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Over the years, I have shared these stories many times. People have 
encouraged me to write them down to provide a glimpse into the “lighter 
side” of missionary service in Papua New Guinea. They are shared for 

information and encouragement to pray for the Assemblies of God of Papua 
New Guinea – many have sown the seed, watered it with their prayers – 

and God has given the increase! Denis V Smith 



The Crocodile and the Comic Book                                               Denis V Smith 

 
 

 

©Solutions by Design 2019                                                        Page 3 of 88 

 

 
 

The Crocodile and the Comic BOOK 

and other stories from Papua New Guinea 
. 

Denis V Smith 



The Crocodile and the Comic Book                                               Denis V Smith 

 
 

 

©Solutions by Design 2019                                                        Page 4 of 88 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 
 

INDEX 
 
When God speared their Ancestors     5 

Crocodile and the Comic Book     26  
Airstrip in the Jungle      32 

A Mosquito Switch for Bravery     39 
Crocodiles in a Saucepan      41 
Fire from the Sky       49 

The Rat that stole the Easter Message    53 
Why no Children?       55 

Pets, Pigs and Chickens      59 
Customs, Culture and Christianity    65 
Don’t Worry, God is with You!     73 

Are Missionaries Unbalanced?     77 
 

 
 

Villages along the Sepik River 
Denis lived in Yamanembu and travelled by canoe from below Angorum to the May River 
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When God speared their Ancestors  
 

anguage learning is a challenge – ask anyone who has learned a new 

language. 
 

What seems sensible and reasonable to a 
person in one culture may seem foolish and 
irrational to an outsider.   

 
When I faced this challenge in New Guinea, 

I decided that the people were a whole lot 
smarter than me because I couldn’t build a 
house without nails – let alone a huge 

men’s ceremonial house which took most of 
the people from the village to build. 

 
Feelings of disorientation, frustration and 
lack of confidence were common when 

visiting my new culture. The anthropologist 
calls this “culture shock” and it is if you are 

visiting people from another planet – well, 
you are actually.  Culture stress can also 
wear you down.  However, when you 

prepare yourself well, you can learn to 
accommodate those pressures. 

L 

Ceremonial House Yenshamungwa  
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I served in the RAAF from 1958 - 1961. In 1963, I completed three years 
of studies at Commonwealth Bible College in Brisbane and with Ian Phillips, 

preached at our graduation service at Glad Tidings Tabernacle.   
 
Next morning, Alan Kerridge drove me to Emmanuel College, at Queensland 

University where I commenced training at Wycliffe Bible Translators, 
Summer School of Linguistics.  After graduation, three months later, I was 

preparing to leave Brisbane for Papua New Guinea. 

 
At the university, I had been taught that you 
cannot assume communication is taking 

place just because a message is being 
proclaimed in a trade language.  My teachers 

shared, “It is probably necessary to learn a 
people’s heart language before we can 
understand and communicate with them at 

any depth.”   
 

I was faced with something of a challenge 
because I had commenced reading The 
Gospel of Mark (Gutnius Mak i Raitim) in Tok 

Pisin some five months before I arrived in 
Papua New Guinea.  That to me, was a part 

of my preparation. Prayer Card Photo 

Commonwealth Bible College – Denis (fourth from right) and fellow students 
ready for a Trek through New South Wales in 1963 
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I had taken my daily devotions from the Gospel of Mark and tried to pray 

in the language.  It was a primitive effort, but I was making a psychological 
breakthrough in my world-view.  In hindsight, the limited cross–cultural 
training I received was essential to have before communicating to another 

culture.  I figured I would assume a learner role upon entering my new and 
different culture, rather than a teacher or seller role.  I found this position 

to be the best way to learn a new language. 
 
In 1964, I boarded the Malekula trading ship (named after Malakula Island, 

the second-largest island in the nation of Vanuatu) and arrived in Samarai, 
on the way to Wewak. I tried speaking with the people I met. They were 

gracious with this newcomer to their land at the towns of Lae, Madang and 
a few stops in between, as the ship unloaded cargo. 
 

Finally, I arrived in Wewak and was brought ashore with my luggage on an 

old army duck – a remnant of World War II! 
 

I was excited to try my 
amateur skills in the 
Tok Pisin language I 

had learned. Within a 
few months I became 

fluent enough to 
communicate with the 
people I met.  

 
Sure, there were 

mistakes on the way, 
but the people were 
generally forgiving; 

except when I became 
the brunt of their jokes! 

 

All ashore on a maritime duck!  

“Malekula” 
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I discovered that to learn a language well will ultimately require cultural 
immersion – studying, listening, asking questions, speaking.  “What is 

that?” said the missionary pointing with his finger. “A finger,” replied the 
informant in his language to everything the missionary pointed at.  Lesson 
learned – my new friends pointed with their nose or chin! 

 
And I had many more lessons to learn! 

 
Sixteen years after Hugh 
Davidson and Don 

Westbrook established the 
Ilingita mission, I flew inland 

from Wewak to Maprik to be 
met by Don Badham.  
 

On arrival, after settling in, 
the first task I was given was 

to put in a diesel lighting 
plant, overhead cables and 
install the electric wiring in 

the houses on the Ilingita 
property before I relocated 

to the Sepik River. I made 
my own ladder and the long 

process began.    
 
It was quite a day when 

Morris Hovey joined me and 
we were able to get the plant 

operating. Unfortunately, I 
had put it in back to front the 
first time and as we stood 

there watching and waiting, 

nothing happened! 😊  

 

We turned it around and got 
it right the second time! 
Now, the Maprik 

missionaries could enjoy 
240-volt power to their 

homes.  

Denis V Smith and helper at Ilingita 

Sepik River Canoe 
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However, my ultimate 

destination was to reach 
the twisting and turning 
Sepik River where it 

meandered through the 
jungles for over a 

thousand kilometres.  I 
felt God was calling me 
there and had read every 

bit of information I could 
lay my hands on in my 

preparation. After my time 
of orientation in Maprik, I 
headed down the Sepik 

Road to Pagwi on the 
northern bank of the river.   

 
Waiting for me was Jack Goulder who took me across to the southern bank 
by canoe and introduced me to my new home that had been built by 

missionary Ron Westbrook some years earlier.  

I was aware that in the nation, there were over 800 indigenous languages 

spoken by a little over two million people, so which one would I learn? I 
would be working across a number of language groups. In 2006, Prime 
Minister Sir Michael Somare stated that “Papua New Guinea has 832 living 

languages (languages, not dialects) making it the most linguistically diverse 
place on earth. Its official languages are Tok Pisin, English, Hiri Motu and 

Papua New Guinean Sign Language.” 

Sepik Road to Pagwi 

House built by Ron Westbrook at Yamanembu 



The Crocodile and the Comic Book                                               Denis V Smith 

 
 

 

©Solutions by Design 2019                                                        Page 10 of 88 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

It didn’t take me too long before I visited the Yamanembu village.  Their 

welcome was warm and one of the young unmarried men my age 
introduced himself to me.   
 

”Nem bilong mi, em Jimmi Jangwan,” (My name is Jimmi Jangwan) he said 
in Tok Pisin with an endearing smile.  That began a unique friendship which 

lasted decades, until his home call to Heaven some years ago.    
 
He introduced me to some of the 

Yamanembu elders as we walked through 
the village. I soon discovered that what 

seemed to be an unintelligible conversation 
in the village language presented a real 
challenge.   I asked Jimmi if he was willing 

to assist me to learn Iatmul, (tok ples) the 
indigenous language. He agreed, and my 

journey began as if I was a child.  I soon 
learned to put into practice the lessons I 

had learned at the Summer Institute of 
Linguistics. 
 

”What is this?” “Who is that?” were the first 
two sentences I learned. “Ganga” – a leaf; 

“Tepma” – a coconut; “Tepma ganga” – 
coconut leaf!  I was slowly progressing. 
“Kami” – a fish; “waak” – a crocodile.   

 
I added some verbs to the sentence – only to find that they were usually 

placed at the end of a sentence – confusing.  I learned numbers, names 
and adjectives.  “Yiru?” – may I come in? “Yakwa” – come!   It was a slow 
journey and the people put up with my child-like behaviour.  Sometimes, 

they set me up for a fall to become the target of their jokes – it was all in 
the process of learning to laugh at myself. 

Jimmi Jangwan 

The mighty Sepik River 
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Sometimes we might think that we are 
taking God to a people when, in actuality, 

God is taking us to the people and may have 
already prepared the people to receive Him.   
I found this to be true.  After some months, 

I was getting a handle on the language and 
could actually ask for directions, food (most 

important) and some cultural questions. 
 
What the people didn’t know was I had been 

reading “Naven” by Gregory Bateson (Naven, 

Gregory Bateson, Stanford University Press, California 

USA, 1958) a noted anthropologist who had 

studied the culture some years before and 
written insightful information.  Margaret 

Mead also wrote on this people group.  
 

Gwenda Neville, my fiancée was studying at Commonwealth Bible College 

at this time and had tracked it down for me and posted it up – it gave me 
some short-cuts to understanding their complex culture.   Of course, culture 

is never static and I found many changes even from Bateson’s studies.  
However, it did help as I investigated their intricate system of the clan 
organisation and the different names of the relatives.   There were at least 

18 different family and relatives’ names to learn   
 

It was a slow process, but brought me into a closer relationship with the 
people. 

Gwen Neville 

Gwen’s Graduation – taken outside Glad Tidings Tabernacle, 1965 
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As people have travelled around and from 
New Guinea to other nations, their world-

view has expanded and changed. I wanted 
to talk to them about God in their language.  
Jimmi would translate and interpret for me 

when we visited new villages.  We shared 
everything together – food, shelter, 

experiences and our love for God. 
 
I searched for a name for God that was part 

of their language world-view and came up 
with a couple of names as an interim effort. 

But I found that these spirit ancestors were 
either bigamously married, had murdered 
someone or lived behind the moon. I was 

struggling to find an indigenous name for 
“God.” I learned about Nyakwanduma and 

Kuvumbanga as the people shared their 
ancestral stories but they fell short of what 
I was searching for.  

 
In 1965, I wrote to an esteemed African missionary, 

William F P Burton (1886-1971) co-founder (with 
James Salter) of a Pentecostal faith mission in 

Mwanza, Katanga, Belgian Congo in 1915, known 
as the Congo Evangelistic Mission (CEM). He was an 
early advocate for indigenous leadership of 

churches and was then, still serving in Africa. I 
sought his advice as in his lifetime, he wrote 28 

books and numerous articles on a range of 
missionary and scientific publications. (Journal of 

Eastern African Studies, David Maxwell, 2016)  
 

Now, my handwriting has never been all that legible, 
but I did the best I could and asked for his advice 
as he and his co-workers had pioneered with the 

Gospel on the Congo River in Africa.   
 

Some months later, he wrote back in his inimitable style, “My dear brother, 
if you would take a little more care with your writing, it would save others 
time in deciphering what you have written. Pray about this...” 

 
He had great handwriting, was an artist and great story teller.  After that 

introduction, he went on to offer advice which was very helpful. Finally, we 
settled on using the name “God” and embedding it in the language. 

 
“On Safari,” drawn by W F B Burton.  He commented, “The very expression 
thrills those accustomed to pack up tent and “chop box” – and travel 

through the forests and little thatched villages of the Congo day after day 
in company with a caravan of native carriers.” (From Congo Sketches Wm F P 

Burton, Denis & Gwen Smith Library) 

Travelling by Canoe 

W F P Burton – Congo 
Missionary 
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He shared ten options for me to 
consider. This assisted me to 

expand my thinking as he cited 
the work of Brother E. Hodgson 
who “did such splendid work on 

the Congo River and Lakes, and 
was killed and eaten in 

September 1960.  However, his 
work is going on wonderfully 
under leadership of fine Spirit-

filled native elders.” (Personal 

Correspondence W. Burton to Denis V 
Smith October 11, 1965). 

 
Language learning was a 
challenge! On one occasion, I 

travelled with the young men into 
the steamy jungle to get brush 

turkey eggs from a large nest 
they had found.   
 

It was another way to learn new words, phrases and sentences while 
interacting with the Yamanembu people. 

 
We eagerly gathered around the 
raised leafy mound and began to 

dig towards the centre. “Go 
slowly; look out for snakes; dig 

carefully, you do not want to 
break the egg. And look out for 
cassowaries while we are 

digging,” were their words of 
encouragement in the village 

language.  
 
Another mistake soon followed. I 

found an egg and broke it with my 
fingers, to my shame and our 

loss. It was all a language-
learning experience and they 
proved to be gracious teachers, 

although they embellished and 
told and retold this story about 

my incompetence around the 
village when we came home. 

 
I travelled with Jimmi to 
Kandingai, Yenshan, Brugnowi 

and other villages along the Sepik 
River.  Always learning.  

Orator’s Debating chair in Men’s 
Ceremonial House, Yenshan 

Wille Burton letter extract 
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I was struggling to find a word or 
phrase for “forgiveness” to share the 

message of God’s love to them.   
 
With another of my friends, John Savi, 

I was visiting the village of Yenshan. I 
was resting on the raised bed in the 

men’s ceremonial house and watching 
two men at the debating chair.  At the 
conclusion of a lengthy debate as they 

dramatically threw down the leaves on 
the chair to make their points, I 

observed that the men finally took 
some dried tree sap and threw it over 
each other. Upon questioning, I 

discovered it was a sign of 
reconciliation. Wow!  I had something 

to go on.   
 

In my best Iatmul I explained, “Godna maawut klamii, miigoot gwat 

siiliikoondii.”  (If you take God’s heart, He will throw tree sap over you.) I 
thought I would use this to illustrate forgiveness. 

 
The letters used in the text changed 

later as Phil and Lori Staalsen of 
Wycliffe Bible Translators published 
their excellent translation of the New 

Testament. Another challenge was to 
understand the dialects within the 

Iatmul language.  Although the words 
were basically similar, different 
emphases were noted in the downriver 

villages.  
 

The language was not known as 
“Iatmul” but gepmakudi (“village 
language”, from gepma = “village” 

and kudi = “speech”; pronounced as 

[ŋɡɛpmaɡundi]). Phil and Lori lived on 
a houseboat at Brugnowi, a 
breakaway Iatmul tribe. 

 
The people also used a couple of 
sounds not common in our English 

vocabulary.  The “ii” sound was the 
final sound when we say “biscuit” in 

English.  The people looked at me 
blankly.    
 

John Savi 

Men’s Ceremonial House and Dancing 
Ground (wompanau) at Yenshan 
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A week later, back in Yamanembu, Jimmi 
Jangwan was walking past me with a 

machete in his hand.  I had just picked 
up a coconut to drink and asked him (so 
I thought) for his machete to cut it open.  

 
“Jimmi, miina yak wungoot kwikiyemii?” 

He collapsed on the ground laughing.  
“Why do you want this?” placing his hand 
on his stomach.”  

 
He continued with a wry smile on his 

face, “will you climb the coconut tree and 
fall on the coconut and open it with your 
stomach?”  He patiently explained, “Yak” 

– stomach; “Yaak” bush knife.”   I had 
missed this sound in their language – a 

double “a.”   Then, I went back through 
my limited, but growing vocabulary and 
looked at my records for similar words.  

 
I found one immediately – “gwat” – an 

ancestor; “gwaat” – dried tree sap.   
 

What made it more complicated was the verb in the sentence “sii” means 
both “to throw” and “to spear.” 
 

By leaving out one “a” from the sentence, I had told the people, “If you 
believe in God, (take God’s heart) He will spear your ancestors!”   

 
The Iatmul people respect their ancestors and my great effort created much 
consternation among the people.  I should have said, “Godna maawut 

klamii, miigoot gwaat siiliikoondii.”    
 

Oh, the joys of language learning.  The people were patient and forgiving 
and we had the joy of commencing a new church in Yenshan that year. 
 

The village Luluai, Gotchenowi (Government appointed village leader) had 
paddled hours upstream to invite us to his village and we had readily 

accepted his invitation.   
 
I had a dream the night before; that I was going to go to a new village and 

saw myself standing in front of a carved table in the men’s ceremonial 
house. That morning, the Luluai knocked on my door.  When I arrived at 

the village, I saw the table I had seen in my dream.  This time, I had not 
taken my camera.   
 

When I returned two weeks later, the people told me they had sold the table 
to a trader a week after I left.  It was an amazing leading of the Lord.  

Coconut Trees, Yamanembu 
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Some of those people gave their lives to Christ and became my friends – 

Worembu, Agarambu, Gotchenowi were some of these men.   
 
Years later, I revisited this village and was informed that these men had 

died.  Their children accepted the responsibility for my care in the village.  
We reminisced and shared songs we had written together in their language.  

 
“Jisas, niigoot tiikoo kiyandii 
Niimoo yelavukoo liikoondii 

Kwupi maawut kwinkiyendii 
Apma vat tiikiyeniin ….” 

 
During one evening service I retold the 
story of how we came to the village at the 

invitation of the village leaders, the 
opposition from the Roman Catholic 

priests and catechists and the firm stand 
taken by these village elders to have a 

church in their village.  The Catechist 
threatened a nephew of Agarambu that 
he would thrash him if he continued to 

support us. Agarambu slowly sidled up to 
him and declared, “If you touch him, I will 

kill you!” That was the end of that threat.   
 
I am grateful for the friendships forged 

during those years as the people took us 
into their homes and into their hearts.   

Watching a debate inside the Men’s Ceremonial House at Yenshan 

Agarambu – village warrior with spear 
and shield 
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Men’s Ceremonial House at Yenshan 

Buying food 
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Worembu – with initiation flutes 

Initiates’ Lime Gourds 

Worembu – master carver of the village 



The Crocodile and the Comic Book                                               Denis V Smith 

 
 

 

©Solutions by Design 2019                                                        Page 20 of 88 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 

Gwen and I had done our courting by correspondence when letters would take 
weeks to arrive. We were married in Brisbane at the end of 1965 after her 

graduation from Bible College.   We received a number of telegrams from New 
Guinea which our Best Man, Ian Phillips and Groomsman, Alan Kerridge read 

to our gathered friends. One of the greetings in Iatmul was short and pithy, 
addressed to Denis – “Lan Miin to!” “Great husband you are indeed!” Gregory 
Bateson had recorded this phrase in his book Naven and the greetings came 

from Phil and Lori Staalsen from Summer Institute of Linguistics. 
 

After a short itinerary to our supporting 
churches, we returned to the flooded 

Sepik River and it was my joy to spend 
time introducing Gwen to the people of 
the River.  In Kandingai, I saw one of the 

village elders sitting by a fire. He 
recognised that it was me and quickly 

went into his house to dress in his old 
tattered shorts.  After an inspection of 
Gwen, he proudly affirmed, “Apma 

taakwa kloomii” – “You have taken a 
very good woman!”   She had passed the 

test. 
 
Orientation for Gwen consisted of eating 

their food, starting an outboard motor 
and steering a large double-hulled canoe 

as I sat on the bank encouraging her 
achievements.   When she missed the 
landing area, she had to go out again 

into the fast-moving river and try again. 
“Lan Miin ndua!” 

Back in New Guinea 
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To quote the Sepik men, “Lan Miin to” – “Great husband you are indeed!” 
 

One of the most memorable moments among so many was when Jimmi 
later married Lumbeka and their first child was born.  One night, we heard 
the mournful dirges and cries coming from the village.  Baby Elizabeth had 

died! We trekked up in the darkness to sit with them in their village house 
as Gwen held baby Elizabeth in her lap during the long night hours. We 

stayed with our two close friends, mingled our grief, expressed our sure 
hope of reunion in Heaven and wept with them in the darkness.   
 

At the funeral, Jimmi confidently declared in the hearing of some of the 
people who were suspecting Elizabeth had died through sorcery, “The Lord 

has given and the Lord has taken away, blessed be the name of the Lord 
forever.”   Their children still call us “Uncle and Aunt” and we keep in contact 
with them wherever possible. 

 
I visited many parts of the Sepik – from below Angorum to the May River 

and into the vast Chambri Lakes where we shared the Gospel. We stayed 
in the house of a man who had married four daughters to conserve the 
“bride price” within the clan.  

 

We celebrated our first wedding anniversary on the Sepik River.  Gwen had 
carefully stored the top layer of our wedding cake.  The custom of the ‘60s 
was to eat that part of the cake on that day.  Unfortunately, it had become 

stale and the smell was overpowering.  We offered it to the Sepik River, 
wondering how many crocodiles we may have poisoned!    

Wedding Anniversary cards 
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It was impossible to purchase gifts, but I had saved the lid of a shoe box 
for the occasion and painted these pictures.  For our second anniversary I 

repeated the exercise. It might seem like a “poverty mentality” to some, 
but not so – God was faithful in meeting our needs. 
 

The further upriver we travelled, the more primitive were the conditions.  

Through the swamps – Jack Goulder standing, Denis walking and someone taking it easy. 

Women from near the May River 
Woman in mourning 

Gathering mayflies for the evening 
meal 
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Chambri Lakes 

Sepik House 
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Finding the Clay 

Preparing the Clay 

Commencing the Pot 

Carrying the Clay to Mother 

Shaping the Bowl 
Various clay pots 

Chambri Lakes Pottery 
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About the only place that has 
suitable clay for Chambri pottery 

is the Iatmul speaking village of 
Aibom. 

 
It is located inland, off the middle 
Sepik River in the Chambri lakes 

and clay is gathered from the 
bottom of Aibom Mountain behind 

the village.  
 
They make many other types of 

pottery, such as sago storage 
jars, sago frying pans and pots. 

 
 

Finishing the Moulding 

Oil Container 

Skilled Sepik Woman 

Sago Storage Urn 
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The Crocodile & the Comic Book 

 
wen and I were certified to teach by the New Guinea Government, so 
we conducted a primary school on the Yamanembu property which 

had been obtained from Yamanembu village by Hugh Davidson some 
years earlier.  Schools were an important part of our work as we taught the 

children to read and speak the English language.  Hazel Easton was a great 
champion of schools. When she and Jack arrived at their first posting at 
Kalabu, they began a school.  She believed that sometime in the future, 

English would become the main language of international communication 
and she worked hard in this goal to see a generation prepared for 

leadership.  She was right! 
 
A donor from Australia had provided us with 

a large nylon fishing net to catch fish for the 
school children from upriver who were 

attending the Primary School and living in a 
dormitory that had been built for their 
accommodation.   We placed the net in a 

lagoon behind Pagwi on the northern side of 
the Sepik.  Each morning I would travel 

across to get any fish that had been caught 
in the net overnight. 
 

At that time, we had also received a second-
hand aluminium boat for short runs on the 

Sepik.  Normally we travelled by log canoe. 
Max Peters, the missionary/mechanic from 
Hayfield was staying with me overnight and 

wanted to see the net in action. 

G 

Max Peters in the Hayfield 
Workshop 
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Normally, the women wove fish nets from jungle vines. To make traps, they 
used the spikey bark of the sago tree or wove them in a basket form.  

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
  

 
 

Sepik woman weaving a fish net 

Fish baskets 

Kavan from Yamanembu with 
two wundawun 

Sepik River sword shark 

Misa from Kandingai Cooking fish 



The Crocodile and the Comic Book                                               Denis V Smith 

 
 

 

©Solutions by Design 2019                                                        Page 28 of 88 

On this day, we travelled across the river and into the lagoon to the net.  
An old woman from Yamanembu was in her canoe fishing as well.   As we 

neared the net, she called out to me, “Niimoo waak njuremba tiikoondii!” 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

“What did she say? enquired Max, who did not speak the Iatmul language.  

“She told me there is a big crocodile caught up in the net.”  “You’re kidding 
me,” said Max the brave missionary from the mountains.  “No, I’m not.  

Let’s pull up the net and look.”   
 
Max would in no way entertain that possibility, but I went to where the net 

was dipping in the lagoon and pulled up the tail of the crocodile to show 
Max.  That was enough for him – it was either to be a miracle of him walking 

on the water back to Yamanembu, or I would have to take him back.  We 
chose the latter course.  After he had departed, I went up to the village with 
my story, requesting help.   

Crocodile in the net 



The Crocodile and the Comic Book                                               Denis V Smith 

 
 

 

©Solutions by Design 2019                                                        Page 29 of 88 

They were excited. We boarded our double canoe and went to the lagoon. 
 

 Ready for dinner! 
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We had agreed that Yamanembu 

village would share the crocodile 
and I would buy the salt to 
preserve the skin to be sold to a 

trader.   I promised them that the 
money raised would be given back 

to the village in some way. 
 
Around this time, I received a 

letter from a prayer-partner in 
Australia with a donation for the 

production of something in print 
for the people.   With the money 
raised from the trader added 

together with that gift, I was able 
to produce a comic-book story, 

“Jisasna Woopusaput” – the story 
of Jesus. 
 

 
 

 
 

 
And I must say that I did enjoy some 
crocodile steaks as part of my reward as 

well. 
 

And that’s how a crocodile paid for a 
comic-book! 
 

 

 

 

Salting the Skin 

The Crocodile and the Story of Jesus 
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Crocodiles were part of everyday life on the Sepik River. Gwen was talking 
with a group of schoolboys and one of them showed her his pet crocodile.  

It started snapping around in his hand so he nonchalantly took the 
crocodile’s tail and placed it in its mouth so it had something to bite down 
on. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

There were no problems with the baby crocodile from then on and life went 
on as normal. 

 
 
 

  
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
As for Gwen, she preferred to keep pets as something she could easily 

control – even if it meant a giving the cat a weekly bath to get rid of the 
fleas! 

 

Yamanembu Sepik Pet 

Gwen’s Yamanembu Pet 
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Airstrip in the Jungle 

 
e travelled for many days up the Sepik River by log canoe, which 

was powered by a 4HP outboard motor.   Visiting many villages on 
the way, we sought to keep in contact with the people.   We spent 

time where we were invited and shared Good News with them. 
 
We had decided to investigate the possibility of building a grass airstrip up 

river.   There was one at Ambunti. We needed to find land at least 1,500 
feet long and with good approaches in the upper reaches of the Sepik River.  

We thought Tauri would be a good place to commence our investigations 
and began our discussions with the village elders.  They informed us that 
the clan who owned the land we were looking at, were from the next village 

upstream – Iniok. 
 

We loaded our canoe and went to the village to investigate further.  The 
Tauri Tul Tul came with us to assist in negotiations.  We gathered with the 
Iniok Lululai and some of the village chiefs to discuss the possibility.  Jack 

Goulder and I walked into the jungle around the village but we could not 
find any opportunities to build there. While we were scouting the area, a 

village warrior came running toward us, savagely threatening us with his 
spear and yelling at us in the local language.   
 

We could not understand what he was saying, but his body language sure 
was communicating a message.  He menacingly strutted backwards and 

forwards in front of us and raised his spear.  I turned to Jack and said, 
“Well, Jack we might be the first two Assemblies of God martyrs in this neck 

of the woods, so what do you think we should do?  Pray?” 

W 
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”No, I’ve got an idea,” he quietly replied with a twinkle in his eyes.  He 
gradually moved toward the man until their eyes were fixed on each other.  

Slowly, Jack removed his top denture and offered it to the man. The warrior 
dropped his spear and ran into the jungle, yelling and screaming.  This man 
had seen very few white people before, and certainly not one who could 

remove his teeth at will.  “And how am I going to use this story to promote 
world missions?” I asked Jack.  We laughed together, then returned to the 

village where the Luluai introduced us to a woman who knew about the 
Tauri land and its ownership.   

Sometime later, we met again and discussed our options.  We were told 
that the clan had discussed the matter and if we were to go back to Tauri 

and find a suitable spot, we could settle on appropriate compensation.  We 
informed them that the airstrip would belong to them and it could be used 
in many ways such as emergencies, delivering trade goods and make travel 

to the coast easier.  They warmed to this possibility.    
 

We got back into the canoe and travelled back to Tauri where we settled 
into the Haus Kiap (special house built for government officials and visitors 
to the village) before meeting with the elders from the village. 

 
I had offered some work to a young village man to assist in some chores 

and he readily agreed.  We were running short of fresh water, so I asked 
him to place a bucket near the river to catch some of the monsoonal rains 
falling during the night.    

 
Next morning, he brought the bucket to us and it was brimming with water. 

“I didn’t think we had that much rain during the night,” I commented.  “No, 
that’s right,” he responded.   

Discussing options with the Iniok Luluai 
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”It was only half full so I filled it with water from the river so I wouldn’t 
waste time on carrying so little water.  Aren’t you pleased with me?” I 

explained that we would prefer the rainwater rather than drink the muddy 
Sepik water and we repeated the exercise the next night.   

 
Next morning, the bucket was brimming and overflowing with muddy water.  

He could not grasp how we would only want a half-full bucket as it did not 
make sense to him. 

Denis outside a Tauri House 

Discussions continue with Denis Smith and Jack Goulder 
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The next evening, I put the bucket out myself and got up early the next 
morning before my helper arrived, only to discover a large branch had fallen 

from a tree and smashed the bucket – no water!  So, back to drinking from 
the Sepik. 
 

We headed into the jungle looking for suitable land.  Harold Morton, a 
Missionary Aviation Fellowship pilot had given us the dimensions, layout 

and favoured position to look for.    Talk about a “needle in a haystack.” 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Tauri jungle 

Mapping and clearing the edges of the proposed airstrip 
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Using an army compass and string lines, we eventually laid out the external 
dimensions of a potential airstrip. It took us around four days and after a 

few wrong bearings we had cleared the jungle edges to the required 
dimensions. 
 

We had made arrangements with experienced pilot, Harold Morton that on 
a specific day and time he would fly over the area on his way back from the 

Highlands to Wewak to evaluate our site.  Further, we had requested he 
bring with him some frozen meat, frozen peas and some bread and butter 
to throw out of the window of the Cessna when he spied the four red flags 

on long poles on the corners of the land which delineated the site. 
 

Now, after a few weeks living on tin food, Jack and I had cooked that meat, 
peas and bread a dozen times in our minds as we relished the thought of 
fresh food. The anticipated day came and typical of Harold Morton, he was 

right on time.  We spotted the Cessna high in the sky circling overhead 
looking for us.  

 

Unfortunately, Harold couldn’t see us and, after circling the area for about 
15 minutes he headed back towards Wewak due to fuel restrictions.  We 
often heard the phrase, “Gone Troppo” in New Guinea to describe one’s 

demeanour after spending too much time alone in the jungle.  I did not 
believe it could ever happen to me until that day.  I found myself running 

down the cleared sides of the jungle yelling at the top of my voice, “Harold, 
come back; Harold, the meat, the bread, the peas; Harold… please come 

back…” as the little yellow plane slowly disappeared into the distance. 

Missionary Aviation Fellowship Cessna 



The Crocodile and the Comic Book                                               Denis V Smith 

 
 

 

©Solutions by Design 2019                                                        Page 37 of 88 

Even Jack Goulder was feeling it, so he took his rifle into the jungle to shoot 
a parrot.  At least we could have fresh meat.  We tenderly cooked it over 

the hot coals of our fire – but the bird won – it was as tough as boot leather! 
 
We decided to clear some more of the land and see if we could make an 

easier target for Harold to find next time.  Over the next couple of days, we 
continued hacking out the jungle in the tropical heat to enlarge the area. 

 

 

Then there was an accident! 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

Ambunti Airstrip 
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A Mosquito switch for Bravery 

 
ach and every day for lunch I consumed my favourite meal, Edgell 

Baked Beans.  But, after a couple of weeks, even your favourite food 
tends to lose its appeal.   I supplemented it with sago pancakes that 

the Tauri people shared with us. 
 
Unfortunately, towards the end of the week as I was chopping down a tree 

in the jungle, my very sharp axe got caught up in some liana vines and 
glanced off the trunk into my left leg.   Fortunately, it missed the bone and 

cut into the muscle.  Soon, my boot filled with blood. I applied pressure 
with a strip of my trouser leg which I ripped off as a bandage to slow the 

bleeding.   I limped back to the village and called for Imar, one of the Tauri 
young men who had received some first-aid training in Wewak. He was 
known as the “Dokta Boi” – a medical orderly. 

 
He explained that he did have a sewing needle and indeed had stitched up 

a man from the village who had been gored by a wild pig.  “Is he still alive?” 
I questioned.   Given assurance that the man was still living, I agreed that 
Imar would undertake the surgery. 

 
He found some nylon fishing line, sterilised the needle and instructed four 

men to hold me down on the floor of the hut. One sat on my thigh, another 
held my foot and two others held my shoulders.   The operation proceeded 
with some pain as there was no local anaesthetic to use.  I bit into a stick 

he had placed in my mouth and after about 30 minutes, he proudly informed 
me that the bleeding had stopped and soon I should be as good as new.   

E 
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Unfortunately, he failed to depress the 

wound to express congealed blood and 
a few days later an infected 
haematoma formed.   

 
The upside of the event was that it 

forged a good relationship with the 
Tauri village elders who said, “You are 
a strong man who can endure pain and 

we like that in a man.”  Imar gave me 
a mosquito switch to cement our 

relationship.  I still have it today. 
 
John Pasquale, the local Kiap came by 

in his canoe and encouraged me to get 
to Wewak Hospital.  We were some 

days from home, so it was back into 
the canoe and downriver to 
Yamanembu; then to Pagwi and north 

to Hayfield where I flew into Wewak 
and got myself checked out.    

 
The Wewak Doctor used to ride around the wards on his bicycle to break 

the monotony and when he dropped by, he checked my leg out, rebandaged 
it and let me leave the hospital. 
 

We never did finish that airstrip.  During the next monsoonal floods, the 
Sepik River changed its coursed and many of the village houses fell into the 

swirling muddy waters.  The people relocated their village on to what was 
originally to become their airstrip – so all’s well that ends well! 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 

Imar from Tauri 

Twisting and turning Sepik River 
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Crocodiles in a Saucepan! 
 

any of the “mountain missionaries” would ask to join me on our Sepik 

travels.  It was like another mission field to them.    
 

On one occasion, a missionary from Maprik joined me.  We would be on the 

river for two weeks and agreed that each would be responsible for one week 
of evening meals.   Lunch was a personal choice – mine was Baked Beans!  

Breakfast was usually cereal of some description.   
 
I spoke with Don Badham over the radio “sched” and he informed me that 

there was a new line of food in the mission store, “Mountain Maid Savoury 
Meat Supreme.”  I took his advice and ordered seven cans for evening 

meals, as my contribution to the expedition.  I figured that one every 
second night would be acceptable. 
 

When my colleague arrived at Yamanembu, we loaded up the canoe and 
headed off up river.   

 
We stayed overnight in a village and my friend announced, “Denis, Don 
Badham has recommended this latest acquisition to the Store and I have 

brought seven cans.” You guessed it, “Mountain Maid Savoury Meat 
Supreme.”  Well, we were right for our evening meal for the next two weeks! 

 
It was the monsoonal highwater season and the villages were flooded.  Late 
in the day, we made our way up the small tributary to Swagup, tied up our 

canoe to the haus kiap and unloaded our goods.  One of the school boys, 
Minua went off to visit his family.   

M 
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We hung up our mosquito nets, ensuring they were firmly tucked in around 
the edges of our sleeping mats – the hordes of biting mosquitoes were 

making life unbearable, so it was a quick meal of Savoury Meat Supreme 
and try to get to sleep on the pangal floor.   I awoke refreshed and asked 
my friend how he slept. “I didn’t sleep a wink,” he moaned.  Crocodiles had 

been swimming under the floor and snapping at the rats as they descended 
to the water to drink.  Each time they snapped their jaws, he jumped! 

 
A church service was held in the village next morning as people turned up 
and sat in their canoes.  This was to be an important occasion as one of the 

teenage schoolboys, Stephen Minua had come from this village to 
Yamanembu to further his education.  Stephen had become a Christian and 

wanted to testify of his commitment to the people from the village.  It was 
a bold move. 

Prejudice is universal.  Sepik River villagers in Papua New Guinea always 
knew who the cannibals were, but would seldom admit their involvement.  

It was usual get a response, “No, not our people, but if you go the village 
upriver from us, they used to kill and eat people.”  When we arrived at that 
village and asked them the same question, they replied, “No, not our 

people, but if you go the village downriver from us, they used to eat 
people.”   

 
Swagup men wore shells around their necks as indicators that they had 

killed people. They were known as the “Insect Tribe” and were still isolated 
from the outside world. I did not speak their language – just a few words I 
had picked up. They hunted crocodiles with spears and killed wild boar with 

bows and arrows. They revered their tribal totem – the praying mantis. 
 

I was giving my friend a hard time and had said to him, “Now when we are 
in Swagup and you see men with bones through their noses, a bone knife 
in a band on their arm and they squeeze your arm, be careful, these people 

used to be cannibals.”  Well, most men we saw looked like that and 
squeezed his arm.   

 
I didn’t tell him it was a form of greeting.   

Swagup on the Sepik River – we drew our own maps in the ‘60s 
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Now I, as one of my friends remarked, “had one stripe in my pyjamas,” and 
was fairly thin.  He was a little heavier than me and I fed the story with 

exaggerated tales.  Well, you had to have some fun on the river! 

The next morning was to be a first in the village.  Minua waited until the 
men had pulled up in their canoes and he respectfully addressed them in 
their own language concerning his commitment to Christ and that he had 

become a Christian.  The people were attentive.  
 

He explained that the rite of passage for a Christian on his journey of faith 
was water baptism.  We then got into the water and I baptised him in front 
of his family and the people of Swagup. Minua was radiant when he 

explained to the people that he would continue his journey of faith and 
invited others to consider becoming Christians.  It was a great time with 

the people.   Minua had a firm faith in Christ and went on to serve the Lord 
until his death in 2001. 
 

Percy Ganba the Secretary of the Assemblies of God in New Guinea wrote, 
“this is to let you know that our brother Stephen Minua Pino passed away 

at 2:00 pm on Tuesday 13th February 2001 at Boram General Hospital, 
Wewak, East Sepik Province. 

 
He died of tumorous cancer in the stomach. He was brought over from Lae 
to Wewak as there was a surgeon in Lae who could carry out operation. I 

had a talk to the surgeon and she advised me that the cancer was already 
in its secondary stage when the operation was done. The main sore was 

removed but he had numerous sores in the upper and lower part of his 
stomach. He was in hospital since December 22nd, 2000. 

Travelling by Canoe 
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He was serving as E.A. (Evangelical Alliance) Police Chaplain for Momase 

region at the rank of chief inspector. Previously he was pastor of Wewak 
AOG, became first General Secretary of AOG PNG, pastor at Madang 
Baptist, Mt Hagen Baptist and was appointed E.A. Police Chaplain in Lae. 

 
Pastor Joseph Maru will be conducting his funeral at Wewak Assemblies of 

God church. Date yet to be set. His body will be buried at Ilingita where we 
reside.  He is survived by his wife Milia Pino and three adopted daughters 
Cathy, Doreen and Kesaia. pray for them at this time of great sadness at 

the loss of their father.” (Email from Percy Ganba) 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 

Stephen Minua and Jack Easton at Beth Eden, Brisbane, 23rd May 1996 
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We left Swagup the next day and headed upriver to the villages of Oam.  

One of the villages was situated on a large freshwater lagoon. Now, we had 
been washing in the Sepik for the past few days and on one occasion a 

submerged log brushed our legs in the evening darkness. We both thought 
it was a crocodile. It was a quick bath – just in case. 
 

To find this clear water was a real bonus.   As soon as docked and tied up 
the canoe, my mountain missionary friend headed for the haus kiap, 

changed into his swimming trunks and ran toward the lagoon with a towel 
in one hand and a cake of soap in the other.  He swam out some way from 
the shore and a number of people from Oam gathered to watch him swim 

around the lagoon.  He called out to the people, “I gat pukpuk i stap long 
dispela raunwara?” (“Are there any crocodiles in this lagoon?”) 

 
One of the locals yelled out, “Masta, em i as ples bilong ol!” (“Sir, this is 
where all our crocodiles come from!”)  I laughed as he swam a fast 30 

meters toward the shore, dried himself and went back quietly to the haus 
kiap. 

 
We enjoyed a good meeting with the people that evening and had our daily 
serving of Mountain Maid Savoury Meat Supreme for dinner.   

 
Next morning, he got up before me and went to the lagoon.  When I arrived, 

he was sitting on the edge of the canoe with a saucepan in his hand, pouring 
water over his legs, soaping up and repeating the exercise. It was a great 

display of wisdom – any crocodile small enough to fit in that saucepan was 
not going to worry my intrepid friend.  

Swagup Village when the Sepik River was not flooding 
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Those times of fellowship bring precious memories of what developed 
among the Sepik District missionaries – an esprit de corps – unparalleled 

commitment to each other and to our calling.  It still exists today! 
 
After a couple of weeks away, I explained to him that we would stop at the 

village of Yambon.  There, the river swirled into large whirlpools as it forced 
its way through the narrow banks.  Two ladies from Summer Institute of 

Linguistics were translating the Bible for that language group.   
 
“We won’t have to worry. I’ll time our arrival around lunch time, they will 

invite us for lunch (true Sepik River hospitality) and we’ll have a nice change 
in our diets.” 

 
Things proceeded well as we accepted their offer for lunch.  “We have just 
received our food supply and we have found the latest luxury we can share 

with you for lunch,” was the promise.  “We love it – it’s Mountain Maid 
Savoury Meat Supreme!” 

 
I did not have the heart to tell them of my growing disaffection towards 
that can of meat.   We thanked them and after lunch headed downriver 

toward Yamanembu. 
 

My mountain-missionary friend returned to Maprik and the next day I took 
our outboard motor up to Hayfield so Max Peters could service it.  Lilliane 

Westbrook, in her usual gracious way invited me to have lunch with the 
Peters’ family.   You guessed it – Mountain Maid Savoury Meat Supreme!   
About ten years later I saw a can in a supermarket and thought I’d try it 

for old times’ sake.   It hadn’t improved! 

  

Travelling by canoe on the Sepik River with lookout at the front 
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On another occasion, another missionary from the mountains was travelling 
with Frank Farr and me on an upriver excursion.  Among the Sepiks, there 

is an order of seniority by the position you occupy in the canoe.  We always 
put the visitors up front suggesting they should be on the lookout for 
submerged logs, sandbanks, crocodiles, head-hunters and cannibals.   

 
That position in the canoe was always the lowest rung on the ladder.  We 

usually appointed the visitor to be the cook as well.  He only lasted one 
night when he threw corn onto the coals to cook – our evening meal.  We 
appointed him to clean up – we would do the cooking.  

 
Of course, we were only having fun at their expense.  As we slowly 

meandered up the river, Frank called out a number to me, “Twelve!”  Well, 
I responded with a few laughs and replied, “Sixteen!”  “Eight” he responded 
after a moment of laughter to which I responded, “Thirty-three!”  We had 

our friend’s attention.  “What are you doing?” he enquired innocently. 
 

I explained that Frank and I spend so much time together in the canoe that 
we number our jokes now to save time because we have shared them so 
many times.  “Have a go,” I encouraged, “Four!” he yelled, “Good one, we 

had forgotten that one, try another.”    
 

“Ten!” “Eighteen!”  Frank and I were doubled over laughing.  Our friend was 
enjoying the experience.  “Twenty-three?” he enquired.  We did not laugh 

and Frank solemnly responded, “Sorry, some people can tell them, and 
some can’t!”  Beware mountain missionaries! 
 

 

Fred and Betty Evans visiting the Sepik. Jack Goulder and two of his children in the canoe 
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Canoe prows 

Denis in the aluminium Topper John with Cyril Westbrook and Fred Evans on the Sepik  
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Fire from the Sky 

 

andingai village was down river from Yamanembu and was accessed 
by travelling up a short tributary from the Sepik.  It was a fairly large 
village with the men involved in active animistic rituals. 

 
A church had been established there and the pastor of the congregation 

was Misa.  He was also an elder of the village. Before giving his life to Christ, 
he had been a Roman Catholic Catechist but had continually stood firm in 
his evangelical faith despite opposition from the Catholic priest and the 

elders of the village.   He conducted services for the children, teaching them 
a catechism of belief that was popular during that time – “Mipela Kristen, 

bilip long God, Em I wanpela, na Em i tru.” (We Christians believe in God; 
He is One and He is true.”) 

 
Each Sunday, he gathered the Christians for worship in the village church 
they had built.  On one occasion, when I was speaking, he stopped the 

service as some village elders came into the meeting.  “Let’s pause for a 
moment,” he boldly said as he stood up, “some of you Christians, please 

leave the front seats and sit at the back while these haiden (pagans) who 
are visiting us today come to the front so they can hear the message 
clearly.” 

 
They came forward and sat down and the service continued.  Then another 

interruption.  Two ladies, sitting at the back of the meeting were fighting 
over who should hold a young child.  They each had grasped an arm and 
were pulling the child backwards and forwards creating a wailing scream.   

K 
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With the wisdom of Solomon, one of the deacons walked back and directed 
them, “If you must do this, please do this outside the meeting and do not 

disturb the preacher.”  He ushered them out the door and the meeting 
continued. 
 

One afternoon I arrived at the village and spent 
some time with Misa and his family in their house.  

We could hear the sounds of a garamut (slit-gong) 
coming from the men’s ceremonial house, so Misa 
and I went to see what was going on.  We were 

welcomed into the meeting and rested on the 
raised beds while the ceremony proceeded. “We’re 

just having a celebration party,” one of the elders 
said.  I noticed he was holding a human skull which 
has been covered with clay with human features 

moulded on it.  Recalling my readings from Naven, 
I responded, “So, it is a minchangwa – a mortuary 

celebration?”  They were surprised that I got it 
right. Misa was without fear as he went on to 
explain to the men that they were wasting their 

time in following that ritualistic custom.  There was 
a better option – following the living Christ, rather 

than ascribing greatness to the dead person. 
 

You could feel the animosity among the men as he boldly proclaimed that 
Jesus had died, but had risen from the dead.  I became a bystander to his 
outstanding oratory. 

 
I left the next day and returned a week later.  As was my custom, I visited 

Misa and his wife and children.  He related this story to me that after our 
time of interrupting the mortuary ceremony, some of the elders agreed with 
a leading chief of the village that they should burn the church down in 

retaliation.  Misa, got to hear about it and sent a message back to the men’s 
ceremonial house, “Be careful that God does not judge you with fire if you 

use fire to destroy God’s building.” 
 
The village chief then returned to his house to witness a ball of fire – “about 

the size of a hibiscus flower,” they told me, appearing out of the sky and 
falling on the roof of the chief’s house, igniting the morata (sago leaf) roof.  

The chief was immobilized with fear while others put out the fire.   About 
one third of the roof burned before they extinguished it.  
 

The chief sent word for Misa that he was sitting in his house, frozen with 
fear and wanted him to come and pray for him.  “I decided to wait a couple 

of hours before going, so he would really learn his lesson,” Misa said with a 
smile.  “He learned his lesson!” 
 

Misa was a remarkable man, unsung and often unnoticed.  He is among my 
“heroes of faith” who stood strong for God in spite of bitter opposition from 

some of the people. 

Garamut 
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One other event comes to mind.  Neither of us had yet married and Des 
Evans, from the USA was visiting with me on the Sepik River.  We travelled 

to Kandingai, then walked around the village as I introduced Des to the 
people.   

 
At one house, there was a dog being cooked for the evening meal.  Des 

gave it a wide berth.  At the evening service as he preached and I 
translated, a young boy was munching on spare-ribs of dog. Des enquired 
of me about it and I told him what was happening.  It proved to be a shorter 

service than usual! 
 

And then there were the pythons.  I was conducting a meeting in one of the 
large houses on the Sepik River when the service was broken up as an 
extremely large python dropped out of the ceiling into the middle of the 

small congregation.  It quickly dropped through a hole in the floor as the 
men scattered down the log steps to the ground.  One of the men speared 

the snake with a fishing spear – it reared back, throwing the man away as 
he lost the spear.  Another man came along and soon finished the job. 

At Yamanembu, we had purchased a few chickens so that we could have 
fresh eggs in our diet.  In the middle of the night we were woken by muffled 

sounds from the hen-house.    

Kandingai tributary 

6.7 metre python 
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Lighting a hurricane lamp and grabbing my machete, I ran to the coop to 
find a large python was gorging itself on our hens.  It had swallowed three 

(you could count the bumps in its body) and had one in its mouth.   
 
We lost four of our hens, but one sharp hit with a machete meant the four-

metre python had lost its life! 

 

 

 

Bird of Paradise and Emblem of Papua New Guinea 
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The Rat that stole the Easter Message 

 

wen and I were stationed at Wingei for a few months. We could more 
easily relocate as we had no children.  Jack and Hazel Easton from 
Yangoru had invited us as special guest speakers at an Easter 

Convention.   
 

After a few hours of slipping and sliding on the muddy roads we finally 
arrived and prepared for the meetings.  I had prepared a large sign on some 
cardboard I obtained from one of our stores. 

 
“Jisas I gat Laip!” (Jesus is Alive!) I had printed and put the large sign on 

the back wall behind the pulpit. On the well-attended Friday and Saturday 
meetings I made no reference to the sign.   
 

However, on Easter Sunday, my moment had come.  As I excitedly 
preached about the resurrection of Jesus I said to the congregation, “This 

is the foundation of the Easter message,” I announced, pointing to the sign 
for the first time.  I was amazed, the people stood excitedly and were 

pointing at the sign.  I looked over my shoulder to make the point again.  
“We see it,” the people shouted. “See what?” I thought quickly, as I turned.  
At that very moment a large rat was scurrying over the top of my sign on 

the rafters and disappearing behind it.  Well, my Houdini rat trick took the 
wind out of that great event.  It was a hard act to follow so I concluded my 

message quickly and the people returned to their villages, I am sure, telling 
and retelling the story how I pulled that “rat out of the hat!” 

G 



The Crocodile and the Comic Book                                               Denis V Smith 

 
 

 

©Solutions by Design 2019                                                        Page 54 of 88 

 
On another visit to Yangoru the government grader was cutting a new 

bypass road.  We stopped to gaze with interest as the driver had hailed us 
to ask us what we thought it was that he had unearthed.  No problem! It 
was an unexploded World War Two bomb that had been dropped during the 

fighting. I wasn’t expecting that.   
 

I took a quick photo and we decided to cut the road from under the bomb 
and let it roll away into the jungle below. I suggested he leave it alone and 
report it to the administration officer. Never a dull day. 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

“Surprise, surprise!” 

Just missed the church 
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Why no Children? 

 
t that time, Gwen and I had no children, so some of the ladies of Wingei 
discussed the matter among themselves and appointed a small group 

with a spokes-woman to address what they perceived was a problem. 
 

”Mrs Smith,” said Esther, “we have been 
discussing the fact that you have no 
children and we have come to help you 

in this serious matter.  We know you 
have only been married for a year and 

that you are the niece of Mrs Easton at 
Yangoru.  She has no children either, so 
there may be a problem.” 

 
Gwen had been speaking at a women’s 

convention not long before this and 
heard a scream at the back of the 
building – a baby, sleeping in a bilum 

(string bag) had been hanging on a wall 
beam and had hit the floor as the bilum 

fell.  She stopped in her message to ask 
the ladies to “pick up the little boy and 

stop him screaming.”  Unfortunately, it 
was a baby girl and the women laughed 
together saying, “poor Mrs Smith, she 

doesn’t know the difference between a 
boy and a girl.”  

A 

Esther and Children 
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So, with this background, Gwen knew where the conversation was heading.  
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She assured the ladies that she was OK in that department and they did 
not need to worry. 

 
We did have greater concerns though when John Knauf had come to stay 
with us to do some building repairs.   Call it a fixation if you like, but neither 

Gwen or I like eating the crumbs of the breakfast cereal, Weet-Bix.   
 

The problem was that Weet-bix came in four-gallon drums and by the time 
you had eaten the top layers, there was about 25% of the cereal in the 
bottom in small pieces. 

 
That morning, as Gwen prepared 

breakfast, she discovered only two 
whole Weet-Bix left – the rest were 
crumbs.  Being a good and gracious 

hostess, she gave the guest the 
whole Weet-Bix and filled our plates 

with the crumbs.  After John said 
Grace, he took the two Weet-Bix in 
his hands and scrunched them up 

into small pieces saying, “forgive 
me. I don’t like my Weet-Bix 

whole!” Forgive him? At that time, I 
felt like blessing him with a brick!  

Oh, the trials of life. 
 
Then there was the time Gwen had baked an apple pie – my favourite. As 

she took it out of the old wood burning stove, three Sepik Bible Translators 
stopped by to visit us.  We shared Communion together – precious 

memories! Then it was time to eat the pie.  Gwen had cut the pie into 
sufficient pieces so that there was a piece for everybody and one piece 
remained for me. One of the visitors took the last piece, gave it to his friend 

and said, “I’m sure Gwen won’t mind if you eat the last piece – true Sepik 
hospitality!”  Oh, yea! 

 
However, I did enjoy Sepik sago 
which was made from the heart 

of the sago palm.  The people 
used the palm as a real 

supermarket – every part of it 
was used – leaves for roof 
thatching, bark for fish traps and 

the heart as a vegetable.  After 
washing the pulp and drying it 

out, it became a great adjunct to 
fish, crocodile and pig. 
 

 
 

“My kingdom for a whole Weet-Bix!” 

Preparing sago 
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Pets, Pigs and Chickens 
 

e had left our cat in Yamanembu and Gwen, always loving animals, 
bargained with a man who presented himself at our doorstep to sell 

a baby white karpul (opossum).  “We killed and ate the mother,” he 
announced.  Gwen agreed on a price and now we had Elmo to look after. 
We made a cage for it and it became a favourite, spending many hours of 

the day curled up in Gwen’s apron pocket as she worked around the house.  
 

Elmo grew into a fine young man and 
was greatly admired by the men who 
would drop by to see his progress.  

Mind you, they were not thinking “pet,” 
but “protein.”  The opossum skin was 

often used in making a ceremonial 
head-dress as well.    
 

Elmo was quite at home with us and 
would crawl over the roof to our 

bedroom and scratch on the wire 
netting to get to Gwen.  One morning, 

he was gone.  We did not find the 
karpul or the culprit! 
 

Sometime later we got another one and Gwen called him “Elmo Two.”  We 
didn’t have a lot to amuse ourselves with, so we made the best of every 

opportunity. 
 

W 

Elmo Two 



The Crocodile and the Comic Book                                               Denis V Smith 

 
 

 

©Solutions by Design 2019                                                        Page 60 of 88 

The other “critters” were a bunch of 
pigs from the nearby village that 

would root out insects and worms 
from underneath our house, all hours 
of the night.  Along with the dirge of 

hundreds of kundu (wooden drum) 
playing participants in a sing-sing, the 

pig squeals of enjoyment kept us 
awake.   
 

The locals came with vegetables, fruit 
and eggs for sale.  “They are fresh, 

just laid this morning,” the lady 
announced.  That was, until Gwen 
took a torch to shine the light though 

it and check it out. “On second 
thoughts, they may be a bit older,” 

she said, knowing that the embryo 
would show up with the torch-light. 
 

At the feasts, we usually ate the 
vegetables – taro, yams, bananas, 

sweet potatoes, greens and sago 
pancakes. 

 
At one church opening, I was presented with a rooster in appreciation for 
coming to preside at the opening of a new church.   

 

Gwen inspecting the feast at the 
Church opening 

New Church Dedication Service. 
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It was a great occasion and the people were thrilled with their achievement. 
A feast followed and we filled our plates with vegetables, leaving the meat 

for the people.  How generous we were. 
 
We kept that rooster with us for a few days in Hayfield, then took it with us 

back to Yamanembu to fatten it up for Christmas dinner.  Peter and Fay 
Fairbanks and their two daughters were joining us for a week.  I tied the 

rooster by the leg to a house stump, on a long string to keep it from 
wandering.   Many times, it wrapped itself up in the leg-rope and squawked 
at the top of its voice for release. “Release,” I thought “would come for you 

on Christmas Day.” 
 

Christmas Day came and the rooster won!  He was as tough as boot leather!   
 
However, we did enjoy a harvest of peanuts I had planted and the fellowship 

with the Fairbanks family was exceptional.  Especially when on Christmas 
morning we attended church and another missionary told the story of Mary 

and Elizabeth and the birth of Jesus.  He used the English word, “cousin” 
instead of “kandere” to speak of the relationship between Elizabeth and 
Mary.  Each time he mentioned in his message that Mary visited her “cousin” 

(which sounded like kasang, the Tok Pisin word for ‘peanut,”) Peter and I 
found it difficult to maintain our composure as we had been discussing at 

some length how we would prepare our “kasang” for Christmas.   The more 
he used the word, the more we laughed.  It was so disrespectful of us and 

the other missionary, whose name shall remain anonymous has provided 
another great story. 

Denis receiving the rooster with Ossie Molyneux looking on 
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Then there was the time when a delegation from the Australian World 
Missions Council was visiting the different stations along with the Field 

Superintendent, T L Evans.  They arrived at Yamanembu and among them 
was my pastor from Sydney, Philip Duncan.  He had a wonderful sense of 
humour and certainly, along with A T Davidson brought joy and laughter 

into our lives as we entertained them with our meagre fare. 
 

Philip “dared to go where many have gone before” and was trying his hand 
at Tok Pisin.  He was interested in learning how to express emotions and 
memorising phrases – joy – “bel bilong mi i amamas tru;” sadness – “bel 

bilong mi i hevi;” fear – “bel bilong mi i kirap nogut tru” and peace – “bel 
isi.” 

 
In the growing darkness of the evening service amidst the droning of the 
ever-present tormenting mosquitos, he was addressing the congregation in 

the church as I translated his message for the people.  To show his skills, 
he commenced in Tok Pisin, “Nem bilong mi, Philip” – “my name is Philip!”  

He was doing well.  “Em pikinini bilong mi!” – “He is my child,” as he pointed 
to me, being a member of his church in Australia.  He was amazing. 
 

Then, patting himself on the stomach in an attempt to express his feelings 
of joy, he exclaimed confidently, “na mi gat bel!”  The congregation were 

amazed.  He announced, “and I’m pregnant!”  Missed it by that much! Oh, 
the dangers of learning just a little of the language!   We laughed together 

over supper as he was delighted that he had another good story to tell his 
congregation when he returned to Australia. 
 

Philip Douglas from Maprik had joined me on a visit to a new Sepik village 
in among the swamps.  As our canoe reached the village, the people were 

glad to receive us and offered us the fresh liver of a pig they had just killed.  
Glistening on a banana leaf in the sun, I said to Philip, “Well, you are 
honoured, they gave it to you as a token of welcome.” “What do I do with 

it?” he questioned.  “Just eat it!” I quickly responded, “they will be thrilled.”  
Why do I play such tricks on the mountain missionaries?  I should have told 

him that they would cook it for him later! 
 
One Sunday evening Gwen and I visited a village church within walking 

distance from Wingei.  It was fine weather when we left and Gwen was 
wearing rubber flip-flops.  However, the torrential monsoonal rains came 

while we were in the village and the paths turned to slippery mud.  Now, I 
always wore boots.  Gwen took off her flip-flops and walked bare-footed 
and was doing really well until we arrived at the Wingei Hill below our house. 

She just couldn’t make it up the hill.  “Jump on my back,” I gallantly offered. 
And she did.  As we slipped and slid up the hill – two steps forward and one 

back, Gwen holding on to the kerosene lamp and our Bibles, shouted 
through the noise of the rain, “If only the girls from Glad Tidings Tabernacle 
could see me now,” she laughed.   

 
That brought on a fit of mutual giggles and laughter – but we made it home 

in the end – muddy and exhausted. 
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Gwen in front of a church 

Visiting a village in the mountains Flying with Missionary Aviation Fellowship 



The Crocodile and the Comic Book                                               Denis V Smith 

 
 

 

©Solutions by Design 2019                                                        Page 65 of 88 

 

 

 

Customs, Culture and Christianity 
 

hat is culture?    
 

• It is simply our worldview – our perspective on life 
• which forms our beliefs – what is true or false  
• sets our values – what is best or worst  

• and influences our behaviour – what is done or not done. 
 

Culture is the way we do things.    
 
In one sense, culture is our mental map of our world.  This is not only a 

map OF our world, but also a map FOR determining action.   
 

It provides us with a guide for our decisions and behaviour.    
 
“Culture” must be perceived and accepted as part of a person’s right to live. 

Culture is the anthropologist’s label for the sum of the distinctive 
characteristics of a people’s way of life.   Culture is the conceptual design, 

the definitions by which people order their lives, interpret their experience 
and evaluate the behaviour of others. 
 

Let’s go deeper because our culture is formed by something more profound 
than our environment! 

W 
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There are “core values” within each of us which are the: 

 
• essential and enduring beliefs we hold 
• and which produce the set of general guiding principles of our 

lives. 
 

These must not to be confused with our specific ethnic or cultural 
backgrounds we come from (which also shape our world view) or the 
operating practices we presently use (knowing that those have changed 

over the years) and those things which we will not compromise for status, 
prestige or short-term expediency. 

 
Over the years, I have been asked, “why not leave the New Guinea people 
to themselves and their own culture?  Surely they would be happier without 

all the outside influence?” 
 

My simple answer is, “why not ask them that question?”  They will tell you 
of dangerous ancient customs, rituals and observances that kept them in 
fear of sorcery and murder.  Women were kept in a life of drudgery while 

diseases took them to an early grave. Men thrashed young girls with thistles 
and thorns as they “ran the gauntlet” at puberty. They knew that sorcery, 

witchcraft, inter-village fighting and retaliatory murder held them captive 
in what they called “darkness.” 

 
I saw some of that “darkness” in ritualistic scarification of initiates on the 
Sepik River which was supposed to release the maternal blood from the 

body.  Stories were then woven around the absence of the youth from the 
village that they had fought a large crocodile – hence the scars of their 

bodies.  

Young men in the men’s ceremonial house after initiation scarification 
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Iatmul Initiations 
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I was visiting the village of 
Yenshamungwa on the Sepik River and 

as custom demanded, entered the 
men’s ceremonial house to meet the 
people. “We have just killed a pig and 

we will get you the best part to eat,” 
they said.  To them the best part of the 

pig was the fat.  I supplemented my 
meal with lots of fried sago.  
 

As I looked down in the smoky 
atmosphere, I noted a small skinny dog 

on the prowl.  When no one was looking, 
I dropped my hand with the pig fat to 
the floor and the opportunistic dog 

grabbed it and ran for his life to escape 
the blows of the men who saw the deed 

and tried to save the smoked fat.  “We 
are so sorry,” they politely responded, 
“but do not fear, we’ll get some more.”  

It turned out to be twice as much as 
first served!  That backfired! 

 
After our meeting, I ensured that when I left, I went out a different way so 

as not to leave the impression that “I had built that large and imposing 
structure by myself.”  
 

The challenge of culture was always present.  Gwen was asked by a group 
of ladies for a dress for each of them because they saw that she had her 

washing out on the line, and “no one could wear five dresses at one time.” 
 
Another time, a group of men asked me for money for new shorts to wear 

to a special meeting.  Fortunately, I was able to tell them about the shorts 
I was wearing that day.  I said, “These were made during World War Two, 

worn by someone in the Navy, then put in a package by a church member 
in Australia and sent to me as a gift. So, these shorts have been worn by 
others before me and were over 20 years old.”    I encouraged them to trust 

the Lord for His provision.  By the time I had finished telling them the story, 
they were ready to take up an offering to buy me a new pair.  It’s all 

relevant. 
 
Possessions were important – but shared possessions were more important. 

I saw an old lady on the Sepik River with a very old and battered Japanese 
saucepan. “Where did you get that?” I enquired. “I was hiding in the jungle 

when a Japanese soldier came to the river to wash, took off his clothes and 
jumped into the river.  I then walked out and took all his clothes and 
possessions because they were taking all our food from the gardens.”    

 
Gwen was also the lady’s hairdresser on the field. Here’s Gwen’s salon with 

Melva Molyneux as one of her many customers. 

Carrying the pig 
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Honouring the early missionaries in Papua New Guinea 
Hugh Davidson, Jack Easton, Morris Hovey, Cyril Westbrook  

Fuel stop – Denis and SIL Pilot Ron Gluck  
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The light aircraft of Missionary Aviation Fellowship (MAF) and Wycliffe Bible 
Translators (JAARS) were invaluable to us.  On occasions, when we were 

cut off from Hayfield due to flooding rivers the MAF pilot would drop out our 
supplies as he buzzed Wingei station – usually frozen meat and mail. 
 

On one particular day, we had completed our daily scheduled radio contact 
with the other stations and left our transmitter on for a few minutes. We 

heard Wewak MAF calling for one of their pilots and asking any of the people 
listening if we had seen one of their planes.   
 

John Halverson, an MAF pilot from New Zealand, disappeared while on a 
flight out of Telefomin. For two to three weeks the government 

administration at Telefomin co-ordinated search planes, as they 
meticulously flew over the whole area looking for the wreckage in the dense 
and leafy forests of the mountain ranges. Many other commercial operators 

joined the MAF staff and its fleet in the search, but no one discovered any 
wreckage. The thick jungle had swallowed up all evidence of John’s 

disappearance.  It was reported that the crash site would have grown over 
in a matter of weeks, hiding all traces of his aircraft.  We held all those 
pilots in high regard as they flew in those dangerous conditions with short 

grass landing strips that seemed impossible to land aircraft. 
  

 
 

 

Missionary Aviation Fellowship Cessna – a life-line to missionaries 
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Don’t Worry, God is with You! 
 

rank Farr and I set off for an upriver excursion to visit the villages on 

the Sepik River where we had previously made contacts and conducted 
services with the people.   

 

We now had the 18 HP Johnson outboard on the canoe, so we could travel 
a bit faster on the river.  Within a few days, we had reached Tauri and 

enjoyed getting out of the close confines of the canoe.  It was also a time 
to renew friendship with Imar, who had stitched up my leg. 

 
We usually kept in touch with what was happening in Yamanembu when 
Gwen came up on the scheduled 2-way communications at chosen times.   

 
Hayfield Station (Delta X-ray) monitored all activities on the various mission 

outposts.  Yamanembu was designated as Lima-Foxtrot. 
 
We carried a small transistor radio with us to listen in on the daily 

interactions. We could hear the discussions, but had no way of joining in as 
we were “receiving only.”  For some reason, we had been unable to pick up 

the frequencies on the radio while travelling.  After a week on the river, we 
finally managed to tune in and hear what was going on back in Yamanembu. 
 

F 
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We heard Hazel Easton from Yangoru (Uniform-
November) speaking to Hayfield.  “Delta-X-ray, 

it has been a few days since we heard any radio 
activity from Lima Foxtrot.  Do you think they are 
OK?  Their men have gone upriver and only the 

ladies and children are left there.  Do you think 
we need to send someone down to them to check 

things out?” 
 
“I’m sure they are OK,” was the response, “but if 

you think we should go and check things out, I’ll 
get on to it tomorrow.”  This is all we heard on 

our radio and we were days from home. What we 
didn’t know until we got back downriver to 
Yamanembu was, that a couple of days after we 

had left, the batteries of the 2-way radio were 
flat and no longer working. Someone had left a 

light on in one of the houses overnight.   
 
Gwen knew what to do.  

 
Option #1: She went down to the power shed 

and tried to get the lighting plant generator 
going.  It was a 2-stroke engine which was 

attached to a generator to recharge the batteries.  
 
Part of her orientation was to know how to fix this problem.  But the engine 

would not start.  She changed the spark plug, checked the wiring and fuel, 
pulled on the starter rope, but still only a metallic clunking noise was heard.  

We discovered later that the fly wheel had broken off and that engine was 
never going to start.  So, no power to the other houses for lighting and no 
way to recharge the batteries to communicate with “Delta-x-ray.” 

 
No problems, she knew where to proceed 

to next.  
 
Option #2: She went down to the double-

hulled canoe and prepared to go across the 
river to Pagwi and call on the Kiap 

(Assistant District Officer) to send a 
message to Hayfield concerning these 
problems.   

 
She made her way down the slippery river 

bank, and into the canoe. She lifted the 
outboard motor into the water, primed the 
pump, pulled on the starter rope to start 

the engine.   
 

Denis and Gwen Smith  

Gwen Smith  
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As she reached down to set the throttle handle, it came off in her hands – 
metal fatigue – there was no way she could get to the other side in that 

canoe.  Again, no problems, it was time to proceed to the next step. 
 
Option #3:  Gwen walked up to the Yamanembu village to discuss these 

challenges with Joe Bai, one of the men who occasionally travelled with us.  
She explained the situation to him and he took her down to his small canoe 

and said, “Get in, I’ll paddle you over to the other side.”  This was 
acceptable, as women usually sat in the canoes while the men stood in the 
stern and paddled.  With the water lapping at the sides of the dugout canoe, 

they slowly made their way across to Pagwi where Joe tied up his canoe to 
wait for Gwen.   

 
It was time for Option #4: Gwen took the 
letter she had written to Max Peters in 

Hayfield to explain what had happened and 
that they were all safe; but to please come 

down and repair the generator and outboard 
motor.  Unfortunately, the Kiap was more 
interested in the company of a white woman 

and invited Gwen into his house.  No way!   
 

She thrust the letter into his hands with the 
instructions, “Get this to Hayfield on the next 

Jeep going North!”  She closed the door and 
quickly went back to Joe who was waiting by 
the Pagwi riverside timber pontoon.  

 
Option #5: She got back into the canoe and 

with a wet but somewhat trouble-free return, 
made it back to Yamanembu.  She couldn’t do 
anything else but follow the New Guinea 

adage, “Bihain – wet tasol!” (Wait, it will come 
eventually!”)  However, God had another 

option! 
 

Option #6: Misa, the pastor of the Kandingai 

congregation downriver from Yamanembu, had 
travelled up some hours in his canoe.  He 

politely stood at the door of our house and 
coughed (the Sepik way of letting you know 
there was someone outside – knocking on doors 

was looked upon unfavourably). 
 

”Are you all right Mrs Smith,” he enquired, “I’ve 
just paddled up to see if you are OK.”  How he 
knew, we will never know.  But it seemed as if 

he was prompted in his spirit to check things 
out, and there he was at the door.   He checked 

out everything on the station. 

Joe Bai at the Yamanembu 
village garamut  

Canoes by the river bank  
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With encouraging words, he quietly and confidently said, “Misas Simit, yu 
no ken wori tumas long ol dispela samting nogut i kamap long yu, God i 

stap!” (Mrs Smith, don’t overly worry about these bad things that are 
happening, God is still with you.)   
 

He visited Gwen on different days, checked out everything and provided the 
same encouragement, “God i Stap.” (God is here.)    

 
Only Heaven will reveal the blessing Misa was to us – a true friend and 
brother.  He kept watch on things until we finally returned from upriver a 

few days later.  He considered that we were also part of his parish.  We 
missed him when we heard that he had passed away to His reward.  We are 

still in contact with his children. 
 
Full marks to Gwen for doing everything she could, but thank God, He had 

other options! 
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Are Missionaries Unbalanced?  
 

 wrote this article for the 
Australian Evangel while 
serving at Commonwealth Bible 

College as Dean of Men and 
Resident Lecturer in April 1971 

 
Do your missionaries, returning to 
the homeland after a term of 

service seem odd to you? Perhaps 
there is a different reason for this 

than the concept you have been 
holding for years! 

 
ARE MISSIONARIES 
UNBALANCED?  

 
Of course, they are. I’ve been in 

contact with them for a few years 
now. After you get to know them, 
you gain a fair understanding of 

the problems that confront them 
and cause them to be 

“unbalanced.” 
 
Missionaries began their lives in the same way as you started out on the 

road of life. They went to school, perhaps played tennis, went swimming 
and enjoyed the normal benefits of life, just as you did. Their appreciation 

of good music and “nice things” began to change after they had received 
“the call.” They even talked differently. Their happy nature began to change 
slightly as the day of their departure to the foreign field drew closer.  

 
They were admired by some, pitied by others and were known as the ones 

who were leaving home, family, business prospects and a ·host of other 
things, because they had caught “the vision.” 
 

I 
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They left the homeland amidst tears, cheers and prayers. Yet too soon they 
weren’t even missed very much. We heard from them occasionally as prayer 

letters and news reports reached us. 
 
Now they are home again! It is four years since we have seen them – but 

what a change in their appearance! Look at those old-fashioned clothes! 
What a difference. They don’t seem interested in the test cricket any more. 

“Who are the ‘Animals?’” they ask of their teenage nephews. Yes, they have 
changed. Where have they been?  
 

Yes, where has they been? They have been where a continual conflict 
between forces of evil and the man of God rages. On the front lines of 

service where they have looked upon sickness, pain and death. There was 
the time when the first child of a young Christian couple passed away after 
a lingering sickness. Amid the wailing of heathen relatives, they sat down 

on the rough floor to encourage the parents in the Lord. Another time they 
succumbed to an intense tropical fever and took weeks to get over it. They 

have been to a country where the temperature never seems to vary other 
than from hot to very hot.  
 

They have sweltered in a humid climate and the mosquitoes and sand flies 
have tried their patience to the limit.  Yes, they have been away for a 

number of years now. Just long enough for thousands of people to go to a 
Christless eternity. They have seen many pass away without repenting of 

their sins. Others nearly to the point of decision for Christ, then putting it 
off until later. Usually too much later, as one such native was killed by a 
falling tree. Lost forever!  

 
They’ve been there long enough to nurse each other through attacks of 

malaria and other tropical infections. Long enough to hear of their father’s 
death before they knew that he was sick. Long enough, and far away 
enough so that they couldn’t return for the funeral service. How long? Long 

enough to see heathens turn from their idols. To see them grow in grace 
and in the knowledge of the Lord. 

 
Then he witnessed the bitter attack by the natives’ heathen relatives, 
seeking to make them renounce their faith in Christ. They have faced the 

task of encouraging converts through great crises. 
 

Yes, they are different. You notice their accent. They have been speaking a 
foreign language for a number of years now. Their thought patterns have 
of necessity become along the lines of native culture, so don’t be too hard 

on them when they struggle for a word to express themselves in English. 
 

Don’t criticise them if they’re not as eloquent as you wish them to be. They 
may be extremely fluent in the tongue of the natives to whom they minister. 
So, remember, when the missionary comes to your church, give them a 

warm welcome and a friendly handshake.  



The Crocodile and the Comic Book                                               Denis V Smith 

 
 

 

©Solutions by Design 2019                                                        Page 79 of 88 

Tell them you’re glad to have them there and listen to their testimony with 
interest. Sure, they may seem unbalanced to you. They may not be as good 

as your last church speaker and may take time to express their points. But 
they are God’s servants. Yes, the missionary is unbalanced. But by whose 
scales are you judging them? Yours – or God’s? 

On our way to Australia – Gwen, Fay Fairbanks and her daughter  

Carrying our worldly possessions home – typewriter and tape recorder – as they 
forgot to load our luggage on the plane! 
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Gwen, Lumbeka and her family in Wewak on a return visit 

My brother, Jimmi Jangwan and his family at Yamanembu 
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Hayfield Missions Conference 1966 
Back Row: Denis Smith, Ossie Molyneux, Jack Goulder, Philip Duncan, Frank Farr, Cyril Westbrook, Bob Spence, 

Andrew Evans, Doug Gallienne, Fred Evans 
Front Row: Gwen Smith, Yvonne Goulder, Theo Farr, Evelyn Westbrook, Aileen Spence, Lorraine Evans, Leila 

Gallienne, Betty Evans 

Anzac Day Missionary Gathering, Brisbane – all getting older! 
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Land of My Missionary Calling 

Denis Smith, Guest Speaker and Jacob Ganba National 
Superintendent AOG PNG at Wingei Convention on a return visit 
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Denis Smith, David Silingin, (holding Stephen Smith) Jacob Ganba, Gwen Smith at Beulah 
Heights Camp Christmas 1968 

Gwen Smith and Lumbeka on a return visit to Wewak 
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The story has to finish.  Memories of driving the Field 
Superintendent’s Land Rover over a Maprik cliff 

(Contact Andrew Evans on this one – he embellishes 
it well); rescuing Billie Scott’s jeep which had 
crashed over a Wingei cliff; malarial fever bouts; our 

house helper trying on Gwen’s high heel shoes; Jack 
Easton driving with no brakes on his jeep; Bob 

Spence driving on three wheels when a wheel fell off 
his jeep; rescuing a missionary’s daughter who fell 
in the Sepik River off Pagwi wharf; communion 

almost served from a baby’s potty (Contact Freed 
and Betty Evans); and when Cyril and Evelyn 

Westbrook gave their baby to us (Contact Lyndon 

Westbrook for this story 😊) will all have to remain 

in the archives of my fading memories.  I hope you 
enjoyed these.  Denis 
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Denis V Smith 

Maprik men in song-sing regalia playing kundus 
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Coming Soon! 

http://denisvsmith.com/
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