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George Augustus Selwyn

| wrofte 1his poem whie | was on 1he flght out To Melanesia 1I's a long way To go so / had penty of
imel George Augustus Selwyn was the first Anglcan Bishap of Auckland which included Melanesia,

and he lafer returned To be Bishap of my own Diocese of Lichfield whih is how | found myself
folowing in his foorsteps a century and a half later

In 1841 George Selwyn saled
to Aukland as a Missionary Bishop.
Buf on arrival found that it entaled
(due to an administrafive mishap)
not just the many islands of New Zecland
but somehow all of Melanesia fool
He set out on a ship fo go and see them
with local guides to help him and his crew.
Five fimes he salled around these happy isles
and gave fo them a Bishop of their own
then, after thirfy years of joys and trials,
in Lichfield Bishop Selwyn was enfhroned
His ministry set deep roots and encouraged
the Melanesian people’s faith To flourish




Blackbird

Bishop Selwyn (see previous page) qoponied John Coleridge Patfeson as ihe first Bishop of
Melanesia  He was well loved and respected. but got caught up and Kiled in a dspute over 1he
praclice of blackbirdng’ stealng or coercing young men from Facific islands info forced labowr on
planfations in Australe— a practice that contfinued wel info the Z0th Century  The island where
Patteson was Ailed. Iokupu, STl carvies The shame of that misiabe

Out in the Pacific there's

A finy coral island where

A hundred sfrong communify

All'live of f the abundance of the reef
The sol is ferfile here

And has been for three thousand years
The fruf hangs heavy on the trees
Nakupu giving everything they need

And the wafers rise under endess skies

And the blackbirds fly and steal the future away
And the wafers swirl as the outside world
Comes crashing in, what wil if bring?

Back in 1371

A trading vessel came along

AT gunpaint stole five men away

And sold them in Australia as slaves

When this cruel deed was done

Came peaceful bishop Patfeson

Mistaking them for slavers too

They kiled the bishop and Two of his crew

And the waters rise under endiess skies

And the blackbirds fly and steal the future away
And the waters swirl as the outside world
Comes crashing in, what wil it bring?



But when they realised what they had done
They did their best fo make amends

cos if the violent cycle carries on

Where wil it end?

I mef a man named Patrick whose

Grandfather ran the island school

He told me "we are peaceful men,

Don' judge us by the worst thing we have done"
But now the rising seas

Are ending this communify

| said fo him "forgive me foo,

This is the worst thing we will ever do”

And the waters rise under endess skies

And the blackbirds fly and steal the fufure away
And the waters swirl as the outfside world
Comes crashing through, what wil we do?




Parallels

For my first few aays in Melanesia | was overwhelmed by just how dfferent everyihing was, but
as / seftled info in / stared o nofice The paralels with life at home and | wrole This poem

A mother anxiously comforfs her baby
An old man groans as he sifs on a chair
Children giggle as they enter the classroom
People are people everywhere

Schools that don't have enough equipment
Farms thatf struggle for lack of rain
Big corporations that do what they want fo
Ten thousand miles, but life’s stil the same

Birds sing ouf as the sun is rising
Stars shine brightly through gaps in the clouds
A cool breeze blows through an open window
A home or away these blessings are found

A helping hand from a kindy sfranger
A wordess grin in a crowded hall
A moment of laughter that franscends language
The world is nof so big after al




Waves

As | was preparing for my visit To Melanesia | had a conversation with a priest from Guadatanal
[ asked him about The impact of Clmate Change on his islands and he spobe about The work They are
abing To profect themselves, buidng sea walls and moving inland. butt Then he sad ‘but he waves
hkeep coming” | wrote 1his song based on That phrase, The character in The siory is fictional but it
s an al foo real story

As a chid he salled beyond the reef where all is sky and ocean

He learned fo frust the wind and waves, their rhythm and their mofion
Out there on the endess blue he fell in love with wafer

His island was his own canoe, his Iifeline and suppor fer

Buf the waves keep coming and the waves keep coming
And the waves keep coming and they're washing it all away

He built his house beside the shore, a sfones throw from the coastiine
Looking ouf fowards the sea where he would spend the most fime
Casting out his fishing nets and hauling In his quofa

Hoping that at market fime he'd keep his world afloat

Buf the waves keep coming.

It didn’t happen all af once, it took a while fo spot if

The slow surrender of the beach il nobody could sfop if

The water which hed learned to frust around him now was rising
This shiled seafarer could not stop his island from capsizing

And the waves keep coming.

He lives up on the mainland now, safe distance from the water
He works a sfeady job and has a wife, a son, a daughter

Buf when he sees those distant waves he fills up with emotion
The quiet fears roll down his cheek. salf wafer, ke the ocean

And the waves keep coming and the waves keep coming

And the waves keep coming and theyre washing it al away

The waves keep coming and the waves keep coming

And the waves keep coming and theyre washing the world away



Umbilical Tree

Whie | was in Melanesia | gave a 1alk on creation care af the Bishop Fatteson Theologeal Colege in
Kohimarama  After | had spoken we had a long and aeep conversalion, where The staff. studgents,
and Therr familes shared some of Their stories  This is a poefic aescription of just one part of That

conversation

|
There is a small Pacific Island where
when a chid is born they cut the cord
and plant it in the ground with a new free
so that, however far away they sal,
they wil forever be linked with their home.

I
I met a man foday, a priest, who knows
the place where his umblical free is growing
It is a source of Iife and strength fo him,
a fangble connection fo the earth,
to God’s creafion, to his ancestral home.

[

That cord was severed many years before,
but now he fears it wil be cut again
and this fime he’s not sure if he'll survive
the separafion from his source of Iife

vV
His island home is being washed away
and with it goes a part of who he is,
whie we sit by and watch — or worse, do not
We are presiding over his destruction



V
|l looked him in the eye then turned away
in sorrow and in shame for what we’ve done,
yet stil he greefed me as his own brother,
a felow child of God and, frembling, |
refurned his gaze once more and said “I'm sorry
for all that we have done fo you my friend”

vl
Our actions or complacency are not
without their consequences in this world
but every day we have fo make the choice:
Do we give life and seek forgiveness, or
do we keep cutfing that Iife-giving cord?




Rough Winds

Whie | was stayng at Tabala, The headquariers of the Melanesian Brotherhood. | met a INovice
whose name was Ak Roughwind” because, he Told me. he was born in the midde of a stormy
night  This song arew inspiratton from that (though not from Abe’s Ife))

| was born in the midde of a stormy night

Under darkened shies | pushed fowards the light

| was born in the midde of a stormy night

And those rough winds have followed me all my life

| was born in the midde of a lightning storm

As the clouds were torn by the flashes and the thorns
| was born in the midde of a thundersform

And those rough winds have followed me all my Iife

| enfered the world as the flood wafers swirled
And the sky came crashing down

And all I can do is just keep pushing through
heep my head up and try nof fo drown

| was born in the midde of a hurricane

As the wind and the rain swirled around again and again
| was born in the midde of a hurricane

And those rough winds have followed me all my life




Jesse

Another friend | mage at Tabala was a young chid called Jesse  He was playng with a Ting Kitfen
tcaled gift7) and was sayng the rhyme Thatt my mum used fo say— ‘rat a faf fal. who's 1hat7 Only
grandma’s pussy cat - Where's your money? n my pockelr  Where’s your pockel? | forgot it Oh
you sily pussy catl” He was aelghted when [ joined in with The rhyme and we became flirm friends
for 1he next few days

I met a kid called Jesse, maybe 4
or O years old His dad was visifing
the place where | was staying On the porch
a kitten and a parrof with a wing
that wouldn'T work. At first he was quite shy
but soon he opened up and we would chat
In broken English and in Pigin - |
could never quite get confident with that
The kitten, ke the child, was only young
The parrot, lke the chid, was filled with joy
And I, just ke the child, felt small Among
These haly men of faith Iam a boy
Buf then the words of Jesus come fo mind:
Be like this chid - God's fingdom you wil find




Faling

One of The most moving encounters in my fime in Melanesia was with George  He moved 1o his
vilage when he was a chid from his home isiand of' Skaana, which is about 100 miles out info 1he
Pacific  He showed me a Tree on 1he shorelne where he prays every day, but because of Clmale
Change 1he Tree is Threalened by The rising sea levels and he said fo me If The Tree falls | wil foo”
His community only has about 10 years left before their vilage will be washed away by 1he sea

He landed here when he was only eight
Crossed a hundred miles of ocean on the way
Left his island and his heart

To make a brand new sfart

In this strange and unfamiliar place

When he left his boat he saf under a free
[t was only small, ke him, but he could see
The horizon far away

And he knew beyond it lay

His home, his heart, his hisfory

And the tree grew bigger as the years passed by
And he builf a life here under sfrange new skies
But the free was watered by the tears hed cry
For his far off far off home

He watched with pride as all his children grew
And then he watched his grandchildren too
As they laid down their roots

And started to bear fruit

In the only place they ever knew

His tree became a refuge for his soul
His confidante, his muse, his hiding hole
He would visit every day

To sit, and watch, and pray

To restore his heart and be made whole



And the free grew bigger as the years passed by
And he buif a life here under sfrange new skies
Buf the free was wafered by the fears hed cry
For his far off far off home

One day while he was walking fo the shore
It seemed a liftle closer than before

As slowly day by day

The land was washed away

And his tree wasnt safe there anymore

For the second fime in his life he knew
What this meant and what theyd have fo do
It was time to move on

Before his free was gone

Because if it fell he knew that he would too

And so the tree grew smaller as they saled away
In search of a new Iife and a brighter day

Buf the fears feel freely as he bid goodbye

To his far off far off home




The Ballad of Tetete Ni Kolivuti

Tefete 1) Folwti (which means il of prayer” in The Gela language) is The headquarTers of The
Community of The Sisters of The Church in Solormon Kslands It was originally buif as a lookout hil by
American soldlers in the second World War, before being Turned from a il of war” fo a il of
prayer”

The soldiers arrived in 42

With their guns and their packs and their marching boots foo
They unloaded their ships and they made their way through
In search of a place fo call home

They bulf a new hil on a flat piece of ground

Cleared the coconut frees from the bush all around

Made a fortified lookout on top of the mound

Af Tetete ni Leleu — the Hil of War

The sisters arrivedin 71,

The frees had returned now the soldiers had gone
They faithfully folowed as God led them on

In search of a place fo call home

They builf their first chapel up on the hil there
The community grew as together they shared
what [iffle they had with compassion and care

Af Tetete ni holivufi — the Hil of Prayer

The flood waters rose in "23

Submerging the land all the way fo the sea

And the people all round had to climb up the frees
In search of a place fo call home

The hil was an island for several days

Like Noah and Jonah the sisters all prayed

In the swirling of waters as fogether they sfayed
At Tetete lia hiokomu — the Island Hil



For nearly a century the hil has stood

Through war and disaster, through wildfire and flood
As a beacon of light and a welspring of good

Tefefe Ni Kolivui

This community of sisters still hold on fo the spark

in this hil which has been an island, a refuge, an ark,
In"a turbulent world where so much is dark

From the hil of war came the hill of prayer

The island hillis still sfanding there

Tetete Ni Kolivuti (the Hil of Prayer)




A Conversation Outside The
Charles Eliot Fox Library At hohimarama

After spendng fime with The students at Fohimarama (see page 81 had a fowr of he colege  The
Ibrary is named affer Bishap Charles Ellot Fox who, my guice fold me, was fondly remembered for
how he used o fabks 1o 1he animals and how The Myna Birds would sometimes even reply

The birds around here speak sometfimes’, he said,
‘the smallish brown ones with the yelow eyes
You have to pay atfention though, they spread

their moftled wings, glance back, say their goodbyes
and then before you know it they have gone,
packed up their conversation and moved on’

'We used fo have a bishop here, he said,
‘who was well known for talking to the birds
and other creatures. Once the rats al fled
from fthe cassava pafch at just a word
from Bishop Fox  His grave is over there
It's said the birds stil join with him in prayer’

| tried to pay atfention like he said,
but though | watched and listened for a week,
| falked fo them, sang songs, and shared my bread,
| never once did hear the Myna speak
Beside the Charles Fox library, filed with words,
| sif in slence, praying with the birds




Pacific Sunrise

/ starfed To write This song whie waiching The sun rise over The Facific Towards The end of my
fime in Melanesia | wanted fo Try and caplure something of The peaceful beauty of The place

Morning is breaking over the Islands

A new day awaiting the warmth of the sun
Fishing boafs bobbing out in the ocean

Bid their farewell fo the stars

Myna birds argue

hauri Trees rustle

As | greet the sunrise

On these happy isles

Morning is breaking over the coral

Turtles awaifing the flow of the tide

A frigate bird saunfers down from the mountains
As parrofs par off in the Trees

Coconutfs faling

mangoes are ripening

As | greet the sunrise

On these happy isles

Morning Is breaking over the vilage
Children awaifing the long walk to school
Dusty roads bringing vans full of people
Waving as they journey by

Dock workers caling

Worshippers singing

As | greet the sunrise

On these happy isles




Vulnerable

One of The fina poems | wrole before feaving /Melanesia was 1his, reflecting on The fension
belween hape and vunerabilfy in these beautifll and endangered islands

There is a vunerabilify in These
small Islands where the challenges they face
are mostly nof of their own making Seas
are rising, trees are being feled, the race
for land and for development is fierce -
their magnitude could flood the roads with fears

But vulnerable does not mean powerless.
Developing does nof mean uninformed
These islands, vilages, and fowns are gefting
ready now to face the gathering storm
Stone by stone, day by day, resisting
those forces that would stop them from existing

Here, where land and sea are in a battle aeons long,
a fragle hope against all odds has always been their song










