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A Salute to the Pioneers 

Recently my wife and I spent a couple of weeks travelling 

through South Australia and Western Victoria, where my wife 

explored areas where her grandparents pioneered settlement in the late 

1890s and early 1900s. When drought dashed their dreams in the Hawker 

area of South Australia, they tried again in the newly opened Mallee country 

around Murrayville, Victoria. We were impressed by the resilience, ingenuity 

and plain stick-to-itiveness of Maryôs forebears. 

I am equally impressed by the courage, adaptability, and inventiveness of 

those men and women who pioneered Adventist missions in the South Pacific. 

Many of these pioneers were young, often newlyweds, when they arrived at 

their place of service. Metaphorically, they were given an axe and told to build 

a school, or medical clinic, or mission station. And they did it!  

With no Bunnings Hardware Store around the corner, they made do with what 

was at hand. They scrimped and saved and improvised and they did the job of 

establishing representative campuses and building functional facilities. In all 

this they did not lose sight of their main role to meet the needs of the indige-

nous people and help build up Godôs church on earth. 

Every age needs its pioneers: those who break new ground, be it the ground 

of fresh ideas, the ground of new ventures, or the ground of virgin territories. 

Todayôs innovators and artisans become tomorrowôs pioneers. The advance-

ment of Godôs gospel requires daily recruits to the legion of pioneers. 

As with previous issues of this journal, this edition again salutes those who 

pioneered Seventh-day Adventist endeavour in the South Pacific. Their stories 

are inspirational, their deeds worthy of emulation, and their fidelity to the task 

a challenge to all. 

                                                                      Arnold Reye    

                                                                      (Education Administrator, now retired) 

 

 
Journal of Pacific  
Adventist History  

 

Also known as - 
 

Pacific Adventist Heritage 
 

Statement of Mission 
Journal of Pacific Adventist History serves 
historians, researchers, administrators, 
libraries, educational institutions, members 
and others interested in the work undertaken 
by the Seventh-day Adventist Church in the 
islands of the South Pacific. The magazine 
focuses on people and happenings involved 
in the establishment and development of the 
church in preparation for the event of the 
agesðthe second coming of Jesus Christ. 
 

¶Editor and Publisher: 
 David Hay 

 

¶Layout and Text: 
 Barbara Sutton 

 

¶Advisor: 
 Barry Oliver 

 

¶Editorial Assistants: 
 Kathy Brady Lester Devine 
 Arnold Reye Don Halliday 
 Beryl Stocken Sydney Stocken 
 Shirley Tarburton Lyndon Schick 
 Raymond Wilkinson Martin Ward 
 Hedley Eager James Rabe 
 Olga Ward Barbara Sutton 
 

¶Enlightenment 

§ This edition is Volume 10 in the year 

 2014 

§ Please address all correspondence, 

 including  manuscripts, or change of 
 address to: 

  The Editor,  
  1 Ebony Drive,  
   Hamlyn Terrace, NSW, Australia 

¶Telephone: 02 4392 0000 

¶Email:  hayjournal@bigpond.com 

¶On line at:  www.adventist.org.jpah 

 

¶ The Journal is issued free.  Donations to 

assist with publication and postage are 
warmly welcomed. 

¶ Please send any new manuscript for 
appraisal, (with topic or manuscripts, not 
having been printed before). 

 

¶Publication 

¶Journal is printed twice yearly by  

WHO Presentation Services, 
Channel Rd, Mayfield West. Newcastle, 
NSW, Australia 

 

¶Staff 
Service is dedicated and voluntary: no one is 
paid. 
Editors and reviewers contribute much to the 
professional quality of the Journal, and 
administration says, óThank you.ô 

 

¶ Cover Picture 
Pastor Ross and Mrs Mabel James served 
on Malakula and Santo Islands, Vanuatu. 

  

§ [ŜƊΥ bŀǘƘŀƴ ŀƴŘ aŀǊȅ wƻǊŜ ǿƘƻ 
ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ŦƻǊ Ƴŀƴȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƛƴ tŀǇǳŀ bŜǿ 
DǳƛƴŜŀ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ {ƻƭƻƳƻƴ LǎƭŀƴŘǎΦ 

 

§ .Ŝƭƻǿ [ŜƊΥ  ¢ƘŜ .ǊŜƴƴŀƴ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƛƴ 
hƳŀǊŀ ƛƴ мфосΦ 

 

§ .Ŝƭƻǿ wƛƎƘǘΥ 5ŀǾƛŘ ŀƴŘ aŀōŜƭ  DǊŀȅ 
ǿƛǘƘ  ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŬǾŜ  ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ 
9ŘƛǘƘ Σ 5ŀǾƛŘ ŀƴŘ !ƳȅΦ  !Ƴȅ ŘƛŜŘ 
ŎΦпȅǊǎ ƻŦ ŀƎŜ Σ ŀƴŘ ƛǎ ōǳǊƛŜŘ ƻƴ /Ƙƻƛπ
ǎŜǳƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ƻƭƻƳƻƴ LǎƭŀƴŘǎΦ 



о 

 

Contents  

Ross and Mabel James in front of their 

Big Bay home on Santo Island. Bautama Training School trainees. VH-SDB (Cessna) on maiden flight. 

The boat óMalalagiô used by John Martin 

in visiting eastern islands of PNG. 

Enid and Geoff Helsby and boys - 

missionary family. 

Eva Edwards ð                      

mission teacher in Fiji. 

Articles: 

4. A Vision to Change: 
 - Personal accounts of the impact on people by Adventist pioneers in  
 Vanuatu (New Hebrides). 
 Although Ross and Mabel James took advantage of Gospel opportunities coming their way, 
 humility and compassion marked their service for the people. 

 ROSS and RAYMOND JAMES 

9. Post World War 11 Education in Papua New Guinea: 
 - A recollection and reflection. 
 Pioneering work at its best!   Bautama Training School rises out of the bush and scrub.  
 Later on, Rod and Nita move on to wider education and health challenges. 

 RODNEY and NITA ELLISON 

15. White Wings ð Empty Oceans 
 Pacific Ocean (11,265 kms) island hopping in a new, single-engine Cessna 180  
 aeroplane, destined for service in Papua-New Guinea. 

 LEONARD BARNARD with the two pilots, Wayne and Darrel Fowler.. 

21.  Raiders on the Horizon  
 ð Chivalry in the Pacific Theatre During WW11 
 An act of love in war time requiring no compensation from government adminstration.  

 The islanders ñhad stripped their gardens and coconut trees in order to provide food for all 

 the unexpected visitors.ò 

 ARNOLD REYE 

24. Early Mission Work in the Fijian Islands  
 ð the Eva Edwards story. 
 Even though living conditions for teacher Eva Edwards were Spartan at times, (cyclones 
 aroused fear, and unexpected health problems made life difficult) she continued her  
 Christian education service in Fiji  for children and youth of two vastly different cultures. 

 OLGA WARD  

29. John Radley Martin 
 Fidelity, innovation and courage marked this manôs service for God. Invaluable too,  
 was wife Katherineôs support. 

 WARREN MARTIN 

35. Coping with a New World:  
 First time expatriates in Samoa, 1953-1958. Our story! 

 Enid Helsby tells of everyday life on the largest island of Savaiôi  and of her joy in estab-
 lishing a new educational venture. Husband Geoff built a church at district  headquarters  
 at Siôufaga, as well as attending to pastoral duties and evangelism around the island. 

 ENID HELSBY 

 

2.   Editorial ð ARNOLD REYE           

 They did it well.  They established permanent bases for the heralding of the Adventist  
 biblical message in the Pacific Islands.  They were pioneers! 

38.  Photo Credits      

39  Life Sketch ð Pastor Hufanga Fui. - Godôs servant. 

 

German raiders off Emira Island.   



п 

 

A VISION to CHANGE:  
- Personal accounts of the impact on people of Adventist pioneers in Vanuatu 

By J Ross James. 
His Personal file accounts prepared by his son, 

G Ray James, and edited by the Journal editor who 
added information from Australasian Record. 

Biography 

of 

Pastor Joseph 
Ross James 

Ross was born in 

Ballarat, a gold-

mining town in the 

southern State of 

Victoria, Australia. His 

were the days of horse-drawn street cars and 

handsome cabs.  As his father served the 

church as an evangelist, most of his early 

childhood was spent in tents while meetings 

were being conducted.   

Ross graduated from the nursesô course at the 

Sydney Sanitarium in 1914, and Mabel Reekie 

from the business course at the Australasian 

Missionary School, Cooranbong, New South 

Wales in 1917.  They were married in 

Cooranbong in 1917 and one day later sailed 

on the Induna to the South Sea Islands of 

Vanuatu, known then as the New Hebrides 

Islands.  Their journey via Lord Howe and 

Norfolk Islands, took a month and a day! - 

even when a developing cyclone cut short their 

stay at Norfolk Island. 

As the festive season had commenced, the 

James stayed on Atchin Island situated just off 

the coast of the north-eastern region of the 

island of Malakula.  About 400 islanders lived 

there, as well as many, many pigs.  Later on 

they proceeded south to the village of 

Matanavath in Big Nambus territory.  Just after 

two weeks however, Pastor Andrew Stewart 

mission station director, set sail for Sydney to 

attend the Union Conference Session.  Ten 

weeks passed before he returned. 

Sometime after transferring to Big Bay on 

Santo Island, James purchased land for 800 

pounds on the Island of Aore from De Lateur, 

a French trader living on the other side of the 

island.  The land was for a training school.  

Disputes about the land delayed official 

government approval of the sale for some 

time.  

Following the departure of the James in 1929, 

they served in Papua from 1931 to 1936.  

Some years later James connected with the St 

Helena Sanitarium.  Son Ray, was born on 

August 11, 1926 in USA; son Ian, on January 

21, 1930 in the Sydney Sanitarium, and 

daughter Rosma on November 18, 1932, in 

Papua New Guinea.  Ross and Mabel retired 

to live in California. 

Part 1 - MALAKULA ï We didnôt  know what life was really like until we arrived there: 

the culture indeed was so very different to our own, but the challenge, with its 

uncertainties, was exciting!  

 

In 1918 my wife and I, Mabel Reekie James, and Joseph Ross James, were appointed 

to Malakula,(1) a large island located in the Central District of a line of mainly Melanesian 

Islands known as Vanuatu,(2) in the western area of the Pacific Ocean.  We were to 

continue the work temporarily halted by Norman and Alma Wiles due to Almaôs illness.  

Fortunately we had obtained all the necessary information about our new location from 

them as they had arrived in Australia just prior to our departure for Vanuatu.  

When we arrived at Matanavath on Malakula, a village already showing interest in the 

gospel, and with some people even embracing it, we noticed only painted and decorated 

people answering the call of the beating tom toms or totem drums to come and spend 

the night in dancing and revelry.  The children too, had abandoned their school tasks and 

there was an air of worldly excitement everywhere.  We were concerned about living 

there for it seemed like a waste of time to be with people who had given themselves over 

to their old heathen way of life again. 

Later, on the return of Norman and Alma to Matanavath,(3) we felt in our hearts a desire 

to respond to a call for a missionary coming from the nearest Big Nambus village 

situated further up the hillside. 

Instead of living on the lower land where the flies and mosquitoes were so troublesome, 

we were confident the new site would be more helpful to our work and more healthful to 

our lives.  It wasnôt long though, before we realised we were possibly working for the 

most undisciplined and savage tribe in any place: the notorious Big Nambus people.  For 

Mabel and me this was indeed a thrilling time of service for God. 

Then came some encouraging news.  A second village, close to Matanavath, had 

erected a schoolhouse and had shown genuine life style change in turning away from 

heathen ceremonials.  Realising we had not succeeded in the village of Matanavath for 

the time being, and the people in the adjoining village had shown real change in their 

daily living, and had requested a missionary, and had also built their own school house, 

we decided to be with them.  So it was not long before we found ourselves working for 

this village.  One of our problems however, was sorting out confusion of names as some 

of the people had the same name!  To differentiate one Hari from another for example, 

we called one Hari Malua and the other Hari Tonmiel.  The extra part to the names 

identified  the place where each lived.  Hari Tonmiel and his wife were the first people 

baptised from the wild eastern coastal area of Malakula.  Many years passed though 

before we recommended them for this biblical rite. 

The wife developed mature Christian characteristics and an ability to accomplish her 

tasks successfully.  Her husband 

progressed well too.  Later, they were 

appointed to school work at Spiegelôs 

Bay.  This was the area shipôs crews 

avoided, being terrified of going ashore 

because in past times so many had 

been put to death on the nearby 

beaches. 

Then came the sadness of Norman 

Wilesô tragic death after barely five 

years of working among the Melanesian 

people on Malakula.  He succumbed to 

blackwater fever in 1920 at the early 

age of twenty six,   and was buried near 

his home by his wife Alma. 
Norman and Alma Wiles. 
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In 1923 William and Louisa Smith arrived as replacements and they located 

at Spiegelôs Bay on Malakula.  There, the people were making an effort to 

become Christians.  As time moved along we found the Smiths were in poor 

health, and we did not want to lose another worker for God, so we decided to 

move them to the island of Atchin off the north-east coast of Malakula where 

our main station was established.  On elevated ground on Atchin we built a 

house for them.  To accomplish the task we travelled to another island where 

there was an unused, large building belonging to the Presbyterian Mission.  

We purchased the house, dismantled it, and prepared the bundles of timber 

to be transported by sea back to Atchin Island.  Actually, the task was a 

major undertaking for the weather was hot and humid, but we were 

successful, especially on making the bundles of timber into a raft and 

allowing them to drift along the coast, sometimes towed by our boat. 

On arrival at Atchin, and with the help of the islanders, the bundles of timber 

were carried up to the higher ground.  It took us around two months to erect 

the house which looked quite picturesque on completion.  We hoped the new 

dwelling would benefit the health of the Smiths for it would be cooler than 

their previous home built on lower ground.  The new one was certainly more 

óclimateô friendly. 

One day while Mabel and I were visiting the west coast of Malakula, some 

visitors arrived to inform us that Miriam, the wife of Hari Tonmeil, was 

seriously ill.  We were also told that all the people in the area were sick as 

well.  As we highly valued Miriamôs services, I decided to visit her, and 

when William heard the news he decided to accompany me.   

I proposed a walk around the coast returning with the people who had 

brought the message.  Not being a robust person, William 

recommended taking the boat.  But there was not enough fuel for a two-

way journey.  Furthermore, I was afraid of the wild west coast of the 

island, remembering there is a distance of 1,500 miles of ocean 

between Malakula and Australia!  A storm out at sea did not provide 

much warning of danger either. The ocean rises up on an inhospitable 

coast, and when the waves are high, they run right up into the jungle 

beyond the beach.  But William urged boat travel!  So we loaded into a 

case two five gallon cans of available fuel, remembering we just couldnôt 

stop at a petrol station and replenish our supply.  I also suggested that 

we sail part of the distance and only turn the motor on when we needed 

to, thus conserving our fuel towards being able to return home. 

So off we sailed into a prevailing southeast wind and soon sailed around 

the tip of Malakula and between the Island of Vau into a less calm 

ocean.  It really became so turbulent I suggested the sails be lowered 

and the engine started.  But as we continued sailing on and were soon 

ready to turn south, all of the coastline was a mass of foam. Although 

William suggested turning back, I told him that weôd come so far now, 

we must do our best to reach our destination.  Returning would mean 

losing time and we could be too late to help Miriam. 

The situation was critical but we kept on looking for a suitable place 

where we might be able to make our way to the shore.  It seemed there 

had been a disturbance out in the ocean causing huge swells to roll in 

A national teacher and assistants who are pioneering   

Christian Missions on Malekula. 

Big Nambus Chiefs and Tribesmen, West MalekulaȢ 

Big Nambus Tribesmen. 

     Below: Mabel, Ross and son Ray with Tonmiel         

believers on Malakula. 

This boat was possibly launched in 1915 at Atchin.   
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and continue on up the beaches.  If the sea had been normal, 

finding an opening in the reef would have been possible, but now 

waves of foam were hiding all the suitable exits.  Fortunately, I did 

know some of the landmarks in the area so I steered the boat 

closer to the shore.  When we reached the shore near the village 

of Matanavath, I didnôt proceed on to Spiegels Bay beach for it 

was too treacherous. 

Off the shore at Matanavath, I turned the boat several times and 

followed our usual habit of counting the waves.  After three large 

waves had raced up the shore there was a small lull. 

I moved the boat quickly.  Although we could not see an opening 

in the reef we concentrated on the waves.  Then William called to 

me while holding on to the shipôs mast, ñLetôs have a prayer."  My 

reply was quick.  ñYou pray while you are standing there and Iôll 

care for the boat.ò  As William began talking to God, I directed the 

Islander with us to steer the boat into what I had hoped would be 

an opening in the reef.  The Lord answered our prayers.  The  

three large waves had spent themselves on the sandy shore and 

now we were speeding our way on much smaller foam-covered 

waves through a gap in the reef.  All the time I was listening for 

any sounds which might tell us our boat had struck the rocks, but 

fortunately we were in the right place at the right time.  Soon we 

reached quieter water behind the rocks.  As there was insufficient 

room to anchor our boat and let it swing gently in the waters, we 

tied it to the reef with the boatôs anchor, and also secured it to a 

tree on shore with a rope. 

We now set out on our journey along the coast to locate Miriam.  

On reaching her home we were shocked to find that her 

temperature was found to be 106 degrees. She was very ill. 

With a prayer in our hearts I treated her for some time with cold 

applications endeavouring to reduce her feverish temperature, and 

I also administered an injection.  In the days which followed she 

gradually improved and eventually returned to normal health.  

While we were there we helped to alleviate the suffering of others 

who were ill in the area, before making our way back to our 

homes. 

REFERENCES: 

1.Spelling varies in articles, statements and documents.  For 

example:  Malecula, Malekula, Malacula, and Malakula.  The last-

named seems to be quite widely used today, and has been taken 

from this map:  Oceania, the Pacific Islands of Micronesia, 

Polynesia, and Melanesia.  University of Hawaii Press, 2nd Edition, 

c. 2009. Used by permission. 

2.The country, now known as Vanuatu, was in earlier times, known 

as New Hebrides.  

3. Andrew G Stewart, Australasian Record,  21October, 1918,          

p 54. 

Part 2 -  BIG BAY, SANTO  -  Isolation and primitive times were still on the agenda; but just as tropical  

                                                 bougainvillea grows and eventually spreads its attractive colours, so do people  
                                                 flourish spiritually and ultimately show the beauty of Christôs character. 

When Andrew Stewart,(1) our mission director stationed on the 

island of Atchin in the South Pacific country of Vanuatu, previously 

known as the New Hebrides, returned from attending the tenth 

Australasian Union Conference Session held in October 1918, 

plans were made to transfer the missionary group on the island.(2) 

Two young couples who had worked together conducting school, 

visiting villages far and near, and carrying out printing work, were to 

go to another island.  Lastly, we arranged for some of the students 

to return to their home island of Ambrym. 

In the interim a small, open launch had been added to our 

equipment.  Twenty feet in length it possessed a sail and an 

auxiliary engine enabling it to reach a cruising speed of four miles 

an hour.  But if the tide flowed against the direction we were 

travelling in there would be little or no speed.  However, at times 

when the tide opposed us we did use the sail to help us along even 

though we made slow progress.  Fortunately, there was a larger 

vessel, 26 feet in length moored at the mission station, and it 

cruised along at seven miles an hour.   

Actually, we were most encouraged by gospel contacts developing 

on the island of Ambrym, and we would continue to be interested in 

the progress of the young students who had been returned to their 

homes.  They were like part of our family, and we were especially 

thrilled to know about one, Barling.  His initiative persuaded his 

people to build a school or church on the island. 

However, we had to remember we had pledged to serve on the 

islands of Malakula and Santo and we needed to concentrate our 

thoughts and energies on these two needy places.  But a change 

came in our location too. 

Since Norman and Alma Wiles were committed to serving among 

the Big Nambus tribes of West Malakula, we were transferred to the 

island of Santo lying further to the north.  Having now become 

settled on the island of Atchin, and feeling very much at home 

there, this change wasnôt easy for us.  It was difficult to leave the 

people we had come to know and appreciate. 

To bring about this change a decision was made to send Andrew 

Mission House Big Bay, Santo, New Hebrides.  J Ross Jamesô station. 

Matanavath Church, Malakula Island in the days of 

Norman Wiles and G Ross James. 
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Stewart and myself on a tour by launch of the large island of Santo 

to find a suitable location for establishing a new mission station.  

The island, 75 miles in length and on an average 40 miles in width, 

consisted mainly of rugged mountain areas.  At the northern end of 

this large island it looked as if a giant bite had occurred leaving the 

remainder to form a big bay. 

The Portuguese navigator Decuros thought he had discovered the 

Australian continent when he sailed into the big bay area, and so 

called it Australia del Espiritu Santo which means óthe southern 

land of the Holy Spirit.ô  He set up home at the head of the bay 

near a river he named Jordan and called his small settlement, New 

Jerusalem.  With the passing of many years the only trace of the 

early settlers today is the large area of sugar cane occupying the 

deep valley area of the river Jordan. 

When we visited the south of the island we noted with interest 

possible new locations.  One notable place was the Island of Marl 

for it was obvious that the locals there would have benefitted from 

our ministry in several ways. 

Sailing further north we arrived at Big Bay on the north end of the 

island.  Here we met Mr Fish, a trader who kindly showed us 80 

acres of attractive land which he offered to sell to us.  We were 

interested in the land and its price and finally told him we would 

purchase it.  What encouraged us to do so was that the property 

provided access to the inland areas, as well as possible contact 

with the peninsula on the other side across the bay where the 

primitive Sukau people lived. 

Actually, in the rush of events we had not considered the matter of 

whether the Sukau people in this area would wish us to work 

among them.  We understood though, that some years earlier 

efforts had been made to attract the people of Sukau to the gospel 

but they had resisted such attempts.  It really was  their need of the 

gospel that persuaded us to take Mr Fishôs offer of 8O acres.  Now 

there was an urgency to return to Big Bay to establish our mission 

station as soon as possible.  

We returned to Atchin by launch to transport our personal effects to 

the new land at Big Bay, a voyage of 100 miles.  Having thought 

about the immediate task I appealed to Andrew Stewart to allow us 

to tie the smaller boat to the larger launch so we would travel 

together with our goods.  Permission was readily granted and 

loading was accomplished.  Matchetes, axes and other additional 

items were squeezed in too.  We were going to quite a densely 

wooded area so we arranged to take everything we felt would be of 

use in establishing a new station on the north-western side of the 

island of Santo. 

In July, 1919 the two boats ploughed on through ocean waves, but 

God was with us and nothing really uneventful occurred.  However, 

our hearts were excited, wondering what the future had in store for 

a young couple setting out like explorers at this time to make their 

home in a very isolated region of Vanuatu. 

It indeed was a propitious time for what we were undertaking.  An 

Armistice Day Agreement signifying the end of World War 1 and 

the return of peace had been signed on 11 November 1918. 

The little time of peace we now had urged us to go forward 

conquering for Christ.  So here we were traveling to our new area 

right at the very time peace had returned to our troubled world.  On 

reaching our destination on 10 July 1919, the two launches 

carrying white flags, anchored in Big Bay.  We brought only our 

suitcase and mattress ashore, deciding to unload everything else 

at a later time.  News of our arrival must have travelled fast for Mr 

Fish and his lovely island wife were there to meet us. 

This gentleman had lived in the area for a number of years and his 

hospitality amazed Mabel and me.  He kindly offered us the use of 

his house for our sleeping quarters so we placed our suitcase on 

the floor inside and laid out the mattress.  A cat we had acquired 

from a Presbyterian missionary in the south came into the room, 

shook his feet and paws to remove dust and sand, then bounced 

on to the suitcase not wanting to sit on the dirty floor.  We 

dismantled an old mosquito net which had become discoloured and 

replaced it with our own.  We also did the same with the mattress 

that was in the room. 

We did try to sleep through the night but the goats underneath the 

floor kept butting their horns against the floorboards.  We didnôt 

really have a beneficial nightôs sleep.  Mosquitoes and the smell of 

goats made sleeping rather difficult.  But we had been warned by 

our mission director not to complain about anything as our host had 

been quite generous in supplying us with accommodation which we 

would not have had otherwise. 

When morning dawned on Friday we made our way down to the 

location where our house was to be erected.  As this was to be our 

most urgent project, we had brought with us some islanders from 

Atchin who were already busy cutting down the trees there.  Mabel 

and I worked with them until we had cleared about half an acre of 

land.  But rain poured down most of the time during the first two 

weeks, when Brother Stewart and Jope, our Fijian missionary, 

aided us in erecting a building of bush materials as well as a small 

kitchen.  I remember well the energy and enthusiasm with which 

the team worked.  Next, several sheets of iron were brought from 

the launches to form our kitchen.  We built it using the local trees 

as posts, rails and rafters. 

Baptism at Big Bay, Santo, in 1927. 

L to R: Andrew Stewart and wife Jean, J Ross James and wife Mabel, 

Norman Wiles and wife Alma, Jope Lawaloa and wife Torika  with their 

two sons Maika and Semi. (Later, in Fiji they were known as Ratu (later 

on) Maika Laweloa, and Ratu (later on) Semi Laweloa) in front of their 

names. 
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By evening the small kitchen was completed and we set up our 

stove, feeling very pleased with the beginning we had made with 

this part of our new home.  We carried water from a nearby spring, 

poured it into a can and heated it on the stove.  To our delight we 

soon were having a bath in a round, galvanised tub.  Then we 

moved the bath out and prepared a meal for cooking on the stove. 

Lastly we moved our bed into place and enjoyed a reasonably 

comfortable nightôs sleep.  Now Brother Stewart and Jope could 

return home to Atchin in the Eran, the larger of the two vessels. 

When it came time to visit the village the next day we walked 

along quietly together.  Our first obstacle along the way was to 

work out how we would cross a swiftly flowing river on its way to 

the sea.  At high tide however, it was plain to us that the only way 

across was to swim to the other side. 

On thinking more about the problem we decided we would select a 

later time when the tide was out and the water would only be waist 

deep.  But our island men though, were quite happy to carry us 

across the river.  With that feat accomplished we walked along a 

soft, sandy beach to reach the village. 

We had hoped to see some of the villagers but all we saw were 

the heels of people disappearing into the bush area.  The people 

scampered away at the sight of white people coming to their 

village.  There was however, one or two old men who couldnôt run 

who just sat in their houses.  When we approached them they 

looked at us and made signs with their hands which mystified us.  

In return we made signs which we thought probably mystified them 

too.  It was a case of strange antics all round.  Having done our 

best to communicate with the old men there was nothing else for 

us to do but to return home and to hope that on a return visit we 

would meet a more friendly and helpful group of people. 

Over the seven years we lived on the island of Santo we learned 

the peopleôs sign language.  And we were further encouraged 

when an old man came near and befriended us: this was 

Luluatamelee.  He actually, was the first man to venture on to our 

mission station, and right from his first appearance he became our 

firm friend.  Later on we discovered he was a leper who worked on 

the nearby plantations and could speak pigeon English.(3)  

The story of the area around us is a sad one because the people, 

having once responded to missionary activity in earlier years, had, 

after many years without the presence of missionaries, returned 

even deeper into the practice of their heathen culture and 

customs.  But our arrival must have stirred the previously 

established missionary organisation to again send a missionary to 

the Big Bay area.  It was the first time in five years anything had 

been done there.  In spending two weeks in their unused home 

situated about three miles from our station, he endeavoured to 

revive the interest of the people in his missionary activities.  The 

people however, werenôt interested.  Requests to serve as a 

teacher in an inland village were declined with one man saying, 

óMe fella school along Mr James, him be missionary me fella.ô(3) 

It was however, encouraging to know that the gospel was 

influencing the people to better ways of life for in a recent feast a 

suggestion was made that by the end of the year they might 

discontinue eating pig.  

As we continued to build up our new mission station we were 

indeed so pleased to have the valuable assistance of 

Luluatamelee.  He worked alongside our local builders and 

volunteered to obtain local thatch to be used in house building.  

Being an essential item, particularly in roofing buildings, we were 

indebted to him and gladly paid him for his helpful assistance. 

This is how progress occurred.  We set posts shaped from bush 

trees in place, and with wall plates on top, they formed the 

framework for our bedroom.  End posts were made higher and a 

ridge pole was shaped.  Then bamboo poles were cut, heated in a 

fire, and bent with a piece of wood across them to make the ridge.  

These were then put over the top and tied down with bush vines.  

The bamboo ridge plates were like rafters, and to them were tied 

coconut palm leaves cut from trees which had been purchased 

and planted for us.  Bamboo was also used on the walls, and we 

smoothed over creek gravel brought in from a nearby stream for 

the floor.  In due time our bedroom was in place and we were 

happy with the new room. 

Winning the peopleôs confidence did take time.  óFor twelve 

months of our stay no one would sleep at the mission if it could 

possibly be avoided.  But if night came on while they were there, 

they would stay the night and return home in the morning.ô(4) 

At times travel by sea was perilous and by land enervating.  On 

one occasion óI had a narrow escape sailing home as the main sail 

was torn in two places.  We did 35 miles in 48 hours.  The next 

time I had to visit the steamer, I walked overland.  It took thirteen 

hours, and I was just in time.ô(5) 

For a while there seemed to be very little progress taking place in, 

and outside our mission station on the island of Santo.  However 

by May 1923, a new outstation had been established at Vileasu, 

there were sixteen people, along with a teacher and his wife, living 

at Big Bay.  With Andrew Stewart present the first baptism had 

taken place with a group of fifty people gathered on the river bank 

to witness this important event.(6)  Lives began to change as the 
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