
New Guinea
19 July Uli.

Darling,

■^?’1TiS s‘b?J-1 ,oomipg In in batches-—when it ODmes in. And a nice 
N^s ^TSJs FeE letterS’ 18’ 191 2U’ 291 Witil

Als°> yesterday I received the box yai mailed May 2^—cio-arets. 
the°thi^ yoFsert! Candy‘ The mCkage in g00d *aoej and 1 a"sedate 

I'd fF! USed ,UP my 30 “ y°u could send somemore
T 11,=+ 3^+^ + t’ J1 ccurse you are sending all you can get, but
AtMpt-iZ^FLF gep mother request letter" for you. I -will need an 
Athletic Support er for my bathing trunks, too.

Mm seai Lutherin several wedcs, bit will tiy to get dovti to
see him in,the next day or so, I hope Pauline is getting alcng okay now, 
m^ke a harsh expression—I think Lee tried to

really, I haven’t been mad since yesterday. alrZ °n the at mar here) tome soMiers caw 7
alpng and took my peep. So, off I trudged in the said, madder than a wet hen— 
eSdentLy^ P6eP 300 yards Up the beadhe They TOre cranking 

1o4-+ot> In your ^^-t-er of the 19th yai asked about the two cities—it was the 
latter, of course. The Ben Hudson who is my tentmate is Maj Or—Provost Marshal 
I m sure you must have met him, either at Blanding, Bcwie or Sielby. NoZ. the* 
Capt George Meaders isntt the Press boy—he’s a Vicksburger from the Trrf--nf-mr

Mn 12n+Ledg?r you^sed 10 tte box, there was a stoiy about 
bv,ing promoted to 1st It. (I think I wrote you that Jimmie Alsop (also 1st It) 

?aCS’n?"’bere 311 New Guinea about a month or so ago. JcNothing serious, I think, bit awfully inconreniait at mass. go-mowing
e+Mt Tel1 Sue g3ad h®1* birthday narty was such a success—Hike the 
exerei^t^yt™ re) ’ teU get that yard mOTred« It,s ®od

a • Havan’t been fishing with Jack in a c oiple weeks—too busty to be 
n."" » viat to . „tt„

r. t^.d£^ 11

^hirh f™0us one 1,hose name no doubt be faniljar to you, tut
which I cannot mention, of course,

oWThe nPI^Fr is 100ated on a sand oint, jutting out into a
wide expanse of tidal flats. As at all native villages, toe re to Aussie 
sergeant stationed toe re, and he received me most cordtolly—I had intro dictions 
from ny other Angau Aussie friends and a large tin of tda/too, SongST 
some medical supplies which I knew te needed badly fcr his villagers^

ronffd intrdduced me to Father John, toe mission nriest, arri he 
d me+J° a^tepd 1118 "evensong" service at U o'clock. Meanwhile I co uld acroaFthe ri^: SCh°01 131-86 V±113ge ^i=h fa, F™d ju?t 

older. SF°O1 rooms—one for nickanima.es and one forolder students. One of has older studoits teach the ricnaiinnies. The class rooms are merely palm-thatched huts, vato sand floor a f^ mto baches 
aud a couplfi of smaH blacktoards. Tte mission is locatedTn a Saut^ 

grove, and m a cleared spafce between the two classrooms, thenative 



children were having an enthusiastic game of soccer—or '’kickball.'’ you 
should see those kids boot the ball with ihedr bare feet. All ages were 
playing^ includii^ some very "beautiful” (New Guinea standards) ycung ladies. 
One kid, abcut 8, was prancing about the area on a oair of banboo ton-wal kers 
aid having the time of his life.

To get to the villa/ge proper, i had to wade kmee-deen acorss the 
salty lagoon, as the tide was in. From the mission the village caild be 
seen as in snapshot ffl which I’m enclosing. Notice the rail fmce behind some 
of the huts—-and the canoe in the right side of the nlcture. (These pictures 
were made by Sgt Leonard and he kindly gave me this setr-some of the best 
pictures I’ve seen down here.)^

Crossing the flats I saw a number of ’’Buna Belies” lil® the one in 
picture #2—some younger, some older; all so shy that they ran Then they 
saw my camera. (I find the natives mostly are very shy cf Picture -taking 
tourists, although I did get some good shots yesterday.) This particular 
gal is about 20 and obtiously has three or four children. The grass skirt 
is rare through this particular section, most of the women wearing a 
length of calico or tapa doth (like that I have salt yoi) v/rao-ed about 
their hips. Even the tiniest girls were a G-stiing, but- ihe boys just wear 
their birthday suits until they get ffcve or six years old.

■When I walked into the village I was most impressed by ihe beauty 
of the spacious avenue of cool-shading palms, as seen in nicture zr3* The 
area was thronged with little coons running about playing tag, or nuding 
sticks along on the ground in frent of than in some sort of game. Also, 
there were many pigs and dogs and cats about the area, and before I left 
I had seen several dogfights. Wen I sited the village, there was a 
Teng fi^ifiet srread out like a carpet down the avenue seen in the oictxire. 
The men had been mending the net. Alongside each house is a little fire 
with a wooden pot filled with taro and yams and ”pidi”--wraDred in cabbage 
palm leaves and baking in the coals. You can see one of these cooking fires 
in the center background of #3. Also you can see ore of ihe girls, looking 
over her shoulder toward the earners, vhile a buck in G-string is going abound 
the house on the left.Leaning against the calm in the ri^it background is 
a native boy and a couple of wooden diields—vhich are rare nowadays. The 
short, carrot—top palms are sago palms, and the palms in the xiglt foreground 
are cocoanuts. The heart of the sago palm trunk furnishes the natives with 
a starchy tapioca-like food which they think is deliciais. 1t looks—and 
smells—someth at like horsehoof glue*

In picture you can see a typical hut of this village. Notice that 
the shack is built on stilts, because 6f the tide rising from the flats in 
the background. Between the center hut and the one on the left you can see 
a glimpse of the reef which separates the flats from the 1acific. Sitting 
and squatting on the porches of each of the huts were the old women aid men 
and , of course, children, dogs, and cats. Meet of the old neople were ei^ia? 
eating—digging goo out of pots with their fingers—or mixing and chewing 
betel nut and lime. This latter practice is common,even ameng the childrai. 
The betel kut had something of a narcotic effect, and policies the teeth 
ebony blacks—which the natives like very much.

Hanging from rafters of the hut perches were strings of large 
white "money" shells, with a war club or two lying abort. The huts I peered 
into were dark and smelly, the split-ban boo floor bare excent for large 
palm-frond sleeping mats. In picture you again see one of the shy girls, 
trying her best to get out of range of the camera.



S^cture is typical of tie New Guinea toirist shots. The 
natives uho will aliow you to take their pictures assume stiff noses 
facing the camera, audit’s hard to get an unposed picture. The old 
differ—about 25 perhaps—-is having his beard with a GI PX mirror and 
a sharpened shell. The young fellow in front, nosing so solemnly, is 
Areka, a mission-boy. He speaks very good Englidi and for a couple 
of cigarets acted as my guide ]htom^i3Ktohenidia&agBin and interpreter in 
the village. But, about all he accomplished for me was to get rid of. 
a couple packs of cigarets. I -would tell him to a^c a ganily groin 
sitting around their cooking fire if i could take their nictures. He 
would jabber with ihem and then say, ngive-em cig*ret.'’ So, I’d pass 
out cigarets and they’d all li$it up aid. puff luxuriantly, and th^r’d 
jabber some more with Areka and then he would shrug his shoulders at 
me and inform me "no pikshures." But, he was quite willing to nose, 
himself, so most of the pictures I got, were made by pointing tie 
camera sidewise at him, fosussing through the view-finder at a group 
on my right and snapping the shutter. I think I did get some fairly 
decent shots that way.

About 3 o’clock I went back across the flats to the mission 
and, naturally, had tea with the sergeant, at his quarters near the 
mission chapel. Father John’s house was just behind the chapel, aid he 
sat all afternoon, crosslegged on his nordi, offering counsel to his 
deacons (I presume). Mien I met him, he was wearing a dipgy oottcn 
undershirt and a pair of khaki shorts, w.th a large silver cross hanging 
from a rosary about his neck.

Ri^it here, I suppose, I should tell you tiat Father John is 
not a missionary, but a mission-educated Beniari native. He is about 
35 or HO years old, has short, greying kinks, sneaks English veiy well, 
and has the quiet, dignified manner of any minister,

Vfell, Father John’s conference ran rest U o’clock, so about 
Hsl5 he solemnly arose and tapped six times on an old shin’s bell which 
hangs on his porch. The soccer game ceased immediately, and people begai 
drifting across the flats from the village, old men, women of ages, 
young men, and hordes of childrai.

At hs 33, Father John emerged fron his hut, clad in a long 
onee-white robe, and tapped the bell again six times. Then, he jumped 
off his norch and shuffled his bare feet across to the chapel. The 
congregation then filed in, the men and boys going to one side and tie 
women and girls to the other. For benches, tiere were skinned logs 
placed along either side of the chapel, aid as each native filed in, he 
kneeldd and crossed himself, then sat on a log.

The altar was covered with green and yellow cloti, with 
lighted candles, and a white-painted bamboo cross affixed overhead. 
The chapel floor tvas sand, and in the entrance was a huge seashell vati 
holy water veJSel inside.

Mien everyone was seated, FA ho* John came to therear and 
whispered, "will you sit over here, nlease," and guided me to the only 
board bench, complete with kneeling rail, in the chapel.

Then, Father John opened his gevensong" service—a rite of 
the Episcopal High Church of England. He sang tie first stanza of a 
hymn in a resounding baritone. The men joined in the secaid stanza, and then 
the women joined in. And, I must say, that those savages could sing. Of ccurse 
I could understand only a few words—such as blessed, and nadre—fatier, and 
mamma—mother, but they sang melodiously in their native tongue. Sounded much 
like the Gregorian chants of the Catholic church. I ccntidered their singing 
as good as any I’ve ever heard in an American church.



f

After the hymn. Father John carefully opened his spectacle case 
and placed his glassed on, onened his Bible and announced the text of his 
sermon-—Matthew, Ch 7* He read the chapter, lead the congregation in the 
Common Prayer, then led them in another hymn. Then he assumed an oratorical 
pose before the altar and launched into his sermon. I must say Father John 
is a talented orator. I could only catch a few English words nw aid th®—— 
God, Jesu, padre, maimn, blessed, mbaon satan—but his deliveiy was so forceful 
that I could almost follow the theme of his sermon.

I’ve never seen a more attentive congregation. Evon the kids 
were quieter than most in churches Pve attended. One tiny girl began to 
fret and her mother immediately took her out. The other children just sat 
or stood leaning over the log-baiches, rolling their eyes solemnly at n®.

After several more hymns, the service was closed with Father 
John saying the Lord’s Prayer in boiedibticn. I recognized it as the Lord’s 
Prayer, and later Ether John verified my guess. After the prayer, id th all 
saying Amen in unison, Eather John MflisiLifiLymiBiRib6Biiiiai3on.zBixm bowed in front 
of the altar and then inarched out. Each native then cane into the aisle, 
bowed and quietly left the chapel.

As I was about to leave the mission. Fatter Jchn, again in 
undershirt and shorts, came out aid told me he was glad I had care to his 
service. He told me that he went to school fcr three years at Milne Bay, 
southern tip of New Guinea, studying for tie ministry. Then he returned'to 
this mission—his own native village. That was "maiy years” ago, he said, 
and he had been teaching ever since. There was a white missionary at the 
mission, he said, tut he had not returned since ihe Jans invaded New Guinea. 
All the people of the mission and the surrounding villages fled to the 
mountains when the japs came. Father John said, returning after the Americans 
had killed the Japs.

I would have liked to have talked a long while further with 
him, but I knew Pd bettor get back to the main road before dark, so I had 
to leave. I’m going to try to get back to see him before I leave this 
section, for Father John is the most intelligent native I’ve seoi, and I 
know he can tell me many interesting things.
• 4.1. » The 1 * appreciated most about Father John’s missioi, I think,
is the fact that he—and apparently the missionaries before him—male no 
apparent attempt to ’’civilize” the natives. They cane to church dressed as
they always have dressed. The childroi naled, the men wearing merely a G-string 
the women with a bit of cloth wrap-ed about their hips. It was tie most 
impressive sight I’ve ever seen to see the big black bucks, some of ihe six 
feet uall, striding in wearing nothing but their IMndotiis, thoi kneeling 
and crossing th an salves, and singirg hymns like trained choristers.

I learned about this mission— of course I had heard about it 
ever since the early days cf the New Guinea camnaign—from Areka, the boy 
in the nicture. Vfe were on a field training oroblem un the coast from the 
mission one day last week. A large grouo of native children cane un the 
beach and to shared our "C" rations with than. This boy, Areka, cane un to 
Major irank McKee, of Meridian, and myself, ani said, “Good dsy”—tte 
universal greeting of the native to the white nan. He stood lookirg at us 
for a.few minutes, scratching his belly, then his head. ’’Parchn he, nlease,” 
he said, "do you have a iestament?” Of course we were surprise d at his 
command 6f the English language—and surorised, too, at the request. Major 
McKee was equal to the occasion, however, and ruimiaged through his diffle 
bag and. found a New Testament. The boy burst into a wide grin, flfeoned through 
the pages, looked at the pictures, read the inscription in the front of ihe 
Book, smelled the bmchng with an "Ahhl” and then said, "Your name Mo’key.” 
Frank admitted his identity, then the boy asked my name. "Mock-davee’ ” he 

sa&?’ "My name is Arekax Me mission boy. Thank

J



An old man cane along then and a^ced for a cigaret and 
sane "bull beef,” which we gave him. He assured us he was ’’shief” of the 
village nearby and told us about the missiai. So, I resolved then to 
visit Father John. I had heard stories of him and has work, but somehow 
I had the impression he was a white missionary. So, when I actually 
visited the mission and met him, I was most surprised to find him as bhlck- 
as any Buna Boy of ihe labor lines.

fianm The way the children nlayed togeiher and their affectionate 
attitude toward each other impressed me very much and I commented on it 
to Sgt Leonard. And the way they fondled their cats and dogs—and evm nigs. 
I asked the sergeant if the kids ever squabbled or fought, as children do 
the world ofer. He assured me he had never seen a native, old or young, 
angry. “They lead a most harmonious life,” he said, “and you will notice 
they share everything th^r have with each other. I really think we could 
leam a lot from th6se natives.”

And I agreed with him.
One of tiie pictures enclceed is the best one we^ve seen 

down here—-most typical of the scenery and native life. That is #3« Mary 
of the boys want a copy, so Pd appreciate it if you would ask Mr. 
Terreson to copy it and make about a dozen coitact prints for me.

Thanks a lot for "the package—only don’t bother to send 
more cigarets. They cost you too much, and we’re getting our ration reyilarly 
now. Photographic material is really the only thing I thn think of that 1 
need.

Lots of love, sweetheart. I miss you and the children 
very, very much.

lour


