with two of the- first 
German explorers to come to the Huon 

KAHATA 
lapun bilong 

taim bipo 
Kahata Wakang whiles away his time sur-

• rounded by village infants on the steps of his 
home in Hengali-Ahi near Lae. 

Gulf area; the gruesome death of one of 
them under a hail of arrows loosed in 
ambush by the Watut people; the hanging 
of two Manam Island people for the 
murder of a German planter. 

By the time Australian troops - in a 
brief skirmish near Rabaul - took over 
the colonial reins from Germany at the 
beginning of the first world war, Kahata 
was a member of the German police force 
with several years to his credit. 

Perhaps another indication of his anti
quity lies in the fact that he was retired 
from the Australian administration's police 
force in the mid-thirties. They said he was 
'too old'. But straigl1t away he was put 
back to work as a luluai, a job he held for 
nearly 30 years until a local government 
council rendered him obsolete. 

But it still wasn't the end of his work-

ing life. He continued to run a cocoa 
plantation 12 miles from Hengali-Ahi and 
to walk once a week four miles to the 
market and back. 

Only in the past few years has he 
slowed down. With the passing of colonial 
days, Kahata and a few others around 
Papua New Guinea have made up a 
dwindling group of the B-4 tru variety. 
In the fifties and sixties little official 
recognition was afforded the old Papua 
New Guineans. A B-4 was a European 
who had come to Papua New Guinea 
before the second world war. Now 
'before the turn of the century' person
alities can win recognition. 

To the people of Hengali-Ahi and 
Butibam, Kahata embodies perhaps the 
last living reminder of 'taim bipo' - the 
time before when Papua New Guineans, 
on a much more localised basis than 
now, ran their own affairs, untroubled by 
the wisdom - or lack of it - of the 
western interloper. 

Kahata, as he sits in the sun, telling 
stories of long ago to his village's young
sters, can rest in the knowledge that in 
the years his life has spanned, the wheel 
has come full circle for his people. 

Bob Hawkins is Counsellor ( lnf ormat
ion) at the Australian High Commission 
in Port Moresby. 

ml 



Making up an edition of the pidgin newspaper Wantok . .. 

... inking the off-set press and, below, hot off the press 

tok long 
pisin 
By Francis Mihalic 

Few come to the island of New Guinea 
simply to listen to the languages of the 
people. Most travellers - when they fly 
in to this land of meandering rivers, 
emerald grasslands and cloud-capped 
mountains - are unaware that they are 
entering a linguist's paradise. 

Professionals in the field assure us that 
in the Papua New Guinea half of this 
second largest island in the world 71 7 
actual languages had been identified by 
1975 with possibly a handful more to be 
discovered. Irain Jaya, the western half 
of the island, also has a diversity of 
tongues to offer. But Papua New Guinea's 
contribution alone is 45 per cent of the 
world's total languages. 

In the cities there is little evidence of 
this polyglot situation because Papua New 
Guinea had developed a common lang
uage - pidgin, more correctly termed 
Melanesian Pidgin. It is used as a second 
language by about a million Papua New 
Guineans. 

Most business in the National Parlia
ment and the 1 SO local government 
councils is conducted in pidgin; 1 S reg
ional radio stations do most of their 
programming in pidgin. Fluency in pid
gin has even been suggested as prerequi -
site for citizenship by its more zealous 
advocates. 

Pidgin is a linguistic term. It is the 
Chinese approximation of 'business', be
coming 'bisin', 'pisin' (as it is spelled in 
Papua New Guinea), then anglicized to 
'pidgin'. A pidgin language is a business 
language, literally a trade language, a com
promise language which is consciously or 
unconsciously put together by two groups 
of people who do not know one ano
ther's language but who must communi
cate to be able to work together. Each 
gives a share. Daily usage develops the 
language. 

This is immediately evident in the 
case of Melanesian Pidgin which develop
ed over a century ago in the copra planta
tions of Samoa and the sugarcane fields 
of Queensland. Workers recruited from 
the greater Rabaul area of New Britain 
could not communicate with their over
seers. So they compromised: the man
agers used English terms and the Papua 
New Guineans arranged them according 
to their inborn Melanesian grammar pat
terns. Thus a language was born. 

These plantation workers brought the 
language home; used it; shared it; spread 
it. Hundreds of thousands of indentured 
workers over the next 40 years travelled, 



as plantation workers, from the coastal 
mainland to the Rabaul area. They 
adopted the new language mostly so that 
they could communicate among them
selves. (Often people from a dozen 
language groups worked on one plantation 
language groups worked on one planta
tion.) During their contract period they 
also picked up local words and built them 
into the newly-learned pidgin. For this 
reason most Melanesian words in pidgin 
come from the Rabaul dialects. 

By the end of World War I, pidgin 
was so widespread that the Christian 
missions on the islands and along coastal 
New Guinea began to use it as a practical 
tool Tor literacy and education. It has 
over the years been damned by the 
Germans, condemned by the United Na
tions, strangled by purist educationists, 
outlawed from schools, ridiculed as a 
bastard language, a jargon, baby talk, 
and broken English. But nothing stops 
it. And rightfully so: it is just following 
the normal expansion pattern of a living, 
useful, graphic, poetic, punchy, express
ive language. 

Trade languages are nothing new. We 
had them in Christ's day. We had them 
in the Middle Ages amongst the multi
national 'Crusaders' who communicated 

in a watered down French referred to as 
a 'lingua franca' - a term which today is 
synonymous with pidgin. There are more 
than 15 pidgin languages in the world. 
Bahasa Indonesia (the official language of 
multi-lingual Indonesia) began as a basic 
Malay; Swahili, which is official in Tan
zania and Kenya, is a pidgin or trade 
language built on an Arabic vocabulary; 
Afrikaans is the classic example of a full
fledged language which began as a pidgin 
Dutch and is today the official language 
of South Africa. 

One of Melanesian Pidgin's greatest 
merits is that by hurdling the 717 lingu
istic barriers of Papua New Guinea, it has 
been and still is one of the main unifying 
factors of the nation, even more so now 
that we have a wide network of radio 
communications. 

Your first contact with Melanesian 
Pidgin literature could well be through 
the national news magazine Wantok, a 
name which comes from the English 
'one talk'. Typically, in pidgin, it does 
not only mean 'one language', or 'of the 
same language group', it also means 
'friend, chum, mate, confidant'. 

You should find Wantok at the airport 
kiosk. For those completely unfamiliar 
with Melanesian Pidgin, perhaps the best 

place to start is with the Phantom on the 
back page. The first thing you will notice 
on trying to read the paper is that the 
spelling seems odd. It is because it is 
not English. Pidgin spelling is phonetic -
the words are spelled as we pronounce 
them. Spelt phonetically, the English 
word 'know' would be 'no'; 'enough' 
would be 'inaf; and 'write' would be 
'rait'. 

Try reading the newspaper aloud. Once 
you hear the words, their probable mean
ing will register. If you recognise a word 
as corning from English, give it the Eng
lish vowel equivalent - and you are on 
your way. The grammar, being of Melan
esian vintage, will prove to be the puzzler. 

Wantok is written for the man in the 
street. It has an estimated readership of 
60,000. It is subscribed to in 16 foreign 
countries and is used as a working text 
in four foreign universities where pidgin 
is taught as an authentic foreign language. 

Father Frank Mihalic is the author of 
Introduction to New Guinea Pidgin which 
is written specifically for the traveller and 
newcomer to Papua New Guinea. 
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Wheels the world over have converged on 
Pioneer Valley Park, not far from Brisbane. 
They have been brought there by John 
Hunter, obviously more for the love of it 
than to make a profit when it is considered 
that already he has ou tlaid nearly K2 
million for his collection. 

Pioneer Park, on John Hunter's 80-acre 
Kura by property, is proving a major week
end attraction to both the people of Bris
bane and visitors to the Queensland capital. 

photography: Bob Niclol AIS 

There's nothing else like it in Australia. 
As a result of the travels of John Hunter 
and his brothers, visitors can now see a 
ceremonial gold inlaid coach dating back to 
1825 and once owned by the Maharajah of 
Mysore; bullock wagons, bread and milk 
carts; coaches and broughams once owned 
by Dutch aristocracy; a hearse used in 
Dublin in the middle nineteenth century; a 
gypsy caravan; a coach built in 1815 upon 
which gold lettering proclaims it to have 



C&BBl4GE 
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been the fastest in the world, having once 
covered the 185 miles from London to 
Manchester in just over 18 hours. 

John Hunter's pride is a Sicilian cart, 
not one part of which is without some 
form of colourful carving or painting. The 
story goes that four men worked for six 
years to create it. 

It's not just old coaches and fine horses 
at Pioneer Valley. On display also are a 
1900 steam train, a Canberra bomber, and 

myriad items such as 400 coach lamps and 
a Japanese emperor's saddle, harness, wea
pons and whips. 

A tum-of-the-century Australian village 
is being built and, for those too young to 
wallow in the nostalgia which Pioneer 
Valley evokes, there are horse and paddle 
boat rides, a pool and a ring program of 
whipcracking and wood chopping. On 
Sundays and public holidays the coaches 
go on parade. 
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CLOCKWISE FROM RIGHT: Congo Rfw,r; 
Yo,t1mltt1 Natlont1I Pt1rk, USA; Ortlf}on CotlSt; 
W•t lndltn; East Afr!Ctl; PtlpUtl Ntlw Gulnt1t1 

GEORGE 
BAKER'S 
SELECTION 
George Baker, OBE, VRD-diplomat, naval officer 

and, at the moment, Britain's High Commissioner to 

Papua New Guinea - never misses an opportunity to 

record the sights of the country in which he is serving. 

In this article, which features some of his work in 

PNG, Africa and North America, George Baker offers 

a few tips for visitors who also want to record PNG 

on film, whether it be with a box Brownie - or a 

5 x 4 Linhof. .. 

There 1s such a tremendous variety of 
subjects in Papua New Guinea that photo
graphy can be as demanding a recreation 
as any other and, certainly, at times, I 
find that work gets in the way of time 
for taking pictures. 

Papua ew Guinea offers a great deal 
to the photographer with 600 islands 
and a thousand tribes there is everything 
you could want for photographing people 
and places. 

For the pictorialist there is the grandeur 
of the mountains and lakes of the High
lands, the teeming life of the forests and 
riv rs, and the serenity of the blue seas 
and blue skies viewed from the shade of 
the palm along the coastlines. 

For tho e who prefer to use the camera 
to portray their fellow beings there is an 
infinite and exciting variety of people in 

m 

the highlands and lowlands, in swamp
lands and on the great ranges from Talasea 
to the Trobriands, Manus to Misima, 
Wewak to Morehead. 

Many of the people of Papua New 
Guinea are clinging to all the traditional 
values in their way of life while adjusting 
themselves to the new world into which 
their country is moving. The bi/um 
(string bag) and the bolus (aircraft) have 
now learned to live together and what a 
fascinating kaleidoscope all this provides 
for the keen observer with a photographic 
eye. 

When you are taking a sky and beach 
scene from the shade of the palm trees as 
a frame for the picture, if your exposure 
is right for the sky there will be no detail 
in the shadows as there ought to be in a 
good picture; it is right for the shadows 

the sky part will print thin and lack cloud 
detail because it· will be over-exposed. 
Also, the darker faces look like ceramic 
if taken in strong sunlight but like black 
sihouettes if taken in shade. 

Lens filters can help to reduce the 
range of contrast. I also always use fast 
film - 400 ASA - because it records 
more shadow detail in a short exposure; 
People think that the slower emulsion 
films have finer grain and will therefore 
produce better negatives but I find that 
high speed film can be developed in fine 
grain developers without grain and with a 
much greater range of tone density. The 
secret lies in doing your own developing, 
even if you cannot undertake your own 
printing. 

Lightweight, small-format cameras with 
automatic exposure control have become 



very popular. They have brought success
ful photography within reach of everyone 
and are marvellous within their limits. But 
they do have limits which not even all the 
expensive extra lenses and gadgetry you 
can buy for them (and thereby add to 
their weight) will overcome. With a focal 
length of 45mm it has to be an exception
al negative to blow up well at anything 
more than l Sxl 2 inches and that is hardly 
large enough to do justice to a good 
pictorial landscape. 

Another trap peculiar to the tropics is 
that with 36 exposures on a roll there is 
a tendency to leave the film in the camera 
until all frames are used up, which is 
usually too long. Heat and humidity are 
killers of crispness in a photograph: it is 
better to take a film out when half finish
ed and get good negatives, than to leave it 

in until the end and get poor results with 
them all. 

My best pictures usually prove to be 
those where I have been able to whisk 
them out of the camera and into the 
darkroom for developing within an hour 
or two. 

I confess to being old-fashioned over 
my gear. I prefer my trusty old Linhof 
and Graphic 5x4 cameras, heavy though 
they are, because their film holders take 
only six at a time and can be removed 
between exposures; and also because when 
you have a good 5x4 negative you can do 
justice to it on large format prints. The 
biggest I ever did was a panorama 42x6 
feet of the city of Kinshasa. It was from 
four negatives but that picture had quite 
an impact. 

Lastly, I confess to being a little old-

fashioned too over the choice between 
black and white and colour. From time 
to time there are pictures which can gain 
something from colour but in the purist 
pictorial field I never feel that colour 
would add anything much to a good 
picture. When it does I have usually 1 

found that the range of colour, being 
chemical, is not a true reflection of nature. 
My best colour pictures are those made 
from black and white prints and painted 
by an artist. The sense of composition is 
vital to a good picture and, if you are 
working in colour all the time, there is a 
risk of photographing colour for colour's 
sake to the detriment of good composi
tion. 



Our new low rates 
Besides all the friendly, cheerful attention, we 
have lowered our rental rates (The new Rate 
Brochure is available from all our branches). 

put us smiles ahead • • • 

Cheaper kilometres per day plus more smiles 
per hour that's AVISERVICE. Choose from 

over 150 modern vehicles and our hostesses 
will put you behind the wheel with minimum of 

hassles and maximum of courtesy. We are at more places in PNG 

AVIS 
P.o.eox3533PT.MOAesav.PHONe:2s8299 NATIONWIDE in Papua New Guinea 







In Papua New Guinea Budget rent a car uses "'- MITSUBISHI cars 

Phone: Smugglers, Madang 8227 44 
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