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MARIST MISSIONS IN 
THE SOUTH SEAS 

Catholic Foreign Mission life is a history of physical 
hardship and spiritual glamour. Incredible difficulties are 
overcome by the vigor of the ceaseless energies of faith. As 
a messenger and a spiritual ambassador a Catholic Missionary 
works to teach, to preach, and to do charitable deeds inspired 
by our Savior's pleading, "Going, therefore, teach all nations." 

In 1835 the Venerable John Claud Colin, a humble French 
priest just forty-five years of age, was at Belley, a tranquil city 
not far from Lyons, writing with unhurried zeal the rules of 
the Religious Society he had founded. Into this atmosphere of 
spiritual serenity broke an agitated call from Rome for priests 
to cultivate the desolate missionary areas of the Pacific Ocean. 
Gregory XVI gave the Church's approval to the new Society 
of Mary in the very Brief that bestowed on the Society the 
mission fields of these distant, enigmatic lands of Oceanica. 
That was in April 1836. 

Marist Foreign Mission activities began on Christmas 
Eve that same year. Allured by the desire of sacrifice, made 
happy by the strenuous security of Faith, a first group of 
seven, reduced by death at sea to six, sailed on a hard voyage 
from the old port of Havre on a new spiritual adventure. These 
missionaries through the eleven months of a slatting sea 
journey knew the sudden disturbances of winds and black 
gales and days of dead calm before they settled on the lands 
of the savages to whom they were bringing salvation. Their 
destinations were far apart and remote. Father Bataillon and 
Brother Joseph were the apostles of Wallis. Father Chanel 
with Brother Marie-Nizier went to Futuna. Bishop Pom
pallier, Father Servant, and Brother Columban sailed on to 
New Zealand, where their labors with the Maoris were bril-



liantly successful. At Wallis progress was secure though slow. 
At Futuna the renitent natives resisted the influence of 
Faith, and it was not until the valient Father Chanel, his 
body crumpled under the stinging blow of a hatchet to his 
head, was martyred, that the spirit of religion triumphed. 
Then came the awakening. The Pope established a second 
vicariate, Central Oceanica, with the geniel Father Bataillon 
as Bishop. In Tonga, "The Friendly Islands" of Capt. Cook, 
Father Chevron and Father Breton labored. In Samoa, called 
by Cook "The Navigators," Father Violette, Father Roudaire, 
and Father Elloy, later a bishop, worked with unflinching de
termination. In the fiercest of these island groups, The Fiji, 
Bishop Bataillon was aided by the success of Father Breheret. 
At New Caledonia lingers the memory of Bishop Douarre, 
and Brother Blaise, martyred by the Kanakas. For a while the 
work in the Soloman Islands, the last to be reached by Marist 
Missionaries, seemed doomed. To these ISLAS de SALOMON, 
probably not so named in the sixteenth century by Alvaro 
Mendana de Neyra;" on the wild supposition that Solomon 
found here the gold for the Temple at Jerusalem, fourteen mis
sionaries were sent by Father Colin in 1845. Many were mar
tyred. By 1852 obstacles and bitter failure forced the aban
donment of these Islands. Propaganda selected the Fathers 
of the Foreign Mission of Milan for this far away territory. 
Four years of almost fruitless effort ended their labors too. 
Then almost a half century of neglect. In 1898 Marist Mis
sionaries began a second attempt that has not failed. The 
South Solomons were evangelized first. In 1930 the Northern 
Solomon Islands were made into a Vicariate, and Father 
Thomas J. Wade, S.M., an American, a native of Providence, 
Rhode Island, was consecrated as the First Bishop. One of 
Bishop Wade's young apostles is the author of the letters in 
this volume. Father McHardy has gone, but his work stirs 
like a strange inspiration those he knew and for whom he 
labored. 

¥A delightful and scholarly study of the origin of the name 
is in HAKLUYT, ser. 2, vol. 7, the Introduction. 



The record of Catholic foreign miSSIOnary life in the 
South Seas is luminous with the radience of Faith. Lingering 
in its pages, through the century of its history are stories of 
Catholic heroism and the quick responses they bring from in
numerable hearts. The spirit of Marist Missionary activity has 
a subtile, exquisite power. 

Daniel S. Rankin, S.M. 



PREFACE 

Some years ago, there was a man sent by God to the 
natives of Twnuru, in the Northern Solomon Islands. 
This man cmne for a witness, to give testimony to them 
of the Light, that all there might believe through him. 
He taught that he was not the Light but was to give 
testimony of the Light, and prepare the way for the 
La11J,b of God, the Mystery of Redemption. His strong
est argument was a pleasant smile; his keenest instr'lV
ments of zeal were unselfish service, and sacrifices cheer
fully hidden. Two years later, this man engaged in 
heated conversation with his Bishop that he be allowed 
to labour on, to smile as ever, to work and plan, even 
though it was apparent to all that only the will to labour 
kept him on his feet. "Hwndreds," he pleaded, "are in 
the catechumenate; years of labour are about to fructify; 
you have no one to take my place. I will be better soon. 
All will retrogress. Please allow me to stay on." A 
month later the yowng apostle, sad and silent, sick and 
sorrowful, smiled as he only could smile, shook the hand 
of his worried Bishop and whispered, "Good-bye, 
Bishop! Pardon me for letting you down. Pray that it 
is only for a while." 

"Well, here I am a failure." With these words the 
yowng priest returning home to die, greeted his friend of 
friends, his beloved Spiritual Director, the man who had 
planted in his yowng and generous heart the desire to 
work in Christ's foreign legion, and taught him to smile 
in the thick of the battle. "Yes," replied the trainer of 
apostles, "Yes, you have failed, failed like Christ on the 
Cross." 

The saintly servants of God who soothed his last 
days state that attending him was its own reward, such 
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was his spirit of cheerfulness and self-forgetfulness. The 
Master beckoned. The news was flashed to the Solo
mons and co-labourers hastened unto the Altar of God. 
to God who insists on doing His own work in His own 
way, that they might pray for their dear one and state 
again their faith in the "Mystery of the Vineyard," say
ing, sorrowfully, " 0 Lord of the harvest, we bend before 
this new Mystery of the Vineyard. We cannot under
stand, but You wish it; therefore it is best that it is so 
and wholeheartedly we submit to Your mysterious way 
of cultivating Your V ineyard. We labourers have only 
to work and obey. Our submission should please you. 0 
Lord, because all human wisdom is against You in Your 
latest deed, but we see Your intention. Anxious to im
press upon us that the salvation of souls is a supernatural 
work, You must at times be harsh to drive home the les
son, to bring out the Great Truth that You are the Su
preme Lord and Master of the Vineyard and we but 
little spades and shovels, useful only as You choose to 
use us." 

Well did Father McHardy realize that the Hand 
that moves the world is moved by prayer and in that lies 
the solution of the Mystery of the Vineyard. All his let
ters reveal his faith in this Mystery. To the most super
ficial observer, is apparent the fact the ways of the Mas
ter are not the ways of the labourers and the Mastel' 
alone knows the plan for His Vineyard. What strange 
logic, humanly speaking! God sees the need of harvest
ers and yet H e removes one and tells us calmly to ask 
Him for another! "Pray the Lord of the Harvest that 
He send labourers into His harvest." There lies the 
mystery. It is His own harvest. He paid a terrible price 
for the souls in danger. He loved them to Calvary, and 
still passionately loves them even to the Tabernacle. He 
is omnipotent. He alone realizes f1tlly the need of la
bourers, the disproportion betrveen the greatness of the 



PREFACE 9 

harvest and the fewne8s of the labourers and the imme
diate necessity of many m,ore, and yet 'With all His knowl
edge and love for souls and His almighty power, He sim
ply and coolly turns to us and bids us pray for more la
bourers. Human logic collapse8 before this paradox, as 
it always does when face to face with God's eternal and 
immutable decrees. Humbly and in silence, as Father 
McHardy used to do, we adore the mystery of His wis
dom and love in summoning from us unto Himself our 
saintly smiling confrere, having found him worthy of 
His promises. 

Father McHardy was peculiarly fitted by nature 
for foreign missionary work. God gave him to us for a 
very short period but in that time he accomplished won
ders. Constantly cheerful, he had just the manner to 
win and to hold the natives. Great was their 80rrow 
'When he left them; earnestly they prayed for his return, 
and they simply sighed aloud, 'When I personally told 
them that he had experienced eternal birth. 

Father McHardy had a 'Welcoming and happy smile 
for everyone. That I learned later 'Was one of the reso
lutions of his life. He was faithful to it, serving all 
smilingly, cheerfully and 'Willingly. 

Recently a confrere remarked that in his opinion 
Father McHardy 'Was an international man. A.sked to 
explain, he replied, "Have you not noticed that it makes 
no difference to him what country you come ft"Om or 'Who 
you are, white, black or brown?" Just to have merited 
that one casual remark shows that Father McHardy's 
life 'Was a wondrous priestly and ItIarist success. Yes, 
he failed, "failed like Christ on the Cros.~," because he 
knew the power of prayer and the need of donation of 
self in the service of God, and through his cheerful sac
rifices many 'Will experience the consolations of Good 
Friday, the happiness of Christmas and the joys of Eas
ter. 
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May the spirit of unselfish sacrifice that his letters 
breathe awaken in other young hearts the desire to devote 
themselves to the service of the Lord in the Vineyard, 
and inflame the hearts of all with a burning zeal in the 
cause for 'Which Father McHardy gave his life, the 
propagation of the Faith to the 'Waiting multitudes 
yearning for a Saviour. 

~ THOMAS JAMES WADE, S.M. , 

Titular Bishop of Barbalissos, 

Vicar Apostolic, North Solomons 

U.S.A. Address 
c/o Marlst Mission Helpers 
St. Mary's Manor 
So. Langhorne, Penn. 

Foreign Address 
CATHOLIC MISSION 
KIETA 
Territory of New Guinea 
Via Sydney, Australia. 
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SMALL BEGINNINGS AT TUNUR'U. FATHER McHARDY'S FIRST SAC -SAC PRESBYTERY AND CHAPEl. 



ALTAR OF NATIVE- CUT BOARDS IN THE TINY CHAPEL AT TUNURU 



BIOGRAPHICAL NOTE 

There is a radiance, slower and fainter than the lamb
ency of trance, that lights some faces, not for a few hours 
but for a lifetime, and that slow transfiguration those who 
knew him saw in Emmet McHardy, for the flesh reflects its 
dreams. He was born in Pihama, Taranaki, New Zealand, 
in 1904, and he came on the one side of an old Highland clan 
of high traditions, and on the other of faithful Catholic Irish 
stock. His mother was a born New Zealander. Almost every 
old Scotch ballad known was to be found in that farmhouse, 
and he had, too, Tipperary in his veins. Born into that un
complaining grit which mountains breed, from boyhood he 
had a quick, glancing wit, that was like the flash of a pukeko 
through raupo. (1) 

When he was old enough he came to St. Patrick's Col
lege, Wellington, where he earned distinction as a student. 
He entered the Marist Seminary at Greenmeadows and was 
ordained priest. It was characteristic of him that he already 
obtained permission to go to the Solomons before he broke 
the news to his parents. So keen was his will for sacrifice that 
he countered every objection before it could be put to him. 

And so he set out on his mission. The Marist motto is 
"Ignotus et quasi occultus (Hidden and as it were unknown") 
and few have given it more faithful service. He wrote in
numerable Wodehousian letters but any publicity that he 
sought was for the mission, not for himself. Those letters 
tell the story of his life in the Solomons. Alone there in his 
isolation he had two great sorrows. One was the death of his 
mother and for five weeks after the word reached him he did 
not see a white face. He was pelted by memories and hard 
on the heels of that came another grief. He wrote sadly, "The 
earthquake news crushed me completely. I loved dear old 
Greenmeadows more than I would ever care to admit--and 
the lads there ... they will help us more now. But it is sad 
to be left behind" ( 2) 

Soft-winded Napier and bright-aired Taranaki must have 
seemed very far from steamy Tunuru in those sharp weeks. 

(1J Maori "'Or-dB: "Pukeko," a native bird ; "raupo:' ta ll swamp grass. 
(2) A severe earthquake early in 1931 completely destroyed Napier and 

surrounding districts. The Martst Seminary at Greenmeadows Buttered 
severely. two priests and seven students beIng killed. 
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But he went on treating yaws and baptizing blacks in 
numbers that would have delighted John of the Jordan, scal
ing mountains that curved up and out like a frowning lip and 
crossing the green crusted slime of quaking bogs that roofed 
slash-jawed crocodiles. 

It was not strange that he should have had a great ad
miration for Father Martindale. His own spirit was utterly 
frank and free from the conventions of a whining piety. "You 
realize that you are getting what he really thinks," he wrote 
once, and the same could be said of his own letters. There 
he was in Tunuru where he saw nothing but lightning, palms, 
and blacks, yet every letter is alive and apart. 

Someone had written to him that all the male saints 
seem humourless, and he answered, "Foul accusation! What 
about that glorious little fool of God,-St. Francis, the Spiritual 
Tumbler, as someone calls him and--and-and, but I am lost 
to make a choice. The trouble lies with the biographers, well
intentioned, but with warped views of real sanctity; some 
that I have read would turn a smile into a venial sin. For 
too many sanctity lies in the extraordinary and they suppress 
what is ordinary, human, and pleasing, in order to complete 
their wrong ideal. Sanctity, as the Little Flower tried to 
show us, consists in being extra-ordinarily ordinary." 

Since he had to die, we, as New Zealanders, are glad that 
he died in our own air and that our own loam will quilt his 
bones. There was something so young, so care-free about his 
holiness. A debonair sanctity, that was what he had! 

His Bishop found at Tunuru among some papers that he 
had been too weak to remove, the following set of resolutions 
for his own guidance. It seems like plunder, to take the rich
es that, in his reticence, he would never have yielded, but the 
motive must excuse the deed. They are very simple--

1. I will never criticise my superiors, not even my con
freres. 

2. I will never uphold my opinion to the extent of an
- gering another. 

3. I will never become heated and raise my voice in 
argument or when correcting. It would lower my 
priestly dignity. 

4. I will never forget that I am one of God's "marked" 
men. 
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5. I will always remember that I am made of exactly 
the same stuff as the worst sinner on earth. With
out God's grace I would be worse than he. 

6. I will always have a happy smile for everyone, espec
ially for those who like me least I will try to hide my 
own wounded feelings behind a smile. 

There was an incident in his life at Tunuru that stood 
out to him like fire in an opal. He went back into the moun
tains, and there, in a shaggy hut, baptized a dying boy, see
ing, he said, a soul go direct to God in grace. He almost was 
caught up with it to that level of light. Most of us feel that 
his own soul in its unerring sweep has lifted not him alone 
but us poor sinners who waver behind him. 

But in that long period of silence that preceded his death 
he showed an even braver spirit than on the marshes of Tunu
ru. His end was unexpected for there seemed to be hope, but 
he received warning of it with an exultant passivity, a sov
ereign resignation. He was taken in full flame and will nev
er need to know "the beauty of fire from the beauty of em
bers." 

EILEEN DUGGAN 
Wellington, New Zealand. 



BLAZING THE TRAIL 

My Dear 'Rev. Father, 

S.S. Mataram, 
Wednesday, 

April 19th, 1929. 

Here we are out on the high seas again, on the last sec
tion of the trip to the Missions. This morning in Sydney a 
big N.Z. mail arrived along at St. Pat's for me, and I noted 
gratefully that one was from you, as I hurried along to the 
boat, and since I have read, and found it, as usual, an expres
sion of your wonderful kindly self. 

On Wednesday morning I spared time from the hospital 
to go to the Cathedral to a Solemn Requiem for Marshal 
Foch. It was a magnificent ceremony, and the Cathedral was 
just the setting for it. I was wishing you were with me to 
have a walk round the place, dear Father. I explored it, and, 
thanks to your instruction, appreciated it to a degree-but 
had you been there! The building is certainly very fine: 
looking from the new main entrance I realized for the first 
time the lifting force of Gothic pillars and arches, one's eyes 
simply have to follow them up to be lost in the mystic dim
ness of the roof. The windows are beautiful: the thing that 
appealed to me most was the solidity and thoroughness of the 
whole place: from the tremendous central tower to the im
mense bronze hanging lamps everything is in porportion, and 
the effect of the whole is wonderful. 

One afternoon I went over an essentially modern struc
ture-the new State Savings Bank in Martin Place. In its 
way I suppose it is as wonderful as the Cathedral (don't 
worry about laughing at me!) It cost over £1,000,000 to 
build (so I was told). The facade was good for a skyscraper. 
I don't know how proper it was but it is effective. First of 
all there is a tremendous base in very rough hewn stone, 
perhaps thirty or forty feet high, from this run up immense 
Ionic columns (about six of them) and they support a bold 
frieze (really a story) and the projecting flat roof. The 
whole is very well proportioned, so much so that the enor-
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mous bulk of the building is in no way offensive, but to stand 
behind one of the monumental columns on the facade-my 
hat! Inside the building is palatial to a degree, marble and 
bronze everywhere, and of course every latest artifice of mod
ern science that can in any way make it more convenient. I 
was wishing you had been there to see how wonderfully it is 
appointed. 

Other buildings I admired, some I hated: Sydney has 
grown terribly, and unfortunately there are too many sky
scrapers of the superimposed match-box variety, just walls 
of square windows. However, there are examples that show 
skyscrapers have possibilities ... but there I am on contro
versial ground again! 

I must stop. You must be sick of this wordy effusion. 
Pray for me always, Father, that I may be helped to do Borne 
good, and perhaps you could remind your novices ... but I 
leave that to yourself. Always I think of you with grateful 
affection, please always pray for your loving little brother. 

E. C. McHARDY. 
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S.S. Mataram, 
Saturday, 

17 

May 4th, 1929. 
Burns Philip Line. 

My Dear Uncle Willie,-
Here we are again, almost at my destination this time: 

to-morrow we arrive at Faisi, and there I leave this ship. 
After that I have only some sixty or seventy miles to do by 
launch up to Kieta. I suppose one of our own boats will be 
awaiting me to-morrow. 

We left Sydney in perfect weather, but it did not last 
long; next day we struck the tail-end of a cyclone, and it was 
rough! I think this old ship did everything but sink. It will 
tell you how bad she was when you hear that she broke about 
one hundred bottles of beer ! Wasn't that shocking? In the 
face of that it is not worth while mentioning that several 
women were thrown out of their berths and that much crock
ery and what-not was broken! 

On Friday evening we arrived at Brisbane, many hours 
late. However, I tore up to the city, ran into Mr. Geddes' 
chemist shop, and announced that I was a relative. He was 
very pleased to see me, and we had a great little discussion 
about the clan. Then I rushed round to the Valley Church 
and saw our Fathers Herring and Heffernan; we were pleased 
to see one another. I reached the boat just in time . 

. . . One very interesting personage among the passen
gers was Miss Beatrice Grimshaw, authoress of many novels. 
She is a fairly elderly lady, and exceedingly cultured. She 
told me she was a Catholic, and thereafter we had many in
teresting talks. She is out this way to collect a little local 
colour for her next novel. I was very sorry to say good-bye 
to her at Tulagi, the Administrative seat of the South Solo
mons. There she is going to stay for a while with the Resi
dent Commissioner. 

Last Wednesday week we sighted the most southerly of 
the Solomon Islands, and late that evening we ran into Tul
agi Harbour. That evening was wonderful: overhead was a 
large, round tropical moon, and on either side of the Bay 
as we went in were graceful coconut palms casting their 
shadows on the still waters ... Late in the evening we berthed 
at Mankambu, and soon I had foot on the Solomons for the 
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first time. Up and down under the palms I walked, marvelling 
at their beauty and praying ... 

Next morning we visited Tulagi on the other side of the 
harbour; it is the Administrative seat of the British Solo
mons, but, apart from that and its very pretty situation, it 
has little of interesf; it is not exactly New York! 

Since then we have been dodging about the group picking 
up copra and discharging cargo; many are finding it slow, 
but I am enjoying it immensely; were I only able to say Mass 
I would be perfectly happy ... One day we called at a place 
called Su-u on the western coast of Malaita, and there, just 
by chance, I met Father Halbwachs, one of our veteran 
fathers out here. That morning he had come down from 
Burna, sixteen miles up the coast, to hear confessions and 
say Mass for the natives next morning. He had no idea I was 
on the ship, so he was surprised and delighted to know I was 
a Marist bound for the North Solomons; he was only sorry 
I was not for the South; so much good could be done, he said, 
with a few more men. I transhipped to his launch for the 
day, and we had a great old yarn. He has been out in these 
Islands for nineteen years and has been only once to Syd
ney-and that for his second novitiate! He surely is a won
derful old man. I was delighted to see him; he was an ex
ample and inspiration to me. As you can guess, we parted 
that evening with mutual expressions of good-will. So far 
he is the only priest I have seen in the Islands; I am look
ing forward to seeing more to-morrow, for to-morrow I will 
be in my own Prefecture Apostolic. 

There is a mail every six weeks, so I will be looking for 
N. Z. news. Do you think you would subscribe to the 
''Month'' for me. "Kieta, Bougainville, New Guinea Terri
tory," is my address. Excuse my cheek for asking, !)ut I 
know you won't mind. Give my love to Aunts Iza and Nell. 
May God bless you all for all you have done for me, and for 
your many kindnesses. Pray for your loving nephew. 

E. C. McHARDY, S. M. 
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Dear Father John,-

Poporang, 
British Solomons, 

May 19th, 1929. 

Here we are at last out in the giddy old Solomons, and 
they are not so bad as that. 

The people of the steamer, both passengers and crew, 
were very kind to me. 

Father Chaize left by the "Mataram" on a trip home to 
France. It was lucky for him that I happened along that 
night; he had no black duds! And of course it is not done to 
approach Sydney in "whites." He finally went off with my 
clerical coat and vest and a couple of shirts, and with the rest 
of his kit "borrowed" from pretty well all the Fathers in 
the North Solomons! He was quite happy going off in all his 
borrowed plumes. 

A wonderful example of faith we had only last Thurs
day; a poor old man was very sick in a village about two 
miles from here; he knew how ill he was, so he got two 
friends to help him to come round to see the priest. His two 
friends were a blind, but strong man, and a little boy; 
these two managed to get him into a canoe, and then, with 
the small boy steering anq the blind man paddling, they 
brought their sick friend round to Poporang! Father Booh 
made him some medicine and then heard his confession, and 
I gave him the last sacraments. Then the blind man, led by 
the little boy, practically carried him down to the canoe, and 
off they paddled. I was very happy to see such faith ... 

This "new boss b'long me" is an absolute trump. He has 
none of the airs and what-not that one would expect of a 
Prefect-Apostolic. We have had many a great yarn together; 
every evening after tea we sit on the verandah and discuss 
matters of importance in the Mission (ahem!). For several 
days I wondered who he was like--I was sure I had seen 
someone like him somewhere: then to my shame-<lr per
haps glory-I realised that he was just the living image of 
a picture of Buffalo Bill that used to adorn the covers of 
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many of my first books! However, thank goodness, he is 
nothing like that gentleman in character! 

No more now. Write soon, and please always remember 
to pray for your loving brother. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 

P.S.-The flash envelopes are pinched. 
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St. Theresa's Catechist School, 
Burunotui, Buka, 
Saturday, June 15, 1929. 

My Dear Dad and Mum,-
The above address will be a bit of a puzzle to you, I 

guess, but it is not permanent: I am up here for a while to 
see how Father Conley runs his Catechist School, and to learn 
"Pidgin" English which is found up here in its most classic 
form! But there I am as usual starting off on the wrong end 
of my letter. During Pentecost, Father Boch and I had a very 
busy time: all day Saturday Father Boch heard confessions 
intermittently, and again he had to start at 3 a. m. on Sun
day morning! And even then I could begin Mass only at 8 
a.m. on Sunday morning! There were well over three hun
dred for Communion. I thought they would never stop com
ing, and it was warm; I was afraid the perspiration would 
drop into the Ciborium, but luckily it didn't, and more luckily 
still my thumb and first finger remained quite dry even 
though the perspiration was pouring off the back of my 
hands! 

The faith of those people was great, as I watched them 
I thought that many of our N.Z. congregations could learn 
something from these poor Kanakas. Of course Poporang is 
our oldest station, and it is therefore the best, but what could 
be done there can surely be done in other places as well. 

On Whit Monday night Father Boch and I set out on 
the "Gabriel," a stout little craft of six tons, for Kieta, and 
next morning we were safely in the harbour. These little 
boats playa great part in our work up here; we have five of 
them, the "Raphael," flagship of twelve tons, the "Gabriel," 
the "Rosa," of about three tons, the ''Victoria,'' and the "Ave 
Maria," of no registered tonnage! Nearly all the travelling 
between stations must be done in these little things, and all 
stores and mails must be carted around in them. The "Raph
ael" is even good for oversea trips; several times she has been 
across to Rabaul, about one hundred and sixty miles across 
open sea. They are all right when one has the blue skies and 
sparkling seas of the story-book tropics, but when one runs 
into a tropical storm-my hat !~ne wishes one had a good 
solid road and a Hudson or something of the sort under him. 
The little crafts seem to hop around everywhere. They are 



22 BLAZING THE TRAIL 

all stout little boats these little ones of ours, and their native 
crews are grand, too; these boys seem to be born for a sailor's 
life. The absurd things they do and the absurd distances 
they cover in their outrigger canoes is astonishing; and those 
canoes are such frail things, too. There is no place to sit in 
them-they are too narrow-so one has to sit on a narrow 
board placed across the top; the whole caboosh is prevented 
from capsizing by an outrigger arrangement attached to one 
side. The first ride I had in one I made up my mind that I was 
in for a swim, but it came off all right, and I am used to 
them now. I even wear my wristlet watch when riding in 
them; for a good while I would not do that! 

Our place at Kieta is beautifully situated on the head
land overlooking the southern end of Kieta harbour; immedi
ately in front of us is a narrow strait separating us from the 
precipitous sides of a large Island that almost blocks the 
mouth of harbor; to the left, set in great bush clad hills, lie 
the tranquil waters of the bay; to the right, stretching away 
to be lost in blue haze of mountain and sea, is a white coco
nut-fringed bay. And a few miles out to sea is a white line 
of foam that marks our encircling coral reef; and all day 
long, even on the calmest days, there rolls over to us the 
boom of the breakers; in a really rough sea the noise is tre
mendous. 

After about a week at Kieta I went down to Koromira 
for a few days to stay with Father Schank. The "Raphael" 
did the transporting job that trip. He has a fine station down 
there, and even though it is not as advanced as Popol'ang, 
it "is doing very well. 

On the Saturday before Trinity Sunday I travelled about 
eight miles up the coast in the "Gabriel" to the site of my 
school (ahem!). As yet there is nothing there except some 
boys clearing away the bush. I stayed there over night and 
next morning said Mass in a wee house that the boys had 
built for their own private devotions. 

And that chapel was small. Every time I stood up 
straight the good old cranium used to impinge in no light 
fashion on the ceiling. Soon I stood up straight no more. 
The boys apologised, but put all the blame on me by saying 
I was "long fella too much." 

Before I left I traced out on the ground the outline of a 
new sac-sac (leaf) Church for the boys to build. It will be 
large enough to accommodate the school boys and the neigh-
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boring villagers. On Trinity Sunday these villagers, hearing 
I was in the district, came along to Mass. They were abso
lutely everywhere round the Church. Later on I will be plan
ning a school, and then my own house, that is if Father Boch 
does not yield to the entreaty of some of the natives and send 
me to one of the vacant stations. 

Last Monday week the "Raphael" was coming up this 
way on its way out to some of the more distant islands of 
the Prefecture, and Father Boch suggested that I should 
come, too, ostensibly to learn "Pidgin," but in reality to let as 
many of the natives as possible have a look at me. 

Up here Father Conley, one of the young American 
Fathers, has a very fine Catechist school. He has about 
eighty-five boys, and they seem to be a happy, intelligent lot. 
After two or three years' instruction in Theology and Eng
lish they are sent back to their respective villages, there to 
hand on the faith they have received. And the work that 
some of them do is marvellous. Some of them are so good 
that the priest has sometimes very little to do when he goes 
around baptizing. He finds the people already well instructed. 
How our Mission would get on without them I am sure I 
don't know-more especially as we are so short of priests. 

Last Monday Father Conley and I walked over through 
the bush to Hanahan, on the north-east coast of Buka to see 
Father Servant, who is in charge there. 

About three miles of the journey we did in canoe, and 
the other nine or ten we walked. In anticipation I was a bit 
afraid of the walk, for there is certainly a bit of a physical 
upheaval when one comes into this climate and moreover the 
quinine that one has to take seems to play up a bit with the 
good old system for a start. However, off we went, and we 
arrived back here again on Tuesday night, and I felt quite 
fit and fresh. I was as pleased as anything with the good old 
tissues. All agree that I am acclimatising very quickly. I felt 
a little flat for a while, but now I am O.K., and the throat has 
been giving me no trouble at all. 

The walk through the bush was very interesting. It is 
bigger and heavier growth, I think, than our bush, but it is 
not nearly so pretty. Somehow or other it seems too rank, 
and moreover it is all of the same uniform, dull colour. But 
things are big in it! There are leaves there half of which 
would have sufficed to make Adam and Eve quite happy, 
and some of the trees are very tall. There is one particularly 
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interesting variety that drops down branches that immedi
ately take root; some of the older ones that have been doing 
this for perhaps centuries, cover a great deal of ground and 
look jolly curious. 

I am enjoying this stay with Father Conley very much; 
he is a very good sort, and he seems to enjoy talking a bit 
of English as much as I do. We have chattered away on all 
sorts of subjects, from automobiles to "Pidgin" English. At 
the latter I am not doing too badly; last night I heard about 
thirty confessions in "Pidgin," and that is the test! It is 
really an abominable language, but it is very useful up here, 
so it is a great help. And it is not nearly as hard to learn 
as the Nasioi language that I am swotting. What with all 
these native languages, and Fathers of eight different nation
alities, I reckon the Tower of Babel had nothing on the Pre
fecture Apostolic of the Northern Solomons! All are harmo
niously united! And it's not so long since their countries 
were at one another's throats on the Western Front. It 
makes one proud. 

And there is another reason why I am travelling around 
so much-Father Boch is using me as living propaganda to 
show that the Catholic Church really can embrace a Britisher 
or t wo! I spent a fortnight at Poporang, another fortnight 
at Kieta, the better part of a week at Koromira, and on our 
way up here we stayed a night at Timbutz, and the other day 
Father Conley and I went to Hanahan. I will enclose a sort 
of a map that will make these names a little more intelligent 
(perhaps?); don't be misled by the names-they don't de
note places like Greenmeadows or Puketapu or Mosgiel, or 
even Greymouth! There is only a priest's house and a Church 
and perhaps a convent with two or three nuns at each dot. 
Kieta is the exception; it is the seat of administration for 
this end of the Mandated Territory, so there are at least nine 
or ten officials there, and some Chinamen. 

Your loving son, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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My Dear Dad and Mum,-

Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 
Saturday, July 27th, 1929. 

Many sincere thanks for your letters. Many thanks also 
for the Auckland weeklies. In my last letter I told you not 
to bother about sending them, but I would be thankful if you 
would-I do get copies from others, but a few spares do not 
go amiss. All up here are very keen on it, especially the two 
Americans in Buka, and I like to be able to send them a few 
copies every now and again. My own copies here look pretty 
woe-begone by the time the Fathers and Sisters have finished 
with them! The "Literary Digest" particularly is a ripe lit
tle production. 

I hope you received my last letter written in Buka on 
the 15th of June. That letter has a bit of a history! I had 
batted off a goodly bunch of letters (you must excuse Ameri
canisms now, you know; if you don't I will start off in "Pid
gin" and then you will have reason to object). Then one 
day about a week before the steamer was due we heard that 
she had gone through two nights before!!! The language on 
the occasion was international, for we were all rather an
noyed; the Yanks were just as sorry to miss a mail home 
as I was, and then they had all their orders on Sydney pre
pared, too, and to miss a steamer means a delay of three 
months, and in a big institution like Father Conley's that 
can be serious. But the news seemed quite reliable so we 
could only grumble, but a few days after, on the Friday 
night, we got more news to say the steamer was passing only 
that evening; we held a council of war, and as a result, my 
stay in Buka was cut short. Next morning at sunrise the 
"Raphael" weighed anchor and I started off on the one hun
dred and twenty miles to Kieta to try and catch the mail 
boat; by five o'clock we made Timbutz, and there we had to 
stop for a while to take thirty bags of copra for Father 
Allotte; however, that was all over by 10 p.m., so contrary 
to our usual practice, I incited the Old Brother Karl-he is 
a real gem and is in charge of the "Raphael" -to start off 
on a night trip to Kieta. Off we went, and all went well until 
about midnight; then the big driving cog for the magneto 
chewed off four teeth; we did have some fun in the tiny en-
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gine room, taking out the magneto and connecting up some 
dry cells which ordinarily are used only for starting; it took 
us over an hour, and there was a bit of a thrill about it, too, 
for all the time we were working below the breeze was car
rying the poor old schooner over towards the reef. Luckily 
the night was absolutely number one, and luckily the good 
old engine coughed in time, but my "whites" were in a mess 
when I came up from that wee engine room!! The Brother 
just stood and laughed at me, and made a lot of funny re
marks in German. Luckily (just then!) he knows no English, 
so I could say some funny things in English, too! But the 
main thing was that we were coughing along again. I was 
worried at the thought of not getting you a letter last time, 
but I will not be now, for I have warned you. As yet the poor 
Fathers in Buka don't know just whether I caught that 
steamer or not. I guess they will go down to collect their 
cargo next time with a good deal of trepidation. I am thank
ful that I know something about engines. The boat boys are 
great seamen, they know all the reefs, and are reliable. Some 
few are really gqod engineers, others know only what levers 
to pull to make the engine go, and where to put the gas and 
oil-but when something goes wrong. .. It is good to be able 
to fix things up, because it gives one a great standing with 
them. 

Since coming back I have not much time to spare; every 
day I have been going round to the Government native hos
pital at Kieta to try and pick up a few elementary things 
about tropical diseases. I did not like it for a start. Some 
of the things to be seen over there are almost unbelievable. 
These poor natives, especially in the bush, are subject to ter
rible tropical ulcers and to bad attacks of a sore called yaws; 
in reality they are not so very bad, but they neglect them 
and as a result the things assume terrible proportions. Such 
sights as we see round there every day are undreamed of 
in civilisation. I am pretty well sure that no white man could 
have such sores and live. Of course, only a small proportion 
have them, thank God. You can understand that for a start 
I was not too keen on the work, but now I do not mind in the 
least. I am just as bad as the doctor. Already I have assisted 
at two operations, and I have given about sixty intravenus 
injections of N.A.B. for yaws (ahem!!!). This will be very 
useful to me later on for the natives have great confidence 
in anyone who can fix them up a little, and it is quite simple 
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if one can only make them take a little routine care of them
selves. 

Then every week-end I have been over to my new place. 
Everything is going well there; the new Church is nearly 
finished, and, of course, I am very proud of it, even though 
it is only made of sac-sac. Pretty soon now I will be starting 
the boys on my new place; right now the good old grey mat
ter is full of plans and schemes and so on. When I finalise 
the plan I will send it down to see what you think of it. 

And a fortnight ago 1 was right out in the bush for a 
couple of days-and enjoyed it. It is pretty hard getting to 
the various mountain villages (one is quite ready to drink 
a coconut when one arrives and they are great), but it is 
worth it. In one or two the natives were not too cordial. The 
only thing to do was to sit down and make friends. I enticed 
the kids, and by-and-by their proud parents came along! 
Then in villages where the priest had been before there were 
baptisms to be made; already I have baptized over thirty. 
So far I am at a disadvantage for I do not know the language 
well, but 1 manage to bat along somehow; usually someone 
knows "Pidgin"; that one is generally willing to show his 
superiority by acting as interpreter! Of course, 1 am a fin
ished "Pidgin" linguist now; on recent Sundays I have 
preached in it to my work boys (1 would hate any white peo
ple to be present for some of the expressions are awful!) and 
1 often hear confessions in it. But of course I am putting 
all my spare time (?) into the real Nasioi language of this 
district. It is all worked on a very complicated system of in
fixes and suffixes; how such a people managed to evolve such 
a highly mathematical form of language I don't know. I 
don't think they ever avert to the grammar of the stuff! To 
help my researches I have notes in French and German left 
by other Fathers; one made by Father Rausch, now in Syd
ney, is very good. I am compiling a grammar in English-so 
far I have done twenty-six typed pages, and just quietly it 
is not finished yet! And I have about twenty pages of dic
tionary made up, too. I guess there are plenty of mistakes 
in it, but it does not matter much-I will be able to correct 
them later on. 

This week we have been a little unfortunate. One of the 
"Raphael" boys died of meningitis in the hospital, and as a 
result we have been in quarantine all the week. 

Just before leaving Buka I was privileged to baptise a 
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bunch of women and girls that a catechist had prepared. 
It was a wonderful morning; there were about twenty of 
them, and all passed the examination without any trouble. 
It was on the 26th June; I said Mass about 8 o'clock after 
baptising the whole bunch, and that Mass I offered for Mum, 
Dad, Jack, and Maurie, and everyone of those newly baptised 
girls went to Communion and prayed for the same intention, 
and after the Mass they said three Our Fathers and three 
Hail Marys and three Glorias for the four of you. I was 
happy, for surely there was some return for your sacrifice. 
Imagine the souls of those Kanaka girls, each pure and ab
solutely unstained after baptism and each united with Our 
Divine Lord by Holy Communion! Could He refuse them 
anything that day? And they all prayed for you. They seem 
at least to appreciate the sacrifice a priest makes in leaving 
home, for when I asked them to pray for you one or two 
were crying. 

This typewriter is a great binge (that means success), 
and I am glad that I took a little trouble over learning, for 
now I am getting pretty fast, and I can use all five fingers. 
It is much faster for me now than writing, and if I remem
ber some of Dad's remarks correctly, it is appreciated more 
than my writing in certain quarters! Father Boch keeps me 
in practice typing reports and what not. I spend most of my 
time over it when I am at home, but it is a grand little ma.
chine, and so far it is not showing the slightest sign of Island 
rnst. 

No more now. Please pray always for the Prefecture 
Apostolic of the Northern Solomons, and for your Joving son, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Kieta, 
July 27th, 1929. 

Dear Father John,-
There is not much to add to the above. Surely it is pretty 

exhaustive. I am sending home some snaps to Mum and Dad. 
I suppose you will have an opportunity to see them some day. 

I am looking forward to a letter from you. Please tell 
me how things are at home, and everything. I am still won
dering where you are. You know I have not had a letter from 
you since I came to the Territory. One little boy the other 
day I called after you. I am enclosing the paper which I al
ways make them hold-it carries all the data necessary for 
the books, and is the only way to remember their names if 
they are in a bunch. You might not be flattered to have a 
Kanaka called after you, but honestly I meant it as a compli
ment! 

No more now. Remember that I will be with you on 
August 24th. Please pray always for the Prefecture Apostolic 
of the Northern Solomons, and for your loving brother, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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My Dear Dad and Mum,-

Kieta, Bourgainville, 
New Guinea Territory 
Sunday, August 11th, 1929. 

Last Wednesday the ''Mirani'' arrived in unexpectedly 
on her way from Rabaul to Brisbane, and she was good 
enough to bring us the "Montoro's" mail. There was no letter 
from home, but there was one of June 5th from Jack and 
some "Hawera Stars" arrived from Mum. You seem to have 
been having a terrible time in N.Z. with earthquakes, floods, 
storms, train derailments, bad motor accidents, and so on. 
Someone sent me an "Auckland Weekly News" by the same 
mail, that of June 26th, and I don't remember reading a m.ore 
dismal publication. Please God you have come through with
out any harm, although you must have been inconvenienced 
to some extent, for in one of the "Stars" it mentioned that 
an electric power pole had fallen on the Watino road in such a 
position as to disorganise traffic to some extent. I hope and 
pray that all your troubles from the elements are over now 
and that things have again settled down to their old smooth, 
happy course. 

The most notable occurrence since my last letter was an 
extended trip to the bush which Father Seiller (the P.P. of 
Kieta and the oldest European resident of Borgainville) and 
I made a fortnight ago. I had heard that some of the villagers 
in the mountains right up behind my place were very keen 
to see a priest, so I persuaded Father Seiller to come along 
with me in that direction, the district was just as new to 
him as it was to me for he had confined his activities to a 
large district round Kieta. One Sunday after morning Mass 
we started off in the "Raphael." A couple of hours brought 
us to my new station at Tunuru; there, everything was going 
well; the boys were wasting no more time than usual, and 
the new Church was beginning to look something more than 
a mere stack of spars. However, we stayed there the first 
night, and next morning I heard the confessions of my boys 
and said Mass for them. And after that, with six boys as 
guides and carriers, we started off. The first day's journey 
was easy, for we went only about six miles across an isth
mus to a large village on the sea shore called Rorovana. All 
the time we were in the shadow of the enormous bush, so it 
was not too hot, and the road was pretty good; it was the old 
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main road which the Germans had started to make before 
the war; now it is so good that at times two can walk abreast 
on it-but not very often! The road runs through typical 
tropical bush; overhead tower huge trees, the branches of 
which are everywhere tangled together with parasites of all 
descriptions, so much so that below one walks in a sort of 
green twilight; even though one is in the shade one per
spires freely, for under the trees t here is a moist sort of 
heat. The people of Rorovana were pleased to see us; for some 
time now there has been a Catechist there, and they have 
built a little chapel for themselves and there are now a fair 
number of baptised in the village. They are a peculiar and 
warlike people, being in no way related to the Naisoi who 
own the rest of the Kieta district. Within living memory, 
they acquired their present lands by conquest; since then 
they have split into three different villages all situated at 
no great distance from each other along the seashore. For
tunately their last conquest seemed to terminate their war
like instincts, for they now form a peaceful and compara
tively industrious community. One old gent., who evidently 
took a fancy to my hair-swot or something, presented me 
with the spear and bow ana arrow of his warrior days; the 
things are beautifully made of polished hardwood, and ap
pear very efficient; the spear is a particularly uncomfortable 
looking affair; it has ·long fish bones so set into the head that 
once it enters anything it cannot be withdrawn, the only 
way to get it out is to push it right through, and, of course, 
with their limited ideas of surgery and medicine, such 
wounds usually proved fatal. I would like to send these things 
home to you, but a six foot bow and arrow and a sixteen 
foot spear make very awkward postal packages, so I am 
afraid they will have to stop here until I come home myself. 
I reckon I will make a bit of a crash browsing off the steamer 
with such barbarous-looking gagets under my arm! 

The afternoon we spent about the village, talking to the 
people and generally trying to make friends. I am still hand
icapped by not knowing the language, but some of them 
know "Pidgin," and, of course, with those I am in the boom! 
In the evening we heard confessions, and next morning we 
said Mass for the natives. After Mass we packed up our Mass 
box, and everything that we deemed superfluous, and sent 
them off back to Tunuru in charge of two boys. We were off 
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to a strange district, and we wanted just as little luggage 
as we could manage. 

The greater part of that day we followed a big river 
back into the mountains. Occasionally we had to cross it, 
but our ordinary road, which was by no means so good as 
the one of the previous day, led us through very dense bush; 
at times the tropical growth was so matted overhead that 
we moved along almost in semi-darkness, and when occasion
ally we did come to a little clearing the sun seemed to glare 
by comparison. Only fairly late in the evening did our guide 
leave the river bed to strike up the side of a mountain, and 
I knew that at last we were coming to a village, for always 
they are inaccessibly placed on the top of some high range. 
After about an hour's climb we saw the usual bamboo pali
sades looming before us, the usual scramble took us inside 
the village. At first the people fled, but after we had convinced 
the few hardy spirits that remained that we were really 
Catholic Missionaries, the others came back with every sign 
of joy. And now, just listen to this: it is almost like a story. 
Some years before a Catechist had called in at the village; 
evidently he liked the place, for he stayed a few months. 
While he was there he baptised four or five children who 
were in danger of death (one of these who did not die, now 
a youth of about eight years, was the only baptised person 
in the village when we arrived), and had taught the people 
to bless themselves and to say the "Hail Mary." Soon after 
he left, but the people did not forget; they built themselves a 
little chapel, and there many of them used to go to bless 
themselves and to recite the "Hail Mary"! And they waited 
for a Catechist had told them that a priest would come some 
day. They gave us a great reception, and I was glad to pour 
a couple of unripe coconuts down my throat. (The milk from 
these is absolutely wonderful when one is thirsty. I have 
often thought that God must have made them just for tired 
missionaries!) For the evening meal everyone insisted on 
bringing us something. We had taros, yams, Kumaras, cooked 
bananas (don't try them), native cabbage, galip nuts and co
conuts galore; even our four boys could not finish it off 
when we were finished, and that is saying a lot! After dinner 
we sat about and talked to them, and they were very keen. 
That night we slept on the verandah of the best house in the 
village. 

N ext morning we asked if any would like to be bap-
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tised. Almost the whole crowd came forward, and with them 
some more people from a village higher up the mountains; 
they had heard of our arrival, and had come down during the 
night. So we baptised the babies; that morning I baptised 
twelve .. . Surely it was wonderful! I was sorry to leave that 
village, for the people were so keen, but please God. I will 
soon be able to send them a Catechist; probably it will be a 
good while before I -get there again myself, for more than 
half my district has not yet been visited, and I want to try 
to get around it, and it is a slow job. The jolly old taxis never 
seem to come along promptly when one rings for them! 

The previous day's journey had been comparatively easy 
for we had followed the river most of the way; the only 
serious climbing we did was on the approach to the village. 
But now we had a different task; we were to go along in the 
mountains until we were almost parallel with Tunuru; all 
that day we spent going up and down the precipitous ridges 
that divided the one turbulent stream from the next, and 
the track was only a native track. It was one used for war 
purposes in the older days, and was of such nature that it 
seemed to be no track at all. About mid-day we came to a 
small village on the top of a ridge; there were not many 
people there, but they gave us the usual imbibations of coco
nut. (The more thirsty one is the better they seem!) They 
gave us, too, the good news that three villages had decided 
to unite into one comparatively large place, and they told us 
they would be only too pleased to get a Catechist. We had 
to hurry off, for the next village was far distant; we reached 
it only at nightfall, and again the people gave us a great 
reception. I was tired, but there occurred an incident that 
more than took the hardship out of the journey. I had hardly 
finished draining the good old coconut when I noticed a boy 
taking a basket of food and a gourd of water over to a house 
somewhat detached from the rest. I browsed over, and im
mediately on entering I knew that someone had no ordinary 
tropical ulcer. They have a characteristic stench. By the light 
of Dad's torch, which is invaluable up here, I discovered a 
lad of about my own years lying in the corner; he had the 
worst tropical ulcer I have seen; all the bones of his left 
shoulder were exposed, and there was a big hole just below 
his collarbone. Despite all the boasts In my last letter about 
being quite accustomed to such things, I felt a little squeam
ish as I dressed that poor lad. When I was finished I asked 
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him about baptism (luckily he had learned "Pidgin"); he 
knew nothing at all about it. I sat beside him, and surely 
there was an astounding example of God's grace; he listened 
eagerly to everything I had to say, and asked many intel
ligent questions. Next morning I went back early, and poor 
Naroko was still asking for baptism; so he was baptised 
John Baptist, and it was almost worth while coming to the 
Solomons just to see his lo~ of happiness. No longer was 
he worrying abut his pain;-. was waiting now only to see 
"his big good fella Masta who stop long top." He cried as I 
was saying good-bye to him, and I don't think I was too sound 
either. Probably he is dead now, but if he is I am not in the 
least sorry for him, and I am sure that he is not forgetting 
his promise "to talk long his good fella Masta long plenty 
fella Kanak who no yet savvy God ... " 

A couple of hours more or less easy going down hill 
brought us back to our country; and another couple of hours 
brought us to Tunuru. We passed through two or three vil
lages on the way, but they were in no immediate need of any 
spiritual ministrations, so we did not pause long in them, 
just long enough to enjoy the inevitable coconut, of which 
one never seems to tire. It is absolutely wonderful in the 
bush, often there is no decent water to drink; the coconut 
milk is out of a sealed container, and so one can be sure of it 
always. 

On arriving at Tunuru we had a sleep, by mutual con
sent! We would probably have stayed the night, but as yet 
I have nothing in the line of a pantry over there, so we 
thought we would tackle the journey home; all our bush pro
visions were finished. We got a big canoe and started off 
across the bay in perfect weather, but about half-way across 
a tropical storm hit us; in just one minute we were wet 
through. (This does not matter in the least up here, for one's 
clothes have to be washed every week in any case; it is not 
like getting a cloth suit wet, and, of course, the rain is al
ways warm, so the only inconvenience is that which one feels 
through his clothes sticking to him). However, we made the 
other side all right, and then a walk of four miles or less 
(during which Dad's torch was again invaluable, for the 
darkness of a tropical night is absolutely thick) brought us 
home; we tried to get in as quietly as we could, but they 
heard us and came out to laugh at us, and we must have 
looked very much like drowned rats. I had five days' growth 
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on, and I had no idea that a bit of growth and wet khaki 
pants could make one look so much like a bushranger. Had 
I walked in at home you would surely have shooed me off as 
a tramp! The good old beard nearly survived that time, but 
after a shower and good brush-up my vanity returned, and 
off it came. 

I hope all this has not bored you, but I tell you so much 
just to bear out what I told you in a previous letter about 
our having great chances up here. When I wrote it I did not 
realise just how true it was. My new district opens up a 
region containing about two thousand pagans, and perhaps 
two hundred Catholics, so you see how much you can help by 
your prayers. 

This afternoon I came home from Tunuru after blessing 
and saying the first Mass in my new Church this morning. 
It is not quite finished yet, but nearly so. It would not be 
very pretentious to you, but when one remembers that the 
boys _hewed all the planks out of trees, and did everything 
with only axes, hammer and nails, one must admit that it is 
a clever piece of work. And it does not look too bad, either; 
later I hope to be able to send you a snap of it. It was too 
wet to-day to take one. Now the boys are getting wood for 
my house; next week I hope to be able to start them on the 
constructional work! I have several plans in my head, but 
one in particular is a hot favourite. When the outfit is fin
ished I will send a picture J)f the completed structure, and a 
plan, just to show you how modern we can be up here! 

If you send anything always let me know by the same 
mail just what is in the parcels. If you do that it will save 
me from spilling everything out on the floor for the edifica
tion of Customs officials. And give me some idea of the value 
of the things, too. As yet I am not in need of anything, but 
I warn you to look out when I start in my new outfit, some 
time after the General's visit. 

Your loving son, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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-My Dear Father John,-
I was no end glad to get your letter of June 5th, with 

the snaps enclosed and the picture of "us." I was almost be
ginning to fear that I had dropped off your correspondence 
rist. The snaps of the General are very good. Photography 
is difficult here; for instance, one cannot leave a film in a 
camera. Once you take picture number one you must take 
the lot or lose them, and they must be developed as soon a'3 
possible after exposure. But I am getting into the way of 
it now. It is almost impossible to make good prints. The 
water is too hot. Just now I am getting most of my printing 
done in Sydney; a fine American Catholic called John E. Ken
nebeck is getting them all done for me at his own expense. 
I bumped into him by accident in Sydney; he is the sales pro
motion manager for Paramount Pictures in Australia; his 
notepaper has a terrible spill about the film world across the 
top, and he drives such a car that I have no scruples about 
letting him get my printing done. Unfortunately, he is going 
to the States for a holiday in November; however, he will 
be back. He sent me up enlargements of each of these I am 
sending you, and they are very ripe. I am sending him more 
negatives on this boat. 

This outfit is not so bad. I expected worse, but I am thank
ful that I did not get what I expected!!! 

Night prayers are over; as I came across from the 
chapel I looked at the Southern Cross sinking under the 
southern horizon. She is always gone to you by 9 p.m.-and 
when I look at her I always pray for you all-and many 
another time, too. 

I heard that Mum was ill. Please tell me always. I am a 
long way away, but still I can always pray and say Mass 
for them ... 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Arava, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

August 28/ 29. 
My Dear Uncle,-

Two letters of yours, one of June 10th, the other of July 
11th have come to hand since I last wrote. I am very grateful 
to you for writing so often, but if you could only see how 
much I appreciate those letters, I am sure you would be more 
than repaid. The Month comes regularly, usually two months 
at once! And I am very grateful for it. I read every word 
in it, even the advertisements! It surely is a grand paper. 

I was very sorry to hear of the death of your friend, Mr. 
O'Neill, two days after receiving your letter (August 8th), 
the first day on which I could say a black Mass I offered Mass 
for him. And on August 19th I offered Mass for Mr. MaCiRey
nolds, as you asked, and the next day I offered Mass for him 
on my own behalf. I was sad to hear of his death, for he was 
always a great figure in Opunake. By the same steamer that 
brought the news, I posted him a letter .. . Twice now I have 
written and posted letters to people more than a month dead. 
Father Ryan's was the other case . . . May God rest them all. 

Now to answer your questions. You hope that our Mis
sion will get hard up in four or five years' time! Impossible! 
It would be hard to be more so than we are at present! If 
Father Boch had more men, he would send me off now, to try 
and empty the good old New Zeafand coffers, but just now 
men are more necessary than money, so many of the pagan 
districts want priests, that it is hard to say what to do. 
You .must realise just how bad it is, when you know that 
they have set me to found a station. It seems silly but it 
is true, and I have about two thousand pagans scattered any
where within thirty miles. The country is mountainous, and 
covered with bush, and there are only native tracks. As I 
told you before, Father Boch wants me to start a Catechist 
school, too. . .. He could give a dozen priests work to-mor
row, and still be short! I think I told you about the climate 
in previous letters. It is hot and wet; perhaps it is not so 
trying as I expected. All the stations have schools, and those 
that have nuns have girls' schools as well. At Burunotui, in 
Buka, Father Conley has the real Catechist school of the Mis
sion; there are about one hundred boys there from all over 
the Prefecture! Normally all his time is occupied just with 
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the school. In addition, most of the village Catechists "make 
school"; they teach the little ones of the village, and the 
work they do is wonderful. Only a few minutes ago, one came 
down from his village to tell me that there are two babies 
there to be baptised .... The children from five and six to 
fourteen are very quick and intelligent! After that they be
gin to get dull, hardly any live to the age of fifty. The people 
appear to be dying out very fast; our annual statistics just 
completed show the deaths of hundreds of baptised babies. 
So far I don't think I have had malaria! Shortly after my 
arrival I felt rummy for about a fortnight, headache, earache, 
toothache, eyeache, and general lassitude all at once. They 
said it was malaria, but I doubt it. I think it was only a 
physical reaction against this climate. However, I did not 
have to go to bed, and it passed off. Evidently I am very 
lucky, for all the Fathers are surprised at my immunity so 
far. The other day, working a tree for my house, I strained 
my side, and it has been very uncomfortable, especially in 
the morning. So I have been doing no real work, just writing 
letters, battling along at the language, and being boss. It is 
much better now. In a couple of days it should be O.K. 
Father Boch has told me to answer every letter. He would 
like some of the people to be interested in our Prefecture. As 
you say, it is a pretty big job; last mail kept me busy for a 
week before the steamer, and I did not quite finish! However, 
it is part of the game. I only hope too many don't go com
paring my letters, for many of them necessarily have the 
same information. Luckily, my correspondence is well scat
tered between Whangarei and Mosgiel! "Anne" of the "Tab
let," wrote asking me to write to her little ones, and, of 
course, that is good business, for it reaches many, and the 
more prayers we get the better. Last time I sent her off a 
few pictures; if she includes them, that will be good. I was 
glad to hear of Father E.'s recovery. He has had a very bad 
time, and I was glad to hear, too, of his new dignity in the 
Waikato. You will wonder why I am not typing this; no, 
the little machine is not burst or anything of the sort, but 
since the steamer I have been here at Arava, my new outfit. 
My temporary quarters are not exactly palatial, my table is 
only a somewhat wobbly packing case, and that would not 
do for a typewriter; moreover, it would not do for it to get 
wet, so for the time being it remains nicely oiled at Kieta. 
I guess this letter will make you appreciate it all the more. 
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My writing is never too good, and hammering and sawing, 
and so on, do not seem to have improved it; however I hope 
you will be indulgent. I will be going to Kieta next Sunday 
(D.V.) . I could wait till then and type to you, but when I 
am there only for a day I am busy and might miss .... 

Everything is going weIJ here. The chapel is finished 
now, and Our Lord in the Tabernacle, and you have no idea 
what that means up here. The whole chapel is of native 
materials, except the altar, which is of proper planks. It is 
bare yet, but gradually in Scotch fashion, I will get things 
from Kieta to make it look nice. For a while I did think of 
building the church of "civilised" materials, but when I went 
into the expense, I found that it would cost far more than I 
brought from home. Expenses are awful by the time goods 
come from Sydney. However, I have ordered galvanized iron 
for the roof. It will go on straight over the present leaves, 
and so the place will be nice and cool, and it will also serve 
to catch rain water So far my house is not started, but now 
most of the materials are on the spot. Next week I think it 
will be able to go up. I have made a cute little plan; if I man
age to carry it through, I will submit it for your approval. 
It should be quite comfortable when complete, and should 
afford more than a good shelter for my typewriter!. .. Do 
not be afraid that I will ever forget to pray for you and for 
your intentions, and when my schoolboys come along-there 
are plenty in the bush waiting-they will pray for you, too. 
No more now; this letter proves the unutterable advantage 
of an Underwood! 

Please give my regards to all my friends. And give my 
love to Aunt Iza and Nell, and please always pray for your 
loving nephew, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Kieta, Bourgainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

Sunday, September 1st, 1929. 

My Dear Dad and Mum,-
The last "Marsina" brought Dad's letter of July 9th

and I was sorry to hear of Mum's illness; but I am very 
grateful to you for letting me know; please always tell me if 
there is anything wrong; I pray for you and remember you 
in my Masses and prayers always, but if I know there is 
something out of the ordinary I can always do something 
special; the day after receiving Dad's letter I said my Mass 
for Mum, and you may be sure that I have not forgotten her 
since. So please always let me know; do not think of me as 
worrying. I try always to think of you as in the hands of 
God, and I know that He knows what is for your good, but 
always when I hear such news I must storm heaven more and 
more, for always I must think of you and love you .... 
Please God, Mum is now all right again. I am waiting anx
iously for the next steamer; I think there should be a tramp 
in from Rabaul next week. If so she may have the "Mon
toro's" mail, and there wiJI surely be further news. 

Since last writing (8/11/1929) I have been almost all the 
time up at my new station and I find on coming back that my 
fingers are not too used to the good old typewriter! I can
not give her the gas as much as I used. I came down last 
Sunday and went back on Monday, and I came down to-day 
again, and probably I will go back to-morrow. And I was in 
luck's way, too; I was a little dubious about asking Father 
Boch for a ciborium, for he has been so good in giving me 
things, but at last I plucked up courage and asked him. A 
beautiful gilt ciborium had just arrived from America, and 
he immediately handed it over to me; some rich man in 
America had donated it to a poor Mission, and it arrived in 
the right one! And I have a 'good tabernacle from Rabaul, 
and the altar is made of proper planks, so the sanctuary is 
pretty good. The last fortnight I have been concentrating on 
my own domicile; now all the materials are collected, and 
should I go back to-morrow constructive measures will begin. 
Father Boch lent me a lay brother for a fortnight, too, and 
even though he cannot talk English he is a great win. He is 
a comparatively young German, and knows nothing but Ger-
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man, so we have some fun! But still he has adopted my plan 
with zeal, and he is a great worker. I think we will have the 
framework up before he has to leave at the end of next week. 
And that is the biggest part of the job finished. 

And then I have been knocking around the villages a bit, 
and have baptised about half a dozen more kiddies. And I 
have started the big work of taking a census of my district. 
So far I have completed only two villages, but one of them 
was a big one with over two hundred inhabitants; this is a 
pretty big task for they can never grasp just why you like 
to get all their names, and the names of their wives (often 
more than one!!) and the names of all that are baptised and 
so on. And the only time it can be done is in the evening for 
during the day the women are working in their gardens and 
the men are all out on the reefs fishing; the men of tne bush 
spend most of their time hunting. I cannot foresee just when 
I will get the job finished. I don't even know yet how many 
villages I have, but if I never start I will never finish (that 
bit of profundity shows the grey matter is still all right!) 
and each village finished means a few more pages of the 
"Status Animarum," a great big book which the Rector 
(ahem!) of each parish is supposed to keep replete with 
meaty information about all the people in his charge, both 
pagans and Catholics. It is a big job, but when it is finished 
it is a wonderful help. Enclosed you will find a copy of our 
statistics, just completed for the year ending July 1st. The 
number of infidels in the first column is in many cases 
approximate, for often we can only guess, as in the case of 
my district. A few stations have their Status Animarum 
complete, and of course in such cases everything is correct. 
The sheet will show you that we really have got the work to 
do up here, and this year there are only eighteen Fathers! 

Just now we are all looking forward to the arrival of the 
General. Yesterday the "Raphael" went off to Buka to collect 
the Fathers there, and when she comes back (next Friday, I 
think) she will go to Buin and Banoni to collect the Fathers 
of the south and west. We surely will have a great old time 
here. I am looking forward to meeting all the Fathers (there 
are about five or six I have not seen yet) and of renewing old 
acquaintances. I guess Fathers Wade and Conley (our two 
Yankee reps.) and I will have a few more exciting argu
ments! . 
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Of our four Chinamen, one is a Catholic, and he comes 
regularly to Mass. The other Sunday he rather upset the 
gravity of many by singing vigorously a Chinese hymn imme
diately after the Consecration-the old chap could sing all 
right, but, of course, it sounded a bit strange. 

Sister Dolores, our London representative, gave me the 
little bit of sewing enclosed for Mum. I guess it is not much, 
but it was made by a real live little Kanaka girl, so you see 
they can be taught something! 

No more this time. Love to you both. I pray that Mum 
is now better; I pray always for you both, and I hope you 
never forget to pray for your loving son, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 

Love to Jack; nothing to add this time-am in a hurry. 
Let me know how Mum is. 

E. C. McHARDY. 
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Kiem, 
September 1st, 1929. 

Dear Father John, 
Everything is going O.K. up here, but so far I am not 

getting on too well with the language. I have been travelling 
around too much; however, I suppose that is part of the 
game. When I get back to Kieta in about a fortnight's time I 
hope to get right down to it. 

I often wonder where you are. Am hoping to hear from 
you by this "Marsina." She is due on the 26th. 

We are all looking forward now to the visit of the Gen
eral; already all the Fathers have instructions to come to 
Kieta, bringing their blankets, knife, fork, and spoons, and 
mosquito net ! We will have fun. It is a long time since all 
the Fathers have been together. They are going to work in 
a retreat at the same time. 

No more now. Pray always, and get others to pray with 
you for your loving brother, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 

P.S.--Df course, despite my itinerant tendencies, all my 
letters should be addressed: Catholic Mission, Kieta, Bou
gainville, New Guinea Territory. 
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Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory. 

Thursday. September 26th, 1929. 

My Dear Dad and Mum,-
No word from you since I last typed. but the steamer 

will be here to-morrow. and I am hoping and praying for 
good news of Mum. Please God she is completely better 
again .... 

In my last letter I omitted one little thing that will 
surely please you. On August 24th, Maurie's anniversary, I 
was up at Arava. my new station; on the eve of the day I 
mentioned to the boys that it was my sister's anniversary on 
the morrow and asked them all to say a little prayer for her; 
after tea two of them came along and asked me to hear their 
confessions. Of course. I went off to the chapel. and to my 
surprise every one of my boys. except the ones that are not 
baptised. went to Confession. and next morning they all went 
to Holy Communion for Maurie. It was surely thoughtful on 
their part. and more or less unexpected. for as a rule they 
are a careless. happy-go-lucky crowd. but I appreciated very 
much the thoughtfulness of those Kanaka boys, and I am 
sure you will. too. And even if Maurie did not need the 
prayers. I am sure she was glad .... 

Of course. this letter is to be nearly all about the visit 
of our Superior General. On Tuesday. 10th, he arrived up 
from Faisi on the "Gabriel," and immediately we all saw that 
he was a straight eight. He was most kind in his enquiries 
as to how I was getting on. and he enquired about both of 
you and was sad to hear that Mum was ill. A couple of 
mornings later he said Mass for you both, and I was very 
happy. for surely he is a very good man, and he must be 
on good terms with God. During my own private interview 
with him. and all along, he has been very kind. 

The Fathers from Buka and the north of Bougainville 
had come down the day before on the "Rosa," our Buka 
schooner (four tons). and on the evening of his arrival all the 
Fathers of the south came in on the "Raphael." and next 
morning Father Binois arrived in from Poporang on the 
"Victoria." and all the Fathers of the Prefecture were 
together in Kieta-and, as I anticipated. we had fun. With 
Father Genera! and Father Rausch there were twenty of us 
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here, and this house is full with six, so you can guess that 
we arrived at some queer old strategems to place all the 
guests. All Wednesday we spent socially, and it went all too 
quickly. In the evening we began our little retreat; Thurs
day was the feast of the Holy Name of Mary, one of the big
gest feasts of the Society, so we had a big dinner, and there 
were speeches and toasts and general rejoicing; it was 
a happy day for us, and I think he was happy, too. The re
treat continued until Sunday evening, and then he gave us a 
very fine concluding "spiff" on devotion to Our Lady, and 
received the renewal of our Profession vows. 

The retreat began on the biggest feast of Our Lady for 
the Society, and ended on the feast of Our Lady of Dolours; 
Our Lady -was with us in all our joys on the Wednesday and 
Thursday, and on the Sunday, lest we might be sad at having 
to go back to our stations on the morrow she was with us to 
remind us that whatever little inconvenience we might have 
to endure would be as nothing when compared with her suf
ferings for us, and her inspiration surely gave us all strength. 
And then on the Saturday we had the feast of the Exaltation 
of the Holy Cross to remind us in a peculiar way of our 
special vocation, for we are trying to exalt the Cross away 
out here in the Solomon Islands. Surely the little retreat 
could not have been better arranged! 

On Monday the dispersion began; all the Fathers of the 
south went off on the "Raphael" in the morning; in the after
noon most of the northern Fathers went off in the "Rosa," 
and in the evening Father Binois went off in the "Victoria." 
On Tuesday morning I was just preparing to go back to my 
outfit when Father Boch called me aside and told me that he 
wanted me to accompany him north on the trip with the 
General. I was a bit staggered, but after a while I consented. 

On Wednesday the General and Father Rausch went off 
down to Koromira to see the station which Father Rausch 
founded; they wanted me to go, too, but I was anxious to 
go around to my place to see how things were going, and to 
give instructions for the week that I would be absent, so I 
excused myself. The house is coming on nicely. It won't be 
so very long now before I am in occupation. 

In the evening we were gathered together again at 
Kieta, and on the Thursday morning we started northwards; 
the General, Father Rausch and Fathers Servant and Moun
tauban (of Buka) went off about 6 a.m. on the "Raphael." 
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Father Boch and I attended to some business affairs, and 
started off to chase them in the "Gabriel" about noon. We 
arrived at Timbutz not long before midnight, after a fairly 
good passage (though we did scrape one reef!) to find the 
others had arrived safely before us. 

On Friday morning the Father General administered 
the Sacrament of Confirmation to about sixty natives at Tim
butz, a great ceremony. Almost immediately afterwards 
Father Boch and I set sail in the "Gabriel" for Burunotui to 
acquaint Father Conley of the General's arrival. It was 
about four in the afternoon when we arrived there, but our 
warning was hardly required for all the school boys were 
tricked out ready for the General, and the perfectly good 
welcome intended for him was given in greater part to us, for 
the boys thought he was on the "Gabriel"! 

We had to laugh, and deliver our warning, but the 
"Raphael" did not arrive along until about 10 p.m., so the 
General slept on board, and the official welcome was next 
morning, and those school boys fixed up in blue and white 
lava-lavas and sashes sang wonderfully. Mass followed, and 
then we had a quiet morning. In the afternoon Father Gen
eral baptised seven school boys. 

Early on Sunday morning we were up and said Mass. 
Then in the "Raphael" and "Gabriel," and with about twenty 
escorting canoes, we proceeded across to Pororan, one of the 
Islands just out from Burunotui. There the natives had 
built a new church, and Father General blessed it for them, 
and the ceremony was grand; there were six Fathers there 
all in a bunch and we collected all the best vestments in the 
Mission for the occasion. I only wish the Rubrics allowed 
a tartan chasuble. The natives seemed to think that the 
whole of the Catholic Church had congregated to do them 
honour! After the ceremony Father Rausch said Mass, and 
there were nearly three hundred natives for Communion; it 
was a happy morning for the General. 

We left about 11 a.m. with the intention of going 
straight up the coast to Lemanmanu; but a terrible tropical 
storm hit us, so we had perforce to beat it back to Burunotui. 
However, about 2 p.m. the weather improved, and we made a 
new start for Lemanmanu, the place of Father Wade. When 
we were still some five or six miles south of it about fifteen 
highly decorated "Munns" came out to meet us. (A "Munn" 
is a large native canoe constructed of thin planks and with 
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no outrigger, they are peculiar to Buka, and especially to 
the Lemananmanu coast.) The convoy conducted us ashore 
(in most places we had to be carried through the surf, and 
always this was done with the greatest ceremony); there, 
at a large village called Lontis, Father General gave the 
assembled natives the Papal blessing. Then the "Munns" 
were requisitioned, one to each Father, and a dozen escorts. 
We had a wonderful trip up the coast inside the coral reefs, 
and about half way up to Lemanmanu another escorting con
voy of Munns met us. In all, there must have been thirty
five to forty of these big things containing about two hun
dred people, and they all moved up the coast in a perfect line. 
It was an extraordinary sight. As they moved the natives 
sang, and occasionally shouted their battle-cry (there was 
not much difference). Before we arrived darkness came with 
that suddenness peculiar to the tropics, but there was no 
confusion (the natives know the sea as well by night as by 
day), and the darkness seemed to make things more unreal; 
the natives shouted and sang; some brandished flaming 
coconut leaves; each Munn left a luminous phosphorescent 
trail behind it, and every energetic stroke of the paddlers 
cut great arcs of twinkling light in the water. It was an ex
traordinary experience. 

A stiff climb up a big hill over the sea brought us to 
Lemanmanu, and there we were ready for a little refresh
ment and bed! Next moming we had a wonderful array of 
natives to greet us; the church was absolutely packed for 
Mass, for all were anxious to see the "big fella masta belong 
altogether Missionary." After Mass and the Papal blessing 
we visited some of the villages in the immediate vicinity, and 
then the "Raphael" came along to take us back to Burunotui. 
The rain on the Sunday had so disturbed our plans that we 
could not go to Hanahan to see Father Servant's place. 

Just after midnight we left Buruntoui; at dawn we were 
entering Buka Passage, a very pretty passage, but a very 
dangerous one, for it is full of reefs. About seven we an
chored a little to the Timbutz side of the Passage. All the 
district to the north of Timbutz is very densely populated, 
but there is no resident missionary there; however, the peo
ple have built many churches, and all seem very well disposed. 
It was to bless one of these churches that we paused. And 
what do you think 7 I actually drove the General to the 
Church in a "Dodge"! It was a fairly antiquated edition, 
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with more squeaks than kick, but I managed to pilot her 
safely over the few miles of atrocious road. She wears chains 
habitually, and even so, is often stuck. A plantation owner, 
Mr. L.--, keeps her for dodging about his plantations. He 
is a decent chap, and was only too glad to lend it to us for 
the day. I enjoyed getting hold of the wheel again, even 
though it was such a wheel! Later in the afternoon I 
selected the best stretch of "road," and in company with 
Fathers Wade and Conley let her out! I believe she did about 
twenty-five, but she made such a fuss over it that I doubt if 
some of those natives have stopped running yet! 

A tremendous crowd of pagan natives had gathered at 
the new Church to meet the General. We all said Mass, and 
then we examined and baptised about one hundred and fifty 
that the Catechists presented as ready, and they were well 
instructed. The General himself baptised about thirty, 
Father Rausch about twenty, and I did twenty-nine myself. 
It was 2 p.m. when the ceremony and Mass were over, and 
we were weary and hungry. Luckily Father General and 
Father Rausch had said Mass early and had had some nour
ishment, but it was a very happy day. 

In the afternoon we passed through the Passage again 
down to the bunch of Islands to the south of Buka; there, 
there is another station without a priest. We visited it and 
then in the evening the steamer arrived at Soraken, a big 
plantation just near by. The weather, which had stood to us 
very well, seemed to be making a change for the worse, so 
we embarked our visitors there yesterday morning (Wednes
day), and immediately Father Boch and I set sail for Kieta 
per "Gabriel." Between the Passage and Timbutz we feU 
right into it; the place is all open sea, and there is not a reef 
to shelter behind, so we just had to battle along, but we were 
glad to make Timbutz harbour, which really is a wonderful 
harbour. There we rested with Father Allotte for a while, but 
about midnight last night the wind dropped, so off we started 
again. Rounding the point at Tiop it was very rough again, 
but soon we got inside the reefs, and things were better. But 
about 9 a. m. the sparking pipped. I had to give it a bit of an 
overhaul; we were nicely anchored, so everything was O. K. 
We arrived back here only about 4 p. m., and I have been 
pretty busy since then. We expected the "Raphael" in this 
evening, but I guess the wind made her take shelter some
where. 
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It was a great scheme to put the General on the "Mar
sina" on the other side of the Passage; it saved him a nasty 
trip down this coast, and the poor man is very tired now, and 
no wonder after all the travelling and roughing it. The 
steamer should be here in the morning, and then we will have 
to say our good-byes, for she will sail for Sydney in the after
noon, and please God she will bring some word of you at 
home. 

His visit has been great for us, and we have made it a 
big thing for the Mission, too; the natives enjoyed it. Cer
tainly they have never received anyone with a like enthusi
asm. And I enjoyed the week's jaunt too, even though it 
was a bit strenuous; it and his kindness will be a very pleas
ant memory. Later I hope to have some snaps to send you. 
I suppose I should be developing them to-night, but I had 
to bat off this note to you, and it is too late (or too early!) 
now to think of anything of the sort. Father Boch is still 
batting into his correspondence too, so I am excused! 

Of course this jaunt has bent my correspondence for this 
steamer, and I have a nice little pile to answer, too! However, 
it just can't be helped, but I feel happier now that I have 
this off to you. As things were at Timbutz last night it looked 
as though we were there for the week-end! 

It is Mum's birthday next Thursday, feast of the Little 
Flower of Jesus; my Mass will be for her that day, please 
God. 

No more now. Give my love to Grandad and Grandma, 
and tell them I will write them by next steamer. Love to you 
both. Please pray always for your loving son, 

E. C. McHARDY. 
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Friday Morning, 
9/27/1929. 

Yours of July 31st to hand S. S. "Duris," a tramp that 
happened in here, on her way from Rabaul collecting copra. 
Many thanks. Many thanks for the pictures, too; the car 
looks a full flusher, and that is a decent looking launch behind 
the breakwater in Opunake Bay; I am acquiring an eye for 
such things now! 

It was terrible the Greenmeadows fire! I was very sorry 
to hear it. 

Your questions:-Not much swimming up here; none 
in the sea for there are too many things ready to make a 
meal of one, and in the rivers near the sea there are croco
diles, unpleasant gentlemen! Up in the mountains I often 
have a dip in the swift rivers; the water is cold and very re
freshing, but of course I strike such rivers only on trips to 
the bush. 

So far I have noticed no difference in temperatures be
tween seasons; Father Boch tells us that the only difference 
is to be found in the rainfall; in the Winter it rains a lot, and 
in Summer it rains a terrible lot! It will soon be our Sum
mer, and I cannot see just how it is going to rain any more 
than it does at present! 

The menu is not too bad; tinned stuffs are delicacies, for 
use on big days only, for they are very expensive up here; 
but the native foods are very good, especially if one takes 
a little trouble to prepare them. There are birds and fish 
(one has to be a little careful of the fish, for there are poison
ous varieties here), and taros, kau-kau (our N.Z. kumara), 
bread-fruit, yams and fruits. These latter are not as numer
ous as you would expect, but in different parts there are pine
apples, oranges, lemons, guavas, galip nuts, and, of course, 
bananas and coconuts are everywhere. 

Will take your advice re stamps. Any good ones I see 
I will sit on, and later on I will send them home. 

Any stipends that you can send will be welcome; this 
outfit is painfully short of ii£i. 

Nearly pulled a terrible bone recently; about a month 
ago I got a nasty pain in the side; Father Boch doctored it 
a bit for me and then he nearly put me right out by threaten-
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ing to send me down to Sydney by this "Marsina." Of course 
I am completely all right now! I guess I broke a rib or t wo 
in a fan up in the bush, and that was the cause of the pain. 
The mountains are always greasy and nasty, and it is easy 
to "empty." But I was breezy when Father Boch began to 
talk about Sydney. Don't ten them at home about this. It is 
better now, and there is no use worrying them. 

Many thanks for telling me about Mum. I was worrying 
a little, but your letter reassured me. 

Please give my regards to all that ask for me, and try 
to get an to pray for me. 

No more now. I must give this to Father Rausch to post. 
Hope you get it safely. 

Please pray always for your loving brother, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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My Dear Uncle Willie, 

Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

Saturday, October 12th/ 29. 

Please thank Uncle James for me for his very generous 
gift. I intend to write to him to-day, but I will never be able 
to thank him properly. Please send it to Father Rausch, St. 
Patrick's Presbytery, Church Hill, Sydney, on my account. I 
like your scheme of keeping it invested in Auckland for me, 
but I am afraid I would have to appeal to you for it fairly 
early next year. You see I have been tipped right out on my 
own as far as the founding of this station and Catechist 
school goes, and even though I am exercising rigid economy 
the money seems to go. Freights and duties are awful; for 
instance we have to pay 12/ 6 per gallon duty on our altar 
wine! And the duty on trade tobacco is over 100%, and one 
needs a lot of it to pay native work boys, and for all sorts of 
things. What threepence is in New Zealand a stick of trade 
tobacco is here! I will get all my buildings up and the school 
equipped with the £200 that I had when I left home. But 
when my school boys come along, and already I have a big 
crowd of promises, I am not too sure just how I will manage. 
However it is God's work and I reckon He will rally round. 
I was glad when you said Dr. Buxton was interested. It is 
just a matter of getting people interested, Uncle, and there is 
no one else here to do it, so I regard it as a duty. By the same 
mail I am posting off a letter and a dozen pictures to an 
American Catholic journal, even dollars, you see, are good 
here! 

You can explain our financial state to Uncle James, and 
surely it will increase his pleasure in giving to know that his 
gift is so very much appreciated, and that every penny of it 
will be carefully spent. 

All this letter seems to be about finance, and the impor lr 
ance of cash in our work up here. But cash and real solid suc
cess will come if we have God's help, so more necessary than 
cash are prayers-and there again you are doing for me a 
great work in Auckland, and once again I am deeply grateful. 
Remember I have between two and three thousand Pagans, 
and altogether there are about fifty thousand in the Prefec-
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ture, and cash only helps to convert them, whereas prayers 
really do the work, and without prayer cash would be use
less. So dear Uncle, please always pray and continue to get 
others to pray, for this poor Prefecture, for my poor district, 
and especially for your loving and grateful nephew. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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TO SUNDRY CORRESPONDENTS. 

August 8th, 1929. 
I was deeply grieved to hear of Father Ryan's death; 

you can imagine what a shock it was; the Society's form an
nouncing his death came by the last "Marsina," and not an
other word, not even a note from anyone saying he was sick. 
And by that same mail I received parcels and a little gift from 
him; he was always kind and good to me. I shall never forget 
his kindness when I was a poor homesick boy at College, and 
of course he was a great friend of the Missions. Had he had 
his own way I think he would have been in the Solomons him
self. With his going I have lost a good friend, but he can 
help me more where he is, and I feel sure he will not forget. 
It is a very great happiness to be able to offer Mass for one's 
friends, and up here the Mass seems to mean such a lot; it 
is important in every priest's life, but up here, somehow or 
other, it seems to be the only thing worth bothering about. 
I don't know why it is. Strictly there is no reason why it 
should be, for as yet I say Mass at a little after five every 
morning, and there is only one little black altar boy present, 
and everything is of the plainest ... 

"Distrust dishonours the Sacred Heart." It does, but 
isn't it hard to remember it always? If we could always re
member it and act up to it we would have that faith "which 
is able to move mountains." We would be able to get what
ever we like. Like the Cure of Ars we would be able to throw 
a few grains of wheat on the floor of an empty room, tell our 
Lord we wanted some more, and send a servant along a while 
after to find the room full to overflowing! (That example I 
read only last night in a beautiful book on the Cure which 
Dr. Liston was kind enough to give me the day I left Auck
land.) But we do not always trust. When we see something 
beyond our strength we get down in the dumps, and think 
that God has failed us and all sorts of things. If the truth 
were really known I suppose He is really trying us, just as 
a father relinquishes a toddling child to see if it will cling to 
him for assistance. How often He must be disappointed in 
us, for how often do we try to rely on our human wisdom to 
get us out of difficulties, how often do we forget that He 
"has given His angels charge over us to keep us in all our 
ways." Your little saying is wonderfully true everywhere, 
and I can imagine how you cling to it-that you do, I know, 
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for I was at your place, and perhaps that is why I like you ... 
It has its application up here; were we to forget it only ship
wreck could result; but you know more about it than I do, so 
we will leave the subject, as far as talking goes, but let us 
pray always that each of us may remember it always: "Dis
trust dishonours the Sacred Heart." 

Jan. 19th/ 1930. 
Many of the various pieces of ribbon and so on helped 

me to decorate the chapel for Christmas, and they were ter
ribly welcome, for that sort of thing is rare up here. And by 
the way, in one of the boxes there was part of a ball of some 
pink silk thread-sort of stuff girls like for fancy work; do 
you think you could send some more of the same sort-wash
able? No fear! I am not thinking of breaking out in that 
direction, but there is a little Sister Dolores from London at 
Kieta, and she is very fond of fancy work, but, of course, she 
can never get suitable thread; she l·aved over that little ball, 
so if you could send along a few assorted colours you could 
be sure of her deep and genuine gratitude. 

It is very amusing sometimes to see respectable matrons 
trying to wear the wee blouses made for their daughters. 
Some come to Mass in affairs that give up the ghost about 
six inches or so above the lava-lava leaving apparent a very 
large area of darkness; their simplicity and quiet ingenuous
ness in such matters is a joy to one used to the manners of 
our Christian and civilised community! You must be abso
lutely top hole when I come home, for I will go right into the 
kitchen and put my feet on the mantelpiece and argue with 
you like anything, and after years of converting Solomoners 
I might be able to do something with you! 

"The Flight of the Heron" I enjoyed for Christmas, and 
am very grateful to a fellow Scot; you will probably laugh at 
me, but tales of Bonnie Prince Charlie move me deeply; there 
was so much nobility, honor, sentiment, and right on the side 
of Prince Charles, and it was all ruined, and the great cause 
lost, just because of that curse which always seems to hang 
over the Celtic race, the curse of inveterate tribal jealousies, 
and rivalry between the clans. Many histories and novels 
about the "rebellion" only make me mad, for they show not 
the slightest appreciation of the ideals or the character of 
the Scots ... but his book does and I enjoyed it. 
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In one of your letters you were very worried about hav
ing sent some A.W.N.'s to Father Tonjes with an insuf
ficiency of stamps on them. But I nearly died when I read 
that you were putting Sd. on them. No fear! One penny 
(ld.) is the correct postage. I have been in agony every day 
to think that every week another A.W.N. is leaving N.Z. with 
5d. postage on it. 

You say: "We have been wondering if you have been 
away on your expeditions again chasing the poor heathens, 
God help them all." (Tbat looks a pretty doubtful sort of a 
compliment!) But since the school started I have not been 
out for more than three days at a time. 

You hope we never get earthquakes! Vain hope! We are 
right on the fault or whatever y-call-it that lies right be
tween somewhere and somewhere else, and so we get our 
dose of trembles! Not so very far away from here, about 
thirty or forty miles, I should say, there is a whacking great 
volcano with a very nasty temper; all day long it is shoot
ing clouds of steam up into the air, and occasionally I have 
seen a flow of lava from it. I have been pretty close to it, for 
it is probably in the north-western corner of my district, and 
all the jungle thereabouts is stunted by the periodical falls 
of ash. But it is a lovely volcano! 

Just the lovely cone shape and just the perfect cloud of 
steam that one would like to photograph for a Geography 
book! And away further north there is another volcano over 
11,000 feet high, but it is a lazy sort of thing. With such 
neighbors one would be unreasonable to expect utter freedom 
from vibration, sac-sac houses are good in earthquakes! One 
·wouldn't get hurt even if they did fall down! So there is no 
need for a sprint to a wide open space, but they are uncom
fortable things. 

Now to explain the photographs I sent you ... The 
stakes in the background of the first are native fishing pos
sies. They sit for hours sometimes to spear a solitary sar
dine. In the village that comes next a man had just died. 
Sympathisers on arriving, say nothing but shoot half a dozen 
arrows with incredible ferocity through a banana tree. See 
the turtles' eggs! Not as good as hen eggs, but not bad. The 
turtles bury the eggs and leave them for the sun and sand to 
hatch. 

The next is Tunuru Presbytery. Not many nails in it . 
. The whole place is socketed together. It fitted like a jig-saw 
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puzzle. It is painted with coral thoroughly cooked with water 
added. Note the four carved posts in the next. They are 
rudely carved into the likeness of a man and they keep watch 
to see that no one harms the spirit of the man whose pyre 
was there. The children in the next belong to Kukerai 
(chief) of Bove, who is a good friend. They didn't like hav
ing their photos taken, and got biffed, hence the expressions. 
Note the tattooing on the women in the next. It is a very 
painful process. Maria in the next is blase because she had 
already submitted to a snap or two. 

I'd like you to get an eyeful of Miripako beating the 
Karamut, a big log labouriously hollowed out through a very 
narrow slit at the top. The lips of the long aperture are of 
two different thicknesses and give different notes when 
struck. Our church bell is a great shell which they blow 
like a horn. The next is myoId Evo Kukerai, Sicope. With 
that great bow and arrow he can shoot a pigeon at 100 yards. 
It takes all a big man's strength to stretch such a bow. 

Note the feathered ornaments in the sing-sing snap. 
They are brilliantly coloured, and make a gay sight as their 
wearers dance. The little Evo girl is wearing valuable shell 
money round her waist and that huge ornament in her nose 
is labouriously worked out of a clam shell. The "Australia" 
and the 'Anzac" were snapped in Kieta Harbour. The natives 
admired the searchlights. They call electric torches "shoot
lamps." One laddie said to me, "Good fella shoot-lamp too 
much-me like im one fella all same." 

The little cape on the next woman is made of very strong 
leaves cleverly sewn together. She uses it to cover her baby 
or any other burden from rain. The lads are some aristocratic · 
little gents from the Shortland Islands. The next is a fine 
old Solomon type, Tetarakasi, hereditary chief of Rorovana. 
And here is old blind Bitdiai, with the little girl that leads 
him. He is an official interpreter and probably the oldest 
native Catholic in the Solomons. 

The other day I was over on a small island about three 
miles from the coast, saying Mass. After I had finished my 
thanksgiving a woman came around, bringing her little baby 
girl to be baptised. Of course, I got busy. It was my first 
baptism in this part of the world, and what name do you 
think I gave that child? I called it after a dear wee friend 
away down in New Zealand. I would have taken a snap of it 
for you, but I did not have my camera, and perhaps it is 
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just as well. You might not have been flattered. There is 
never any trouble about shifting the clothes on these kids 
for the anointings! And the elders come along, too, with not 
sixpennyworth of calico aboard! It is "simply done" up in 
these parts. When the ceremony was over I told the mother 
the child's name; the tete-a-tete was something like this : 
"Name belong pikininni b'long you he Sheila"; "Me no sav
vy"-which means that I might as well have kept quiet. 
Then I started again, with gestures: "Savvy pikininni b'long 
you?" "Me savvy." "Savvy fashion call im pikininni some 
fella thing?" "Me savvy this fella fashion." "Well call im 
pikininni b'long you Sheila. Sheila, Sheila, savvy?" "Me 
savvy--Sheilar, Sheila, Sheila ... " and she went off as hap
pyas anything and whispering to herself, "Sheila, Sheila, 
Sheila." These people are just like children, they appreciate 
little kindnesses very much, and resent deeply any little in
juries. Simple little things please them, too; just outside 
now there is a big school boy of perhaps some twenty sum
mers running around with a meat tin on the end of a stick, 
and he thinks he is Christmas. 

The work up here is not as difficult as it would be 
amongst white people, for after a great deal of observation 
I have come to the conclusion that these people do not feel 
nearly as keenly as our civilised races. At first I wondered 
if their apparent indifference was due to stoicism, but now 
because it is quite general, I am pretty sure that it is due to 
a lack of our acute sense functioning. 

(This page is a bit piebald. I dropped a bit of ink on 
the ribbon.) 

The bugs, insects, and reptiles here are a pest; there is 
only one poisonous snake-thank goodness-but there are 
many things that can give one a nasty bite; the worse of 
these is a centipede, a big chap about a foot long; a bite from 
one of these means about twenty-seven hours of intense pain, 
so intense that the sufferer is often delirious. Several of our 
Fathers have been bitten, and they are eloquent on the sub
ject! Then there are all sorts of ants, pestiferous things 
that eat even one's house! And, of course, there are mos
quitoes, and the malarial variety is more or less common. 
Then the waters teem with all sorts of things, and it is not 
safe to swim in the sea for many things are liable to make 
a meal of one, and in the rivers one always has to look out 
for crocodiles. I am hardly used to all these funny things 
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yet, at times I forget I am not in N.Z. where one can sit or 
swim anywhere without danger of being bitten. 

June 19th, 1931. 
And your questions! Of course, we get lovely food! Fish 

and tropical fruits are at a premium, admittedly, but we 
have fowls, too, and get eggs. And occasionally fresh meat 
when some of the natives kill a pig. Down at Kieta, too, they 
have a little flock of goats, and on more solemn occasions one 
of them adorns the table. Perhaps it does not sound very 
good to you, but take my word, it is A.1-not unlike lamb. 
I don't think I would ever have eaten it had I known, but 
one day down there they sprang it on me, and now I am with
out scruple! On one or two of the plantations there are bul
locks, too, and very occasionally one is killed, and, of course, 
the meat is distributed up and down the coast. And horse, 
too. I know you think that altogether repulsive, but you don't 
know how lovely any fresh meat is. And when you come to 
think of it, why shouldn't horse and goat be as good as any
thing else? 

Dear Jack,-
Nothing to add to the above, except that I am now com

pletely over that bad side I was telling you about. I guess it 
surely was a couple of ribs out of alignment! I am looking 
forward to getting your next letter. Please tell me quite 
frankly how Mum is. And please make it long and newsy 
like the last one. 

That my house will be as good as anything in N.Z. is 
obviously a bit of a "gamin" as the boys would say, but it 
will be very comfortable, and a palace after my present tem
porary quarters. I can hardly get into her right now; last 
steamer's cargo is monopolising the place! 

And still wondering where you are? 
No more now. Regards to my friends, and try to get 

them to pray with you for your loving brother. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 

My Dear Dad and Mum,-

New Guinea Territory, 
Sunday, October 13th, 1929. 
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It is not much more than a fortnight now since I batted 
off a long account of the General's stay with us. He went 
away on the same steamer that carried it, our good old 
"Marsina." She stays in Kieta only a few hours, but while 
she was there we took the General and Father Rausch over 
to the station at the south of the bay. He was with us there, 
but only for a little while. Father Boch and I took him back 
to the boat on the "Gabriel," and we were lucky enough to 
get a last Papal blessing from him-throughout he was more 
than kind to me, and even insisted on giving me a parting 
gift of £6 to help along my new station (this made an instant 
and undying appeal to a Scot) and I guess the poor man has 
not so very much. 

On its way out of the Bay the steamer has to pass right 
under our Kieta headquarters. The day was wild and stormy, 
but as the steamer passed underneath we added the wild 
clanging of our two great church bells to the fury of the 
storm, and they, standing on the deck, waved back a fare
well. The night was terrible. Lightning flashed for seconds 
on end, and all the waters of the bay below were turned into 
a churning mass of pale phosphorescent fire. I guess they 
were both tossed about a bit that night for our "Marsina" is 
not exactly a 50,000-tonner. However, I am sure that we all 
said the "Ave Maris Stella" for our Missionaries at sea with 
a little more kick than usual that night. 

And from Father General's point of view: He saw the 
majority of our 10,000 Catholics, and he saw the very good 
dispositions of many of the 50,000 pagans. As he was leaving 
he told us he was proud of the great work we were doing, and 
he asked us to pray that he might get more men to send us, 
for everywhere he could not but see that we have wonderful 
chances for developing our Mission, for advancing the cause 
of Almighty God. And · so we are waiting patiently now to 
see just what will come of it all. 

While he was here he entered right into the spirit of 
the place; he accepted everything just as he found it, and 
always he was more than grateful for anything we did to 
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promote his comfort or convenience. Perhaps some of us 
were just a little afraid that he would disapprove of our 
garb; it is pretty radical at times, you know! But while he 
was up here he wore it with us. 

He was very tired when he left, but he said that he had 
enjoyed his stay wonderfully, and on the way down-pro
vided it was not all like the first night!-he would have a 
good opportunity for a rest. 

The steamer brought me all sorts of things from Sydney, 
galvanised iron for the chapel, a tank, a stove, stores for six 
months, etc., etc., so I brought the whole lot round here in 
the "RaphaeL" I assembled and installed the stove imme
diately, and it is a great success, and I was delighted to find 
that my cook boy can make beautiful bread; he has some 
sort of a shrewd scheme for making yeast out of the milk of 
unripe coconuts, and it certainly is a great success. He is a 
very good cook in every way; before he displayed his talents 
properly I gave him a few tips in the line of cooking, and it 
was lucky for me, for he now regards me as a master cook, 
and so he is very careful with evel-ything he does. Secretly 
I marvel at him, but outwardly I am as phlegmatic as pos
sible, for it would never do to be surprised at any of his 
creations! It would immediately destroy my reputation. The 
same lad gives me a lot of laughs. Coming up here I got a 
loan of a certain amount of linen from Kieta; on coming 
back from the bush I was very amused (and a little grati
fied!) to find that he neatly marked the lot "Mc" with black 
cotton! He washes and does white suits up very well, too. 
On the whole, he is a real binge, though it would never do 
to tell him so. Occasionally I give him an extra stick of 
tobacco, and he thinks I am Christmas! His contract will 
finish next June (you remember Father Chaize gave him to 
me as soon as I arrived) but already he has been asking if 
he may make another "paper" with me. Of course, I have to 
register nonchalance, but when the time comes the new paper 
will surely be made! 

My new house is nearly finished now, and it will be great. 
I have made everything about it very solid, even the leaf 
waIls are thicker than boards. Yesterday I finished making 
the floor. It is of mangrove branches. The boys think it is 
wonderful, for I made them put everything symmetrically. 
They are not in favor of putting cement on top, but I ordered 
a ton, and the floor will be so much nicer and cooler made of 
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cement. The whole place will be as comfortable as a New 
Zealand home. I have built a little cook house entirely apart, 
that is for coolness, too, and I think it is a bright scheme; 
you see we have not the servant problem here, for it is easy 
to get boys, and our baptised boys always want to work for 
us, and others, too, for they know where they are well 
treated. We cannot employ all that want to come to us. 

In general, the house is in the form of a star-three 
points and a big, almost circular room in the centre; that is 
an "idea," too, for any breeze that comes is directed through 
the central circular room by the points of the stars. Most 
of the houses of native materials that one finds up here are 
very poor, but it is just because people do not build them 
carefully enough ; the materials, properly used, make a very 
good solid house, and one that is eminently suited to the 
climate, whereas timber houses harbour bugs and mosquitoes, 
and all sorts of things! 

The last steamer brought me Dad's letter of August 7, 
and I was glad to get it, more especially as it brought news 
of Mum's improvement. I am anxiously awaiting another 
now; there seems to be no prospect for about four weeks, but 
one never knows. 

Father Boch is going to take charge of Poporang until 
after Christmas, in ord'er to give Father Binois, the resident 
priest there, a chance to go over to Choiseul, a large thickly 
inhabited island some distance away. 

In the Shortlands (Br. Sol. Is.) our natives contribute 
about £50 a year, and one could expect no more, the others 
help, where the faith is strong enough, by building their 
own churches, etc. But the natives in the Mandated Territory 
are very poor. 

Love to you both. Always I pray for you both, and I 
know you pray for your loving son, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

Saturday, October 12th/ 29. 

My Dear Rev. Father,-
It is just over a fortnight since I hurried off my last lit

tle note to you; a couple of days later I wrote the long letter 
enclosed to the lads, and then as the "Raphael" came back 
safely I immediately came back here with all my possessions! 

But before going further, your questions must be an
swered. As to meals : On big days and on feasts and when 
we are travelling on the schooners we have tinned stuffs, but 
ordinarily local products furnish the greater part of our 
meals. Fish are plentiful, and so are birds, if one has a gun 
to shoot them. Taro and Kau-kau (our N.Z. Kumara) and 
native cabbage (the tender leaves from a small tree) are to 
be found almost everywhere, and they are all very palatable 
if well prepared; the two former make up very well in the 
form of small fried patties. The native boys are very apt 
cooks and they like the work, especially if there is a little 
left over after each meal! But one has to be careful to make 
them keep things clean. And then, of course, in all the sta
tions we have bread. Occasionally one can get yams and bread 
fruit, but they are not very common. Some of our civilised 
vegetables grow up here, but not very many; for a good while 
now some of the boys have been clearing a bit of ground for 
a garden, and yesterday I was able to plant 5/ - worth of 
assorted vegetable seeds that I got from Sydney; when they 
come up I will know better what we can grow, and they will 
be a boon, for vegetables are the main thing here; one does 
not need much meat. Another dish is unripe corn, either 
roasted or boiled; it, too, is very tasty, and I am fortunate 
in having a lot of it here. And paw-paw is a good and fairly 
com men fruit, too; in a month more there will be ripe ones 
in the garden here, and in two or three months there will be 
bananas, too. It seems quick for the bush has not been 
cleared very long, but things absolutely spring up in this 
climate. As to the tit-bits you mention, crocodiles, snakes, 
and worms-we do not have to appeal to them, although 
crocodile flesh is supposed to be very like mutton. But then 
it is not too easy to get; only this morning I was watching a 
great big crocodile not a hundred yards off the shore here; he 
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must have been fifteen or sixteen feet long; the water in the 
bay just in front of this place is always very calm, and it 
seems to be a haunt of theirs, and I don't swim in it much! 
The big ones are awful looking things, fortunately they do 
not often adopt the offensive ! 

Where do we sleep? In Kieta there are a couple of 
proper beds, and the rest are stretchers similar to the ones 
we used to have at camp. Coming up here I had no bed. One 
of my boys is very handy, so I suggested to him to make a 
f rame of mangrove wood, and cover it with plaited Kanda 
(the bark of a jungle creeper). He did so, and I wish you 
could see the two beds he made. They are great. Of course, 
in the bush we sleep where we can, usually on the floor of a 
native house; it is surprising just how soon one gets accus
tomed to it. A way back in the Seminary I tried several times 
to sleep on the nice flat floor of my room, and every time it 
made me sick. Up here I can sleep on the rough Kesu floors 
without the slightest inconvenience, and with only one blan
ket about me. Of course, that is only for yourself, Father, 
and it is not meant by way of skite, but surely it shows that 
grace of state is more than a name? So far I have not had 
to tackle the branches of a tree; snakes and all sorts of 
things would give one a bad night's rest. Fortunately there 
is only one poisonous snake in the Prefecture, and he is not 
so very common, but it still gives me the shivers to see them 
sliding about in the grass. 

Horses, donkeys or zebras? I have seen only one horse 
up here, and the poor thing did not seem to be a success! 
There are no roads for them, Father, and the climate seems 
to be pretty hard on those few that are in the Territory. 
Going to the bush one has to take a bunch of boys, one for 
the Mass box, one for the medicine chest, one for the kai-kai 
(food) box, one for blankets, and usually a couple of others. 
I don't believe in overloading them too much for tn-i! coun
try is very difficult (in this district at least), and I guess 
they get tired just as we do. And they certainly appreciate 
a little consideration. In the long run, it is all in my favour 
for the boys like to come along. 

By the way, have you ever read Gavan Duffy's book, 
"Let's Go"-breezily descriptive of a tour through Africa, 
and concerned almost exclusively with the Missions and their 
difficulties ? He outlines the educational difficulties there. 
Only after years is the Church beginning to surmount them. 
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And those same difficulties are exactly the same ones that 
are beginning to crop up here. 

And, please, Father, don't apologise for lecturing me. 
Just carry right on. Up here I am all on my own, and your 
kindly interest is more appreciated than ever, if that be pos
sible. 

I returned to find pneumonic 'flu in Arava, a big village 
just across the Bay. After a couple of days the people asked 
me over. I was just in time to baptise two people "in articulo 
mortis." The others were given ordinary routine medicines, 
and now they are all well again, and some of them were very 
bad. Surely you can see the finger of God there; before, the 
people were apathetic; now they are friendly, and that is a 
start. The chief and the Tul-tul carne across to see me this 
morning! And the funny part of it is that 'flu usually 
takes a heavy toll; that sort of thing makes one realise that 
one is not alone in his work. 

Please write when you can, Father; your letters are an 
inspiration and a wonderful help. Sometimes when I am too 
tired to work at night I read them all over again, and I do not 
feel half as lonely as I might, even though I am all alone. 
The Mystic Body is surely wonderful . ... And I pray for you 
and your work and hope that you always remember in your 
prayers and Masses your loving brother, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

67 

Sunday, November 3rd, 1929. 

My Dear Dad and Mum,-
It is only about three weeks since I sent off a letter by 

the "Mataram"; Father Boch took the mail with him down 
to Faisi, and as he is relieving there until Christmas time I 
am not sure whether he caught the boat or not. Father 
Binois, the priest in Poporang, is away visiting Choiseul, a 
large neighbouring island, with about 5000 inhabitants. 

More than five weeks have passed since the last "Mar
sina" came, so probably she will be back towards the end 
of this week. Just now I am calculating on going down to 
Kieta on Thursday to post my letters and wait for the in
coming mail. But of course on Saturday I will have to come 
back to look after my "congregation" on Sunday-yes, I 
actually have a congregation now! There are perhaps ten or 
fifteen grown ups, and just as many children, and then of 
course there are my work boys; they are all baptised except 
five, and I am giving these five a couple of instructions every 
day. They really know enough now to be baptised, but I 
want to make a real good job of them, so I think I will keep 
them until Christmas. Then if I can work up a bit of a cele
bration, their baptism will be the main feature. I have been 
trying to persuade natives from some of the other villages 
around the Bay to come along to Mass, too. I am pretty 
sure there would have been several villages represented here 
to-day, but in the morning it rained very heavily, and the 
sea was a bit too rough for comfortable travelling in canoes, 
too. On Friday I had a pretty good crowd along for the Feast 
of All Saints, and Saturday there were a good few here, too. 
I explained to them the Plenary Indulgence applicable to the 
souls in Purgatory, and it was wonderful to see how they 
cottoned on to the idea. Some of them, especially the work 
boys, stayed around the Church all day, and the number 
of visits they made was astonishing. The people certainly 
make good Catholics if we can only get them for instruction. 
The trouble is to get them to break with all their pagan 
superstitions, but once that is done our work is more or less 
easy. 

As you will see from the address above, I am typing 
from my new station; things are gradually getting into or-
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der here. Of course, the chapel has been finished a good 
while now, but it still has only sac-sac on the roof. The last 
steamer did not bring me sufficient iron to roof the whole 
place, so rather than do it in bits I will wait until after the 
next "Marsina," and in the meantime it is quite satisfactory, 
for it is well covered with sac-sac leaves. Probably I would 
not have bought iron at all, but given a good roof and a tank, 
the place will never be short of water, for it rains here some
times! This must be about the wettest place on earth. Just 
now we are in the rainy season, and I have been wondering 
if there is any possibility of human beings becoming web
footed! I will never abuse the coast of Taranaki or any place 
from a point of view of rain after this! 

The new "Presbytery" is not yet quite finished; you will 
think I am very slow, but I have not been here all the time; 
the General's visit, and trips to the bush, have occupied 
several weeks, and even when I am here I cannot spend all 
my time building things! The language still takes a lot of 
time and it will be a good while yet before I am quite at 
home with it; however, I can hear confessions both in "pid
gin" and Nasioi, and when I go to the bush I can carry on a 
bit of conversation, and that is a start. And then medical 
work takes a good deal of time; the natives know that there 
are good medicines here, and so they come along at the slight
est pretext. Intravenous injections are particularly popular 
with them. They see the wonderful way in which such injec
tions clean up yaws and tropical ulcers, and they get the idea 
that they are good for everything! One old bird with a nasty 
gash in the foot came along the other day for an injection, 
and he was a bit annoyed because I only washed and dressed 
it! It used to take about an hour every day to finish the hos
pital work, but I picked out one fairly intelligent boy and 
showed him how to wash and dress ordinary sores, and, of 
course, he is a very big' help. This work, though rather 
wearisome, is interesting enough, for it is great to see the 
way these people respond to our civilised medicines. And 
then it is of very great value to our main work, for by curing 
their poor old bodies we gain their confidence, and so are able 
to carryon and try to do something for their souls. 

r am rather proud of the new house; in the centre there 
is one large, circular room of 20ft. diameter, and going off 
from it at equal distances from each other are three smaller 
rooms of 10ft. x 14ft. All that is fairly complicated looking, 
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but in reality it is very simple; a compass and ruler were 
all that were required to make the plan. And the kitchen is 
completely detached, that will tend to keep the place cool, 
for stoves are always hot things. (Write up by the Archi
tect-Contractor.) 

The whole place is very solidly constructed; there is no 
dearth of timber in the bush about here. The floor I made 
very strong, and only last week I got a loan of a lay brother 
from Kieta to put a coating of cement on it for me. (I pur
chased a ton of cement in Sydney.) At present it looks great, 
and I think it should last well. If the experiment is success
ful, elevated cement floors will become popular, for it wili 
surely be very cool and nice. 

And after that I have only to build a school and a house 
for "boarders." Of course you must not be thinking that I 
have got to do all the work myself-no fear! I have about 
t wenty work-boys; these "make paper" for three or four 
pounds a year, and even though they are far from skillful, 
they are very good and willing, provided they have someone 
to show them what to do. So you see I am just the boss! 
The boys here are nearly all from Buka, and they are as in
telligent as any in the Prefecture; one or two of them are 
quite handy. I wish you could see the two beds one of them 
made for me out of mangrove sticks, and a thong called 
Kanda from the jungle; they are absolutely great, and as 
easy to sleep on as anything in Sydney, and they do not rust 
as do all metal things up here. 

Recently he has worked half a dozen decorated paddles 
for me to adorn my house with; they would look wonderful 
over the mantlepiece in the dining room at home! The same 
boy was very weak as a result of a heavy fever when I signed 
him on. I gave him a "shoot" (as they call an injection!) 
and it worked wonders, for he is now big and strong again, 
and very devoted; he does any delicate jobs that have to be 
done around the place. 

For a fortnight, too, I was out in the bush, and the trek 
took me to some villages that have never seen a priest be
fore. Some of them were wonderfully keen on the Faith, and 
right from the first they were friendly, but others were un
willing to have anything to do with us. It is hard to ex
plain such an attitude on the part of some, but it is just 
the same old mystery of the distribution of God's grace! If 
I could only pray better, they would probably come over more 



70 BLAZING THE TRAIL 

quickly, but there you must help me. Every time I come back 
from the bush now I realise more and more just what a big 
part prayer plays in the conversion of a pagan district, and I 
suppose that my youthful enthusiasm makes me wish to go 
a little too fast . 

When the school is up and the boys begin to come in, 
things will be a little difficult for a while, for it will be hard 
to go to the bush and look after the school as well, and just 
now it is hard to say which is most necessary. If all the time 
is spent in the bush there will be no Catechists to carry on, 
and if one has school boys, one must stay with them all the 
time. However, if we do our best, I guess God will rally 
round. And some more priests are bound to come some day, 
more especially now, as Father General knows exactly how 
we are situated up here. 

After the steamer, if all goes well, the "Raphael" is 
going up to Buka. I have made arrangements to go about 
thirty miles up the coast in her to the extremity of this 
new district, and from there I will work home, visiting the 
villages along the shore. There are three big villages, Tarara, 
Bito, and Rorovana, and their people are quite different from 
the Nasioi who own most of the country round here. The 
people of these villages are of the Torau tribe, and it seems 
that they won the ground they occupy by conquest. They are 
a gay, happy people, a much higher type of native than 
the Nasioi, and I am happy, for they are all more or less will
ing to receive the Faith. And I am looking forward to a good 
trip. 

There has been no mail for five weeks, but I am hoping 
for a good bagful by the ''Mars ina" this week. (True! I 
really do get a bagful of papers, and letters, and parcels, and 
things.) 

And in case I do not get another opportunity of sending 
you a letter before Christmas, let me wish you now every 
grace and blessing during that holy season. I am a good way 
away this Christmas, but I will be close to you on Christmas 
Day. My first Mass that day will be for you both, probably it 
will be at midnight, for I am Superior here (ahem!), and I 
love midnight Mass, but whenever it is it will be for you, 
with all my heart. And I know that you always pray for 
these poor Solomoners, for this poor new district of Tunuru, 
and for your loving son, 

E. C. McHARDY. 
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville. 
New Guinea Territory, 

Monday, November 18th, 1929. 

My Dear Jack,-
Just a little addenda to the enclosed. 
Many thanks for your two letters of September 4th and 

19th respectively. 
Every penny that you send along is appreciated, for 

finances up here are a big problem. So far I still have my 
head above water, but once that school starts ... 

There is no weighing machine at Tunuru (?) and so I 
cannot tell you just how the good old avoirdupois is getting 
on, but I think it is not so bad. However, you seem to be 
doing enough in that line for both of us! 

Am enclosing some more snaps in this. I got a great 
swag up on the last steamer, but Father Boch put a nasty 
hole in them; he cleaned me right out of some prints! I am 
glad to have something he likes. 

John E. Kennebeck leaves for America at the end of 
this month for a holiday, and I don't know just what I am to 
do until he returns! 

Since coming up here things have been better; it is a 
bit lonely, but I never have a moment to spare, so that helps. 

A late letter from New Zealand told me you had been 
shifted to St. Mary's, Wellington. So I addressed this there. 
Tell me about it and how you like it and what not. 

No more now. You, too, get a big mention on Xmas 
morning in the Solomons, please God. Pray for your loving 
brother, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

Monday, November 18th, 1929. 

My Dear Dad and Mum,-
To-night Father Boch is going down to Faisi, and 80 

there is another opportunity of getting a note away to you 
for the "Mataram" will be leaving there before so very long, 
and I am happy to get it away, too, for it gives me once again 
an opportunity of sending you both all my love and wishes 
for Christmas, and to reassure you that--please God-my 
first Mass will be for you both on Christmas Day. It should 
be a big day here, for I have five boys prepared for baptism, 
and they are only awaiting Christmas. 

Our good old "Marsina" came along a little over a week 
ago, and by some unforgettable chance she was a week ahead 
of time! She left a good deal of mail behind, and that is 
surely an incentive to profanity up here, but my eloquence 
was spared, for by some lucky chance I went down to Kieta 
on Wednesday night and just caught her. And by the way, 
did you ever get a letter of mine dated September 26th. It 
was a long effort descriptive of the General's visit? There 
have been rumours that the Kieta bags were robbed on that 
trip, and I am hoping that letter was not lost. I sat up very 
late in order to get it finished to send away, and it would be 
a bit thick if it went astray! There surely would be cause 
for oratory! 

In my last mail bag I had over forty letters, and it was 
chock full of parcels and the like. I was a bit unwilling to 
trust it to the tender mercies of the canoe, but got home 
safely and uneventfully. 

The last "Marsina" brought me Dad's letter of 9/ 18/ 29. 
I was sorry to hear that he had been down with the 'fiu, and 
I hope that long ere this he has completely recovered. And 
I was sorry to hear of Mr. Lambie's death; he was a good 
old man, and I liked him very much. Surely there have been 
many changes in New Zealand in the few short months since 
I left. 

Last week there was still another steamer in Kieta, the 
"Franklin" (Government steamer) from Rabaul. On board 
were the Administrator of the Territory of New Guinea and 
his suite. And, of course, I had to go down to Kieta for that, 
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too, and pay an official visit with Father Boch. You see, life 
up here is not really as slow as you might think! 

And, after the steamers, the most important event since 
I last wrote, was the occupation of the new "Presbytery" at 
Tunuru by the young Rector! The place is a great success, 
especially after the temporary quarters of the past months. 
It is great to be able to go in and wave my arms around with
out damaging either the hands or the ceiling! The concrete 
floor is holding fine, despite a sharp earthquake the other 
night. It woke me up, and I thought disgustedly: "There 
goes my £5 floor," but when I got up in the morning and 
made an inspection everything was O.K. I guess the wire 
netting that I put in as reinforcing helped it a lot. From the 
plan which I enclosed in my last letter you must realise that 
it is a very good place, but as yet it is not overburdened with 
furniture, but that will come by degrees, and I am all right 
so long as I don't get visitors, and there is not much chance 
of that! 

The other night I had a weird experience. While I was 
down in Kieta interviewing the Administrator, a baptised 
girl in the nearby village of Arava died. Naturally as soon as 
I came back I went over to see if there was anything to be 
done; darkness had fallen before I arrived, and even when I 
was still some distance from the village I could hear the 
savage shrieks and groans that denote a death. The girl was 
of the Pidgin of the Kukurai (she was in her own way of 
royal blood), so the obsequies were particularly ceremonious. 
She was laid out on a simple platform in the largest house 
in the village, and the body was ornamented with greenery 
and native mats, and all about, swinging to and fro in the 
frenzy of their sorrow and screaming and crooning and goan
ing, were the relatives of the girl. The sight was awesome, 
and perhaps just a little fearsome as I entered. Close to the 
centre of the room there was a large fire blazing brightly, 
and in its flickering light the whole scene was very unreal. 
The natives appeared not to notice me as I entered, for their 
wild lamentations continued, and the perspiration continued 
to pour from their fl·enzied bodies. But as soon as I knelt 
by the body of Wagumina-for such was her name--the noise 
ceased as if by magic; the silence was tense, but I said some 
prayers, then made the sign of the Cross over the girl-and 
then I gave those people a little "spiff," telling them not to 
grieve, but to be happy for another baptised girl was in 
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heaven. They all listened, baptised and pagan alike, and 
afterwards their sorrow seemed to be less grievous, for the 
mourning became a mere gentle crooning. Outside the full 
moon had risen over the sea, and, peering through the coco
nuts of the village, it was beauty itself. As we paddled home 
in the canoe, the wailing sounded across the water behind 
us, and it seemed almost to harmonise with the pale splen
dour of that tropical night. 

Next morning I went over very early to see the last of 
Wagumina. Up here the natives have different ways of dis
posing of their dead. To the north of Buka they used to 
throw them into the sea, but Buka is now almost entirely 
Catholic, and so this practice has been abandoned in favour 
of Christian burial. In some places, particularly in the south, 
the bones are boiled clean, and are kept as precious memen
tos by the relatives of the dead person. Around here the 
people burn their dead; close to Kieta and Koromira the 
Catholic natives have discontinued this practise, but this new 
district of Tunuru is quite raw yet, and so they keep up all 
their old practices. It is particularly hard to break them 
off this one for it is intimately connected with many of their 
superstitions, and one would be courting disaster to try and 
abolish it straight away, for the vast majority of the people 
are still pagans. The women all the previous day had been 
collecting dry wood in the bush; it was built up about three 
feet and the body was placed upon it, and the whole was 
covered with more wood and the personal effects of the dead 
girl. Then with groanings and cries expressive of the great
est grief, the pyre was lighted, and as it burned, the people 
of the village, headed by the chief, took it in turns to walk 
around the blaze, each carrying some bunches of leaves. Then 
the women came along with all the products of the garden 
of Wagumina; joining in the solemn march they cut all the 
useless portions from the vegetables and cast them into the 
fire, and all the edible portions were kept to provide the feast 
that had necessarily to follow the mourning. Mats, taros, 
Kau-kau, water bottles, all the personal effects of the girl 
were thrown on the fire; only those things were kept that 
would help to ensure the success of the feast. 

The fire blazed and the sad march continued. Someone, 
more wrought than the others, occasionally delivered a eulo
gistic speech on the dead girl. As the fire died the women 
brought a species of red clay and daubed their whole bodies 
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with it as a sign of their mourning, that red clay they renew 
every day for a greater or lesser period according to the 
rank of the one that dies. It makes them look hideous. The 
first woman I saw so painted gave me a nasty shock! 

Then when the fire was still smouldering the men made 
a little fence around the ashes. Later an elaborate little en
closure is built, and it is filled with coconuts, taros, and any
thing that will be of use to the dead person in the next world. 

For the funerals of persons of high rank all the peoples 
of the neighbouring villages congregate, and I try to go to 
have a talk to all, for when the fire dies the feasting and 
talking begin. 

Only after the feasting is there real trouble. The natives 
have an idea that if anyone dies it is always because of poi
soning, and they believe that ten days after the death the 
spirit of the dead person comes back to betray its poisoner. 
It comes in the form of a light, and moves around, perhaps 
for many nights, but ultimately it goes over the house of 
the murderer. For a long time I scoffed at such superstition, 
but about two months ago I saw the "spirit." It appeared 
against the mountains and moved about from place to place 
very rapidly; the natives have their look-out posts (usually 
on the top of a hill) to watch where it goes. At first it was 
so mysterious and it moved so rapidly that I was inclined to 
wonder if I really had to deal with the devil. But often since 
I have seen the lights, and, even though I cannot explain all 
their manifestations, yet I am pretty sure that they are 
organised by a body of sorcerers. There is usually one of 
these gentlemen in every village, and they are in league one 
with the other. The light always appears on black, moonless 
nights, and the poisoners always turn out to be enemies of 
the sorcerers! If they have no enemies, the light does not 
reveal anything, so most of the natives endeavour to keep 
friendly with them. 

These burial customs and superstitions are deeply in
grained in the natives, and we cannot abolish them at once; 
it would be useless, and a very bad policy, to try to do so. 
Gradually, as they get the spirit of our faith, they break 
them off, for the time being it is best to tolerate them; in 
civilised countries the Church is against cremation but it is 
tolerated here. 

In my last letter I think I told you I was going to the 
north of my district. I would be there right now, had it not 
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been for the visit of our Administrator last week. However, 
to-morrow I will be starting out. So far I am not too sure 
just how long I will be away, probably close on a fortnight, 
but it should be an interesting trip, and not very hard for I 
will be able to do a great deal of it by canoe. Perhaps in my 
next letter I will be able to tell you something about it. 

It was a bit of a knock to see extracts from some of my 
letters in the "Month." It really did not matter very much, 
and Father Boch was very pleased, but there were a few 
things there that I would not have written had I known the 
letters were due for publication. I was particularly sorry to 
see the great big "I" appearing all through. 

Dad asks me what I want; just at present there is not 
so much (or rather there is, but not so much that you can 
send me!) . As yet, thanks to Caledonian financing, I am not 
on the rocks, but later on when I get the Catechist school 
going things will be different (perhaps!). So don't be in too 
big a hurry to send things, for later I may be asking. And 
people send me some cash, too. Strangely enough, I have 
had more from Australia than from New Zealand so far. That 
Mr. Ryan whom I met on the "Maunganui" sent me a very 
decent letter by the last mail from his home in Western 
Australia, and he enclosed a cheque, which was fine of him. 

No more this time. May God bless you both, and give 
you every possible grace during the coming Christmas and 
New Year. I will be thinking of you especially that day, but 
I always think of you, and pray for you, and I hope that you 
pray for this poor pagan district of Tunuru and for your 
loving son, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, Kieta Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

77 

Third Sunday of Advent, 
December 15th, 1929. 

My Dear Dad and Mum,-
The other day on visiting the Kieta P.O. I was absolute

ly delighted to find a letter for me in Mum's familiar hand
writing. It seemed a long time since such a one had come . . . 
but now I am perfectly happy again. But, dear Mum, if it is 
hard for you to write, don't bother about sending me long 
letters-just a few wee lines to let me know that all is well. 
That same mail brought four rolls of "Auckland Weekly 
News," and the surplice. Many thanks for the latter. It is 
a beauty, beautiful lace and beautifully made. It arrived in 
perfect condition, but just how it was got into that card
board container I don't know; I know I couldn't get it out, 
not even by tugging at the prescribed strings, so ultimately 
I freed it by tearing away the cardboard layer by layer. It 
was beautifully packed, and arrived just as it was posted, 
despite the very rough handling that some of our mails have 
to bear. I am very grateful, for, as you know, I always did 
like beautiful things; when I come back to New Zealand for 
Second Novitiate-or anything-that surplice will surely 
come too. 

The "National Geographics" arrived safely, too, two 
bundles of three each. The safe arrival of everything from 
home was in marked contrast to the damaged parcels and 
papers that come from elsewhere, thanks to the grand pack
ing. If you ever hear of anyone sending anything, please 
tell them to pack it securely. 

I last wrote about the 18th of November, and since then 
I have had a wonderful trip around. I am not sure just 
whether or not he had arrived when I last wrote, but about 
that time I managed to get a Lay-brother from Kieta to help 
with the building of the boys' house and the school. His 
presence gave me more freedom for expeditions, and he did 
not mind, for even when I am here we cannot be very sociable 
for he is from Luxembourg, and knows only their tongue and 
German, and both of those are beyond me. However, he is 
a cheerful sort of a chap and we get on very well together. 
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You would smile to hear some of our conversations! Signs 
playa very prominent part! I am only afraid that I will 
never be able to talk proper English when I come back to 
good old New Zealand! You see one has a bit of everything 
up here! 

As soon as he arrived I started northwards in the canoe· 
the first night we spent at Rorovana, a big Torau village only 
about an hour's walk away from here, but about two by 
canoe, and there I was very happy to baptise the baby of the 
Kukerai (chief); for a long time the old bird had been very 
reluctant, and I seemed to be but wasting my eloquence on 
him. A baptised child of his died three or four years ago, 
and that is always a nasty set-back for us, thanks to the 
native superstitions. However, as soon as I arrived he came 
along beaming, and told me that I could baptise his child, and 
I was happy. Very early next morning, while it was still dark, 
we started off for Tarara, another large Torau village, at the 
very north of the Tunuru district, and we were fortunate 
enough to arrive before the full heat of the sun. I stayed a 
couple of days there, and was more or less at home for many 
of the people are baptised, and there is a little chapel there in 
charge of a native Catechist. However, before leaving, I had 
baptised eight babies. The next stop was at Bito, third and 
last of the Torau villages; there is a chapel and a Catechist 
there, too, but the people are practically pagans yet, and 
somewhat off the beaten track along the coast; they are 
still a little timid when it is a question of white men. How
ever, after a couple of days' stay, the people were beginning 
to get a little friendly. 

On leaving, it was my intention to go to the Evo people 
in the north-western corner of the Tunuru district, but un
expected delays in Tarara and Bito so impoverished my sup
plies that I decided to return first to Tunuru. After making 
arrangements with some Tarara and Bito boys to accompany 
me on the following week, I set off home. We called again at 
Rorovana and slept the night. In the morning parents came 
along seeking baptism for five more children. 

On arriving home I was sad to find that a little baby 
had died in Arava, the native village closest to Tunuru; only 
a month or so ago I baptised it and called it William after 
Uncle Willie. Neither of its parents are yet baptised, and I 
was afraid of trouble, for the sorcerers always take advan
tage of such a death to stir up feeling against Catholicity and 
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against baptism on the grounds that it kills children. With 
such fears I went over to Arava in the evening. 

Imagine my delight to find both the father and mother 
well reconciled, and the mother even asking if she too could 
not be baptised so that "behind, she could go on top one time 
long pikininni b'long 'er" (so that she could afterwards join 
her child in heaven). Of course, I told her she could, and 
she is now receiving instruction from a Catholic girl in the 
village. Such surely shows the power of God's grace. In 
other such cases that I have had the parents were always in
consolable, and were very wrath with Catholicity, but in this 
case the death of the child led to conversion . .. 

Two days after another wee orphan child died, she was 
baptised, too. The people were making arrangement to dis
pose of her body in their usual fashion (which I told you of 
in my last letter), but I managed to get in, and after a lot 
of arguing, managed to gain for the poor little thing a proper 
Catholic burial. It was a great happiness for me, for the 
district is still very pagan in sentiment. I had but little 
hope of a Catholic burial so soon, but as she was an orphan 
no one cared so very much. A fleet of canoes brought the 
little body over to the chapel in the afternoon, and I received 
it and buried it in a little corner apart, with all the rites of 
our holy faith. Many curious natives attended the ceremony, 
and afterwards several of them asked to be buried just like 
little Catherine. The little girl was sick for a long time; she 
died of consumption .... 

After the funeral they told me there was still another 
man very ill in Arava. Over I went again in the darkness, 
and found an elderly man in agony. I gave him the short 
form of baptism, and an hour or so after he died. 

So perhaps more than a mere accidental lack of sup
plies brought me back to Tunuru for those few days .. . . 

On Sunday afternoon the canoe started off again, and 
once again the night was spent at Rorovana. And there I 
found seventeen more babies for baptism. They brought 
them from everywhere, until I was almost "short wind," as 
the boys say. I am not too sure just how to account for this 
great movement in Rorovana; for months they were 
apathetic, and did not want their children baptised; no doubt 
the baptising of the Kukerai's baby had a lot to do with it, 
but someone must be saying a lot of prayers for Tunuru, too. 
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The next day we arrived once again at Tarara, and I 
slept there the night in order to be able to say a Nuptial 
Mass. My first native marriage. But how different from 
the last that I performed in N.Z. ! It was still before sunrise, 
and the parties were quite black. I had to supply the ring! 
However, it was a real Nuptial Mass, and they both received 
Holy Communion, and even though the poor man had nothing 
to give me he insisted on coming to help with my baggage 
during the excursion into the Evo country. A funny sort of 
honeymoon, but he was quite happy; so was his bride, even 
though she had to stay behind. 

While the sun was still barely above the sea, we set out; 
just where the track strikes back into the jungle I found 
the Kukerai of the mountains awaiting to escort me back to 
his domains. (I was fortunate enough to be able to give him 
food and shelter soon after I started here and he has never 
forgotten it.) That was one of the hardest days ever. The 
mountains up there rise up many miles inland; apparently 
they were all volcanoes at one time for their gentle slope 
down to the sea is for all the world like the slope from Mt. 
Egmont down to the Tasman. But the slope, and the in
numerable streams are all they have in common; we hurried 
on through the jungle over native tracks that frequently 
followed the rushing watercourses joust to avoid the trouble 
of penetrating the bush. It is great fun paddling a few miles 
against the fast flowing stream! Just after sunstraight (as 
the boys call mid-day) we came to a big river, the Bito, 
there, after crossing we sat down for about half an hour for 
a little nourishment! Then up and on again. About 3 p. m. 
we came to the mountains, and began the ascent. Where 
breaks in the bush allowed us to glance back at the sea, it 
looked like a great blazing jewel and I could not but think of 
the similarity between that shoreboard plain and the beauti
ful landscape between Dawson's Falls and Cape Egmont. I 
guess the distance was just about the same. But there was 
no snow ahead! The climb was fairly stiff and long. It was 
sunset when we reached the summit of that first ridge. The 
boys were obviously fearful that we would have to sleep on 
the road, but the Kukerai encouraged us on, and just as 
darkness fell we descended into Dupikan, his headquarters 
and the central village of the Evo people. It was too late to 
do anything that night. I think we were all glad to sleep, 
and my country! I was cold! For those people live high 



BLAZING THE TRAIL 81 

above sea level. The great ranges that cut them off from 
the sea on either side tend to make their country very warm 
during the day and very cold at night. It was a pleasant 
sensation, but I was wishing I had two blankets instead of 
one. I could have really enjoyed it! 

Just by the way, do you think you could post up that 
rug of mine that 1 left at home? It has my name in one 
corner. It did grand work for many years, but it was still 
in very good condition when I left it. Do not buy a new 
one, for one can not look after things well in the bush; that 
one would be just the thing. Don't forget to say on the 
declaration that it is only a second-hand rug. If you think 
the parcel would be too bulky, don't bother. 1 can always 
take an extra blanket. 

The next morning the Kukerai presented his wee son for 
baptism. Afterwards I gave the poor little chap an injection 
for he was covered with sores. (All through you must un· 
derstand a few injections per day, for especially in the moun
tains where the natives do not wash as frequently as they 
do along the beaches these things are very prevalent.) After 
generally making friends with the people of Tupikan (1 
spelt it differently before, but I am allowed to spell it as 1 
like, for, as far as I know, no one else has ever attempted 
to write it!) we moved on-to a wonderful week of experi
ences! The country lying between the two high coast ranges 
is very broken, comparable only to the ranges and foothills 
of the Southern Alps that I saw just before leaving New 
Zealand. Knocking about between the villages was a pretty 
strenuous business, and of course the "roads" were mere 
native tracks. The villages are comparatively small. I doubt 
if I was in one with more than fifty inhabitants, but all are 
good from our point of view, for there are many children 
in them. 

The people are in their mere native state; many of them 
wear only earrings or a string of beads, and many of the 
villages that we visited had never seen a white man before. 
Naturally they were very timid. The approach to each vil
lage was something in the nature of a surprise attack, for all 
the boys had strict orders to keep quiet, and make as little 
row as possible. At those few places where they heard us 
coming they all ran away. Even in places where we arrived 
without their knowing of our approach there were those 
who were inclined to run away (perhaps this ensured the 
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safety of our arrival) ; and once they get into the bush it is 
terribly hard to get them back. I was handicapped, too, for 
I know not a word of the Evo language. They are outside 
the Pidgin sphere. However the Tarara boys served me well, 
and after once establishing relations we always got on well. 

At one particular place, far to the north of the district of 
my Kukerai friend, another jolly old pagan kukerai (who 
recognizes no Government but his own 1) gave us a great 
time. He was hostile at first. He seemed to think that we 
were trying in some way to curb his power, but when he 
heard what we really were he was delighted, and insisted on 
turning on a 'sing-sing' for our benefit 1 It was a weird ex
perience; yours truly was the guest of honour. A large fire 
was kindled in the village place, and then the warriors with 
all their best spears and clubs and arrows and what-not 
danced about it, and sang, or they called it a 'sing-sing,' but 
I doubt if those savage yells would fall into the category 
of singing 1 However, as you will remember, I am not an 
authority on vocal accomplishments 1 Round and round they 
wheeled in that narrow circle of flickering light, their bodies 
gleaming with perspiration and now and then the light 
showed their twisting limbs-and the noise 1 Their yells 
were accentuated by the shrill notes from their bamboo 
whistles, the clash of their spears, by the barking of dogs and 
by the rapid beat of their feet upon the ground. Had they 
been going to eat me, I doubt if they could have turned on a 
more ferocious display! As soon as they were tired, the 
feasting began. In the mountains they have plenty of food. 
In addition to ordinary garden products, such as bananas, 
taros, kau-kau, sugar cane, etc., they have a scheme for 
collecting the nuts of the galip trees during the season and 
preserving them in bamboo containers. Even though they 
are very nice they rarely eat the nuts straight out of the 
bamboos; rather they pound the!ll in a large mortar and 
pestle arrangement especially made for the purpose, when 
they are well crushed, taros or kau-kau are added and the 
whole makes a very nice dish. Well made and baked it is 
not unlike a nutty cake. To such a 'kai-kai' we sat down 
that night, and all the natives were like children. After
wards they began their sing-sing again, but I went off to 
sleep. Next morning that old Kukerai encouraged all his 
people to bring all their children for baptism .. . 
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At another village we arrived just before dark. As the 
natives had heard of our coming, the place was deserted. The 
old Kukerai (my friend of the sing-sing) was a little dis
tressed, for he feared that his people might come back in 
the night, and, not knowing us, do us some harm, so the boys 
watched all night, and the old boy sat right by me with his 
great spear. But nothing happened. At other times, walking 
through the bush was a bit of an ordeal, for it is a funny 
sensation to feel dozens of eyes watching you from the trees, 
and not be able to see anyone. 

After we had been in the bush a week, we were, on a 
Saturday morning, high up on the range of mountains on 
the Banoni side of the Island. Had we climbed to the top, 
we could have looked down on the western coast, but there 
were no villages there and we had had enough of mountains. 
That particular range is higher than the ones on the eastern 
coast, so much so that one, from where we were, could look 
right down on the beach we had left. Just through a chance 
break in the trees I was terribly peeved to see a steamer
looking about as smaII as a needle-heading for Kieta. I knew 
that she would have any mail for us that came to Rabaul on 
the "Montoro." However, it was something to look forward 
to ",hen we got down! 

Then one day, after visiting all the viIlages in the north
ern half of the Evo Territory, we turned towards the sea, 
but, thanks to our wanderings, we were now two days away 
from it. Of course I did not know the road, and just took 
the opinion of one" of the boys that we could come up to a 
small vilIage by nightfall, but we didn't. For about three 
hours we had to plod along in the dark. "It was the horridest 
track ever," as Granddad would say! Evidently, ages ago, 
a mighty earthquake had ripped a great canyon through the 
mountains. On either side rose up great waIls of rock, and, 
below, beaten to foam by the many great rocks that had 
obviously fallen from the cliffs, was a rushing stream. Luck
ily, before nightfall, we had done the worst of the pass, but 
the portion after dark was bad enough, more especially as we 
could only muster one kerosene lamp and two torches among 
the twenty-five boys. (You may wonder at the number, but 
all were not mine; it is etiquette in the mountains for mem
bers of one village to see a party safely to the next, and all 
seemed fairly eager to come along with me. On this par
ticular stage there were not very many, probably because it 
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was a very long tramp; on some stages before there were 
about fifty boys with me!) The difficulty of the situation was 
n~t bet~ered .by a tropical storm which happened along, rain, 
wmd, IIghtnmg, and thunder; and I had to keep as jolly and 
cheerful as possible, for in the dark the boys are arrant 
cowards. It seemed like weeks, but in reality it was not so 
very long before we arrived at the little village of three 
houses. The people took pity on us, and lit a great fire and 
prepared food for all-and it was welcome. 

Next afternoon we arrived at Bito, and even that un
civilised place seemed like home after those fastnesses of 
the ranges. I was happy there when two men presented their 
children for baptism, for I had been after them for a long 
time. 

The Tunuru canoe had long since returned home, so I 
negotiated with some of the Bito boys to ferry me back to 
Tunuru. Just at Bito, for some reason which I cannot ex
plain. the sea is always very rough, and great breakers are 
always pounding on the shore. Their calmest time is during 
the dark "just before the dawn," so next morning, by torch 
light, we prepared the canoe. It is great fun "getting away" 
in a canoe; the crew stand on either side of their little craft 
poised and ready, and watching the breakers; in they roll 
and then suddenly there is a slight lull-it always occurs
and instantly, at a word from the leader, the canoe is dash
ing into the surf. The moment she floats all are aboard, and 
paddling for their lives, for the little craft must be outside 
the breakers before the next one comes. The ocean swell 
she can ride beautifully, but one breaker can swamp her. 
Thanks to their constant experience, the Bito boys are mas
ters at launching their boats, and we got away in the dark
ness without a ducking. On the way down I had intended 
to call at another village, Arikevaura, but the sea was pound
ing on the reefs and leaping high into the air, so we came 
straight under full sail to Tunuru; and on the way we had 
a funny experience. A school of porpoises began to play with 
the canoe; we were bowling gaily along when one of them 
came up right underneath me. Had I stretched out my hand 
I could have touched it. Then came more and more and 
more. I have often enjoyed their frolics from the deck of 
the "Gabriel," but it was quite a different matter when they 
were jumping and flopping all around our little canoe. I 
knew them well enough to know that they would not fall on 
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it, or come up underneath it by mistake, but still I was just 
as glad when they went off to play elsewhere! 

The canoe arrived back from that Evo trip loaded with 
beautiful bows and arrows and things that the natives had 
given me, and, better still, with a little book containing de
tails of fifty-eight dying infant baptisms in that wild "uncon
trolled territory." And amongst them, too, were two big 
boys of about twelve and fourteen years; so I baptized them. 
T.R. is prevalent up here, and is terrible among the natives, 
for it is new to them and they have no natural powers of 
resistance as have the white races. As far as I can see the 
people in this district are dying out rapidly. 

You can imagine that one returns from such a trip with 
tired legs, but a very joyful heart. In that new district one 
little girl, Pawta, was baptised Mary Frances, and one jolly 
little black chap, Ranoita, was called John ... 

You wiII be wondering just how I am going to look 
after all these baptised children if they live. God will surely 
send us more missionaries; it is a great responsibility, but 
I am sure God wants them baptised, for He has given them 
an ardent desire for baptism. So pray for us. 

After Mass and a wash and a brush-up I went straight 
down to Kieta. There were two bags of mail for me (wow!) 
at the P.O.; on diving into them the first letter that I put my 
hand on was Mum's; for the time being I did not go any 
further, and I came back that night very tired, but happy. 

For the last few days I have been taking it on myself 
to have a rest. I am merely attending to correspondence, 
fulfilling my medical duties (which grow increasingly more 
onerous). On Friday I gave over twenty intravenous injec
tions of N.A.B. for yaws, and this morning after Mass there 
were about a dozen more. (It is wonderful how the natives 
of my own mountains in the immediate vicinity hear when 
I come back from a trip.) I am doing all I can to prepare for 
Christmas. I have instructed five of my work boys for bap
tism and all are ready and eager. It is only right that the 
Church should be as nice as I can possibly get it. Last time 
I was in Kieta I brought a roll of white material and a roll of 
blue material and with these I have decorated the Sanctuary 
a little, and during the week I am looking forward to more 
improvements. 

Early in February I think the school should be able to 
start, after that I wiII be very much tied down; but it wiII 
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be a grand work forming native teachers, even though it is 
not as exciting or as immediate in its results as going into the 
bush. 

On going to Kieta after coming back from the Evo, I 
found the place agog with excitement for two prospectors 
had come down from the mountains (my mountains, too!) 
with news of a rich gold field! And all the men in Kieta, 
taking advantage of their proximity to the place, had hopped 
out to peg! I have never been at the actual place, but I have 
been in Kupie, the nearest native village to the find. It is 
only five or six hours' walk up the mountains from here. 
Just how good the field is I don't know, but I guess I will 
soon have a few white parishioners as well as black ones! I 
am not very enthusiastic, for the natives are always best and 
easiest to ha1'\dle where they have come but little into contact 
with whites. However I guess God knows what He is doing. 

Today, the Third Sunday of Advent, is the anniversary 
of my Ordination, and I cannot realise that I have actually 
been a priest for a year, for time flies up here. This morn
ing I said Mass for the lads ordained to-day at Green
meadows, and, to-morrow, please God, I will say Mass for 
Maurie, even as I did at my first Mass. (1 say Mass for her 
every first Friday, but this month I was out with the Evo, 
and so missed Mass; for me that is the greatest hardship of 
such trips, the fact of having to miss Mass, but God under
stands, and later on I hope to have a Chapel or two out there.) 
All day long my thoughts have been wandering back to New 
Zealand, to you all, to that happy day last year, and as I sat 
down to dinner alone (for the Brother went off to Kieta yes
terday to go to confession and he will come back to-morrow) 
with two black boys watching to see if I needed anything, I 
was almost inclined to think that I was dreaming. The con
trast was so great between to-day and the brilliant gathering 
last year. This afternoon when all the injections and dress
ings were finished and all the natives had gone off home I 
just sat down and started off this letter to you. I am afraid 
you will be utterly sick of my efforts. Of course it is eve
ning now, and bedtime, so I had better stop. I was rash 
enough to get a big Aladdin lamp from Sydney; it cost me 
nearly three pounds by the time it arrived, but it is a beauti
ful thing and gives a very nice light for such night sessions. 
so I do not think it was extravagance. 
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Forgive the mistakes in this; I have been going very 
fast, and I cannot rub them out for there is a copy under
neath for Jack, and any endeavour to rub out on the top one 
makes a big splotch on the under one, and that would make 
J ack reasonably cross! 

As far as I can see my first Mass at Christmas will be 
at Midnight, and that will be for you both, the only-and 
best-Christmas gift that I have for you. May God bless 
you both, and give you every grace. Pray for this pagan 
district of Tunuru and for your loving son, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

Wednesday, January 29th, 1930. 

Dear Dad and Mum, 
Since I last wrote for the "Mataram," on January 5th, 

nothing very startling has happened. 
As soon as Father Boch came back from Faisi he came 

up to see me, and his most startling piece of news was that 
the gold fever had died down a bit! Up to the present the 
original finders have made no move, apart from the forming 
of a big company in Sydney, and everyone is wondering if 
there really is gold up in the tops of our mountains ! I am 
hoping there is not! But time will tell. 

Father Boch brought me two schools boys, too; both are 
from Faisi. Their anival brought it home to me with a 
bump that I will soon be in the pedagogical line! Both are 
very nice lads, previously Government employees; one of 
them refused £1/ 10/ - a month and keep (a huge wage for a 
boy) in order to come to school. The poor lad has nothing to 
look forward to but the inevitable "improving" growlings and 
future 10/ - a month as a Catechist, for that is all the Mission 
can afford to give them-sometimes it is only 5/ -, but all the 
better ones get 10/ -. I will have to go to bed. I started off 
with the intention of getting this letter off tonight, but I 
have been out in one of my villages all day (Rorovana). The 
old eyes will not keep open, and I am inclined to hit wrong 
keys and everything ... ! Besides, it really is time every de
cent religious community was in bed, so, unless I go the Su
perior at Tunuru will have to get annoyed with himself! 
GOOD NIGHT! 

GOOD MORNING! Mass and breakfast just over, so 
here goes to finish this note: The buildings at Tunuru are 
almost finished now; of course, the chapel has been complete 
for some time, the school was finished last week, two boys' 
houses are just getting the finishing touches. The "presby
tery" only wants a few finishing touches too. Only a little 
Hospital remains to be built. That can well be done after the 
commencement of school. So towards the end of next week 
(perhaps) studies will begin, then I will be relying on a little 
extra prayer. The job will not be too easy. The boys come 
in unbaptized, from any of our twenty-five or thirty linguistic 
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areas. They know no language but their own; so you can 
guess there is no end of a lot of fun in teaching them a com
mon language (probably it will be English here, for it has 
the advantage of being desired by all) and afterwards edu
cating them sufficiently to be worthy Catechists. You can 
see that the job is responsible; thanks to tire terrible lack 
of priests, this place, like so many other Missions, has to rely 
more and more on Catechists. It seems absurd to say so, 
but the rapid advance of this place has been strangled by its 
own success! 

The Catholics have so increased in numbers without a 
proportionate increase in the number of priests, that the 
Fathers now are almost confined in their work to giving the 
Sacraments and generally looking after the Catholics alreadJ 
gained; obviously our first duties are to them. But what about 
the remaining fifty thousand pagans, so many of whom ar", 
reaay and eager to enter the Church? The only solutlOn 
seems to be in Catechists, well instructed natives, who, after 
their schooling, go back to their villages to do all the spade 
work of the Mission. They prepare the people then the priest 
has only to go along and do the baptising, and afterwards 
pay periodical visits. The lads are at a great advantage for 
they know the local language and customs and immediate
ly they have the full confidence of their people. It takes 
even the best Missionary a good while to gain all those at
tributes. But, if their work is to be well done, they must 
be well educated. If they are not they are ony a nuisance. 
You can see just how much I need your prayers. I am utter
ly devoid of pedagogical experience or qualifications. 

One Sunday evening not so long ago I was just begin
ning to expand into a letter, with no small amount of enjoy
ment (for Sunday is easily the hardest day-people come 
down from the bush; the things they want and the attention 
they want is enough to keep one busy the whole day 1) when 
a lad from Arava walked in. These people do not stand on 
ceremony; if they want anything they just walk in and say 
so; a while ago, about the middle of the night, I was aroused 
by someone almost wrecking my mosquito net; I jumped up, 
thick in the head, but with the firm intention of receiving a 
halo only after a bit of a struggle 1 It was only a lad who 
wished to give me a totally inconsequential note from Kieta
WOW 1 But the Sunday night boy had to tell me that an 
old lady had taken suddenly ill in Arava. I picked up the 
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sick call outfit (which, up here, includes everything for bap
tism). Soon we were paddling across the bay, or, at least, 
he and a few others were paddling! It was one of those heavy 
tropical nights, when the darkness seems almost to press one 
down; in a canoe such nights are always a joy for the phos
phorus is marvellous- but I have said enough about phos
phorus! I entered the hut, but not very hopefully, for the 
old people do not leave their superstitions too readily. The 
old lady was suffering from a horrible complaint that had 
evidently come on very suddenly, I could at once s~e that the 
medicine part of my sick call box was useless. She was con
scious, and so I spoke to her about our holy Faith, giving a 
simple explanation of the Creed. The final question came 
more as a matter of form. You can imagine my surprise 
when, with a vigour that almost strangled the last spark of 
life in her frail body, she answered, "Masikaantaansi"-"I 
believe!" I put a few more questions just to make sure, but 
her sincerity was obvious, she could only repeat, "Bapitema 
piamoi"-"I want baptism!" So she was baptised. Imme
diately afterwards I gave her the Last Sacrament. It was 
marvellous to see the poor old woman's glow of happiness. 
In the morning she was dead. When I had done all I could 
for her, the threatening storm had broken. Even the tran
quil Tunuru bay was torn into great fire-tipped waves. The 
whole air and the nearby jungle were filled with the twink
ling wind-blown phosphorous. In quick succession, blue 
streaks of lightning seemed to cut the air, deafening peals of 
thunder seemed to shatter the very heavens-and I had to 
walk home around the bay! The old lady's dispositions were 
another example of God's grace. Who knows what share 
yours prayers and your sacrifices have had in gaining her 
such happiness? . . . 

The other day I had a note from Father Boch: after a few 
remarks on my account (which he enclosed) he says ... "you 
are lucky to be the founder of a station! The one coming 
after you and who will take charge of Poporang will find 
there a debt ... If he be a Scotchman he will drop dead!" 
Now, just what do you make of that? It's a bit hot when the 
Prefect Apostolic starts making remarks like that, isn't it? 
Luckily, he is one of the ones and not a bit averse to getting 
a bit of a sally in return! 

No more now, for it won't do for me to miss that steam-
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er. The snaps enclosed wiJI have to justify this letter. I 
hope the snaps are of interest to you. 

Try to get all to pray with you for your loving son, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 

Jan. 29th, 1930. 

Dear Jack, 
Not much to add to the above. Was tickled to death to 

get yours of July 17th. Photos seemed to be O. K. this time, 
am glad he is going to more trouble now, for all remnants of 
his previous lot that I have are jaundiced. 

Broke the winding key on my camera. I wonder if you 
can send another. If it is not easy to get, don't worry, for 
I will write to London, too. Send a chamois case too, if you 
can get one; you remember I could not get one when leaving 
Auckland. 

And while I am at it; please send 100 of the little Green 
Catechism-printed at the "Tablet" office, and fifty of the 
pink. If you could get a good pair of sun glasses, I would be 
grateful-the glare up here is pitiless, it is telling on the poor 
old eyes. A couple of glass droppers would be handy-you 
know gadgets used for filling old-fashioned fountain pens
little rubber sac on a pointed glass tube--I want them for 
putting drops into eyes. A chamois would be a binge 
for cleaning my chalice and ciborium. If you can pick 
up anything in the line of tricks, puzzles, etc .. made of twist
ed pieces of wire, do so; you know, the things that one has to 
turn about all over the place to separate; if you can, send in
structions for separating them. I don't want to have to 
spend weeks finding out! There is a particularly good one 
comprising four interlocked rings that can be formed into 
one ring for one's finger. If you see it-upon it! A good 
strong water pistol without any rubber about it would be a 
win. If you have any empty Printing Paper Boxes (our size) 
please use them for packing things in. Would be grateful if 
you would send me an authentic rendering of the "Boomer
ang .. . " I am not too sure of my last line. I want it for 
Tunuru (adapted)-it will take on! 

Many thanks for "Wanderlusts" and Patersons; I do get 
a lot of fun out of the latter; I prop them up in front of me 



92 BLAZING THE TRAIL 

at meals and chuckle endlessly. The chap is a genius. I'd 
like to shake hands with him! 

I enclose a fiver-hard to do, but I don't feel like paying 
tremendous exchange-and you will want it for the above 
assortment. If you spot anything in the line of a fruity 
dark-room lamp send it along, not a candle one, for candles 
bow up here? Kerosene would be most practical; you will 
have to pack it well; no dribbling! 

Cherio! 
Pray hard always for Tunuru and your loving brother, 

E . C. McHARDY, S.M. 

P.S.-Aro glad your album is such a success. Keep it up. 

E.C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bouganville, 

My Dear Dad alJd Mum, 

New Guinea Territory, 
Saturday, March 29th, 1930 

It is just a little over a fortnight since I last wrote. 
Father Poncelet has been in Kieta for a month or two with a 
bad knee, and is showing the local Doctor that he is a diffi
cult case, he is not improving; the only thing to do is to go 
down to see a Doctor in Sydney. Father Wade has to go 
down on the next "Marsina"--orders to go to Second Novi
tiate at Villa Maria, so for the time being our forces will be 
depleted. The two that are going will leave a gap, for they 
are both 100 o/,, -ers. 

Last steamer, being the first for a solid six weeks, 
brought me a huge mail, capped by Mum's grand letter of 
January 16th, and by two from Jack, one of January 13th and 
the other of February 5th. Cheers! The rug, the rosaries, 
the ribbons, the "National Geographics," and the "A.W.N.'s" 
all arrived safely, too-further cheers! Many thanks. It 
brought a friendly note from Brother George, too, who 
seemed to be very enthusiastic about his recent soj(>urn in 
New Zealand. He was particularly eloquent about Taranaki. 
(P'raps he knew my soft spot!) 

That little jaunt to the Retreat was a ripping idea, and I 
hope that it was only the first of many such excursions. The 
days seem to have been full enough for everyone concerned. 
I was very happy to hear of Mum's having such an outing. 

By the way. IMPORTANT: When sending anything, 
don't write "second hand" on it; there is a regulation up here 
(after a while I am sure you will gather from my letters that 
there are a series of regulations in the Territory of New 
Guinea) forbidding the importation of any second-hand ar
ticles. 

I have a goodly assortment of arrows and spears and 
what-not, Mum, and as soon as I can I will send them along. 
I will let you know when I send them; probably I will con
sign them to Jack, for he is in a good position in Wellington 
to attend to any Customs' Inquiries. Once he gets the case 
he can send it on to you. It is out of the question to send 
any of the long spears--a pity, for they are fine pieces of 
work, but I will keep them, and even at the risk of looking 
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a bit funny, I will take them when I go myself. I don't like 
the idea of cutting off the heads of them just to put them in 
a box. 

Things have gone on uneventfully during the past fort
night, perhaps it has been a little wetter than ever, and that 
is saying a good deal! Brother George told me of Dad's very 
kind gift of a coat, but had already bought one for myself, 
but the £4 will not be amiss to my credit in Sydney. I am 
very grateful for the kindly thought. These tropical coats 
are made of a specially treated fabric, "Pegamoid"; the stuff 
is as thin and as light almost as silk, yet it is utterly water
proof, and there is no rubber in its composition (an import
ant point, for rubber things are of very short life up here), 
but coats are not used so very much, for it rains nearly every 
day and one is soon reconciled to a daily ducking in the bush. 
It doesn't do any harm for the rain up here is just as hot as 
the atmosphere. 

But they are handy when one is all "bossed" up to go to 
the steamer-or on such other state occasions--for it is a 
nark to have all one's nicely starched toggery sticking to one 
at such times; you see I am as vain as ever. 

The school is still in existence, and there are just over 
forty "students" (save the word) here now, and all the fun 
outlined in my last letter still continues. But none have run 
away yet, and they seem happy enough. I am sure your 
prayers are helping in that line ... keep it up. 

This week I had a few days out in the mountains; peo
ple were coming down every day telling me of babies to be 
baptised, and of children needing injections. I had to go. 
But they were rummy days for we are still in the rainy sea
son, and that means a daily deluge, with incredible thunder 
and lightning, such thunder that I invariably feel all wonky 
when it is right overhead. It seems to shatter the very 
heavens, and make the mountains tremble. I wonder that 
things do not break, but they don't seem to. 

In one village, as I was chatting to the people, a strang
er rushed up and dealt out a couple of very hefty biffs (indis
criminate!) to the Kukerai's son, who was in the circle. Im
mediately the place was aflame. The Kukerai rushed off and 
reappeared with his limbum (name of the hardwood staff of 
office) ; he harangued the assailant, and for the time being it 
was quite evident that Nasoi is in no way deficient in the 
line of expletives. The villagers gathered round their chief, 
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and it looked as if there was going to be trouble for the 
stranger had secured an axe, and seemed to be mad with 
rage. He went rushing at the Kukerai, and the odds seemed 
to be heavy against the wooden staff, despite its great weight 
of dignity. I never dreamed that I had such a terrible. voice, 
but the attacker stopped and looked at me, and we had a pow
pow. He said the Chief's son had interfered with his wife; 
after hearing them all talk (rather an ear-splitting task!) 
it seemed that he was mistaken. I had a little private yarn 
with him, and he decamped to a distant village, chastened, 
for he saw that he had been impulsive. Even if he had killed 
the Kukerai the villagers would have got him. The Kukerai 
was less easily pacified, for such arrogance had annoyed him. 
He was keen on being able to point to another dent in his 
staff of office. After a good deal of friendly palaver I per
suaded him to kill a pig. and there was a big feast that night 
(much to my joy!). When it was over everyone was in the 
best spirits possible .. . 

The little incident just showed what children these peo
ple are, wild, revengeful, utterly impulsive, and very sensi
tive. Unfortunately they do not always terminate so happily. 
Not long ago a Kukerai was killed away back over the moun
tains, and the other day another man was speared to death. 
The police are over there now ... but we must not expect 
too much, for the people are still close to their savagery and 
such customs and fashions are not lived down in a day. But 
you must not let this effusion make you in any way con
cerned, for there is very little danger to whites, especially to 
our Fathers. The natives seem to recognize us as their 
friends. We can do things (even tread unwittingly on their 
corns) in a manner that would not be tolerated in anyone else. 

On the last day there was a happy incident. I was belt
ing for home, sliding and slipping down the mountain for all 
I was worth, for it was raining hard, and the boys were trot
ting and slipping along behind. Our way led through a small 
village, until recently rather unfriendly, but now quite well 
disposed. One middle-aged woman in particular did much 
to bring about the change. Even on my first visit she was 
more friendly that the others, and offered my carriers food, 
and afterwards occasionally she used to bring taros down 
to Tunuru. Gradually the other women began to come with 
her, then the men ... and then one day she brought her little 
child (about two years old) and asked me to call it "Maria." 
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Of course, I was happy to baptise it. Since then I have bap
tised another in the village, and all are quite friendly, so 
much so that I have four boys from there (all unbaptised) at 
school. The other people are merely waiting for them to go 
back and instruct them. I intended to rush right through, 
but had to pause at the "House Boy" to greet all the men. 
They told me: "Friend b'long you 'e sick." "What name 
friend?" "I'm ere Lata" (the woman's name). Apparently 
she had been sick only two days. That morning two of the 
men had gone down to Tunuru only to find me away. Poor 
Lata was sick, grievously, with one of those peculiar Kanaka 
sicknesses which no one up here seems to know anything 
about. It was pitiful to see her lying on the floor of their 
poor house, her husband beside her, ever watchful, and poor 
little "Maria" squatting wide-eyed with wonder. She seemed 
to be almost senseless. I was almost too late, but she nodded 
her belief in Heaven, in God, and in Redemption. I baptised 
her conditionally, and left her lying calm and peaceful. . . The 
rain and the wind, and even the thunder did not worry me 
much as I slipped down to Tunuru. Surely God is good. That 
poor woman had done much to spread our holy Faith. In the 
course of time she must have been instructed and baptised, 
but God called her, and He took me along just in time to give 
her what was for her the first and last great grace ... That 
was only yesterday. 

Truly, though the beauty of these Islands is marred by 
much savagery and sin (not always on the part of the na
tives) God seems sometimes to be very close .... 

No more now, for it is no time since I last wrote. I 
hope the snaps which I am happy to have to enclose will 
make up for this poor epistle. I enclose a little something for 
Mum. One of the little schoolgirls down at Kieta made it 
"for Mama b'long Patere MicArdi." I have ten little girls 
from the Tunuru district down with the Sisters now. (I am 
not sure if a new one has come to take Sister Claver's place. 
I haven't been down since I last wrote.) Please pray for my 
little ones. The success of the first ones down there (as well 
as at Tunuru) means everything. Best love to you both. 
One year yesterday I sailed f rom Auckland, a long time ago 
in some ways, and but yesterday in others. I pray for you 
always. Mass on Easter Sunday morning, please God, will be 
for you both. Pray always for Tunur u and for your loving 
son, E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunul'u, Kieta, Bougainville, 

My Dear Dad and Mum,-

New Guinea Territory, 
Tuesday, March 11th, 1930. 

There was no schooner from Kieta to Faisi for the last 
"Mataram," so it is six weeks since I have been able to get 
a letter away to you. I think it is the first six weeks since 
I arrived that not a single letter, coming or going, has violat
ed the calm of the Kieta P. O. 

I was sorry to hear that Grandma had not been too well, 
and you may be sure that I join with you both in praying 
for her speedy recovery. 

When Jack takes one I will be glad to get a snap of 
Maurie's headstone. 

At last Tunuru is functioning as a Catechist school; just 
three weeks ago I thought the buildings and general arrange
ments were sufficiently advanced to admit some boys. Al
ready there are thirty-three boarders! So you can guess that 
time does not hang heavy these days! They are a pretty raw 
crowd. All ideas of discipline and school life are new to them. 
They need pretty careful handling for any indiscretion would 
make them all run away. 

The problem is to give them the right mixture of firm
ness and kindness: too much of the former and they run 
away; too much of the latter and they become unbearably 
conceited, and good for nothing. However, things are going 
all right so far. 

They all attend Mass in the morning, at six o'clock or 
thereabout. During the morning there are four classes, in
terrupted with waking-up recreations. (Tropical languor af
fects them as well as everyone else in the Solomons. It is 
worse in them for they have been used to giving way to it; 
one has to keep them busy; even during Mass they say pray
ers and the Rosary to keep themselves awake!) They are 
free from noon till two, for lunch and play and snooze. At 
two all go to the chapel to complete the Rosary begun at 
Mass; then there is another snappy class, and the remain
der of the afternoon is spent in manual labour. So far I have 
kept them working steadily on a big garden. It is a Caledon
ian experiment. I am hoping that if it is a success it will 
considerably reduce the expenses of the place. I leave it to 
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you to guess just what it is going to cost to keep forty lads 
in "food and clothing" for a year! Not as much as in New 
Zealand, of course, but all the same. .. ! Already there is a 
good area on the hillside planted with taro, kau-kau, yam, 
sugar, paw-paw, and tomato. The boys seem to be taking 
kindly enough to the work. I was a bit afraid for a start, for 
in the villages the women do all such work. It is utterly be
neath the men! I was afraid of treading on their corns, but 
I got away with it by a bit of strategy. They are all very en
thusiastic now. Then in the evening after night prayers there 
is another spiff in the chapel; then 1 come in to write my let
ter:! and what not. A whole day's school would be too much 
for them. It is hard for them to concentrate and it would be 
pretty rough on the Fathers in charge too! The afternoon's 
gardening seems to be a good scheme, but the whole thing is 
tentative yet ...• 

One of the greatest difficulties rests in the number of 
languages; the lads are a representative crowd; they come 
from six of our linguistic districts. At least three of them 
have not one word in common with men (except those words, 
which, because of their very innate expressiveness, need no 
interpretation!) On Confession nights 1 am hearing in four 
different languages; I only know enough to hear their con
fessions. I had ideas of teaching in a native language, but 
it is one of those ideals that had to go to the wall; there are 
so many tribes represented that it would be folly to select 
any particular native language; to do so would be to estrange 
all the others, for the demon of pride is rampant up here as 
everywhere. Therefore, imperfect as the method may be, the 
teaching here will be done in English. For the time being 
Tunuru is tormented with the teaching of English by the 
direct method: "What is that, Rakopo 7" (holding up one's 
hand as obviously as possible). "Hand." "Is 'hand' English, 
Rakopo 7" "It is a hand." "Good, what sort of a hand is it 7" 
.. '1m 'e white fella"! (Teacher gasps and shows great hor· 
ror!) "What name talk talk all same-'im 'e no English-im 
ere school b'long English thas'Il; now what sort of hand is 
it 7" "It is a white hand." "Whose hand is it 7" "B'long 
you !" (Teacher again registers disgust, and Rakopo has
tens to say), "It is your hand," and so on, and so on, but even 
already they are beginning to "savvy" a little! 

There is even a school uniform, a blue lava-lava with a 
broad white belt; even though it does not sound very much 
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they look all right when they are all tricked out with a few 
flowers in their hair and so on. Luckily the lava-lava mate
rials are not very dear in Kieta; the Chinese get them 
straight from China; some sell as cheaply as 5Y2d and the 
best for under 1/ - a yard. I gave 91hd for the blue and only 
5Y2d for the white, for you see it is only for a belt. I will 
enclose a bit to let you see what it is like. 

The work is not as interesting nor as exciting nor as im
mediate in its results as trips to the bush, and so I chafe a 
little, but there is not much time even for that. And I am 
happy always to know that it is utterly essential. 

A new priest has corne, so I have ceased to be the Ben
jamin, at least as far as years in the Prefecture go! But I 
must admit that I didn't feel my new dignity (?) very much 
when I met the new Father down at Kieta. He was a flying 
ace during the war, and he seems to be a very good man. He 
is wondering about the practicability of travel by air up here, 
All the time we were together we talked of nothing else; we 
carne to the unanimous (?) conclusion that a seaplane or two 
would completely revolutionise the Mission, and be altogether 
for its progress and advancement. Before it was allover 
I believe I let myself in for some sort of an article on the 
difficulties of communications in the Prefecture. When it is 
a question of getting anything for nothing I am right there 
(I suppose Dad is in some way to blame for that!). In the 
meantime the Father is going to Motuna in the south-we~t
ern corner of Bougainville; the Father at present down there 
is overburdened with work; he has a very large district. How
ever, God surely knows just how we are placed. 

And there is promise of another Father this year, a 
Father McConville, late of Washington, but really an Irish
man-cheers! He will bring the number of nations repre
sented in the Perfecture up to nine! Some are even going 
so far as to hope that he will be one of the Gaelic-speaking 
variety so that our little Babel in the Northern Solomons will 
be still worse! He will be going to Faisi, so the danger of a 
Scotchman dropping dead there will be averted for the time 
being! As yet there is no definite news as to the date of his 
arrival; he can be no chicken either, for he was Professor of 
Philosophy at our Scholasticate at Washington for a while. So 
far I have no word from New Zealand about the newly-or
dained Fathers or where they are going. I am still hoping 
that there will perhaps be one for Tunuru; I guess there will 
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be a move or two in the clerical circles before they are all 
settled down. The "Marsina" should bring some news at the 
end of the week. 

We had a very sad loss last week. Sister Claver of Kieta 
died. She came from Germany just twenty-five years ago 
(this was to have been her jubilee year) ,-but even so she was 
not old, only 49. During the whole of her stay she was never 
seriously iII, so much so that she never allowed herself a 
holiday even in Sydney! Last Friday week she had a sud
den attack of Angina Pectoris, a serious spasm of the heart. 
I went down on the Sunday (about the only day I can get 
away nowadays!) and found her very bright and cheerful, 
though obviously very weak. We even had one of our amus
ing little conversations in a mixture of German, French, 
English, and Nasioi! Even so, it was a shock when the 
"Gabriel" arrived up at midnight last Tuesday with a note 
saying she had died that evening. I said the first Mass for 
her about 3 a. m. at Tunuru and then went down to Kieta as 
Father Boch asked. He himself said Mass at 10:30 a. m. (It 
was Ash Wednesday morning), and between it and the burial 
he made me preach, for most of the white people in Kieta 
were present (about a dozen in all) ; all knew and loved the 
Sister-and so my first English sermon in the Islands was a 
Requiescat .... 

It will be very hard to fill her place; she was just the 
nun for the Missions, able to turn her hand to absolutely any
thing, and one of the most cheerful and joIly in the world. 
I will miss her for she was very kind to me, and worked un
tiringly in trying to fit up my new place with altar linen and 
the like. Often when I sent down for altar breads or some
thing she would send up a little cake, and, goodness knows, 
the two of them down there had little enough for themselves. 
She was always so bright and jolly. 

She died just the sort of death that you would expect. 
Late on Tuesday afternoon she received the Last Sacrament 
with every sign of joy and devotion, afterwards she asked 
all those about to forgive her any injuries they might have 
suffered at her hands. She was too weak to read the renewal 
of her Profession Vows, but she nodded a very generous as
sent, and slipped quietly away. I guess she knows Maurie 
now .... 

There are but few of us to pray for her up here. She 
has not many friends now in the outer world, so please dear 
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Dad and Mum, help us to pray for her. Surely, she does not 
need our prayers, but it is a holy and a wholesome thought 
to pray for the dead ..• and they will not be wasted. 

Sister Dolores, her one companion at Kieta during the 
past eight years, is very broken-hearted; the way the two of 
them used to agree together was a constant joy and edifi
cation to me. Sister Dolores is from London, and Sister Cla
ver from somewhere in Germany! And most of their conver
sation was in French! 

You could say a little prayer too for Father Boch's 
mother; he received word about a month ago that she had 
died in France; she was a very old woman, but Father Boch 
felt it very much. I would be glad if you would pray for 
her, too, for he is kind to me. 

The goldfields are not doing much these days; there are 
a few white men up there, occasionally a dynamite biff comes 
rolling down the mountains, but so far there is no sign of the 
intense activity usually associated with a "rush," and no sign 
of machinery yet either. Time will tell. 

The mangoes are ripe now; I only wish I could send you 
down a basket full; they are delicious fruit. 

The last few months have been a bit of a pill, almost in
cessant rain, and very heavy, muggy days; but I am satisfied 
that Tunuru is one of the best spots in the Solomons, for a 
cold wind comes down off the mountains and over the bay 
every night, and I can get a good sleep. 

I am putting the finishing touches on my own house now, 
doors and windows, and I am getting prouder and prouder of 
the general design; the big room is always comparatively 
cool, and the smaller rooms with windows on three sides of 
them are ideal for the tropics. The concrete floor is not 
cracked yet; it is lovely and cool. 

No more now. I pray always for you both, and am 
happy to think of you, praying for Tunuru and for your 
very loving son, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 

(Later) 
There is a grand vegetable garden at Tunuru now, and 

it is a great boon. I think I told you some months ago that 
I had started one. It is a great success. There are carrots, 
beans, lettuce, radishes, kau-kau, taros, cabbage (civilised 
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and native!), tomatoes, bananas, paw-paw, pineapple, and 
small orange and lemon trees. What do you think of that? 
I think Tunuru has the best piece of ground in the Solomon 
Islands; there are only about three acres of flat, but what 
there is is good. It is all alluvial formation, and very rich. 
The cold wind that comes down from the mountains and 
across the bay at night keeps the place more pleasant than 
is usual. (Of course, the "cold" must be taken with a grain 
of salt, but it really is cool here in the evenings) . I am 
always able to have one blanket. At Kieta and the other 
stations that 1 have visited it is impossible to do that. 
Amongst all my boys I have had only one serious case of 
malaria. He is well now, so I am hoping that this is a good 
corner. (1 guess the kiddies' prayers are helping me). The 
garden is a wonder; Dad would go green with envy if he 
could see my tomatoes! I rarely have to open a tin now. 
That is good, both for health and Caledonian peace of mind! 
Unfortunately onions will not grow, only little hard green 
things that are good for flavoring. Green peas and potatoes 
are out of the question, too. But the garden is the envy of 
all that have seen it, and I have had at least half a dozen 
visitors in the last six months! 

That reminds me. One morning about three weeks ago 
a poor weary traveller called in all hot and bothered to see 
me. It was the manager from Inus, a plantation about fifty 
miles up the coast. He had taken advantage of a passing 
schooner to come down to do some business in the good old 
Metrop. Failing a better means of getting back he had 
tackled the road. He has been up here only a few months, 
so he was finding the trip a bit harder than he antiCipated. 
I was being as hospitable as I could with lemon water and a 
tin of biscuits and a promise of lunch, when he spotted an 
"Auckland Weekly" (such things are sometimes found about 
the Tunuru Presbytery!) He immediately wanted to know 
what I was doing with that! Of course, I soon vindicated my 
right, then it turned out that he is a New Zealander, too, 
and an old Wellington College boy. So you can guess that our 
tongues wagged a bit. After a couple of hours or so he went 
off with one of my boys to guide him on his road. But it 
is a little' world' isn't it? His name was Cr-I (the "Mac 
Don" of the sketches in the Kieta Christmas Wireless News 
that I sent along). He threatened if he ever came down again 
to come and stay a night. 
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The Pastor of Tunuru has two cats now! 
Little bush rats were beginning to become a nuisance, 

so I stole two kittens from Kieta (thus saving them from a 
watery grave!). They have grown up a bit now; they are 
wonderful ratters and great company, for they play all day. 
They are beautiful white cats with some tiger markings, as 
good as I've seen anywhere (even though I do say it my
self!). The only trouble with them is that it is hard to keep 
them from being stolen, for the natives would dearly love 
them; they did disappear for a couple of days once, but they 
came back looking hungry and miserable, so I drew my own 
conclusions! 

This is a terribly scrappy letter. I had better discon
tinue it before I disgrace myself altogether! I am happy to 
have a lot of snaps to send this time, so many indeed that 
I will keep some for next time as well. On the back of each 
I will try to give a little explanation. I only hope that they 
will make up for the deficiencies of this letter. Best love to 
you both! I remember and pray for you always. Get all to 
join with you in praying for your loving son, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 

P.S.-Forgive mistakes, but as there is a carbon copy 
underneath for Jack, I cannot erase if I make a mishit. The 
typewriter is going magnificently, and is standing the strain 
well. If the "Tunuru Times" ever ceases you will know that 
the printing machine is bung, burnt, or something! 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 

P.S.-Father Rausch in his last letter told me one N. 
Zedder was coming to the Prefecture this year. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 

P.P.S.-No word about the aeroplane yet; Father Tonjes 
is supposed to come soon. No one knows if he has the 
'plane or not. 

Love. 
E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

Thursday, April 24th, 1930. 

My Dear Dad and Mum,-
On Easter Sunday night a "runner" (?) came toddling 

up from Kieta with Dad's letter of 3/21/30. Cheers! 
Am very glad to think that Dad has at last found a 

remedy for that cough, but I could have kicked myself for 
not thinking to tell you about Aspirin myself. After quinine 
it is one of our most useful drugs up here, and the boys know 
how good it is, too. But it is a relief, Dad, to think that you 
are at last enjoying a bit of the dreamless. Things weren't 
too good when I saw you last. 

The sale of the top place was good news, too. If you can 
only do likewise now with the place across the river, things 
will be much better. I remember the chappie well who took 
me to Eltham in his car. Didn't we have a rummy time that 
day with punctul"es and what not? Just when we would have 
liked things to go well, too! 

It saddens me to think that Grandma is failing . . .. I re
member her always in my Mass, Office, and prayers, and the 
day after to-morrow, please God, I will offer my Mass for her. 

I am glad Father Boch wrote. Another man with as 
much work to do as he has would not bother about a little 
thing like that, but I am beginning to "hae rna doots" about 
his veracity, Dad, for he seems to have given you all sorts 
of funny impressions. 

He brought back bad news from Faisi. The little 
schooner, "Victoria," of Poporang, was burnt to the water
line--total loss. Benzine explosion as the result of a back
fire, and two of the boys were pretty badly burnt! I am 
pretty sure that I sent a snap of the boat recently. She was 
a little flier-in my estimation the best we had, perhaps be
cause she was the fastest! No insurance! None of our 
schooners are insured, the pl'emiums up here are utterly 
absurd. So many reefs and so far away from everywhere 
that the companies don't want to take the business, and ad
just premiums accordingly. It is a bit of a knock just now, 
and a boat is necessary down at Poporang, but things will 
turn out all right. 
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Holy Week is over. The ceremonies were not very mag
nificent at Tunuru, but we did all we could. On Palm Sun
day there was a fail' crowd for the blessing of the palms. 
(I will enclose a wee bit.) I sent the boys into the jungle to 
collect them, and they brought back so many varieties that 
I was l'eally "short wind"; but finally I chose this because it 
is very tough. 

As a privilege I was allowed to say Mass on Holy Thurs
day, and I couldn't but think of another Holy Thursday ... 
During the night the lads watched before the Blessed Sacra· 
ment. I divided them into six groups according to their lan
guages and gave each group an hour and an army of villagers 
came along to take the first hour after night prayers, so that 
took us to well after 1 a. m. Rosary, little spiff, hymn, 
Rosary, hymn, was the order for each; it was grand and 
strange to hear our Divine Lord being honoured that night 
in so many different tongues. The lads were in deadly 
earnest, determined that even though all His friends ran 
away on the first Holy Thursday night, they were going to 
stick right with Him; and the dozen 01' so unbaptised boys 
were as determined as the rest. 

During Holy Week I was happy to be able to start all 
the boys answering the Latin of the Mass in unison in the 
chapel. For a while I thought they would never learn, but 
really they did very well, and it is great to hear them now. 
Do you like the idea? It has always been a pet theory of 
mine that people don't know enough about the Mass; if they 
knew they would appreciate it more. Perhaps my boys don't 
know very much of the deeper theology of it yet, but they 
do know that it is an offering, a gift to God, and they regard 
it as a privilege to be allowed to assist so intimately and it 
helps to keep them from going to sleep (horrible anti
climax!). See how Lam giving way to my pet theories! That 
is the danger of putting a young priest all on his own. I told 
Father Boch that he was running a big risk. He said he knew, 
but had no one else to do the job. 

As yet Tunuru can boast of no Stations of the Cross, but 
during the week the boys made two great trees out of the 
jungle into a very good (and very hefty) Cross. And on Fri
day afternoon we all assembled in the chapel (all the Catho
lics, and others, too, from Arava were over), and after read
ing the first Station there, we lifted the Cross and carried it 
to the top of a little mountain that juts out into the sea just 
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to the east of Tunuru. At first I was afraid our idea was too 
big. for the Cross was very big and heavy and the road up 
(which the lads had cleared during the week) was very steep. 
but we went slowly, reciting the Rosary and pausing to make 
the Stations. But at the really steep pinch all my bigger 
boys and all the Arava boys had to put their best foot for
ward with a vengeance (about sixty of them), but they did 
it, and we got to the top safely. The Cross was too big to 
hoist in the ordinary way, but the lads had made a big hole 
and slewed away all one side of it; the base of the Cross we 
put in position, and then, by lifting it a little and pulling 
with many thongs from the jungle we got it erect. And when 
we had finished the Stations and had it all stamped firm and 
secure, all knelt down and said the Rosary, under the arms 
of the Cross. It looks out over the beautiful coral tinged 
waters of the bay and stretches its arms towards the great 
mountains at the back of my "parish." Please God it wiII 
gather them one day. 

Even on Saturday the natives were coming in in little 
groups for Easter and I was host to a large crowd on Satur
day night. On Sunday morning the chapel was packed. Two 
hundred were there, perhaps. Over a hundred received Holy 
Communion. That triumphant Paschal Mass was for my 
Mum and Dad. 

On Easter Sunday night Tunuru had its first Benedic
tion and my liturgical scrupulosity would not let me under
take that ceremony without the prescribed chant! It took a 
long time to teach the boys the words, and then when I came 
to give them an idea of the tune ... you can imagine it? 
I'll bet you cannot. And I didn't even have a Jew's harp or a 
bagpipes to help me. But they are a musical people. There 
were chuckles occasionally as I gave them the note, but I for
gave them, for they seemed to straighten out all my mig.. 
takes. I only wish you had been at the Benediction-all the 
notes were the same length-and there was a mighty cre
scendo (?) on the " ... .laus et jubilatio" ... and even though 
perhaps things may have slipped a little (I didn't notice it! 
Forgive me!) in the line of tone, there was plenty of volume. 
The lads poured out their very hearts that night ... and 
surely our Risen Lord forgave them if there were errors. 
The remarks anent music and singing therein are not meant 
to be nasty-as you know. From that point of view this 
place is a paradise for me; so long as one can bat through a 
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Benediction he is O.K. There are sung Masses at Kieta and 
Poporang at Xmas and Easter, but I will manage to have a 
bad throat on such occasions! The few women and girls from 
Arava harmonised beautifully, one could tell from their ex
pression that they had not a thought in the world for my 
threats to slay them if they went wrong. 

The actual Benediction was almost too much for me. 
The chapel was lighted only with candles, the altar was 
ablaze (a bit and brace is invaluable in the manufacture of 
candlesticks! Patents pending), and the body of the chapel 
was colourful with the subdued light from the Chinese lan
terns. As the Host was raised one couldn't but see all those 
black faces raised appealingly, one couldn't but feel them 
pouring out their very souls in an ecstasy of appeal to the 
Risen Christ. Surely He must hear their prayer, and be 
mindful of His poor neglected children .... 

During the more solemn days the boys were wonderfully 
good. I thought I was going a bit too far when I asked them 
to keep quiet for three days, but they responded magnifi
cently. And I couldn't but admire more and more the beauty 
of the Church's ceremonial. We couldn't have much (and 
what we did have was perhaps not too liturgical!), but the 
natives entered into it with utter zest. The externals and 
"feeling" have never appealed much to me in religion, but 
they do appeal to these people, and the result is wonderful. 

Another glorious incident. It was Holy Saturday morn
ing, and everything was in a bustle, cleaning up for Easter. 
My boy from Arava came over: "Fren b'long you, Deona, 'e 
got big feUa sick." I couldn't think that the lad was so very 
bad, for only a few days before he brought me a basket of 
beautiful mangoes ... and I was half inclined to wait until the 
afternoon. You know how it is when one is doing half a 
dozen jobs and gets called off to something different; all the 
boys were going well and I didn't want to leave them. But 
1 picked up the sick-call pouch and was off in the canoe. Some
how or other I hurried up the short track before the boys, 
and into the house, and found Deona pretty bad. Immedi
ately 1 baptised him. (1 had no doubt about his dispositions, 
for he was very friendly, attended Mass, and was preparing 
to be baptised). The boys came in and we knelt together to 
say a decade of the Rosary ... At the ninth Hail Mary Deona 
was dead. Stupendous Grace! One minute pagan, a few min
utes after, in Paradise! Surely, for he was a good boy. 
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Lucky I went? I thought so the first time I had such a case 
.. . but it has happened too often to be merely chance. Surely 
God loves these innocent, childlike people, and keeps them for 
their reward. But you have no idea just how that sort of 
thing shakes one. Surely you must pray hard for the dis
penser of such graces .... 

Incidentally it was this boy's wife, Wagumina (a fine 
baptised girl) whose funeral rites I told you of in a letter 
four or five months ago. Please God, they are in Heaven 
together now, and remembering us. They had no children. 

And now a couple of chuckles. You remember that I 
went down to Kieta with your last letter and to see Father 
Boch before he left for Faisi. Everything went well, and I 
duly arrived back to find that the boys had brought two coats. 
(From at least one point of view it is lovely up here. One 
never worries about luggage, one just leaves things around 
anywhere and the boy has to see to it, and they never miss!). 
Of course I had them on the mat, and pretty suddenly, for 
one of the coats was Father Boch's new Pegamoid, one just 
like mine. I asked very vigorously "What for?" They were 
a bit abashed but at last the boldest spoke: "Me fella look 
im two fella coat 'e one kind-now me fella no savvy what 
name coat 'e b'long you-me fella catch im two fella e' 
come"! !! Certainly a very effective way of making sure that 
I got mine. Of course, I had to send it straight back to 
Father Boch. He remarked that he was not quite sure that 
I was right in trying to instil my national principles into the 
future Catechists!! How lovely!! 

I was opening a big parcel from some friends in Broken 
Hill (if you please). It was one of those ripping sort of all 
sorts of parcels. Among other things, I pulled out a pot of 
very nice cough lozenges. One I presented to each of my 
house boys, who were awe-stricken onlookers. Afterwards 
one of them came: "Patere, im 'ere 'e good fella Kai-Kai" 
(food). I grinned and proceeded to explain that they were 
really cough medicine (medicine b'long cus-as the saying 
goes up here). He was silent for a while, and then-"Patere, 
me got cus." Again how lovely-beautiful ingenuousness! 

But I must close. This goes once again with all my love. 
Still have forty boys. Pray always for Tunw'u and your very 
loving son, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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My Dear Dad and Mum,-

Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

Thursday, June 5th, 1930. 

Once again no schooner went over to Faisi for the "Ma
taram," and so it is a solid six weeks since I have written. 

Jack sent a radio telling me of Grandma's death. I re
ceived it only on the 7th of May, and immediately I sent one 
to you at home, and I hope you received it safely-just to let 
you know that I was with you during those sorrowful days. 
We have been through them before, together, and I felt that 
I should have been at home to share your Cross once again 
... but I know that you will understand ... and I was with 
you and helping you, though I am far away. Somehow or 
other I knew; from my "Ordo" I see that I offered Mass for 
"Granddad and Grandma" on April 26th and that was surely 
the day of the burial. So my Mass for her was among the 
first .... May she rest in peace! 

There was no letter from home by the last steamer, but 
the papers arrived safely. Many thanks! Your papers 
always travel well-in very striking contrast to some of the 
others I get! 

Things go on at Tunuru. There are fifty-two boys now, 
forty-eight school boys and four work boys. And I am glad 
to say that the school is beginning to settle down a little. The 
daily routine is crystallising, and the lads are beginning to 
realise that the place is not altogether a joke. The new boys 
coming in adapt themselves more or less naturaJly to the 
existing order of things. The trouble in the beginning was 
that there was no order of things-and Solomoners are just 
the gentlemen that don't like an order of things. Three boys 
ran away, and I sent one poor little chap home, for he was 
sad for his mother, so that was not too bad (much better 
than many prophesied!). Most of the others are pretty set
tled now. But one has to keep them up to scratch all the 
time, and there is not so very much spare time during the 
day (for the Rector???!!!) anyway. 

But it is hard, impossible, to look after the school and 
the mountains as well. For about two weeks in May I was 
away, saying Mass (for Easter) in my four little bush 
chapels, and knocking about the bush generally. The boys 
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had a grand time during my absence, plenty of rice and 
nothing to do. And when a Solomoner is so placed-plenty 
of nourishment and no work-he can see no reason at all for 
wanting to go to Paradise! So I have to stay pretty much 
at the school, but it is saddening to think of all those moun
tain villages waiting for me to go around. And every now 
and again a few boys come down as a sort of a deputation to 
ask me to their place. But one cannot do everything, and, 
if we do our best, then surely God will understand .... 

Scholastic progress is not so very marked yet. But I 
have divided the lads; some know the A.B. C., and can read 
and write simple words, while the others are in the "infant" 
stage. They are getting on a bit with the Catechism, those 
who do not know Pidgin are not yet very brilliant, but the 
others are getting on well enough. They are delighted to 
know their prayers now-in English-and to answer the 
Latin at Mass. I think the latter was a particularly ripe 
scheme. It helps in many ways (mainly, it helps to keep 
them awake in the early morning), and it is a help to the 
Father, too, for it is a good safeguard against carelessness 
at Mass. When they are able to read a bit and write a bit 
things will be better still. We have Benediction now on Sun
days and Feasts. It is customary up here to have it immedi
ately after Mass, so that those who go to Mass will have 
Benediction as well, but at Tunuru we have it in the evening. 
You see it is a school and most of the congregation are right 
on the spot, so there is no reason why we should not have it 
in the evening. The lads just love the candles and the flowers 
and the singing. 

A lot of them are making the First Fridays, too. 
To-morrow is the First Friday. (My Mass is always for 
Maurie.) And then there are well over a dozen who are not 
yet baptised. 

I have had a tooth out (please don't mention it-it 
makes me pale!). I busted off a corner of one of the big ones 
in my lower jaw, and it was, well . . . twinging ! So I canoed 
down to the Kieta doctor, thinking he might be able to put 
a bit of concrete (pardon 7) or something in it until such 
times . .. Said doctor is proud of the way he can extract 
teeth (or he was!), and he said it was the only thing for 
mine. I was pretty sad, but there was nothing else for it, so 
I told him to fire ahead. Now, the clan has traditionally solid 
teeth. Mr. Green, myoid dentist in Wellington, took one 
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out for me while I was still a boy (two or three were trying 
to come up in the same place), and he was a big strong man, 
yet he said the result was a dental curiosity, and put it in 
a bot tle of spirits instead of giving it to me to display from 
my schoolboy pocket. And so I ant icipated some fun with uur 
little doctor. He very jauntily put in the painless- and then 
pulled the tooth-in fifteen minutes and four parts. Big 
moral victory for me! If I could only sketch like Paterson of 
the "Dominion"! After the first few minutes the doc. took 
away the hand with which he had been embracing my head 
and got both to work on the pincers. Imagine the sketch it 
would make! Me steadying my bottom jaw with both hands, 
and registering anything but contentment, and the doc. 
swinging around impotently on the end of his pincers. Then 
he had a spell, and then another go, bending the molar from 
side to side to try and loosen it. (I never believed the jaw 
bone was so strong-I readily believe now that story in the 
Bible which tells of a chappie who killed a whole lot of other 
chappies with the jaw bone of an ass !) Then it broke-and 
he had only to dig down in the gum to get out the roots. 
And one is still there, and I doubt if I am brave enough to go 
back and tell him. But I felt sony for him. He was utterly 
humiliated. He sprained his wrist a bit, too, and he was as 
knocked out at the end as I was! But my poor jaw! 1 wasn't 
even able to touch it with a razor for a week, and the boys 
were dreadfully perturbed. My little house boy twice went 
so far as to put my razor on top of my typewriter, and all 
were aghast at the "big black fella grass too much e come 
up long face b'long Patere b'long me fella." But last Sunday 
I managed to remove the offence for Mass, and they all 
crowded round once again to delight in my clean face. One 
little chap was very frank: "Time you got grass you more 
cross-good fashion you rouse im grass all e time." 

But we have had another nasty shock: the other evening 
the "Gabriel" called in. I happened to be up at the village, 
and arrived home only after dark. Dear old Brother Karl 
met me on the beach, and his first words were "Raphael 'e 
lose finish." He does not know English, but speaks Pidgin 
well. You can guess what a start I got, for I was waiting 
word of Father Boch's arrival back from Rabaul, and I was 
afraid something terrible had happened out on the open sea. 
I think I mentioned that she was a little craft for such an 
overseas journey. But it was not so bad; she had come safely 
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back to Buka, and Father Boch had delayed there to do some 
business, sending the "Raphael" on down with Father Allotte 
to Timbutz. Night came while they were still some distance 
from Timbutz, and a black, dirty squall broke loose. Between 
the Passage and Timbutz, there is the great open sea, with 
never a possibility of anchoring. Somehow or other they got 
too close in, and struck a reef, and before they could even go 
astern, a great wave hit her, and went right over her, smash
ing the cabin and lifting her high, only to drop her back 
cruelly on to the coral. Brother Karl managed to get the 
elderly Father ashore in the little dinghy, and then to work; 
the boys hacked down the masts, sawed off the cabin at the 
deck, and hauled the hull over the reef to the lagoon and on 
to the beach. How they managed it I don't know, for she is 
a twelve ton schooner. And there she is now, with a great 
hole on either side for'ad and many ribs broken! The other 
night Brother Karl was going back to see if something could 
be done. You can imagine how the poor man felt it. He has 
been more or less in charge of the "Raphael" since she came 
-a little over twenty years ago, I think. He has had her on 
reefs before (every schooner up here leaves a bit of her cop
per on a reef occasionally), but now! And, of course, it was 
all his fault and so on. I tried to point out that it was an act 
of God, and that everything would have been all right if the 
big sea had not struck him. (He had thrown the two anchors 
back, and the boys were pushing her off when it came. The 
big heavy anchors were twisted like bits of wire.) But he 
was cheerless. And then I was asking what was lost. Of 
course nearly everything was, but by great good for
tune there were two dozen bottles of beer on board (a present 
picked up in Rabaul), and they went too. When he men
tioned that, I hopped and pretended that I was about to slay 
him for losing the beer, and the obvious absurdity of the 
thing tickled him to death. We laughed, and then things 
were better. But I did feel for him; you can imagine what it 
would be like after guiding her safely for so long. 

The loss of the "Raphael" combined with the burning of 
the "Victoria" (which I am sure I told you of in my last 
letter) is pretty hard on us just now. Neither was insured 
-premiums far to heavy-thanks to our isolation and the 
many reefs. The ''Raphael'' was old, but at the beginning of 
last year she was completely reconditioned (at a cost of 
£450), so she was almost as good as a new ship. Her replace-
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ment value, so far as we are concerned won't be much under 
£1500, and that is a lot up here, especially with copra so low. 
Poor Father Boch! 

The last boat lost in the prefecture was an outboat motor 
launch, nearly twenty years ago . . . and now our two best 
"almost within a month. But God knows what He is doing, and 
things could have been much worse; under the circum
stances, there could have been loss of life when the "Raph
ael" hit. The Star of the Sea is surely with us. 

That box of bows and arrows and things will not now 
be able to go by this steamer; the "Raphael" was bringing 
me back some planks from the Sacred Heart Fathers' mill at 
Vunapope (Bishop Vester's headquarters near Rabaul) ; they 
were salvaged, and are at Timbutz now, and I will be lucky 
if I get them, for planks are in demand at every station! 

It was my intention to make a cupboard and a vest
ment press and a bookcase, and I was calculating on having 
enough left over to make a box to send off to New Zealand. 
And, anyway, the permission to send the things away hasn't 
come yet! I will let you know as soon as I am able to get 
them on to the steamer. 

And Dad's birthday is in a few days. I was not farsee
ing enough to wish him "Many Happy Returns" in my last 
letter, but next Tuesday Mass is earmarked "Dad," and please 
God, it will be offered with all my heart. You may be always 
sure of that-and Mum too. The posted greeting may be late, 
but the prayers will be there. Already October 3rd is ear
marked for Mum, and I am almost jealous, for it is the Feast 
of the Little Flower, and she is the Patroness of the Missions; 
it is a "Double of the First Class" Feast for us, this year for 
the first time. 

I must close now, for it is getting on into morning; that 
is the worst of not having a Boss to put one to bed! I will 
try to enclose a few more snaps. I hope you find the little 
things of interest? 

Very best love to you both, and remember that I am 
with you always, in sorrow and in joy. Pray always, and try 
to get others to pray with you for Tunuru and your loving 
son. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

Thursday, July 17th, 1930. 

My Dear Dad and Mum, 
Almost incredibly it is back to steamer time again; the 

"Marsina" is due in Kieta next Saturday morning! It is mar
vellous just how the six weeks between the steamers seem 
to slip by! 

Last time she brought me Dad's letter of April 23rd; 
that was the last word I have had from home, though you 
will know from my last letter and the cable that I heard of 
Grandma's death. May she rest in peace! I am hoping that 
there will be something from you on this steamer. I am 
going down anyway. (I can do it without stretching my con
science so very far this time, for Saturday is the school half
holiday at Tunuru, and so I am not neglecting my duty-or 
not so very much, anyway!) I will hardly be contented leav
ing the Post Office unless there is something from you. 

It has been a very busy six weeks; by far the most im
portant event was another big trip to the bush. For a long 
time I have been itching to get away to some of the more re
mote villages again, but always there was the difficulty of 
leaving my schoolboys on their own for the length of time 
necessary. Of course I mentioned the matter to Father 
Boch, thinking that he might manage to arrange to let one 
of the Brothers come up here for a fortnight or so. But he 
offered to come himself! I wasn't so very keen on the idea 
of his being at this place all on his own, but he wouldn't lis
ten to any objections to his arrangement, and duly arrived up 
one afternoon on the "Rosa." She was on her way back to 
Buka, so I held her at Tunuru overnight, and next morning, 
after showing Father Boch the "box kaikai" and other points 
of essential interest about the house, we set sail on her for 
the most northerly coastal village in the district. With char
acteristic acuteness (?) I took with me as carriers twelve of 
the boys who would be most likely to give trouble during 
my absence! 

Four hours' steady chugging on the "Rosa" took us to 
Tarara, and there, with no small amount of noise, and a 
great amount of splashing we disembarked, and the "Rosa" 
continued on her northward course. It was after midday 
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when we reached Tarara, and as the track to the Evo country 
is no after-dinner stroll we decided to sleep there that night. 
And the time was not wasted; there were over eighty people 
in the village; and they all like to be recognized by the priest, 
so there was plenty of visiting to be done ("visiting" up here 
consists in sitting down in a judiciously selected position and 
making remarks to the appreciative (7) audience that soon 
gathers around!) and there were injections to be given ... 
and nightfall came all too soon. 

Next morning, even before the dawn, we were belting 
back the few miles along the beach that would bring us to 
Bove and the boys were "fitting" their packs; naturally, at 
the beginning of such a trek, the packs are a pretty consider
able item; there is medicine, clothes, food, blankets, rice for 
the boys, etc., etc., etc., and it all has to be carried. For
tunately as the days go on and the boys get more and more 
tired, the packs get lighter! This time we arrived back with 
practically empty boxes! 

We reached Bove just as the sun was tipping the sea, 
and there was a short pause there for general greetings and 
for the giving of a few injections. The old Kukerai, Sicope 
(the one who made the sing-sing for us on the previous visit) 
was awaiting us with some of his boys to escort us back to 
his domain. Extraordinary! Only a few days before Father 
Boch and I had completed the arrangements in Kieta, yet the 
old chap, right out in his mountains heard that I was to be in 
Bove that day, and there he was to meet us, incomprehensi
ble (for I knew practically nothing of the Evo language yet) 
but beaming. 

And it was not long before we were on the road, twist
ing our serpentine way through and round the obstacles of 
the jungle. Sicope led the way, and his vicious looking barbed 
spear always lay idly alert on his shoulder, for as a man of 
honor he was bound to guard his guest (me) who walked 
just behind. And behind me came the boys, my lads and his, 
moving lithely and carelessly under the burdens which they 
had distributed amoI,gst themselves. If only photography 
were possible under such circumstances ! But thanks to the 
matted jungle growth, gloom and moist ure reign supreme, 
rendering photography almost impossible; and then one is 
streaming so with perspiration that one is loth to handle a 
camera. If the boys are once brought to a halt they at once 
dump their packs and start to make themselves cigars, and 
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there is always an appreciable delay before they get on the 
road again. So once things get moving I try to keep them 
moving steadily; it is the best way of getting there! 

A:; on the previous trip, we paused for a while at the 
crossing of the upper reaches of the big Bito river, for a little 
nourishment (one needs it up here sometimes too!) and to 
allow me to finish my Office. And then we were off again; you 
will remember that on the last trip we had to cross a big 
range of mountains in the afternoon and that those same 
mountains were rather a knock-out, despite many wonderful 
views obtained from their heights. So when Sicope elected 
to lead us along another road that would bring us direct to 
his village I just hopped at the notion, and told him to fire 
ahead. And it was great! Cunningly the track led through the 
big range. (The water course of which it was formed for long 
intervals was neither here nor there!) Always we ascended, 
but not uncomfortably, and we were overjoyed to find that 
his road had only two short, sharp ascents; it was longer 
but the trip was so much easier that we arrived at Tapiaupa 
even before the sun was well behind the mountains. 

The road had one exciting incident; on the tramp, all 
eyes on the ground for one has to watch the roots and sticks 
that are ever projecting themselves from the track; all hurry 
along, silently, almost semi-consciously, each intent only on 
the next foothold. And so we were going when Sicope in the 
lead gave a bloodcurdling yell and jumped about six feet (?) 
up in the air, giving me a hefty shove backwards as he 
descended; I wondered where the shower of arrows would be 
coming from, and thought what a bright letter I would be 
able to write about an attack in the jungle (and soon!) and 
then it was all spoilt, for the cause of all the trouble raised a 
diamond-shaped, evil, black head from the very centre of the 
track, and hissed viciously. It was a big black snake; it had 
evidently been enjoying its post-prandial nap in the centre 
of the track, and poor old Sicope had almost planted his foot 
on it! The boys had it soon riddled with arrows, but even 
so they insisted on cutting a detour round it, for they are ter
rified even of dead snakes ! That night we found that Sicope 
had prepared of his best ... and we slept. 

Next morning there were two new little ones to be bap
tised, and the inevitable injections to be given, then after 
many expressions of mutual goodwill, the Kukerai led us 
off to the two other villages that owed him allegiance. And 
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that morning we paid in some measure for the ease of our 
walk into the Evo country, for we had to climb up to the 
central plateau, but we were fresh, and it was not nearly as 
tiring as would have been a climb after the long trail up 
from the beach. 

It was extraordinary to find in all the Evo villages as 
well as in Tapaiupa just how well the natives remembered 
our previous visit; on only two occasions did we find "des
erted villages" that somewhat discouraging phenomenon of 
the earlier trip, and only on one occasion, but in an area not 
visited before, did the boys deem it safer to watch at night. 
The people remembered well, and it was as if we were no 
longer strangers. And I suppose that is easy enough to under
stand; the visit of the first white man to their own moun
tain villages was such a big event in their narrow field of 
experience that it would perhaps have been more surprising 
still had they forgotten us. 

The days passed by and all the time we moved steadily 
through the mountainous region that we had seen before. 
There were infant baptisms to make (there were about thirty 
to enter into the register when I got back), and in nearly 
every village there were injections to give. A fair number 
of the little ones were suffering from framboesia and tropical 
ulcers, and I was happy to be able to do so much for them 
even from a physical point of view. The readiness with which 
they submitted to the needle was remarkable, for they 
knew nothing of it before, and as a general rule where it is 
not well known the natives don't like the idea of being punc
tured! The few injections I had given on the previous trip 
had been very successful, and, of course, people talk ... Dur
ing the whole trip only one woman and one little boy (her 
son) refused to let me "shoot" them, and it was a pity for 
both would have profited very much. 

It was the galip season out in the mountains and so 
we feasted right royally on the tasty, fresh nuts. The galip 
tree grows to a huge size and it is to be found pretty well 
all over the Island; the nuts are something after the shape 
of an almond but they are bigger and better. And they grow 
in great bunches at the extremities of the branches. There 
are so many trees out in the mountains of the Evo country 
that the people cannot eat even a fraction of them during the 
season, so they preserve them, An interesting operation, and 
unique. It is the only instance I have found up here of natives 
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preserving food. In the first place the nuts have to be col
lected, and this is a bit of a task, for the tree grows high 
and smooth, and only very high up do the branches leave 
the trunk. On account of the tree's size, the natives cannot 
scale it as they do the coconuts. But they manage! In the 
first place they spend a month or two before the galip sea
son twisting thin but very long and strong ropes from differ
ent barks of trees in the jungle. At this they are expert; the 
ropes they make are beaut iful things, and could easily be 
mistaken for a first-class heavy fish line. A weighted end 
of such a rope they throw over the lower bough of the big 
tree, and then, by a skilful system of slip knots and jerks, 
they have about ten loops of their rope hanging between the 
bough and the ground; the combined strength of all the 
little ropes is far more than is required for safety, and up 
those ropes they go with wonderful agility. When they get 
up there the nuts are not merely thrown down in their 
bunches--no fear! That system would scatter them wide 
through the jungle and entail a great deal of searching be
fore they were found again; so as they are picked they are 
placed in great open-work baskets, and as soon as the basket 
is full it is lowered to the ground by a loose end of the rope. 
But the gymnastics they go through to get at some of the 
bunches at the ends of the branches are hair-raising! They 
work on the rope which is always secured at a point higher 
than where they are working. And at times, in order to get 
the bunches at the extremities of the branches, they swing 
backwards and forwards like human pendulums until they 
can snatch them in their flight. Wirth's trapese artists have 
nothing on some of them! 

When the nuts are lowered to the ground, the women 
are there to receive them, and immediately they do their 
part; about the foot of almost every gaJip tree there are 
specially placed stones with little indentations all over them; 
in these indentations the nuts are placed. A quick and very 
skillful biff with another stone (never too soft and never 
too hard) and the kernel is freed from its shell. The dex
terity with which the women do this is amazing, and all the 
t ime they squat down and chat away to each other. And 
then the shelled nuts are made up into neat little leaf parcels 
and in t he evening all ar e carried off home to the village. On 
the way the menfolk probably collect a few sections of large 
bamboo. In the evening the galips are stripped of their last 
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tender skin, and placed in a section of bamboo; when it is 
nearly full, the open end is sealed and the whole is placed on 
a special tray over a slow fire. And there it is left for several 
days, during which time the bamboo gets terribly black and 
worn-out looking, but what does that matter? As soon as 
they are cooked enough the bamboos are preserved in a 
special little store-house, and from there they may be drawn 
upon at any time during the months that intervene until the 
arrival of the new season's galips! When they are wanted the 
old bamboo is just peeled off and one has a nice little tower 
of beautifully preserved nuts! 

This preserving, in all its fine points, seems to be proper 
to the Evo people; the Nasioi of this district attempt it, too, 
but with indifferent success, for their products do not keep. 
Almost within a month their preserves become "weevly" and 
you can imagine what happens after that! But the Evo peo
ple somehow or other seem to avoid that. 

You will remember that last time, after visiting all the 
northern Evo districts, we returned to the Coast not so very 
far from where we had left it. This time the trip was much 
more extensive, for we travelled right through the mountains 
back to Tunuru. And in doing so we had to pass through 
more villages that had never seen a priest before. On the 
whole they were well disposed, and from several I got a boy 
for my school. Please God, they will do well, and go back as 
Catechists one day to found the Church in their own moun
tains. They are a fine people, more lovable perhaps because 
of their native simplicity; as a matter of fact, after seeing 
their happiness, despite their very simple mode of life, I must 
wonder if all the complexities of our civilization are for our 
happiness. Or do we multiply our needs for our own misery? 
And they are a virile people; the number of the children in 
the families out there, is in very striking contrast to the 
childless villages in the vicinity of Kieta which have come 
more under the influence of our "cilivisation." 

But the country is difficult. Perhaps during the whole 
trip we did not walk along five miles of flat track, with the 
exception of the twenty miles or so in from the beach on the 
first day. And often we were very high up, so high as to be 
very cold at night! I was very glad to have my big rug and 
a solid blanket as well. Even then, on one or two nights, I 
was not as the proverbial toast! The scenery is magnificent; 
from the tops of the ranges wonderful glimpses are to be 
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had of the distant coral-tinied sea with all its little gem-like 
islands, and away to the westward the great cone of Bagana 
was as entrancing and as alluring as only a great and very 
active volcano can be. In the early morning, while the air 
was still cold, it was wonderful to see its great cloud of stearn 
belching upwards for thousands of feet, and so clear and 
blinding in the morning sun as to be almost like polished 
silver. 

And wonderful to relate, we got bad weather only on the 
last day out. But on that as we carne steadily homewards 
over the very broken piece of country between Kopei and 
Tunuru, we were well and truly drenched. (Kopei, as you will 
remember from one of my first letters, was the village where 
we found the little chapel and the "Hail Mary," and you will 
remember details of the broken nature of the road from that 
letter. I thought it was terrible then, but I knoW of much 
worse roads now!) It was not a very spirited crowd that 
finally topped the last ridge and slipped down into Kuvisiku, 
just after dark. My boy there grasped the situation wonder
fully. (He is not a Catechist, for he does not know enough, 
but he is a valuable scout and he comes to tell me of births. 
deaths, and what ought to be marriages!) He built a great 
fire, despite the rain, and killed a pig, and soon those weary 
lads of mine were singing and shouting as if they had never 
known a tired feeling in their lives! And during all the din 
I wandered over to the edge of the cliff and gazed down to 
where I knew "Tunuru" nestled in its little bay, and almost 
idly, I flashed the torch in that direction. But my heart gave 
a jump just a little later when an answering flash carne back! 
It was Father Boch; installed in my room as he was, he 
would have at his side a window that gave a view straight up 
the mountains, and he must have seen the flash. And, of 
course, I flashed again and he flashed back, and we flashed 
and flashed-sometimes he giving three and I answering in 
kind. But the friendship and the comfort that went with 
those flashes, after so many days away ... Ridiculous? I sup
pose it was a bit. But somehow a message of friendship 
seemed to leap over all those miles of jungle; and the boys 
almost went mad with delight when they realised that we 
had at last "established communications" with Tunuru again! 

Next afternoon we paused at a stream only a few hun
dred yards or so from the beach, and spruced ourselves up 
a bit, and some of us needed it! And then flowers were put 
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in hair, and the bows and arrows and spears that had been 
presented to us were uncovered and distributed, and so, look
ing fresh and tidy (the boys on returning home like to pre
tend that they are even more fresh than when they left!) 
we marched out to the beach, with many a hideous yell! But 
those seventeen decked and shouting boys made a brave 
showing. 

And early the next morning Father Boch had to be off 
back to Kieta. He is surely a man in a million and recently 
he has taken over the work of the mission Procurator in 
order to give the Father so occupied an opportunity to go to 
an out station. Multiplication of benefices is surely one of the 
crying evils of the Prefecture, but it is not wholly our fault, 
for a few new priests up here will terminate the abuse! 

It was a great trip, embracing a large area, and pene
trating three completely distinct linguistic areas, the Torau, 
the Evo and the Naisoi. But after it all I came back just a 
little sad; the people are ready, almost waiting for the Faith, 
and the most the Church can do for them just at present is 
to send a wandering missionary through their country-very 
rapidly--once in eyery six months or so! Surely there is 
something wrong! If we only had more priests ... but God 
knows the position and will surely send them in His own 
good time. 

And the Sunday after my return I had visitors at 
Tunuru: Mr. S., Kieta Representative of Amalgamated Wire
less Ltd., and Mr. McG. (not a Scot), also in the employ of 
Amalgamated Wireless. The latter has been in Kieta for three 
months building a new house for S. He is a Catholic, and was 
very keen on coming over, and I was glad enough to have 
them both for the week-end, the first layfolk I have had to 
visit me at Tunuru. They professed themselves tickled to 
death with everything (not in so many words perhaps!), but 
I am afraid it must have been a little slow for them. But an 
enjoyable part about it was a trip down to Kieta after Ben
ediction on the Sunday evening; the moon was perfect, and 
I had my best paddlers out and everything went beautifully 
-and they both thought it was tophole-and it was! Our 
old moon up here seems to enchant everything. 

But the trip to the bush left me with quite a little cor
respondence to attend to in a hurry. And, of course, under 
the circumstances, things always happen! For instance, yes
terday morning I had to go down to Kieta on business; by 
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dint of bustling I was back here about four in the afternoon. 
After putting the schoolboys on the right track with their 
work I hopped right in to the correspondence. Just about 
11 :30 p.m. I was biffing the "Very sincerely yours" on to a 
letter, and telling myself that I had just about earned a bit 
of the good old dreamless when my boy from Rorovana 
dropped in. A baptised lad very sick-nothing to do but hop 
into the canoe and have a trip up. The lad was sick, uncon
scious, and surely close to death, so I gave him absolution, 
Extreme Unction, and the Last Blessing. It is only a fort
night since he was at Communion, and he was a good little 
lad . .. At 4:50 a.m. we arrived back at Tunuru and it was 
no use attempting to partake of the dreamless then, but I 
did indulge after Mass, much to the detriment of the morn
ing classes. But you see how hard it is to look after the vil
ages and the school as well! And I have just fifty schoolboys 
now, and I do not feel in the least justified in running away 
and leaving them to their own devices, and at the same time 
I feel like reproaching myself about the apparent neglect of 
the bush .. . You must pray. 

Examination of the "Raphael" revealed two great holes 
on either side for'ad, planking, ribs, and everything broken, 
the false keel gone, the cabin and the masts and everything 
up above gone. But the main keel is intact, and Brother Karl 
has decided to try and fix her. Obviously the dear old chap 
would try to do that if there was even the slightest possibil
ity of carrying it through. But I hope he succeeds, for the 
loss of the two schooners is crippling our communications a 
bit , and it will be something of a hardship for the more re
mote stations. At present he is in Raboul (went over by the 
last "Maiwara," Burns, Philp's little copra steamer), super
vising the cutting of new timbers and ribs for her. 

Some of the planks which she was bringing from Rabaul 
for Tunuru were safely salvaged and arrived here per "Gab
riel." And Father Boch was good enough to send Brother 
Eruno up to make the furniture I need. We have made a 
table so far (inestimable delight to have a table that one 
can sit down on without being in danger of being precipitated 
on to the floor!), and now he is working on aVes tmen t press. 
It is badly needed, for up to the present I am ashamed to ad
mit that I have been carrying on with packing cases. But our 
new one is a real super six, five drawers for Vestments, and 
two big drawers at the bottom for anything, and four little 
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drawers at the top for linens, etc. It will be lovely. And after 
that we are going to build a book case, and then a cupboard. 
I mean a wardrobe or something of the sort for my things 
and then after that ... But I am afraid the planks will never 
see us that far. But it will be great to have that much. 

The Brother and I have great times; he is a German 
and speaks no English, and, of course, I know no German, 
so we simply gesticulate and smile and wave and so on! And 
get on very well together! 

But just now I am U a sort of" overwhelmed! Not so 
long ago Father Boch presented me with the census sheets 
which he wants me to fill in for this new district, and my 
helmet! !! They are enough to make anyone give up a Mis
sionary career! 

I honestly think that if one looked after all the books 
the census people would like to impose on one. one would 
be so busy that one would never have time to do anything to 
put in the books!!! That looks pretty funny. doesn't it? But 
it is just what I mean. The amount of clerical work that 
we have to do-whew! 

I have a lot of the arrows and things nicely wrapped up 
now. and they should have been on this steamer. I had just 
managed to get a long case to put everything in, and it was 
stored away safely down at Kieta, but last time I went down 
with some things to put in it it just wasn't there! The 
Brother had spotted it and being of an inventive turn of mind 
started to make things out of it. So the bows and arrows 
will not be on this "Marsina" either. Let us hope for the next. 
But you will be getting a terrible idea of me! 

Many loving thanks to Dad for the birthday present; 
it arrived safely. and. of course. was more than welcome. 
We have not our balance sheets yet. but Father Boch tells 
me that he thinks Tunuru is still on the right side. And just 
by the way of compliment. I suppose. he said he wished he 
had Scotchmen in some of his other stations as well! 

Time to stop! Surely! But it is a long time since I have 
written you a decent letter, and even though others wiII not 
be attended to this mail, well, here it is! And I only hope that 
its reading will afford you both some little joy. Am keeping 
in good form, thank God-not too much superfluous tissue-
but not an undue lack either. I will be with you both especi
ally on August 24. But surely Maurie is watching over us all. 

Very best love to you both. Pray always for Tunuru 
and your loving son. E. C. McHARDY. S.M. 
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Tunuru, 
Friday, 18th July, 1930. 

Dear Jack,-
My helmet! Talk about a busy existence ... I am afraid 

I am letting you down a bit this time for I am sending down 
a bunch of negatives without spills; sorry, Jack, but I stopped 
writing spills at 12 :30 last night, and the "Gabriel" is now 
waiting to take me down to Kieta. As I say on the papers, 
index one of each of my copies that you send back and I 
will return a spill by next mail. I am hoping this business 
will not be too much of a burden on you. I think rather envi
ously of your nice album, it should be interesting. 

Many, many thanks for everything you sent: Typo killer 
arrived (not too practical, as it blisters the films), also the 
hardening solution (not tried yet-should be good), also 
:filter-seems better than last-have not really tried it out 
yet, benzine lighter, pocket knife, and scissors (these are 
very good at the price and very popular up here), and the 
1-9 torch is a good affair too (unfortunately it was biffed in 
transit-and the globe was broken-are spare globes and 
batteries cheap?)-that's the only breakage in your parcel 
so far. Photographic journal, condy's crystals, badges all ar
rived safely-many, many, many thanks. 

Two letters also-May 9th and May 29th. I always hop 
at the typed address with the Wellington cancel! 

Glad you have an automobile (?); let me know how she 
stands up. 

Father Boch sent up for the Census sheets this morning, 
but they are not finished yet .. . I wonder how many sores I 
did dress during the year-and must I count the thousand 
or so inj ections? Wow! . 

Have posted a box of butterflies, just as Father Poncelet 
sent them to me, for he knows his business. Hope they will 
make a brave showing; they are marvels. I am not starting 
it-too many irons in the :fire now! But if they are a success 
I will be able to get more from Father Poncelet. Of course, 
I would give him something for his station for them. But 
tell me how these mount. They were ' all captured in Buin, 
Bougainville, probably in April. They really were not cap
tured at all, for he breeds them for slaughter. Too hard to 
catch them without damaging them. He has a sort of butter
fly farm. 
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How did that Johnnie make £2,000 in seven or eight 
years out of old stamps? I would like to savvy! And what the 
dooce can missionaries do with silver paper? I got a big par
cel of chocolate wrappings last mail-<>nly wish they had 
left a few inside!!! 

Spears, etc., not yet, as you will see from the other let
ter. Will let you know when they are on the "Marsina." 

Must stop. Forgive me. Pray always for your loving 
brother. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 

August 29th, 1930. 
Dear Jack,-

Many thanks for your card of 6/4/30, the cash arrived 
along safely; last night I wrote thanking the donor. It was 
very good of him-but, just quietly, I hope he manages to 
do it again, for funds are terribly short. 

Work here is solid these days; I look after the school, 
toddle around the bush occasionally, spend a good deal of 
time at Kieta helping Father Boch with the books, and so on. 
Boy 0 Boys! (very popular exclamation in these parts). 

Enclosed find the meaty part of our census for the year. 
You will see that the work is going ahead here, and if 

we could only get help it would go even faster. In God's own 
time, I suppose. 

Absolutely no more now-pray always for your loving 
brother. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

Friday, August 29th, 1930. 

My Dear Dad and Mum,-
A very short note this time-no fear, I am not forget

ting you, but things have been going at top speed lately, and 
the old accelerator is still on the floorboard! To be quite 
frank, Father McConville, our new man, has been at my place 
since last Saturday. He is an Irishman from Belfast (after 
much mutual abuse he is beginning to realise that he is in 
no way to blame for that!!!), but he was twenty years or 
more in America, at Van Buren, at our Seminary in Wash
ington (where he taught Philosophy). He is a fine compan
ion, very full of fun, and I am afraid that in the evenings 
I just sat down and chatted to him instead of getting through 
my mail as I usually do! So there is not much for this 
steamer. But it was great to have some one to talk to! We 
really did some good work; between us we packed up two 
boxes of "things" for you. I only hope they will arrive safely. 
The very long spears I have not sent, but there are bows 
and arrows, and all sorts of things. There are two carved 
sticks, and two good walking sticks. I put little labels on them 
one of each is for Dad and one of each for Uncle Willie. 
I hope Dad will like the coconut wood; it came from a tree 
that was on the very spot where my Presbytery at Tunuru 
now stands; so there! One hundred per cent. Tunuru! In 
the square box there are a whole lot of baskets; they are not 
to hang in the drawing room, but to use. If they are a suc
cess and if they get there safely, I can send some more later 
on, for they are plentiful up here and cheap. I don't know 
how you will get the sticks to Uncle Willie, but if you could 
get a basket to Aunt lza and one to Aunt Nell at the same 
time I would be happy. They sent me a beautiful cake by the 
last steamer, and Father McConville and I absolutely enjoyed 
it. He did not expect to find anything like it in the Solomons! 

The two boxes are all fixed up now, and I hope they will 
be on the "Marsina" to-morrow. They are addressed to Jack 
in Wellington. Should there be any difficulty about the Cus
toms he will be on the spot to fix it up, but I do not think 
there will be, for curios and antiquities go free (1). When 
he gets them off the wharf he can put them on the train 
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for you ; a motor lorry will have to take them from Hawera, 
for they are pretty bulky. 

I will be waiting now to see how they arrive; tell me 
what you like, and I will be able to send more. On top of the 
square box I put some galip nuts just for you to taste. I 
think they should keep all right in their shells. 

The news this time is that we have a Bishop! Father 
McConville brought the news from Sydney that Father Wade 
has been made Vicar Apostolic of the Northern Solomons; he 
will be consecrated some time in October. He is a good man, 
and very energetic and devoted to the work, so, please God, 
things will continue to advance. 

During the month I had a great trip to the mountains 
for a big "Sing-sing," but I cannot tell you about it now; my 
typewriter is running hot, and still the clock is beating me. 

Last Sunday was the 24th. I said Mass for Maurie here, 
and Father Boch offered his for her down in Kieta, and every 
baptised boy I have went to Communion for her ... May she 
rest in peace! 

Love to Mum for October 3rd. I hope you like the pic
tures enclosed. 

Pray always for your loving son, 

E. C. MeHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 
Tuesday, October 7th, 1930. 

My Dear Mum and Dad,-
It was grand to receive by the last steamer Mum's let

ter of July 19th. Big cheers! And such an interesting letter, 
too, full of all sorts of news. 

Many thanks for Grandma's card. I was very grateful 
to get it. And I was happy to think that she had such a peace
ful and happy death. Surely she deserved it; I am sure her 
Purgatory was finished on earth. May she rest in peace! 

Please give my kindest regards to anyone who may re
member me and ask about me. It is very kind of them. (And 
never let them away without getting them to promise to 
pray ... ). You may be sure, Mum, that I do not neglect to 
acknowledge any donations that come along; they are alwaY9 
put on one side, and they are the first to be attended to for 
the outgoing mail. That is only fair, isn't it? And people are 
very good. 

I hope that the two boxes of gadgets that I- sent off on 
the last "Marsina" arrived safely (probably they are doing 
so just about now!). It would be a terrible peeve if they went 
astray somewhere, especially after my filling in so many 
papers and what not in order to get permission to export the 
things! The Kukeari who carved the stick, the one with the 
snake chasing the boy, died during the month; I am sorry, 
too, for he was a good friend of mine, and he was always 
ready to lend a helping hand. I have a dozen or more long 
spears here right now, beautifully worked, but nasty looking 
barbed things, but they are too big to make a nice package. 
Guess they will have to wait until I am able to go and mind 
them on the voyage! 

Here things go on as usual, perhaps busier than ever, 
There are over sixty boys at Tunuru now, a bigger crowd 
than I ever anticipated, and needless to say such a crowd 
takes a little handling, and no little providing for! But things 
are going well enough; thel'e are two divisions in the school: 
a "senior" and a "junior"; the "senior" ones can read a 
primer in English now, and can write fairly well, and they 
seem to be getting on fairly well with the Catechism. I am 
thinking of baptising some of them at Christmas. The 
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"juniors" are slogging along at the A.B.C. stage, but they 
are learning to talk as well, and that is really the great 
thing. It is impossible to teach them anything unless one 
can talk to them! And the gardens are beginning to ripen 
now; they are eating a certain amount of our own taro and 
kau-kau, and that is a help. I expended £5 on a license to 
shoot dynamite, and the boy goes out whenever the sea is 
calm; of course in these waters there is plenty of fish to 
"shoot," and the boys just love it. The mountain people are 
always only too ready to bring down native foodstuffs in ex
change for fish, so expenses are being kept in check; still, 
there is a pretty fair bill, as you can guess! Anything im
ported is almost prohibitive in price, but one has to have 
some things. 

Last week I was away through all the northern coastal 
villages; it was a very consoling trip. The people gave me 
a good reception everywhere, and they are all keen on receiv
ing the Faith. In Tarara (the most northerly coastal village 
of the Tunuru district) there is a nice little sac-sac chapel. 
I said Mass there one morning-and in Bito, the next village 
down, the people are building a new chapel, and with a very 
healthy spirit of rivalry (which I foster!!) they are trying 
to beat that of Tarara! It is a funny world, isn't it? Every
thing is simple and transparent up here, and one cannot help 
thinking of the guile amongst our "civilised" white people! 
And there were a few baptisms along the road. I could not 
toddle back to the Evo country, much as I would have liked 
to do so, for I could not leave the school so long. The trip 
along the beach was what a much respected professor of mine 
would refer to as a krakerpack. Thanks to a turbulent sea, 
a canoe was out of the question, so we had to tramp from 
Bito along the beach. Most of it we did under the moon, but 
the sand was soft, and when we had finished the twenty-five 
miles or so, I gave the boys a stick of tobacco each! 

Last Saturday I went up to a big village in the moun
tains, Penkeponto by name. Shortly after I came here I at
tempted to go there, but they would not let me inside the 
village. Of course, discretion is the better part of valour, 
and all that sort of thing! But I went back, and gradually 
their coolness was broken down. There is one little baptised 
baby in the village now, and the people seem to be definitely 
friendly. I had a great bit of luck with the kiddie. I baptised 
it when it was only a day old; after about a month she got 
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sick, and I was afraid that a knoekback was looming up, for 
if a baby dies it is always baptism that kills it (as I think 
I remember telling you) ; I provided condensed milk, and did 
a whole lot of other things, and the child is the bonniest in 
the village now. Prayer did it all; you remember that in a 
letter to "Anne" (written on Jan. 18th) I asked all the little 
people to pray "in particular for one big village about three 
hours walk away from here." Penkeponto is the village in 
question. Of course, the work of the Little People is not 
finished yet, but it seems to be on the way, thank God! You 
will please add your prayers to theirs, for much has still to 
be done. 

We really want a hospital here, something that would 
cater for sick babies and the like. (Imagine me, doctoring 
a kid! I was always afraid I would break it; the babies up 
here are the smallest things ever.) Most of the girls marry 
very young, and, of course there is trouble when the children 
come. Some die. There is a great work to be done in the 
nursing line; our Sisters already have too much to do; it is 
a bit of a problem for a hospital is an expensive thing, and 
the staffing of one up here would be a problem, too. If we 
could only get one here it would much assist our work, and 
do at the same time an incalculable amount of good. I am 
picking it to be one of the first things that Bishop Wade in
terests himself in. 

As far as we know just now Father Wade is to be con
secrated in Sydney on the Feast of Christ the King, at the 
end of this month. Father Conley is going down as our rep
resentative, and I am glad, for he wants a spell; he called 
in here yesterday as he was on his way down to Kieta, and 
he looked miserable; he had a particularly blighted trip 
down from Buka on the "Gabriel: ' He had a bad toot!lache 
and the jaw couldn't but evoke unsympathetic chuckles. But 
very fortunately some good lady in Sydney in a parcel of 
sundries had sent me a little bottle of Nyall toothache drops; 
and they proved very good before in the case of my unfortu
nate molar, and so we tried them again, with success. He 
partook of a little nourishment, and left here smiling, with 
my bottle of toothache drops in his pocket! I think he will 
come back to spend a night with me before he leaves for 
Sydney on Friday afternoon or Saturday. (We are never 
quite sure when the "Marsina" will come along; she enjoys 
to a very large degree the glorious quality of uncertainty!) 
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That is about all this time. It is quite a while now since the 
Tunuru wooden drum was belted to send all the boys off to 
roost. 

Enclosed are some more snaps, which I hope will be of 
interest. 

Perhaps before I write again I will be able to wangle a 
trip away out back, and then I will be able to write a decent 
letter again. There is nothing for a very great literary burst 
in the monotony of the good old pedagogical day you know! 

Love to Granddad and to you both. Pray always for your 
loving son. 

E. C. McHARDY, 8.M. 
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My Dear Dad,-

BLAZING THE TRAIL 

Tunuru, Kieta, 
New Guinea Territory, 

November 20th, 1930. 

This wiII be but a poor little letter. You know me too 
well, dear Dad, to think that I would have much to say about 
Mum's death. But my heart does go out to you and I grieve 
to think that I was so far away when I might have been a 
help and a comfort to you. And now to ... But I know that 
you will forgive me. And I am more than ever convinced 
that I did the right thing; there are thousands and thousands 
up here only awaiting a priest to give them the faith. You 
are utter ly right, Dad, when you say that our holy religion 
gives us hope and comfort for the future. Surely the last 
couple of years were miserable ones for us were it not for 
our Holy Faith. 

There are not many of us left now, and you say I must 
not take it very badly if I do not see you again. Please God 
I will see you again, but if I don't you may be sure that my 
every prayer and work will be helping you. And if anything 
should happen at this end you must not grieve; we are all in 
the hands of God, and He knows what is best for each. But 
let me tell you, dear Dad, that I always thank God for giving 
me such good parents, a loving, kindly mother, and a father 
who was always a most genuine and real friend. You say 
we were happy for a long time; truly-and the happiest 
memories I have are those associated with you. Probably I 
will never write like this again, Dad, but just this once I 
want you to know just how much I love and appreciate you. 
And because of that love it could have been harder for no 
one to leave home than it was for me . . . And the feeling 
that you felt for me and sympathised with me made me love 
you all the more. 

The radio came quickly; the radio man down at Kieta 
sent a boy with it as soon as it came on Thursday morning. 
I was with you all ,that day, thinking of you making again 
that very sad journey, which we made together before. On 
the Friday I offered my Mass with all my heart, and all my 
baptised boys went to Communion, and a number of village 
people came too. Shortly afterwards, I went for a long trip 
through the mountains. I may tell you about it in my next 
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letter; the morning after I arrived back I started a Novena 
of Masses for Mum. It ends to-morrow, the Feast of the 
Presentation. And I was happy to get a radio from our new 
Bishop Wade: "McHardy, Kieta. Heartfelt sympathy. Nove
na Masses for Mother, Wade." I do not forget to pray for 
you, Dad, the hardest lot is of those who are left behind. 

And you will write, please God? Not long letters, if they 
are a burden, but at least a few lines to tell me how you are 
and what you are doing. It is the letter I always look for in 
the mail, the one I open first. 

It will be nearly Christmas when you get this. May God 
give you every grace and blessing during the Holy Season. 
The first Mass-Midnight-at Tunuru, please God, will be 
for you. 

And no more now; all my love and sympathy to Grandad 
and to you. Please pray for your loving son. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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My Dear Jack, 

BLAZING THE TRAIL 

Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

Thursday, November 20th, 1930. 

You will not expect a very long letter this time-I am 
hoping your promised one will come on Saturday. Your radio 
arrived on the Wednesday. I was in the bush, and so, even 
though the Kieta "Sparks" was kind enough to send a boy 
up with it, I did not get_it until Thursday morning. But I 
was with you all that day, and the next day my Mass and 
everything was for Mum. It was a great grief, and I don't 
know that I am quite over it yet. Being on one·s own I sup
pose made it a bit harder, for I haven't seen a white face 
since our radio came almost five weeks ago. But that is 
egotism, isn't it? Talking all about myself, when I should 
be offering you every ounce of sympathy I can. I knew that 
I was leaving you some very hard jobs when I left New 
Zealand, Jack. Grandma I did not expect to see again and 
perhaps Grandad, but Mum ... I regret terribly not being 
with you during those last sad days, but I know you under
stand and forgive me. And I can trust you, above all, to 
measure up to any hard task. I wonder if Mum ever became 
completely reconciled to my being away; did she worry or 
talk about me at the end? 

Shortly after the radio came, I had to go off on a long 
trip to the bush. It was the best thing I could have done, for 
it kept me moving and occupied and tired. And it was a suc
cessful trip. ... The morning after coming back I began a Nove
na of Masses for Mum-it ends to-morrow. 

Your long letter of September 3rd arrived by the last 
steamer. It had a very quick passage, mercifully, for it came 
a little over a week before the radio, and so I was more or 
less prepared. And,-best of all, I offered my Mass for Mum 
just a few days before she died. I am grateful to you for 
sending that letter. 

The money order arrived safely--again many thanks. 
Coin has been more than usually scarce lately, and I have 
seventy boys! Strangely enough, leaving out the family, I 
get more cash from layfolk in Australia than from N.Z. 

I suppose the two boxes arrived safely. I calculated that 
they would give Mum a lot of pleasure . . . I was sorry to 
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hear of Father Gilbert: we were never very intimate, but he 
was always very straight with me, and I liked him. 

We don't know yet where Father Wade will live ; I would 
not be surprised if he stayed up in Buka; he knows the folk 
well up there, and I would be surprised if he gave up all 
active Missionary work, toddles through the bush and the 
like. He used to revel in it. 

No more now-hope to write a decent letter next time. 
Mass for you on Boxing Day-please God. Tell me all about 
Dad-what he is going to do, etc. Remember always in your 
prayers and Masses your loving brother. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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My Dear Dad, 
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 
Thursday, Jan,uary 1st, 1931. 

So far I have had no word from Jack; yesterday I re
ceived a Christmas letter by radio. Or at least he promised 
a letter, but I am afraid it will not be on to-morrow's boat. 

There does not seem to be so very much news this time; 
the boys at the school increased in number until there were 
eighty-six on the roll, and then I had to call a halt. Given all 
the bush work and the medical work and what not (quite a 
lot of what not!!) thrown in, the task was becoming a bit 
too much, and so I had to refuse some boys admission for 
the time being, very reluctantly, but what can I do? If only 
there were ,someone to help something might be done, but 
with only one! The poor Bishop will have many a tale to 
listen to when he comes back, for we are nearly all in the 
same boat. Given ten more good Fathers we might be in a 
position to make some use of the opportunities that are 
offering; but I guess they will come in God's own good time. 
I hope our Bishop manages to enlist a few somewhere or 
other. Our American is coming to us by this "Marsina," but 
he is getting off at the school up at Burunotui, so for the 
time being there is no chance of his alleviating the position 
at Tunuru. 

Had a great time this Christmas; for two or three days 
previously we cleaned up the place all about, until it was as 
spick and span as possible; and then on Christmas Eve we 
decorated the chapel with ferns and creepers and flowers 
from the jungle. And it was really decorated. The lads en
tered into the spirit of the thing with a will, and decorated 
everything, not merely the altar and sanctuary. When they 
had finished the place looked just like a great leafy bower, 
and everyone was delighted. Really the effect was very 
pleasing. Some Society or other in France sent out all the 
figures for a small crib, and by good luck Father Boch allo
cated it to me. The people don't know what a stable is like, 
and it is pretty hard for them to realise, for not many of 
them have even seen cows and sheep. So to house the crib 
I made a little affair the exact replica of one of the little 
shelters they make when caught by darkness in the bush, 



BLAZING THE TRAIL 137 

just a little leanto sort of a structure made of palm leaves 
and the like. The natives loved it, and the figures were a joy 
to them. Luckily one of the Kings in the little set was jet 
black, and, of course, diplomatically, I put him in an obvious 
and important position, and again they were delighted. Again 
it was grand to see the little children crowding round, and 
drinking it all in. With the aid of some pieces of tortoise
sheU and bamboo and my torchlight, I made a perfectly rip
ping star to appear over the head of the Infant in the Crib; 
and that star did intrigue the little ones and the big ones 
too. One big fellow edged up to me quietly and asked me to 
"Ketch im one fella star b'long im 'e come"! Apparently he 
thought I could dish out a star or two here and there at will. 

Tht're was Midnight Mass, preceded by the Baptisms of 
five of my pupils (I called one John- my cookie! and another 
William). They are a fine bunch of lads-the first real friut 
of Tunuru. They were all dressed in a single white lava-lava, 
with a brightly coloured belt (singlets are not too good for 
they make the anointings so much more difficult), and with 
a little chain and cross around their necks. I only wish you 
could have been here, Dad, to hear the kick they put into 
their baptismal promises, and see just how nice they looked. 
(Isn't that vain of me?) Immediately after baptism they 
received Communion at Midnight Mass, and always I cannot 
but think just how pleasing those Communions must be, 
lads with souls utterly cleansed receiving Our Divine Lord 
into their hearts. Surely He must rejoice in dwellings so 
much better than the first Christmas stable. One lad made 
his 1'irst Holy Communion too, and afterwards they prayed 
for Mum and Maurie and for Dad and Jack, too. Surely their 
prayers would bring you graces. 

After Midnight Mass I distributed some crackers
seventeen shillings and sixpence worth to be exact-and 
the enjoyment they got out of those things!! There was a 
crowd, probably five or six hundred, the great majority of 
them, of course, being still unbaptised. I was glad to see my 
chapel hopelessly too small. After Mass they sang and 
danced, just as they do at their own "sing-sings" and they 
attacked the three Tunuru Karamuts (great wooden drums), 
and gave them no respite until dawn. Of course I tried to get 
a bit of the dreamless, but you can see how successful I was: 
the Karamuts each beaten rhythmically by about six boys, 
make a tremendous din, a gigantic overpowering noise for all 
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the world like the tumble of a great wooden waterfall. It 
was wonderful to hear the echo come booming back from the 
distant mountains. 

There were two more Masses in the morning, and then 
there were innumerable things to do; injections to give, 
doses to administer, advice to give, some taros and things to 
be bought, and everything to be done for everyone. And 
so it was nearly four o'clock when I sat down to my Christ
mas dinner. 

To-day, after Mass, I declared a fortnight's holiday; 
after all, the school has been going since last March now. 
Some of the lads toddled off to their villages, but many others 
don't want to go, and I am afraid that I will not be having as 
quiet a time during the holidays as I imagined. I had planned 
a big bush trip for next week, but as things are now I am 
afraid I will not be able to get away. I will try to toddle 
around a bit. 

You will please forgive more now, dear Dad. I think of 
you always and pray for you always, that God may give you 
strength to bear your loneliness. May God bless you always. 
Love to Grandad and to Uncle James (if he is still with you). 
And above all, pray always for your very loving son, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 

Dear Jack, 
Nothing to add. Don't know anything of Mum's death 

yet. 
No negatives this month-just didn't take any pictures. 

Will try to do better next month. 
Love from your brother, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 

Offered my' Mass for you on Boxing Day. 
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Monday, February 16th, 1931. 

Ever so many thanks for your more than welcome letter 
of 12/ 17/ 30; an old tramping copra steamer brought it over 
not so very long ago and I was ever so glad to get it for it 
was the first word I had received from either Jack or you 
since Mum died. 

I was sorry to hear that Grandad had been ill, give him 
my love; tell him that I never forget to pray for him and ask 
him always to be mindful of me. How glad I was to think 
that Uncle James is with you, he is a trump, isn't he? 

As yet our Bishop has not come to us. We are expect
ing him now by the next "Mataram" and he should be in 
Faisi in about three weeks or so, so we have not so very long 
to wait now. I am looking forward to seeing him, for I am 
sure he will have lots of news about New Zealand. He has 
sent instructions that all the Fathers are to assemble in 
Kiem for a retreat, so that will be fine. We have not really 
seen each other since Father General paid his visit. I suppose 
Father Boch will go down to Faisi next week in order to col
lect him and bring him back. 

I have had a trip to Faisi myself since I last wrote. One 
afternoon shortly after the new Year, Father Boch arrived 
around in the "Gabriel" and gave me something less than 
twenty-four hours to get ready to sail to Faisi. I was just 
preparing to voice a few of the many objections to the 
scheme, when he told me that he wanted me to go to make 
my retreat. No objection possible in that case, nothing to do 
but assemble the boys, declare a fortnight's holiday, and 
assemble my two cookies and tell them to hop right into the 
task of ironing, etc., all available white trousers. The next 
evening saw the "Gabriel" chug-chugging out of Kiem Har
bour under a fair moon. The night gave every promise of a 
good trip, but about 2 a.m. we ran into a south-easterly, a 
most unusual affair on this coast. After that things were 
not exactly a holiday cruise. Blinding rain came with the 
wind, lightning played all about us, and tiie very heavens 
overhead seemed to be shattered by the bursts of thunder. 
It was not possible to anchor, for the wind tended to drive us 
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right towards the shore, and it would have been dangerous 
to go in too close. So we just had to keep the old "Gabriel's" 
nose right into it; for a couple of hours we did not make 
any headway, but luckily her engine is pretty strong, and 
it did not miss a beat that night. The lightnil),g, though 
rather fearsome at times, helped rather than hindered, for 
every now and again it gave a fleeting glimpse of the coast, 
and that took much of the anxiety out of steering by the 
compass. 

Such a storm is awe-inspiring. I think I remember tell
ing you before -that the water up here is heavily charged 
with phosphorous. Normally, it is invisible, but once the 
water is agitated it becomes luminous more or less so accord
ing to the intensity of the disturbance. That night the effect 
was extraordinary; the rain beat the sea into myriads of 
points of pale flame, and the wind whisked the spray every
where making the whole sea appear like a fiery chaos. When 
the poor little "Gabriel" was unfortunate enough to dip her 
nose in it, she rose like a fairy ship twinkling and streaming 
with pale fire. But hanging to a bucking wheel one had no 
such poetic thoughts! And it was E.C. that was glad when 
dawn came. 

And then a funny little incident; The wind had ceased, 
and even though it was still raining heavily. the sea was 
calm and conditions were fair enough. So, telling the lads to 
wake me if necessary, I hopped down for a bit of the dream
less. Right in the middle of it there was a biff-something 
heavy pinned me on to the cabin locker-and I had confused 
first impressions of the "Gabriel" ENDING HER DAYS ON 
SOME UNHALLOWED REEF. But it was not so bad: as 
soon as they saw me settle down my two cookies decided that 
it would be well to prepare a little nourishment for me. They 
did, boiling coffee and loading the heavy table with every
thing they could find in the box "Kai-kai.'· Everything was 
ready, and they were waiting for me to show signs of return
ing consciousness. when suddenly a big freak wave took the 
"Gabriel" broadside on and made her roll heavily, and that 
was what caused the table to fall on my chest, and the bread 
and coffee and what not to be spread about my person. 

At last we got to Faisi. Father McConville gave me a 
royal reception. You will remember him as the Father from 
Ireland who arrived not so very long ago. Wisely. I devoted 
the first days to the Retreat. and then Father Mc. and I had 
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a few days for social activities-and they were many. The 
few white people al'ound Faisi are exceptionally fine. A 
couple of them"are even unashamed Catholics, and all are 
interested and sympathetic and all roll up to Mass on any 
big days. There are a few New Zealanders there, too, notably 
a Mrs. C. (widowed some years ago) and the As. Well, they 
gave us a great time, the evenings were far too few to ac
commodate all the dinners we could have had! But I did 
appreciate their kindness When the "Gabriel" left to come 
back to Kieta, she was nearly sinking under the weight of 
delicacies that they had sent along to act as "ship's stores" 
on the overnight trip to Kieta. 

The trip back was uneventful, a good night and a good 
sea; nearly all the boys were at Tunuru awaiting me when I 
arrived, so pedagogical activities are once again the order of 
the day. 

It is a fairly trying time just now, the change over from 
the south-east to the north-west seasons. It rains every day 
without fail, and that causes a certain amount of sickness 
in the villages. This year has been no exception. There are 
always some deaths. It means a lot of running around on 
sick calls, but at times there are tremendous consolations. 
For instance, just the other day some lads from a mountain 
village came down to tell me that a wee baby had been born 
duril1g the night. I toddled up and baptised it "Elisabeth:' 
The next morning they were back to tell me that it had died 
during the night. What a stupendous grace for the poor wee 
mite (and what a responsibility for the one who has to dis
pense such graces. Easily I could have put off that trip until 
the next day, and then it would have been too late.) The 
'fiu went through Tunuru, too, and for a while there was 
plenty to do dosing sick boys, but all are well again now, 
thank God. 

Just at present I am very worried about an earthquake 
down Hawke's Bay way. Last Friday week Mr. Scriven, 
Radio Officer, down at Kieta, sent up word that he had re
ceived news of a severe 'quake in New Zealand. Of course, 
I went right down, and have been down several nights since. 
The first reports that came through were terrible. Over 
four thousand dead and tremendous material destruction. 
Since then reports have been a little better, but no details 
have come through and I am almost heartsick to think what 
might have happened to dear old Greenmeadows, and to my 
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many friends around Napier and Hastings. I will not be 
happy until news comes through, that will not be for another 
seven or eight weeks yet, for it will not be on this coming 
"Marsina"-and all the time I am afraid of what is going to 
come. Even though the radios that came were exaggerated 
it must have been a very terrible affair. It is hard to be so 
far away at such a time, Dad. I would love to be on the spot 
to help all those poor people, just as I would have loved to 
be with you some few months ago . . . 

But no more now, Dad. My regards to any who may 
ask for me. I often think of you-and pray for you always, 
and you, please, pray always for your loving son. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 



DR. LUXFORD MEAGHER AND TWO ASSISTANTS. 
TSORA AND RYlIlOI-I 

A GROUP OF BROTHERS 
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

Thursday, April 30th, 1931. 

The last steamer brought much sadness-from Jack a 
letter with news and views of the Seminary after the earth
quake, and all the papers full of the same subject. I am 
very grieved, for I loved all the lads there, and the old place, 
too. It is very hard to realise that it will not be there when 
I go back. And it hits us particularly: Stevenson had every
thing arranged to come to us as soon as he was ordained, 
and it had been decided that he would come to Tunuru. He 
was a great friend of mine, a more generous, zealous, and 
companionable fellow one could never hope to meet. I was 
already almost counting the months, and making schemes for 
a division of work and all that sort of thing . . . But he will 
be able to help us much better from heaven. And Doogan 
too had written seeking information. He had taken no definite 
step, but, obviously, he had made up his mind to apply for 
the Missions, and for this Mission in particular. God's ways 
are surely not our ways. There are still many in the afflicted 
district about whom I am wondering, and probably it will 
be so for a long time, for I had many friends round Napier 
and Hastings. I am just shocked and grieved, and there is 
no more to say. 

The Bishop returned to us quite unexpectedly. He tran
shipped and so arrived here over a full week before we ex
pected him. I was quite surprised when the "Gabriel" arrived 
up post haste one morning with the news that the Bishop was 
in Kieta. Of course, such an arrival gave all our reception 
arrangements a nasty knock. (I wouldn't be surprised if the 
Bishop did it just for that reason.) All the Fathers arrived 
in during the following week, all expecting to welcome the 
Bishop on his arrival. Imagine their surprise, when he was 
right there to welcome them. 

Again we had a few very happy days together. I am 
afraid schoolboys would be ashamed of our conduct, when we 
all get together, but we !io enjoy ourselves. It is fine to be 
able to allow our tongues to wag unlimitedly. 

When the deliberations for the conference were com
plete, and the week-end nigh, I manged to come back home, 
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bringing with me for the few days Father McConville (of 
Faisi fame), and our new American representative, Father 
Brosnahan. That was quite a crowd for Tunuru, but we had 
a great week-end. We had a high dinner-for Tunuru had 
never,seen such a solemn gathering-and made speeches and 
everything. And we made Father Binois make a speech too. 
I do not think that he has had such a time for the last twenty 
years. He was ever so delighted to have come with the 
"rowdy" section. 

Present were the educational faculty of the Northern Solo
mons-l00%. Father Brosnahan has been appointed to the 
original Catechist school in Buka. Father McConville has 
started another down at Faisi in the British Solomons, and 
of course I am here. So we held the First Plenary Education
al Council of the Vicariate Apostolic of the Northern Solo
mons, and made Father Binois preside. They were great 
days. 

Shortly afterwards the Bishop began his first pastoral 
visitation by coming to Tunuru on the Feast of St. Joseph. 
It too was a great day for us all. Many natives came down 
and all were very impressed. The Bishop said Mass, preached 
(in pidgin), and afterwards gave Benediction. After a little 
breakfast there was a sort 'of levee: the Bishop was seated 
outside on a sort of improvised throne, and the people filed 
past and kissed his ring. Some of the bush people were quite 
mystified, but they imitated the others. (Looking closely, 
I saw one or two lick His Excellency's ring-but you will not 
tell apyone that!) 

He said that he was pleased, and threatened to come 
again. He even said tliat when he had finished the first 
rush he would come to stay with me at times to help me out 
with school and bush. But I think he will have more than 
enough to do, and I must not presume on his kindness. 

About a fortnight before Easter he went round to 
Banoni, and on the voyage he got a very severe attack of 
malaria. I happened to go to Kieta just the morning after he 
arrived back, and he was quite knocked out. Bad malaria 
and a rough sea had combined to make him vomit terribly. 
He had kept nothing on his stomach for about a week. I 
nursed him, the poor Bishop! But one has to be cruel to be 
kind-a heavy dose of aspirin and a very hot drink and then 
six to a dozen blankets. That is a bit of a hardship up here, 
where one blanket is normally more than enough. I made 
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the Bishop submit to a big pile (physically he is much smaller 
than I am), and in about six hours the perspiration was 
absolutely pouring from him. It must have been terri
ble for him. I used to toddle in occasionaJIy, and say, "That's 
the stuff." After about four hours a spong~ down and a 
complete change of bedclothes made him feel a little com
fortable, and after that he did not look back. I half feared 
excommunication or suspension or something for the way I 
had treated him, but it did not come; but he did say that 
if he ever got malaria in the future he was going to get right 
at the other end of the Vicariate from me before he said 
anything about it! Of course he is still weak-bad luck to 
get it so soon after his trip-but he was well enough to ful
fill his programme and go to Faisi for Easter. 

I have had another big expedition, being away for a 
full fortnight. More ambitious than the others perhaps, from 
a point of view of distance, but not really as interesting. 
Father Tonjes, away over in the Nagovissi district, has just 
completed a new chapel in the heart of the bush, and he 
gave me a very pressing invitation to go across with some 
of my boys. So I went, with thirty schoolboys. It was quite 
an expedition. The journey over the mountains took four 
days, and it was pretty tough going, as you will realise from 
the fact that the second day we went over a ridge just over 
5200ft high. The weather was not for us at all! Every day 
it rained, and that does not tend to make things any more 
pleasant. The rivers were swollen, but only at one was there 
real danger; a couple of the boys were swept down stream, 
and things didn't look too bright at aU, but both managed to 
edge in towards the bank, and finally they were able to grasp 
long jungle fronds that hang to the water. It was a relief. 
These were the first ones to go, they were rash. The others 
soon had some long fronds--as strong as rope and a little 
thicker-and by means of these we helped each other across. 
All held the thong, and if one happened to lose footing on 
the stony bottom, all would brace themselves as much as 
possible until he had regained his foothold. They were all 
about me as I went, and I wasn't sorry to see a stout rope 
and a line of boys on either side of me either. I have often 
wondered how people managed to get drowned in flooded 
rivers, and it is pretty obvious now. Once you lose a foot
hold (very easy in the rushing water) it is almost impos
sible to regain it, if there happened to be stones about ... 
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There were funny incidents galore. With me were some 
"salt water" boys who had never been to the mountains 
before. As we crossed, there was an exceptionally heavy fog, 
it was hard enough to follow the track. And strangely 
enough a heavy fog more or less destroys one's sense of bal
ance, a steep ascent looks like a flat track, and one tries to 
walk along it accordingly. I knew this from experience on 
Mt. Egmont, and some of the boys who had been over before 
knew it too, but the greenhorns were very afraid, in the 
steeper parts they went literally on their hands and knees, 
so afraid were they of falling over backwards. It was funny 
to look at them, and the other boys enjoyed it too, but I 
could not but sympathise with them a little. 

Father Tonjes was delighted to see us, there has been 
no one to his Station since November last . He is still in those 
first difficult days of a new foundation, living in a wee little 
leaf house with practically no comforts, etc. And his place 
is difficult to work because it is some hours from the 
seashore. When I was building here it was not so bad, for 
I could bring all my stuff on a boat and dump it practically 
right on the spot, but portage is not the least of his difficul
t ies. In t he very beginning the Father has not the authority 
or influence with the natives to make them work or assist 
him. I know it was the same here. I had many little diffi. 
culties that I would not have now if I wanted to build, but 
I suppose such a state of things is inevitable. As every young 
Father (words of a mature missionary) he is neglecting him
self a bit in his eagerness. 

We had a great three days together, and we blessed the 
Church on the Sunday morning, and there was a pretty con
siderable "sing-sing" in the evening. To add to our joy 
Father Grisward arrived up from his Station about ten hours 
to t he south, he had heard that another Father had come 
to Sovele, and guessing it would be me he came to swell the 
happy party. So there were three of us there that Sunday 
night, and we were a happy trio. 

The next morning I had to leave for home, both the 
Fathers came far along the road with us, but at last we said 
our good-byes and boys bunched and gave the remaining two 
three cheers (they can do that with much gusto). 

The journey back occupied a full week. I made a big 
deviation from the main track to have a look at some vil
lages up in the mountains, that I had not previously seen. 
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Everywhere the people received us well-so from more points 
than one the trip was very successful. Incidentally, there was 
much medical work to be done, the people in the mountains 
are, on the whole, dirtier than those near the sea. You would 
understand why if you could feel the water in the mountain 
streams. Bitterly cold. And so they are more subject to 
sores and skin diseases. In one village I gave six injections 
of N.A.B., the majority of them intravenously, and many 
dressings. My medicine chest was quite "sick" when I ar
rived back. But it was cold on top. It was a strange experi
ence to be crawling into all possible clothes before going to 
bed. One night I had on three singlets, two pairs of trousers, 
three pairs of socks and the great heavy rug which you 
once gave me (and which is an inestimable boon on such 
trips), and still I shivered. Of course I am probably thinner 
in the blood now than I used to be, but it shows you. If 
this Island is ever thickly populated by whites (I don't think 
so), there will surely be great health resorts on the tops of 
those mountains, for there always one is in a temperate 
climate. 

It was a great trip. Father Tonjes has written saying 
the Tunuru boys made a great impression over on his side, 
and I did quite a bit of penetrating work on my own side 
coming back, so everyone is satisfied. 

No more this time, dear Dad. In the morning I will be 
off in my canoe to Kieta to the steamer. I am hoping there 
will be a letter from you. All well here, though with eighty 
boys and the bush and a lot of clerical work in Kieta I hard
ly know which way to turn. Love to Grandad and yourself. 
I pray for you always and am happy to think that you pray 
for your very loving son. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, 
April 30th, 1931. 

My Dear Jack, 
Two fine letters of yours to hand. Dec. 8th and March 

6th. Before last steamer I had no time to answer that of 
Dec. 8th, but I know you forgive me for that; there was only 
time for the merest note. 

Last lots of snaps all arrived safely. Many thanks. I 
have only about a dozen of them left. Everyone seems to 
like them. The camera did not seem to be giving very good 
results. I found a wee pin hole in the bellows and patched 
it with a piece of shammy. Also took the lens out and gave 
it a good old polish up; it made a great difference, as you will 
see from the negatives I am sending this time. A pretty 
hefty order, but I have been on the trek again. Scriven asked 
for some snaps, and chose the numbers. I would like to give 
them to him for he has been very kind. I will miss him 
when he goes, for his house is just about half way between 
here and our Kieta headquarters, and whenever I go past 
I invariably toddle in to see him, and he has been at Tunuru 
on occasions too. 

By same mail I am sending you another box of butter
flies which Father Poncelet gave me. I would very much like 
the Sacred Heart Nuns at Remuera to get this lot. Do you 
think it is possible? Of course, finance must be considered 
too. I would not like the Nuns to be out of pocket. They 
have a pretty fair little museum there, and I am sure some 
Solomonese butterflies would embellish it. I have not men
tioned the matter to them yet, just in case my plan is not 
feasible. If they have to be sent to Auckland for mounting, 
I think Uncle Willie would gladly undertake the supervision 
of the business. These Nuns have been very kind, and I 
think they would be pleased. I leave it to you. 

Glad you liked the case of curios. Do you know I did not 
know that galips were hard to crack. The women here do 
all that, and the rapidity with which they finish a basketful 
is amazing. They bring them to me wrapped in a leaf, and 
I have only the soft brown skin to peel off. The season be
gins in June, and I am looking forward to it, for I like the 
things. I have a lot of baskets again now; someday again 
I will be making another case. In a couple of months I hope 
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to be able to get away on a trip to the Evo. This time I will 
try to go right across to the Banoni Coast. It will be some 
trip, but I should pick up a bow and arrow or two on the 
way. (Not internally, I hope). 

Paterson's are wonderful-I chuckle endlessly. 
Just at present I have not the information you would 

like about our Bishop. I know he was consecrated in Sydney 
on October 26th (Feast of Christ the King), 1930. As soon 
as I can I will find out for you the date of his Ordination and 
the Titular See. 

Many thanks for the snaps of Greenmeadows; they 
made me very grieved; they show so much more than the 
best description can say. I will welcome any news you can 
send about the place. 

By this mail I hope to send you a little tortoiseshell 
crucifix. I made it myself. There are a fair number of 
turtles around here, and it is not so very difficult to get the 
shell. When I came up, it struck me that some little things 
nicely worked would please Mum immensely, and I learnt 
how to do it from Scriven. I stopped when she died, but now 
I am doing a bit again, not much for there is not much time. 
Tell me what you think of the crucifix. Of course the figures 
I got from Father Regis. I am sending one to Dad, too, by 
this mail. I think they are nice little things, but there is 
a terrible lot of work in one and it would not pay to make 
them to sell them. I am also sending one to Wanganui Con
vent. Perhaps the Reverend Mother will use it as a prize for 
some little Mission competition or other. In that way they 
can do good. 

If you can get an offer for a box of butterflies or beetles, 
let me know. Father Poncelet would be pleased. 

Times are very bad here. We are not to send any more 
orders to Sydney by the next three steamers. Some will be 
pretty thin by then. 

No more now. I am hoping there will be a long letter 
from you this steamer. Pray always for your loving brother. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

Saturday, June 20th, 1931. 

Ever so many thanks for your letter of 4/9/31. It is the 
one that I always look for in the bunch, and how glad I am 
when it is there. I had a letter from the Aunts, too, and they 
were delighted with their trip to Taranaki. I was very glad 
to hear that they had been down. Uncle Willie is very good, 
too, he never misses a steamer, and his letters are of a very 
helpful nature-good on him! 

And how is Granddad? Well, I hope. By this mail I will 
send him a little bottle that should interest him; it is sup
posed to be gold, the first alluvial gold found in the Bougain
ville mountains. It is in a little quinine bottle with clean 
water. If the water is discoloured or stale, just tip it out 
carefully and put in some fresh. Ask Grandad if it is really 
good gold. The little bottle represents about six months' 
work on the part of a prospector. It was his proudest pos
sesion, but he would insist on giving it. Apparently there is 
some gold up here, but not alluvial as far as anyone knows 
yet. All seem to agree that there is a pretty big gold-bearing 
reef, but they cannot agree that it would be payable to work 
it. Several "big engineers" have been up here, but there 
seems to be no progress yet. We have heard that a couple of 
companies have been floated in Sydney, and that after a 
brief existence they have gone into liquidation. We don't 
know. At present some say the Broken Hill Proprietary 
is interested, if that is really the case there may be some
thing in it after all, time will tell. But it won't be a very 
happy day for Tunuru when mining on a big scale does start 
up there . . . 

Not much has happened since I last wrote. The Bishop 
has been away most of the time up in Small Buka, to the 
North of the Vicariate. He returned to Kieta only last Mon
day, and on Wednesday he sent for me. Since then I have 
been down there helping in various ways, he had a dreadful 
pile of correspondence, and Father Boch had a bit, too, and 
there were some things to fix up at the Government Office, 
so I was able to return to Tunuru only this evening. After 
Mass to-morrow I will have to be off to Kieta again to look 
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after things while the ''Marsina'' is in, Father Wache and 
Brother Julius are both going to Sydney this trip-sick. 
Cabins and what not have to be fixed up for them. Then 
when the ship is gone the cargo has to be cleared. It is quite 
a work getting the cargo for all the Stations through the 
Customs. 

In the intervals during the past few days we gathered 
that the Bishop had had a very successful trip north. Expect
edly, for Buka is the most Catholic part of the whole Vicari
ate. It was not without its humorous incidents. One appealed 
to me especially. He was saying Mass in a big native chapel 
at Buka Passage, and as time went on the boys who were 
serving noticed the absence of a bell, and a bit of a dis
cussion ensued. "More good you fight im dewai Iic-lic," says 
one (You had better beat a piece of wood.) "Im e no can cry 
good" (It would not make a suitable noise) was the reply. 
"Now musket e stop where ?" (Whereabouts is the gun?) 
"No can; cry b'long im big fella too much." (It won't do. It 
makes too big a noise.) "Now frypan e allasaoe what 
name?" (Now, what about the frying pan?) "Oh! 1m a 
number one too much" (The very thing.) And so the genius 
toddled off, and tipping breakfast off the frying pan (the 
Bishop put that in, so don't think I am trying to stretch 
things) carried it back in triumph, and it acted wonderfully 
as a Sanctus Bell!!! Which all goes to show that Solomonese 
are not devoid of grey-matter. 

Normally, things should be a bit better, but just at 
present we are having a pretty thin time here. The market 
for all our Island products has collapsed completely, many 
coconut plantations have closed down, and those remaining 
are running absolutely without any profit. 

During the month I have had a few excursions out in to 
the bush, but none of them exceeded a week. Mostly, they 
were to say Mass in the few little chapels that I have round 
the mountains. When the Bishop comes back he has 
promised to come to Tunuru to relieve me for a month or 
so. I am planning a pretty good "walk-about" for then. Just 
at present the weather is not very good for bush work. It 
rains inevitably every afternoon, and pretty often in the 
morning too, and it is always a peeve to get one's gear all 
wet. Of course, everything, more or less, is in waterproof 
canvas and boxes, but water is a very penetrating sort of an 
element, and just on the day on which the poor old "cookie" 
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has been a bit careless in folding the blanket, it is sure to 
rain Heavens hard. 

There is a bad time coming. As soon as June is finished 
we have to get ready for the annual statistics. One shudders 
at the thought. One has to go through, check up, and cor
rect all the parish books (ahem!!) and work out innumerable 
series of figures, and if one figure is wrong anywhere in the 
line, the jolly total will not balance correctly. So it is a 
picnic. 

A nurse from Australia has come to help us with the 
medical part of our work. She is a specialist in some special 
sort of Infant Welfare. The Tressilian method they call it, 
but it doesn't mean anything to me. Anyway it is supposed 
to be a pretty fruity sort of a scheme. At present she is 
visiting the Sisters in the various stations to tell them what 
it is all about. If she can really get her system established 
up here, and I think she will, it will do untold good, for very 
many wee babies die. She has devoted her life and her coin 
to the Solomons, and the ordinary lay woman that does that 
must be a bit of a brick. If only a whole lot more like her 
would come along and help. At present she is in the Con
vents in Small Buka. She was in Kieta only a very short 
time, but I suppose she will be coming back again when she 
has finished the round. 

I am afraid that I must finish off, dear Dad. This is not 
much of a letter, but you will forgive me, won't you 1 And it 
is pretty late. To-morrow is a hard day---eonfessions first 
(sixty to a hundred on a good Sunday morning-and in four 
languages-that's the hardest work of all!) ; then> Mass with 
an eloquent (1) discourse in pidgin, and then-well then any
thing might happen. Last Sunday I had a bunch for injec
tions, two court cases concerning marriages, gave a whole lot 
of advice (free!), etc. So one needs to be hitting on all six 
to get through it well!! 

My love to Granddad and to Uncle James if he is still 
with you, and regards to all who may ask for me. Please 
unite all of you in praying for your very loving son. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

Wednesday, August 5th, 1931. 

Ever so many thanks for your two letters. One of the 
19th May and the other of June 10th, your birthday. (I 
offered my Mass for you that morning, and you were think
ing of me, too. Really, we are not so very far away from 
each other, after all, are we?) I gasped a bit when I saw 
thos~ corne out of one envelope, but they arrived safely and 
that is the main thing. Ever so many thanks, and tell 
Granddad too. I am wondering if he got the little bottle of 
gold I sent him by the last steamer. Your letters were ever 
so welcome. I do look for yours--right through the biggest 
bunch. 

I know well how you must have felt going to Morrinsville 
again ... I am sending off some curios to Uncle Willie by 
this steamer, and I have asked him to see that Auntie Mary 
gets a few baskets. I think they will please her, and she 
was always so good. 

From the picture I can see that our plot at the Cemetery 
looks very nice, surely a hallowed place. Say a wee prayer 
for me there sometimes when you go ... 

I was sad to hear that you had had a bad turn again. 
Many "busybodies'· (as you so disrespectfully call them) told 
me about it. I pray that you will be quite well again, long 
ere this. 

Things here are still going pretty fast. I hardly know 
what is the most important thing that has happened during 
the month. But there is a schoolmaster here now. A real, 
white schoolmaster from N.S.W. So the Tunuru Catechist 
School is beginning to get quite a place!! 

I think the Bishop must have been a bit sorry for me, 
for he engaged him to corne to help me for one year, and, if 
everything goes well, for more. He carne on the last 
"Mataram," just about a month ago, and Father McConville 
brought him up from Faisi. He is older than I am. Just how 
much I am not sure. He seems to be settling down pretty 
well, and he says he likes the boys and the life in general. 
Of course it is not too hard for him, for he has only the 
school, and when I am at horne I take Cathechism classes 
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and the religious instructions of the Catechists. That I like. 
It was the A, B, C and the 1, 2, 3 business that used to peeve 
me; I was always thinking of the more useful things I could 
be doing. The great advantage of his being here lies in 
the extra freedom I have for toddling around the bush. 

And thereby hangs another tale! The district of Tunuru 
has been extended. Of course the Bishop made a nice little 
speech: "in consideration of my great success, etc., etc., and 
what not, he gave me another thirty or forty miles of coast
line-hinterland included." In this new portion no census 
has ever been taken, for the greater part of it has never 
been penetrated, but probably the popUlation of the Tunuru 
district is now pretty close to five thousand .. . I am a bit 
appalled by the responsibility of such a chunk of country, but 
there is no one else to keep an eye on the natives, and the 
shore people at least are ready and waiting for us. So hence
forth, E.C. will not be very much at home, always in the bush 
or going up and down the coast in the "Ave Maria." But 
you must please pray hard, dear Dad, that God will give me 
health and strength and grace to do some good work for Him 
in this vast district ... and pray that someday others may 
come to help us. 

That is a bit of a hatful for a boy, you know! 
Father McConville brought my "Prof:' through from 

the "Mataram," and he came round to Tunuru and spent 
about a week here. He is a good egg. One morning he sug
gested a trip to the goldfield. He was very keen on having 
a look at it, so that he would be able to tell all the Faisi 
people that he had been there. Of course, I agreed readily 
enough, for going there one has to pass several villages, and 
the trip would not be merely time wasted. So off we went, 
but by the time we reached the field (well over three thou
sand feet above sea level, and up a pretty poor track) Fath
er McConville was wishing he had never heard of the gold
field. (Down in Faisi there is no walking to be done at all. 
They have to do all their visiting by boat, so he was out of 
practice as far as walking went.) But we arrived, ultimately, 
and Mr. and Mrs. Comb were very kind. (Jack Comb was 
one of the finders of the field. He and his wife are the only 
ones up there at present. They are merely custodians now, 
watching the rights of the larger companies down south.) 
They gave us a great welcome, and then some wonderful 
nourishment, and we did enjoy it. And in the evening we 
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made a great open log fire and sat about it, but I have told 
you before how cold it can be in the mountains. The next 
day we spent up there, too. Jack Comb took us all over the 
place, and told us all about it, and we pulverised some quartz, 
and washed it, and got a bit of gold (which Father McCon
ville put in a bottle and took back to Faisi), and enjoyed our
selves generally. They were terribly pleased up there to see 
us. They had had no visitors for months, and, of course, we 
were glad of the change. Later on, as soon as the "Prof." 
gets pretty well settled down, I think I will go up there for 
several days-just for a spell. 

It is a grand climate--no malaria up there. It rains 
terri!:ly-unhealthy from that point of view, but the big 
fire and the cold nights make things pretty good. We came 
down the day after, and Father McConville was delighted 
with the trip. I'll bet he is telling them all great stories down 
in Faisi now. 

Had an experience the other night. Had been down 
working for the Bishop for a few days. Coming home in the 
"Ave Maria" somehow or other we struck a piece of sub
merged wreckage, and bent the tail shaft. Ultimately we 
got back to Kieta, but not without much travail. Luckily 
the night was fine and calm. I was pretty peeved for I am 
young up here yet, yet I seem to be getting all these real ex
periences! When I go anywhere they all want to know what·s 
happened now. Father Boch has been up here about twenty 
years now, he has never had such an experience, but Broth
er Karl sympathised with me. Once he got mixed up with 
some wreckage and damaged his propellor and bent his shaft, 
and he was a long way from Kieta and the weather was a 
bit boisterous and he had quite a job to get home. So we 
were mutually sympathetic, and of course we mentioned the 
loss of the ''Tahiti'' and all that sort of thing! Can't you 
imagine us? 

The Bishop came back from Rabaul by the last 
"Maiwara." B.P.'s little inter-island trading steamer, and 
since then he has been with us in Kieta. And, of course, we 
are pleased to have him, for it seems ever so long since we 
have seen him. He is in very good form, and is always asking 
after you, and wishing to be remembered to you. He, too, 
is a good sort! (Pretty disrespectful way to refer to one's 
Bishop? Well, you should hear how he refers to us at times, 
and the Scotch stories he tells.) 
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Don't think there is any more now, My regards to any 
who may be asking for me. Unite as many as possible with 
you in praying for Tunuru and for your very loving son, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, 
September 12th, 1931. 

My Dear Jack, 
It was such a relief to get your letter of July 15th. It 

seemed ever so long since one had come through. You are 
forgiven, but please don't do it again. Just a card is better 
than nothing. Not much to add to the enclosed. It is quite 
a spill this time, spent most of the afternoon at it, but I will 
be more than repaid if Dad gets even a little pleasure out of 
it. 

Many thanks for all the parcels of pictures, and every
. thing. As far as I can see all have arrived safely. The 

boots were the last thing to come along. The Pattersons are 
great, still keep me chuckling. 

I have been back over a week, haven't been to bed be
fore midnight any night, and still fifty or sixty letters to 
answer. I make a point of answering the donation ones 
first. I am always glad when the steamer leaves. Glad you 
liked your little crucifix. Did you have any difficulty with 
the Customs? Dad had some with his. I would like to make 
a lot, for they are pretty little things, and I like the work. 
But it is very slow and I have not the time. Sometimes 
coming in from the bush too tired to do anything else, I do 
that. 

Am sending a fair swag of negatives again-latest trip 
to Banoni. Thanks for all the trouble you must have. Love. 
Pray for your brother. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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My Dear Dad, 

BLAZING THE TRAIL 

Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

Saturday, September 12, 1931. 
(Feast of the Holy Name.) 

Already it is nearly steamer time again. I don't know how 
the months manage to slip round so quickly! I have given 
the lads a holiday to-day so I am a bit free to tear into this 
letter. Of course, the holiday is for the Feast of the Holy 
Name of Mary, our biggest Feast in the Society. Incidental
ly, up here, it concurs with Anniversary Day, and to-day it is 
just ten years since the Australians took over the Mandate. 

No letter carne from you by the last steamer, but a long
looked for one did corne from Jack. He told me you were in
quiring about the "Auckland Weekly News." If you get it 
send it along, but do not send it specially, for I get a regular 
copy from the Bourkes, in Wellington. An extra copy is 
always handy, for the paper is very popular here. It is a 
grand paper. I glance through the "Tablet" and the "Month" 
and the "A.W.N." and that is all, quite enough to keep me 
in touch with good old New Zealand. 

He told me, too, of Mr. Read's death. I was very sorry to 
hear it, for he was always kind. I am thinking there will 
not be too many of the old folk left when I go back. To-mor
row morning I will offer Mass for him. May he rest in peace. 

Things have been pretty fast since the last steamer. 
When I wrote I think I anticipated going north to see the 
new chunk of territory that the Bishop has added to Tunuru. 
That scheme did not corne off. But another did. Shortly 
after the steamer the Bishop decided to go to Banoni, and 
I arranged to go across the Island, meeting him on the other 
side and corne back with him in the "Raphael." And so it 
was done. 

It was a great trip, for the greater part of the country 
has never been penetrated before. We set out on a Sunday 
afternoon, and almost immediately had bad luck, struck a 
wicked sea, and had to run for shelter to Rorovana Bay, not 
so very far north of Tunuru. Slept there and very early next 
morning went on to Tarra, about thirty miles up the coast, 
formerly the most northerly village in the Tunuru district. 
There we disembarked, and, as it was well on into the day, 
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we elected to stay the night there and push on into the bush 
in the morning. And the time in Tarara was not wasted. It 
was not so very long before that I had been there, but there 
were three baptisms to be made, and some few injections to 
be given, and a whole lot of advice, and what not. 

Before sunrise the next morning we were on our way 
into the Evo country. The first day of that trip is always 
very hard; it is a long way, for after leaving the coastal vil
lages one has to walk for nine or ten hours before coming 
to the first of the Evo villages. The track is scarcely defined 
in the jungle, and on one's first day one is invariably "puffy:' 
After a few days one seems to get a sort of second wind, and 
can go on almost tirelessly, but the first and second days were 
hard-and always are. 

Fortunately it had been pretty dry on this side of the 
island; and so we had no trouble at all at any of the rivers. 
Apart from its being a first day trip, we had a very good 
tramp back to Papiaupa, the headquarters of the Evo 
Kukerai, whom I must have mentioned to you before. He 
gave us a great welcome, and plenty of nourishment (which 
always goes big with the boys). 

In nearly all of the villages visited the routine was pretty 
much the same: or at least it was the same in those villages 
on this side of the mountains. Naturally in the new villages 
on the far side things are a bit different. First came a bit 
of a rest, then the checking off of all the little ones baptised 
in the village, then the baptism of new babies and after that 
the attending to their physical wants, washing of sores, giv
ing of injections, etc. This latter was by no means the most 
unimportant feature of the trip. In the fortnight I gave just 
under two hundred injections. It requires a deal of coaxing 
to get quite new people to submit themselves or their chil
dren to the needle, but once one has already had a trip 
through the district, and the people know the value of the 
N.A.B., they are very keen on it. In the more sophisticated 
places they are a bit of a nuisance, for they want injections 
for almost everything-from framboesia to a cough. In the 
latter cases they have to be knocked back for the stuff is 
too expensive to be used for nothing-Hoots, mon!! ! 

On the seventh day out, after completing a trip through 
the Evo district that I had already visited, we came to cross 
the mountains into new country. Up the dividing range was 
a stiff climb; the summit was reached at 3200ft., and just 
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for a moment we had a magnificent view with wonderful 
panoramas of mountain and sea in both directions. 

The crossing was made with quite a contingent-about 
fifty boys in all were in the line. Only twenty were mine. the 
others were Evo boys who wanted to see us safely introduced 
to their relations on the Banoni Coast. I did not mind. I 
would have minded if they hadn't come, for it is always re
assuring to have boys who know the people of a new dis
trict that one is about to enter. Had we not had so many 
friends I doubt if I would have gone on, for we had heard a 
certain amount of talk about the natives on the far side not 
wanting to see the "Patere." There is no use in taking un
necessary risks! So many came along that I thought every
thing would be O.K.-and so it proved. 

Up to that time we had had beautiful weather. Not once 
did we get a wetting But hardly were we over the divide. 
when we struck terrible rain. For about three hours we had 
to descend in it-a sorry crowd! I had no idea rain could be 
80 wet-it absolutely teemed. Going through the rivers 
seemed dry by comparison (that's stretched, isn't it 1). and 
on the central tableland. even at two and three thousand feet, 
the atmosphere is so cold by comparison with that at sea 
level that we were anything but comfortable. At last. late 
in the afternoon, we reached a village; normally, we would 
have exercised great care in entering. but, apart from just 
bunching uP. we marched right in. It must have been our 
sorry plight that made the people accept us as we came. Only 
a few of the younger ones, in terror, ran off to the bush. In 
this Villllg .... as in subsequent villages down to the Banoni 
Coast, they have never seen a white man before, so their 
surprise and wonder can easily be imagined. They made big 
nres, and prepared a great amount of food for all my boys, 
and did the right thing- in every way except one. Once they 
had become less afraid of me they could not see enough of 
yours truly. and that proved embarrassing on occasions. 
For instance, after a while I simply had to change. Imagine 
my dismay when in the middle of the operation (I had found 
what I thought to be a secluded spot. too!!) I heard a num
ber of startled "O-kaay's"; a number of the villagers had 
torn discreet holes in the sac-sac. and they were terrified to 
see my garments coming off, evidently thinking that 1 could 
take off a skin or two just as 1 liked. The good people have 
no thought of evil, they themselves, of course, wear at the 
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most a little leaf or two. Many wear nothing at all. It is a 
pleasure to see their innocence and simplicity. Many of the 
beach natives are shrewd now, but these mountain people 
are not-and, please God, they will long remain as they are. 

That night and several subsequent nights, some of the 
boys who had come with me from the eastern Eva, elected 
to watch. I do not think there was any danger, for the peo
ple seemed to take to us pretty well, but they thought it was 
safer, and they were the only ones that lost any sleep. 

On the Banoni side we found the natives Jiving in small 
settlements. Nothing in the line of a large village at all. 
This made it more difficult to get into touch with them, but 
once the people knew, they congregated at several small vil
lages along the road. Of course, I did not see all of them. 
The wonner, in the circumstances, was that I saw so many. 
Surely such success in getting into touch with such timid 
people, proves the assistance of God's Grace. The country 
was so rugged and mountainous that we could have gone 
through without seeing a soul. One could have passed within 
a hundred yards of their little hamlets without knowing 
they were there. Probably we did so pass, but we saw many 
too. 

And what did we do? Just tried to establish friendly 
relations; much too soon for any baptising yet, too soon even 
for an attempt to collect schoolboys, but much can be done 
to pave the way for subsequent visits. The Evo boys who 
accompanied us from the eastern side did wonderful work, 
explaining who I was, etc., etc. There was much medical 
work, injections and dressings. It was pretty "dirty" coun
try from that point of view, but a couple or three trips will 
clean it up. The natives do appreciate that. 

So we moved on, with a wetting almost whenever we 
moved, for it did rain on the other side of the Divide. OUT 
road lay just to the south of the great volcano, Bagana. One 
evening we slept pretty close to it, as close as the gate of the 
forest reserve is to Mt. Egmont. And I will never forget the 
wonderful sight it presented in the morning. It is perfectly 
cone-shaped, not unlike the peak of Egmont, but less impos
ing, for it is surrounded by lesser peaks. And from the sum
mit comes an enormous cloud of steam, rising thousands of 
feet in dazzling brilliance in the morning sunlight. The whole 
crater cap seems insecure, for the steam rises not only from 
the summit, but also from the surrounding slopes. They, too, 
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in the morning light, were tinged with many colours. The 
whole, framed in the deep green of the jungle-coloured moun
tains closer to us, made a never-to-be-forgotten picture. And 
later, when clouds had obscured the peak, the breeze brought 
us obvious traces of sulphur. A volcano is uncanny, yet it 
surely has some sort of attraction. 

I would like to make an expedition up that one, but it 
would be impossible, for a superstitious fear prevents the 
natives from going too close. One could not go without car
riers and what-nots. We went on till we were at last within 
one day of the western coast. All the eastern boys, after 
kindly farewells, went back. Being from the mountains, they 
had no desire to travel the long sea journey back on the 
"Raphael." 

I foresaw trouble for the last day. The people of the 
little village at which we slept told us that there was no 
track to the coast--that meant the country was no good
full of water. Swamp! I knew what that means, and would 
have turned back to the eastern coast, but I thought of the 
Bishop waiting and worrying down at Puruatu (our Banoni 
station), and I thought it best to try to push through. 
Lamentable decision. When they saw we were determined to 
go, a couple of the natives said they would corne with us to 
show us the best way. Well, they did! A little track led us 
out of the mountains, and then carne one of the most peculiar 
experiences of my life! We carne to a little basin, circled by 
high, steep hills, and we had to cross it. Apparently, origi
nally, there had been a lake in the basin, but rapid little 
streams running into it had brought down so much refuse 
that a sort of covering had been formed over the whole lake. 
a covering of trees, twigs, grasses, and other rubbish, at 
times two and three feet thick. And cut of it grew a long 
vicious swamp grass that stung whatever it touched. The 
boys who brought us knew a track over crust that was some
what thicker, and over we went. But it was weird! If one 
stood still for a moment, one became the centre of a rapidly 
descending depression, water meanwhi'e oozing through to 
form a small lake all about one. We had to walk at intervals 
of abcut ten yards, for whenever two coys go together, their 
weight proved too mueh for the crust, and they went right 
through into the lake. Then there was fun. Our guides had 
t old us to provide ourselves with long bamboos. Whenever 
a lad went through one of these was thrown down alongside 
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of him, and by grasping it he was able to pull himself up. 
The bamboo covered enough of the crust to give him some
thing to pull on. Merely struggling to get out was useless, 
for one merely pulled more and more of the crust to pieces, 
and involved oneself in an ever-widening circle of water. 
One could not go to the help of anyone that went down, or 
the confusion would be increased. The only thing was to 
stay in line, throw him a bamboo, and make encouraging re
marks! You can imagine the state we were in! Of course, 
it could have been great fun, but the place was full of croco
diles. .. On three occasions I went through, and, struggling 
to the top again, one had only to catch one's foot on a sub
merged stick or something to have visions of a gaping jaw. 
That took the fun out of it. It took us about an hour and a 
half to get across, but it was a long hour and a half. Then 
over a little mountain, and down on the plain again to the 
beach. It was a terrible walk j there was no more of the sub
merged lake business, but there were miles and miles of 
swamp (that might be a bit exaggerated, but we were going 
from 6 :30 a. m. until 3 p. m., and the only dry ground we 
found was over the little mountain), and for the greater part 
of the way we had to cut a track. Most of the day we were 
over our knees in water. The rivers in the swamp caused us 
trouble j we were all eautious because of the crocodiles (no 
use getting into an unnecessary argument with one of those 
lads), and we had to chop trees and improvise bridges for 
ourselves. But at last, about three in the afternoon, we ar
rived at the beach, right at a village called Koiare. The na.
tives speak the Banoni language, and often visited from the 
station at Puruatu. Many of them are baptised. They were 
astounded to hear how we had come (;md well they might 
be). I would never try to get from the mountains to the 
beach again on that side. Would not have done so that time, 
had it not been for the arrangement that the Bishop was to 
await our arrival at Puruatu. And those same natives made 
us grateful to be all safe, when they told of a crocodile who 
dragged away a woman only the week before. Rose near the 
bank and pulled her under, as she was filling her water con
tainer. 

But they, too, rather upset our plans. Of course, we were 
nearly all in, and I had intended to camp in Koiare the night 
and then go on to Puruatu the next day. Some boys had just 
arrived from Puruatu, and they said that the "Raphael" was 
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going to leave at dawn the next day for Kieta. I was sur
prised, for the arrangement with the Bishop had been defi
nite enough, but we were already some days over the time 
I had estimated, and I thought something might have 
changed his plans. I put it to the boys, and we decided to go, 
rather than to risk having to walk back over the mountains. 
And it was a terrible walk. It was still twelve miles to Puru
atu, along a beach of very soft sand, and a howling westerly 
with drenching rain coming at us from the sea. Only about 
nine at night did we reach the station, glad of the cover of 
darkness, for we were surely the sorriest looking crew ever! 
The Bishop had not intended to leave the next morning, so 
the Koiare boys came in for no small degree of abuse; luckily, 
I did not see any of them again! A nice hot shower, and a 
set of clean, dry clothes (I had had the foresight to send 
around a box on the "Raphael"' with a few things 1 thought 
might be useful), and a bit of nourishment, and being made 
the hero of the hour and all that sort of thing, made one feel 
pretty good. The Bishop, and Fathers Morel and Le Breton 
(Puruatu) and Grisward (Motuna) and Tonjes (Sovele were 
all there, and dear old Brother Karl. They were anxious, the 
Bishop thought we might be adorning the inside of some 
saucepan. But that's another region in which I :un now sure 
there is no cannibalism. 

The next morning I offered my Mass for Maurie; I had 
missed her anniversary in the mountains. 

The day was full enough, giving some injections for the 
Fathers at Banoni, taking pictures for the Bishop (I hope 
there will be some to send later on. I sent the negatives to 
Jack by this mail), inspecting the Puruatu property (I had 
never been there before), looking at Father Morel"s fine 
printing press, visiting the two Sisters, etc., etc. Puruatu is 
a very nice station and well situated, the only safe anchor
age on the whole of the western coast of Bougainville. The 
early Fathers had their heads screwed on the right way. If 
we have good anchorages and places now ('funuru had a safe 
anchorage, too, you know), it is thanks to them. 

The next morning after breakfast we set sail for Kieta. 
An too soon for me, but the Bishop was in a hurry. We set · 
Father Tonjes down at his coastal outlet of Mavaraka, and 
spent the night rounding the south-western corner of Bou
gainville. We struck a wicked sea! The poor little "Raphael"' 
did everything but sink! We were nearly all sick, Brother 
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Karl very kindly said that I was only sick because I was still 
weak after the walk over the mountains. Very nice of him, 
but I know that the night was not very enjoyable. Shortly 
after dawn we cast anchor at Buin Harbour on the south 
coast, and put down Father Grisward to go back to his place. 
Then we set off again, and running before a fair wind we 
reached Kieta about eight in the evening. 

It was Saturday, and I found that Father Seiller had 
gone round to look after Tunuru for the Sunday, so I stayed 
in Kieta and fixed up for them. Business had piled up, suffi
cient to keep me busy at the office for the best part of a 
couple of days, so you can guess that I was glad to see Tun
uru again on the Tuesday afternoon. The boys that came 
with me are now the heroes of the hour. It is funny at night 
to go along and find them sitting around their fires on the 
beach with a pop-eyed crowd of listeners. They look up and 
see me, and are a wee bit shamefaced, for fear I will give all 
away, but I never do. They stuck well by me in the moun
tains, it wouldn't be fair for me to go and destroy the effect 
of their innocent little narratives!!! 

And since, there has been more excitement. Last week
end the Arava natives had a big "sing-sing," as big as any I 
have seen yet, hut perhaps more artificial than the mountain 
ones, for these people are a hit sophisticated. It means an
other night without a wink of sleep, for the poor folk would 
have been very disappointed if their own "Patere" had not 
attended. So you see there are social obligations even here!! 
But I am sure I have described a "sing-sing" to you before, 
and there is no use in repeating it. 

The new wharf at Tunuru is practically finished now. 
My own boys are making steps and cutting heavy planks for 
the wooden portion at the end. It is a great advantage when 
one is approaching or leaving the station by sea. It is very 
convenient for the handling of cargo that comes by schooner, 
it all has to come that way. At dead low tide there is still 
eleven feet of water at the end of the wharf, about sixteen 
or seventeen at high tide. Enough for the biggest schooner 
in the Solomons. 

Don't think there is any more now. I can hear you say, 
"Just about time he finished." 

Please give my regards, Dad, to all that may ask after 
me. Especially to Gl'8nddad and to Uncle James. Uncle Willie 
also writes to me quite regularly, and gives the impression 
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that Uncle James is with you almost permanently. Is that 
right? If so, I am glad. Did Granddad get a little bottle of 
gold that I once posted him? And does he think it is the 
right stuff? 

Above all, unite as many as possible with you in pray
ing for Tunuru, and for your very loving son. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, 
Sunday, November 1st, 1931. 

My Dear Jack, 
Ever so many thanks for your letter of September 17th, 

and for the coin. The £50 arrived safely, and was quite a leg
up. The money order has not come through yet, but it will 
come tomorrow, they always come later, for they have to 
be re-issued in Sydney. Ever so many thanks. 

Am sending you another package of butterflies; this 
time for Wanganui Convent. Hope you don't think I'm too 
much of a sore. Did you manage to get the others to Auck
land? 

Did Uncle Willie manage to send you a couple of sticks? 
I enclosed them in a case of curios for him. 

Am concerned about Father Schaefer. Please tell me all 
about him when you write. 

And am concerned about that beetle of yours. If the 
back spokes break and all that sort of thing, you might be 
found against a lamppost any day. And that's embarrassing, 
for they smell your breath and everything! So please be 
careful. If necessary sell the bug, and get a new Ford. 

Mass for you, please God, December 26th. Many happy 
returns. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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My Dear Dad,-
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

Sunday, November 1st, 193L 

Was ever so glad to get your letter of 8/12/31 by the 
Jast "Marsina." Cheers! One came from Jack, too, so I 
haven't got a grouch at all this time. And Jack's had en
closed the further gift from you-ever so many thanks. It 
is useless trying to thank you adequately, but you know how 
I feel about it. The school depends very much on what I can 
get myself. The Bishop told me (regretfully) that I could 
not hope to get very much help from the general fund (there 
is no such thing). And I would not like to have to close down, 
for only now are the boys beginning to show some real re
sults. In another twelve months or so, please God, it will be 
possible to start placing them as Catechists, and then the 
work will begin to go ahead. So for the time being I must 
try to keep going. People have been very good, so much so 
that I have not had to beg at all, and, please God, I will not 
have to. Times are so hard that it is hard to ask people .. . • 
And I don't know that I am much of a hand at that business 
anyway. I am afraid there is a dirty streak in me some
where. 

The sick call pouch from Mother Gonzaga arrived 
safely. By next mail I must write and thank her. 

Last time there was such a terrible budget that you1l 
be glad of a short note this time. I have been out for a three 
weeks' trip since I last wrote, an interesting tour, too, for it 
involved a good deal more new country. There is not so very 
much more now, one more such trip or perhaps, two, and the 
whole of the district will have been visited, a remote prepara
tion for actual work. Much could be said about this trip. too 
-more than last letter perhaps-but the steamer is coming 
to Kieta in the morning, and it is 10 p. m. now-WOW! Of 
course. I was going to write and all that a couple of days ago, 
but Father McConville blew in unexpectedly from Mokakuru. 
the new station that he is establishing down in Siwai. He 
ran out of stores and everything down there, and so he had 
to make a trip to Kieta to ask us what about it. And, after 
delivering his oration in Kieta, he came right on to the Uni
versity! And we do talk when we get together, and so we 
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just talked. I plead guilty, and ask you to forgive me if this 
letter is short and mi~e)'able. 

At present I am Procurator of the Mission. Father Boch 
was holding the position while Father Wache was in Sydney 
on sick list, but Father McConville was shifted over here to 
BOllgainviIJe, and Father Boch had to go back to Faisi, so I 
was asked to take the job until Father Wache comes back to 
us. I don't wish him any harm, but I hope he hurries up. Pro
curator is a wicked job these days. One would need to be a 
first-class Hebrew. And the job involves a lot of work too, 
quite enough to keep one man occupied all the time. So you 
can guess what it is like with the district and the school and 
what-not!! Hoots, mon! ! ! 

Very bad reports have been arriving up here from the 
British Solomons. They have had a very severe earthquake 
down on Malaita. Severe enough to cause many deaths, even 
in this land of sac-sac houses, and the coast of San Cristoval 
has been ravaged by a severe epidemic of influenza. It did 
come through that over two thousand had died on Malaita, 
but I am not too sure about that. So the poor people down 
there are having a bad time. Here we have the depression 
and all that, and things are pretty hard, but up to the pres
ent, thank God, we have not had any of these extraordinary 
visitations. Nothing more terrible than influenza up here. 
The natives have not yet built up any natural resistance to 
the disease (as we have), and it just carries them off in 
bunches. 

My Prof. seems to be doing well enough in the school. 
He relieves me of all the A.B.C. and the 1-2-3 work, and when 
I go off it is always with a greater sense of security than be
fore For if anything does happen he can always give the 
boys a call down and tell them what "Patere" will do to them 
when he comes back. 

I think I had better let it go at that this time, Dad. I 
could belt off a bit more, but there are a lot more letters that 
must be attended to to-night, and so! And anyway, I suppose 
you are tired of reading of all my Buffalo Bill stunts through 
the "wilds of New Guinea" and what not!!! 

Perhaps I will not get a chance to send another letter off 
to reach you before Xmas. My first Mass-at midnight-
please God, will be for you .. . . With all my love. Kindest 
regards to all who may ask for me. Love to Granddad. Please 
try to unite all with you in praying for your loving son. 

E. C. l:lcHARDY, 80M. 



170 BLAZING THE TRAIL 

Tunuru, 
Thursday, December 3rd, 1931. 

My Dear Jack,-
I'm the good boy. After last steamer I got to work and 

knocked off spills on all the snaps to date. They are enclosed. 
A certain amount of repetition must be inevitable at times; 
the good old grey matter just cannot remember all the things 
I have said before, but you will forgive me, please. I only 
hope I don't spill different tales on the backs of like snaps!! 

How is Father Schaefer? Haven't heard from him for 
some time, and am a bit anxious. 

Some few negatives are enclosed again this time. Also 
some masterpieces of my boys. Be indulgent, for they have 
been here only eighteen months yet. 

Cheerio! Mass for you on Boxing Day-please' God. 
Love. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

171 

Thursday, December 3rd, 1931. 

The Nor'west is in and it is so wet and muddy that I feel 
myself getting web-footed. 

Of course, all sorts of things have been happening to 
keep me from my mail. On Tuesday night a boy came down 
from the mountains to tell me that twins had been born in 
one of my villages away up, so yesterday I had a little excur
sion up to baptise them. Even the normal native child, new 
born, is the tiniest affair, and I was afraid that if I delayed 
one or perhaps the two of these little ones would die. So yes
terday at dawn I was off. I found them both to be normal 
sized children, and both apparently in very good form. They 
put up a terrible howl when I poured the water on them, any
way. A boy and a girl. It is the first instance of twins that I 
have known up here, and all the natives are so excited about 
the occurrence that it is obviously infrequent. The mother 
and father are so proud. 

And since I last wrote I have had a little excursion away 
up the coast to the new portion of the district. Man! It goes 
a long way now, about fifty or sixty mile. But visiting the 
villages along the coast is not-such bad fun, far easier and 
more enjoyable than a trip through the mountains. Of 
course a boat is the thing. I get a loan of the "Ave Maria" 
from Kieta. She is a twenty-foot launch, with a single cylin
der, very old motor in her (she has been here for over twenty 
years, but she still goes. (At least she hasn't yet stopped 
when we were in a tight corner.) Right from the beginning 
the trip is easier; going to the mountains all the packs have 
to be made ready, and it is always hard to get things small 
enough and compact enough to be carried, and just to avoid 
jealousy one has to see that all the packs are about the same 
size and the same weight. When one is going out for a fort
night or three weeks the making of the packs is no end of a 
job. One has to take so much stuff, Mass box, baptism box, 
medicine box, food, bed, clothing (for one would be a boob not 
to calculate on getting wet every day), and tobacco and pipes 
and calicoes, to buy food for the carriers, and to give little 
presents if that be necessary. Going through the mountains 
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the boys have to be left a certain margin for their own blan
kets, etc., for it is very cold away up on top, and the beach 
lads feel it very keenly. Going on a boat there is none of 
that. One can just biff all one's stuff into boxes, taking a bit 
of care to watch into which box goes what (for future con
venience), and tell the boys to put it on board. There is none 
of the puffing up and down mountains. One just sits back. 
(I have a chair the boys made out of jungle vines, and it is 
just the thing for the boat.) The boat chugs along, and after 
a while one gets there. While ashore at the villages one is 
busy, busier than one is after arriving at a mountain village, 
and one is fresher and more ready for it. The beach people 
know more about the white people, and one has not to be so 
careful about treading on their corns; at times out in the 
mountains, especially in new and uncontrolled areas, one has 
to use a ~ood bit of tact to avoid "situations," but one is safe 
enough all along the beach. So if one does not make a picnie 
out of such a trip it is largely one's own fault. I often sit, 
back, reading my breviary or a novel or something (!) and 
think about the thousands of American millionaires who are 
willing to pay for such cruises around the mystic tropical 
isles-and there! Of course, when one strikes a nor'wester
but why talk about that! The "Ave Maria" is a sturdy little 
boat, heart of Kauri all through, so 1 feel quite at horne in it. 
I have had the waves going clean over the engine room hous
ing, pretty well and all that, but she was wonderfully sea
worthy. 

And so the visit to the new portion of the district was 
something of a holiday; only two days did we get bad weather 
at sea, surely a record for the north-west season. According 
to the old division there were five coastal villages to the 
north of Tunuru; the new division gives six more still fur
ther north. Three of them have Catechists and chapels, and 
everything is going well, but in the others things will have 
to be worked up. But the people are well disposed, and only 
need someone to help them a bit. That part of it is not so 
bad, but one of these days I will have to get a trip into the 
new hinterland-same old mountaineering stunts again, and 
to a people quite unknown. Even the beach people do not 
know them, for they have a different language, and live well 
back into the mountains. I am not too sure that it will be 
easy to get in there. But we'll see. Depots will have to be 
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made along the coast, for a start, and one will have to work 
from them. 

Languages are a terrible difficulty. In the old Tunuru 
district there were four completely distinct languages (Na.
sioi, Torau, Sumeku, and Evo), and two dialects, and in the 
new portion there are at least three more. And, believe me, 
these native languages are not things to be picked up in five 
minutes. Luckily, in two of the new villages the people, even 
the women, are quite at home with pidgin, so everything is 
all right there, but two of the languages will have to be 
learned to some extent. One hasn't the time that one would 
like to swot them. (Hard luck story!) 

Coming down the coast I called in at Numa-Numa, the 
main plantation of the Buka Plantations and Trading Co., 
Ltd. (Another difference between the mountains and the 
coast. Leaving home for the mountains one knows one will 
not see another white face until one comes back-with a pos
sible exception of a call at the goldfields-but along the coast 
there are plantations at intervals of ten or twenty miles, so 
one is never so far away from "civilisation.") It is a huge 
place, miles and miles of coconuts. They ship over a hun
dred tons of copra a steamer. There are two white families 
and a couple of single men and over two hundred native 
labourers on the place, so you can see that it is some show. 
At present, as the company has been feeling the low price of 
copra, everything is pretty neglected and only the most essen
tial works have been carried out, but normally there are beau
tiful gardens there, and all sorts of things. They have a 
"Ford" car, and a truck, and a tractor, for there are miles of 
roads through the place back to the different drying houses. 
They were good to me there. Mr. Thomson, the manager, is 
a very good sort. We dodged around a little in "Elizabeth" 
('nuff said!!). Strangely enough, I met a Mr. Good, a 
mechanic on the place. For six years (1920-6) he was in 
N.Z., working in different garages in the North and South 
Islands, so we had something to talk about. They gave me a 
pressing invitation to call in whenever I am passing, and I 
will. Only late last Saturday night did I get home, and it is 
always good to get home after a bit of wandering. It is bet
ter now the schoolmaster is able to keep things going when 
I am away. He is more used to things now, and seems to like 
it pretty well. Every week-end when I am home I give him 
free, and he usually manages to get down to Kieta for a 
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game of tennis with the white people there, and that relieves 
the monotony for him. 

While I was up north the Bishop returned to Kieta, but 
I have not seen him yet. Probably I will have a yarn with 
him when I go down to the steamer this week-end. He has 
been away a long time now, three months and more. It will 
be good-oh to see him again. Father Boch should be up from 
Faisi for the steamer, too, so we should be a happy little 
party. 

Father Wache, who has been away for some months on 
sick leave, is coming back on this steamer. He is to take 
charge of the Procure. That will mean some relief for me, 
because of late I have been doing quite a lot of that work, but 
I don't know what it will be like for him. If they told me 
that I had to take over the Procure just now, in these hard 
times, I am afraid I would be immediately a candidate for 
sick leave, too. It is a bit too much for a Caledonian to have 
to put up with such a ledger. 

There was no letter from you by the last steamer, nor 
from Jack either, but I am hoping for a pretty good rake off 
this time. 

And how is Granddad? Be sure to give him my love. Tell 
him that it is just possible they will start the goldfield up the 
hill, but it will be all machinery, and the crushing of quartz. 
None of the lovely old gold rushes that he used to tell us 
about. 

And give my kindest regards to Uncle James. 
This will probably be a bit late to renew my good wishes 

for Christmas, but you know that they are there, and mid
night Mass, please God, will be for you. I am never forget
ting you. 

My regards to all who may ask for me. Were I to see 
the Bishop I am sure he would tell me to send you his re
gards. He often talks of you, and gives me that message, and 
it is my fault if you do not get it. 

Best love, Dad. Pray always for your loving son, 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, Kieta, BougainviIle, 
New Guinea Territory, 

Sunday, January 3rd, 1932. 

No time for a long spill this time. Am just back from 
Kieta and have heard that the "Raphael" is off to Faisi to
morrow night to connect there with the "Mataram," so I 
seize the chance to send just a few lines. Just as well the 
occasion offers, too, or you would be thinking that I had be
come defunct. Fact! We are not getting another steamer 
back to Kieta until February (pretty well on), and the "Mon
toro" came last on December 5th. My helmet! No Christ;.. 
mas mail nor "nuffin" until about the middle of February. 

Christmas is over and gone again, a right busy time 
here. Twenty-four adult baptisms before midnight Mass, and 
half a dozen added to them for First Holy Communion. Most 
of the baptisms were my own schoolboys. One would be of 
steel not to get a bit of a kick out of that. 

Troubles are looming ahead. Must build a bigger chapel, 
and ... and . .. and all sorts of things. It is not the best time 
to try to do anything. Even on an ordinary fine Sunday there 
are people outside the present Church. Funny to think that 
a fair percentage of them are not baptised, but they are all 
heading that way. Pray for us, Jack. 

The Bishop went to the south of Bougainville just be
fore Christmas, opening a new Church for Father Grisward 
in Siwai. I think he will be back about the 12th of this 
month. He is O.K, and often asks for you (much more often 
than I can give him information-dirty dig that!), and asks 
me to convey to you his episcopal greetings. 

I did a spell in the bush early in December, tough going, 
too, just now, for old Sol is dead overhead for most of the 
morning, and it pours during the afternoons--so there! The 
nor'west is with us this year with a vengeance, a particularly 
wicked one. 

No letter from you since ... (I am not going to take down 
the files to tell you the exact date-it would be too cold 
blooded!) If the February steamer does not bring one, I will 
be dreadfully cross! ! ! 

Think I had better ring off and belt off a line to Dad. 
There won't be time tomorrow, for it takes at least four 
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hours to get mail from here to Kieta, and the lad has got to 
hop to do it in that. So cheerio! I didn't forget you on Box
ing Day. Mass at Tunuru was for you. Pray always for your 
loving brother. 

E. C. McHARDY. S.M. 
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Tunuru, February 4th, 1932. 
(10:15 p. m., so this will be short.) 

My Dear Jack,-
Very many thanks for your long letter of November 

26th. Very much appreciated. 
I was grieved to hear about Dad, but I am glad you told 

me, and I hope you send a little word as regularly as possible. 
Pictures arrived safely-all O.K. Pretty good this time. 

Ever so many thanks for all the trouble you go to on my be
half. You are an ace, and I do appreciate it. But I am sure 
that all those negatives will be worth while. The slides, too, 
sound very attractive to me. I think you had better keep 
the outfit in N.Z. for the time being. Should I change my 
mind and want it up here I will let you know. I have another 
box of bugs to send. Father Poncelet sent them along, 
beetles and what nots, I think, rather than butterflies, but I 
will probably send them off by the next steamer. 

The money order arrived safely. M.O. is satisfactory 
way of sending money here, Australian notes are convenient, 
too, and at present you should be able to make a little on 
them at your end. (With money orders the benefit of the ex
change rate is always lost. I am not sure where it goes, but 
it doesn't come to E.C.) 

I will remember about the curios. Would you like the 
next lot sent to yourself? 

I think the Bishop will have replied to your letters ere 
this. Don't be too tough cn him. He has been travelling 
about a lot, and, of course, his mail always comes to Kieta, 
and has to lie there in wait for him, sometimes a long time. 
And he is not at the pinnacle of correspondence perfection 
that your young brother has attained. 

No more just now. You can see that they keep me hop. 
ping around. The best way to be. Have been a bit off lately 
with fever, but it has been a terribly wicked three months. 
And a toothache is the "divil," I don't intend to let that doc
tor in Kieta at it again (still bits of bone corning out of his 
last effort!!) and I don't quite know what to do. Time will 
tell. The old dial manages to keep a grin and that's the main 
thing. But pray always for your loving little brother. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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My Dear Dad,-
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Tunuru, Kieta, Bougainville, 
New Guinea Territory, 

February 4th, 1932 

Again there has been some change in the steamer tim&
table--result, we are to receive a visit from the new m.v. 
"Macdhui" before the end of the week-so here goes. 

The last mail brought letters from Jack and Uncle Willie, 
and both spoke of your illness. I am very grieved, dear Dad., 
and hope that you are well on the road to recovery very long 
ere this. Needless to say, I immediately offered Holy Mass 
for you . .. and you know I never forget. May God bless you 
always. 

Towards the beginning of last month I managed to get 
off a note to you via Faisi, I hope it arrived safely. There 
was not very much in it, but it would serve to show that I 
am not forgetting . . .. 

Not much to relate since I last wrote, but there have 
been terrible earthquakes, and the weather has been :-:
:-:-:-! 

They have been pretty solid, but there is not too much 
danger here. Even if a sac-sac house did collapse on top of 
one, one's head would merely go through the leaves som&
where! (You can imagine it in a funny picture, can't you 7) 
Of course, there is always the possibility of a subsidence or 
a crack in the ground or something, but that's not the bright 
side of things at all, is it 7 Up to the present, no very great 
damage has been done at Tunuru. On Saturday evening I 
came in after nearly three weeks in the mountains, and what 
confusion in my digs ! Books, goods, and chattels spilled 
everywhere, and, on top of all my big "Aladdin" lamp shaken 
off the table, and smashed to pieces. This latter was rather 
more than a joke, for one has to have a lamp to help one to 
belt off one's correspondence at nights, but I am ordering an
other by this mail. It was one of the few valuable, breakable 
articles around the place, and it had to capsize. 

Many people were very perturbed, but that doesn't help 
matters very much. It is just a year (yesterday) since the 
bad shake in Hawke's Bay. I cannot but think often of the 
dear old Seminary, and of the lads. And of Stevenson, who 
was to have been coming here even now. Guess he would 
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not thank me for wishing him back in the Northern Solomon 
Islands! My Mass yesterday morning was for them all. 

And the weather! Of course, we can expect it to be a bit 
unsettled during the nor'west season, but this year it has 
quite eclipsed itself. Thunder and lightning and rain and 
wind! Fortunately, there is a range of hills at the back of 
Tunuru that shelters it from the full force of the nor'west. 
The bay in front (the Tunuru wharf included), provides one 
of the best anchorages on the whole coast during the nor'
west season. So you can see that Tunuru is no mean place. 

But on Sunday evening we did get it, not wind, but 
thunder and lightning. And when it thunders here it does 
thunder. And the same for the lightning. But on Sunday, 
somehow or other, we seemed to be right in the centre of the 
business. The lightning would glare out for seconds on end, 
and then would come a terrible detonation. 

The boys were all terribly scared. Emmet was telling 
them that everything was O.K. and that the storm would 
soon be finished. (And just quietly, Emmet was feeling a 
suspicious coolness up and down the backbone whenever one 
of those thunder claps went off!!). But really, they rocked 
the house. One would have thought that the very explosion 
would have smashed everything. Then some fool went to the 
tank to get a drink (just as though the rain was not coming 
down hard enough). I am not too sure just what happened, 
but came the most vivid flash of all, and the worst detonation 
of all, and we found the lad lying by the tank, quite insen
sible, and with a horrid gash right across his forehead. I 
thought he was done for, and we carted him in and I washed 
and dressed the wound, and he came round. He is walking 
about again, and still has a sore head, but he was a pretty 
lucky lad. What do you think? The little incident upset the 
morale of the lads pretty badly, but I made them hop around 
in all sorts of directions for all sorts of useless things (all cal
culated to restore the sick man) and mercifully the storm 
soon abated. But it was a wicked affair. 

What a "hard luck" story you will think this letter is, 
Dad, if I keep on like this. Let's change the subject. 

The trip to the bush, as usual, was interesting, but a 
little more strenuous than usual, thanks to the tough 
weather. Belay the weather, I don't seem to be able to get it 
out of this letter at all. Went away back into new country 
again, really over the boundary of my district into the Kieta 
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district. But there is no quarrel about that. Father Seiller. 
who is in charge of Kieta, has been there for over twenty-five 
years, and you can guess that he is not now too fresh on tear
ing up and down mountains. He nearly fell on my neck with 
delight when he heard that I had been to some of the more 
remote of his villages. A way back in the central plateau, for 
over a week, I was knocking round at an altitude of over 
eight hundred metres. (Forgive me for mentioning it in 
metres, but I have an altimeter that measures in metres, 
and it is such a terrible fag to multiply it by forty point 
something, and then divide it all by twelve again. Aren't you 
ashamed of the son you once taught mathematics 1) It was 
pretty tough up there. It would be fine to go and stay a 
month doing nothing). But cold! My helmet! I nearly froze 
every night. And with all available trousers and singlets on, 
too, and my big rug. The whole trouble is that after being 
a week or two at sea level, one is convinced that it is impos
sible to get cold again. And so one toddles off rather ill pro
vided for in the line of blankets. Never again! E.C. has 
taken a strong resolution to take at least two heavy blankets 
(one of which is always your rug) on all subsequent trips to 
any place over four hundred metres So there! But up in 
those places, especially at this time of the year, one is in the 
clouds most of the time, and it is cold. I had mostly mountain 
boys with me as carriers, which was fortunate, for the few 
beach boys suffered keenly. Long before dark their plan was 
to start breaking firewood. They would make a big fire and 
sleep round it. So close that one night one lad poked his hand 
right in. There was a howl that reminded everyone in the 
village of the old days, and made the older men jump for 
their spears and bows and arrows--and the result 1 An arm 
singed, for me to pour some oil on! Dozens of funny little 
things like that (looking at it, of course, not from the poor 
singed one's point of view), make one chuckle along the road. 

Father Boch, of course, has gone back to Faisi. I am 
glad, for his heart is down there, but I miss him up here; he 
was always kindness itself to me. I have had a letter from 
him since Xmas. He had over two thousand Communions 
round the Christmas season, absolutely everyone of his eight 
hundred people were present. the few remaining pagan poly
gamists included. He usually manages to rope tho~e birds 
in at the hour of death. Surely he is a trump. I think that 
is about all now, Dad. It is just on 5 p.m., and I must be off 
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over to Arava to hear confessions for tomorrow (First 
Friday). Confessions are the bane of my existence here, 
about a hundred a week. That doesn't seem very many, but 
the climate doesn't help, and at Tunuru they are liable to . 
corne at one in any of the four languages. Sometimes I find 
myself giving a neat little bit of abuse in a language of which 
the poor penitent dces not understand a word. But surely 
God will straighten many things out, and I hope He makes 
many allowances. Cheerio, Dad. Love to Granddad and Uncle 
James. I never forget you in my prayers and Masses, and I 
know you remember your loving son, 

E. C, McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tunuru, March 15th, 1932. 

My Dear Jack,-
The box of prints came, and the bigger picture of my 

Chinaman friend. I have not seen him since, but I sent them 
in to him. I will enclose his acknowledgment. It might tickle 
you. The orange kai mentioned at the end was a thumping 
big bag of oranges. They hit the right spot. 

Has Paterson gone out of business? You haven't sent 
me any of his sketches for ever so long. Daily bread to me, 
almost, those things. I am quite worried about little Eric of 
Berhampore and Henry. 

Had a bad innings since the last steamer. Malaria was 
severly gastric, and somehow or other it got mixed up with a 
bit of pneumonia. But I am better now, only the old tissues 
are very slow in picking up. The longer one dodges malaria 
the harder it hits one in the end. Pretty annoying is a bit 
of toothache. Someday I may see a chance to hop over to 
Rabaul, but it is a long expensive trip for a toothache. 

How is your bug going? 
I like the look of the projection outfit. And the selection 

of slides is O.K. Should be pretty interesting. How do they 
show up on a screen? 

I have posted a box of beetles this time, companion set 
to your butterflies. Have the others gone to the Convents 
yet? 

Cheerio. Love from your lazy brother. 

E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Tuesday, March 14, 1932 

My trip down to the last "Macdhui" was very successful. 
I came home with a letter from you in my pocket (at least 
it was in my pocket sometimes). It was written on Christ
mas Day, and was a splash. Ever so many thanks, Dad. I do 
love to get them, but don't write too much if you find it a 
strain. Just the tiniest word is enough. 

I do hope you are feeling quite O. K. again. No need to 
assure you that you are not forgotten in the prayers and 
Masses at Tunuru. 

Surely the old Watino road has changed a lot even in the 
few short years since I left. 

Here things have been very quiet since the last steamer. 
At least I have been pretty quiet. Scarcely was I home after 
working the steamer cargo when I began my first real tussle 
with gastric malaria. For a week or two I did not feel very 
full of beans, but then I began to get the upper hand. Since 
then I have not been over-exerting the old tissues. To tell 
the truth, I've hardly been off the station since the last 
steamer (shame!), but the time has not been altogether 
wasted. First, there was a tremendous overhaul of all the 
station books. (They are all lovely now.) If only the Bishop 
would come and see them he would have to admit that I am 
a very good boy, and since then there has been going on a 
mighty clean up of the epistolary conscience. Poor old thing 
wasn't too spotless. Found a lot of letters, neatly pigeon
holed "to be answered" dating from a year ago and more. 
Some from people that I have been abusing wholesale for not 
writing, and I had to turn all the abuse unto myself. But 
that sort of thing is inevitable, you know. (I try to excuse 
myself.) A big bunch of letters comes every steamer. They 
are read, consumed, devoured, and then slipped in the "to be 
answered" box. There they remain until about a week before 
the next steamer, and then they all come out in a hurry, and 
a wild and woolly time begins for the typewriter. (My little 
bus really should have extra cooling devices!!) Then the eve 
of the steamer comes, or the steamer comes early or some
thing, and some are left unanswered, and that one miss 
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means a delay of three months, and it only takes two or three 
misses to make a year, and there's one's good name as a cor
respondent completely washed out. 

So a bit of a rest is a good thing for the mail, though a 
bad thing for the Father Procurator. I sent down a bunch of 
letters to Father Wache the other day, asking him to post 
them for me. I don't think he has quite recovered yet. 

Luckily the Bishop was away while I was having my 
little spell. He has wicked memories of the efficacious way in 
which I cured him of gastric malaria last Easter, and he has 
always been awaiting the chance to cure me! And a really 
first-class chance came, and he was away up in Buka. He re
turned from the north the week before last, but to find me, 
of course, quite beyond his tender mercies! He insisted that 
I go to Kieta for some few days last week, but he could do 
nothing. So I run still in the lead. The Bishop is having his 
own troubles these days. Lately there has been a deal of 
sickness amongst the older Fathers, and he has been at his 
wit's ends to replace them. Now, very reluctantly, he has 
been forced to close the station at Puruatu, Banoni Coast. 
And the other day the "Gabriel" arrived up from Faisi to say 
that Father Boch is quite helpless, crippled completely with 
sciatica. He is suffering very much, and has been unable to 
say Mass for over a month. I know what that means, terrible 
suffering! Evidently he will have to go to Sydney for a 
period. So Father McConville will have to leave South Bou
gain ville and go back to Faisi; as soon as the "Gabriel" ar
rived up the Bishop sent the "Raphael" south for Father Me. 
He should be on his way to Kieta today, and probably tomor
row night he will be off for the British Solomons. I am sad 
to think of Father Boch suffering so much. If only he will 
consent to go away for a spell he will be all right again, please 

·God. 
Surely there are many hard days ahead of the Bishop. 

Looking casually at the Index, he seems to be pretty well off, 
for he has twenty-one men, but many of them are getting old 
and are unable to cover their districts. The question is, who 
is to cover the ground? At present it is hard enough to look 
after the fourteen thousand baptised people that we have
and what of the thousands more, so willing and ready to enter 
the Church? It almost makes one cry at times. But, please 
God, help will come some day, and it will be ever so welcome. 
There seems to be an idea in Europe that there is no more 
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real Mission work to be done in the Pacific-I have had let
ters from Differt (the big scholasticate over there) that have 
said as much. The lads don't want to come out here to do 
parish work, they say they can get that sort of work in 
France! Gosh! If I had a loan of a few of those lads for a 
week or two ... Hundreds of villages here yet still absolutely 
untouched-and no motor cars and what not to run about in. 
Surely our working conditions would satisfy the most fastid
ious. And away out far north, there is always a chance of 
putting one's foot in it, and getting a harp (if a chap feels 
so inclined!!!) I have written a couple of pretty vigorous let
ters on the subject. 

Finances, too, must give His Excellency a bad moment now 
and again. Naturally enough the allocation from the Propa
gation of the Faith was smaller this year, despite an all
round increase in staff. And donations from the South have 
fallen off incredibly. These, added to the utter collapse of 
the copra market, made the Bishop call upon us all to watch 
the bawbees very rigorously. At present there is a debt, but 
we are hoping that the worst is over. For some months cop
ra has risen steadily, and the market seems to be stabilising. 
Kieta received £11 a ton for its last shipment, and at that 
there is a reasonable margin. (The lowest price we received 
was £4/10/-, and we made a loss on that shipment.) If cop
ra even keeps at this price (of course, everyone hopes it will 
go higher) and if we watch things carefully, it won't be so 
very long before we are out of the wood, and able to strike 
out a bit more. So if I had financial dismals in my last let
ter, Dad, don't take me too seriously; when I get the word 
to close down, then I will put up a howl! And anyway, cash 
is not everything. St. Peter and the other boys did not have 
too much when they started off, yet they did a good job! 

The weather has been settling a bit, but we are still in 
the northwest, and it is liable to change very quickly, and go 
wicked. Not long ago I had a nasty experience. There are 
no Sisters at Tunuru yet, so any little girls that I can find 
for baptism I have to take down to the Sisters at Kicta. Well 
one day not so long ago I managed to assemble half a dozen 
at Tunuru, all from the mountains. It was a beautiful morn
ing as we set out in the "Ave Maria," and they were all 
thrilled to be having their first launch ride. But round the 
first point, and on into the big open bay, and a nor'west 
squall hit us like nothing! It was safe enough, for the "Ave 
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Maria" is a good sturdy boat, but those poor little girls. 
Every now and then we shipped a wave, and occasionally the 
"Ave Maria" dipped her nose into the sea, and those wee ones 
were terrified and sick. I didn't know what to do; they 
screamed and lay on the floor of the boat and were sick and 
rolled about. Talk about a picnic. After an eternity of 
chugging along-which wasn't really so long after all for the 
nor'wester was helping us in its own queer way-we slipped 
round the point into Kieta Harbour. But they stayed hud
dled together, and it was a sorry little band that I delivered 
to the Sisters that evening. Strangers, and cold and wet, 
and afraid, and sick! But the Sisters soon put them right 
and the next day they were pretty good again. (And willing 
perhaps to believe that I did not deliberately try to drown 
them all!) 

I have just had a little note from Kieta. Father Seiller 
sends me up three more schoolboys. (My aunt, that gives 
me seventy-three again, and I was trying to cut down a bit!) 
The poor Father was bitten by a centipede on Sunday after
noon, and he says it was a terrible experience. "One day of 
Purgatory-awful." He has been unable to say Mass, but 
this afternoon the pain is easing off a little, and he hopes to 
be O.K to-morrow. Such bites are surely wicked things-
they cause great pain. 

1 know at least one Father who would run a mile rather 
than greet a centipede. Great long nasty looking things 
(from eight inches to a foot seems to be the most dangerous 
length) that can scud along. 

This must be a queer letter, Dad, begun in the after
noon, and interrupted ever so often. There have been peo
ple to sell taros, and others for injections, and others for ad
vice, and others to see if "Patere" was in a good humour to
day (on the off chance of getting a stray stick of tobacco), 
and so on. I doubt if I have had a straight quarter of an 
hour at it. So you will forgive me if it is pretty disconnect
ed, and not very interesting. Anyway, I told you pretty near
ly that nothing interesting had happened during the month. 
But it will show at least that you still have the major place 
in my remembrance and affection. 

Pleaec give my luve to Granddad and to Uncle James. and 
remember me to any others who may be kind enough to ask 
for me. And try to unite all with you in praying for your 
loving son. E. C. McHARDY, S.M. 
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Lewisham Private Hospital, Sydney, 
May 19th, 1932. 

Your note of May 12th came in yesterday morning, 
much to my joy. And your radiogram came along safely 
the other day. I did not radio an answer for at the moment 
I could not give a satisfactory answer. Even yet I cannot. 
For the time being there is nothing to do but await develop
ments here. I would like to get over very much, more espec
ially as Dad is so ill. I don't think our Provincial will make 
very much difficulty about a little trip across the Tasman, 
but for the time being the doctors are on me with both feet. 

Bad gastric malaria followed by pneumonia gave the 
KO. For a month before leaving Tunuru I did not keep a 
thing on the old stomach. Not productive of strength. The 
Bishop (whose letters you have no doubt received) gave me 
my marching orders, so there was nothing else for it. Pret
ty wicked trip down-windows broken on the "Macdhui" and 
all that sort of thing. 

Now for a bit of a secret, Jack, about which I will be 
grieved if you worry even a little. A couple of doctors have 
been mauling me. X-Rays, blood tests, sputum examina
tions, and what not have revealed T.B.-left lung badly af
fected, right lung less seriously. Now, old boy, not a bit of 
worry about that! I am grieved only that I have let the 
Bishop down, that I have fallen down on a job where there is 
so much to be done, and where men are so essential. The 
doctors, like most of their ilk, are very reticent, but I think 
I am right in judging from their guarded statements that 
there is some danger, apparently not immediately. 

I was glad you did not come over at once, much as I 
would like to see you. For the time being it is better for you 
to be within striking distance of Dad. Should things here b&
gin to go heavily on the debit side, I will let you know in 
plenty of time. 

That's the posish, Jack, and remember there is nothing 
to worry about. As I say, it is a grief to fall down on the 
job especially as things seem to be swinging so well, but God 
knows what He is doing, and if He wants to take me as He 
took Maurie, what should we be but delighted to fulfil His 
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holy will. Remember only to pray for your little brother, 
that he may not neglect the graces that come his way. 

I wrote Dad from the steamer, telling him of general 
exhaustion and tired feeling. It is hardly necessary yet to 
tell him of the T.B. part of the business. He might be dis
tressed, and in view of a possible favourable turn, there is 
no use in worrying him more than necessary. To-day I will 
not write him, for the old energy is at a minimum, -and I 
am disobeying the doctor's orders. But next week I will 
have something ready for the steamer. 

The "Macdhui" is leaving for Kieta this afternoon-and 
I wish I was on board. 

Needless to say, I am overwhelmed with kindness here, 
and our Fathers have been wonderfully kind. Never before 
did I understand fully, or appreciate the wonderful family 
spirit, of our dear little Society. I will never be able to for
get their kindness. 

No more now, dear Jack. Remember, don't worryl I 
am perfectly content. Things like that don't happen without 
the knowledge of God. But always please remember to pray 
for your loving brother. 

E. C. McHARDY, 8.M. 

(His last letter. Died May 17, 1933). 




