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Sunset ; I went down, washed, dressed. Went to Scriven.—Effect
of gold melting in a chalcedony bowl. We talked about the beauty
of Dobu, and ethnology. He mentioned 2 stones [on which] they
Place sacrifices during kula.* Bought grammar. Return to ship.
Abduction of Ogisa.} Trip to Bwayo’u. I went up the ladder
again. Went ashore again, Ginger with the lamp and other boys
—we went toward the dance. Moon amid palm groves, lemons
and breadfruit. The villages are irregular, houses on pilings,
but poorly built. I looked at some houses—was told that there
is a celebration every time a new house is finished. Canoes of the
Boyowa type; but no kalipoulo. I went back and turned in.
Saturday, 12.1. Early in the morning we sailed on past
Dobu. The far end of the straits, where there are high moun-
tains on both sides, looks beautiful. The sun rose slowly. I chat-
ted with the boys, collecting geographical data about Goode-
nough & Fergusson islands. We approached Koyatabu,} covered
with clouds. The Amphletts, before us, came up out of the sea.
I took the rudder now and again. Wrote, and read E. R. M.’s
letters. We had lunch. At 4, Gumasila. Rapture over the beauti-
ful forms. Marvelous steep mountain covered with shaded vege-
tation, dotted here and there with huts. Below, tall palm tree
bending over the shady water. Joy: I hear the word “Kiriwina”
[another name for the Trobriands; more strictly, the northern
province of Boyowa]. I get ready; little gray, pinkish huts.
Photos. Feeling of ownership: It is I who will describe them or
create them. Ashore; comical fences; miserable houses on pil-
ings; [. . .]. The women ran away. Under each house imple-
ments for making pots. Yellow ocher pots lie under each house.
—I try to talk to them; they run away or tell lies. Canoes: 4 or
* According to tradition, the two stones, Atu’a’ine and Aturamo’o, were
men who had been turned to stone.
+ A native who remained with him throughout this expedition.

1 A large mountain on the north side of Fergusson Island, visible from
as far away as the Trobriands. It was considered a sacred mountain.
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6 masawa, small, built like kalipoulo, but they are called kewo’u.
—We go to Watobo’u. Koyatabu clearly visible, marvelous
forms. Wawima and Watobo’u move slowly away, disappearing
behind Koyatabu. Dark clouds. Only over Koyatabu a ring of
fantastic cumulus clouds, illumined from inside as though by a
blazing fire like witches around a kettle in which there glows
some demoniacal fire. Fairylike impression of something real.
This group is like the most beautiful part of the Queensland
coast, but I do not have the feeling of wilderness—attractive,
but formless. Here I have a distinct feeling of life crammed in.
Here I could settle down sack and pack.—I look at the marvel-
ous view to the southwest. The steep rocks of Gumasila. Then I
look at Nabwageta and Bilibaloa and try to decide where the
view would be the loveliest.—Arrival in Bilibaloa—a wall, waves
smashing against it; we come in slowly, the forms become more
and more distinct, the waves louder; we drop anchor. We eat. I
take a dinghy ashore; tired. We pass a village; we joke about
[. . .]. The moon rises. We come back: rocks, the dark forms of
the trees. The village is deserted. 1 masawa. Miserable houses;
the trunks of the trees look like ladders. I examine the interior
of one house: 2 lagims. We cross the water to Watobo’u. There
I wait; a deserted house set among mangroves. Big drum. I beat
on it. Return.

Sunday 2. I get up feeling poorly. Gray day. Sprawling
forms of Watobo’u & Wawima. I sketch in outline the various
views. Nabwageta. Gentle low hill, and a fairly large village on
the sand beach. Also stone walls. Little houses are scattered
among the trees. The women don’t run away. I buy 3 curios.
An old woman under a house makes a little curio. Wind and
rain. We leave. I look—above the low western hill you can see
the gray sea. Clouds rush by overhead. . . . A dark cloud in
the direction of Boyowa. Elated—my plans are taking shape.
Then I lie down and doze; rain (after unfurling of sail and
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rolling up the awning). Ginger makes my bed. I sit on a sail,
which has been rolled up and tied. A little tired, but I don’t lose
courage—am resisting the temptation to read novels. The Am-
phletts move away. My bones ache horribly.—We eat a frugal
dinner. Ted works on the engine and is not too talkative. We
catch some fish.—Little islands appear. I want to get to my
destination, but I feel well. The sea turns deep green. The subtle
thin line of the horizon breaks up, grows thicker, as though
drawn with a blunt pencil. Then the line takes on dimension and
color—a bright gray-green. The boys reel off names: Nanoula,
Yabuanu (?), [Muwa]. Palms and other trees seem to be grow-
ing out of the water: Vakuta, Giribwa; we are in a lagoon. The
broad [lines] of Kayleula; the whole island in front of me. I
chat with Ted about a number of things, about Waite,* about
the anti-Germans, Osborne, Stead’s Review. I wash, dress, get-
ting ready to meet George. Campbell’s whaleboat. We admire
the Muwa plantations.—Three houses on the beach. We take the
dinghy. George in a yellow shirt and khaki trousers. The house
is right on the water. Natives and women in calico on the front
veranda. The rear veranda (without view on the sea!) is re-
served for George. George, very amiable with me, pitilessly up-
braids Ted in my presence: for loss of ships, for failure to buy
things in Samarai, et¢. He told me stories about Brudo,} who
underestimates his losses. I read Bulletins. Very sleepy.

Monday 3. Gomaya ;§ I give him some tobacco; he cadges more.

* Theodor Waite, German anthropologist, an early (1821-1864) student
of primitive thought, who believed in racial equality and in the bad effects of
environment. His most important work was dnthropologie der Naturvilker.

+ William Thomas Stead’s Review of Reviews (established in 1890).

I Mr. and Mrs. Raffael Brudo, French pearl traders in the Trobriand
area, became good friends of Malinowski’s.

§ Gomaya, a Sinaketan who was one of Malinowski’s first informants in
Kiriwina; he is described as a notorious scoundrel in The Sexual Life of
Savages.
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News: Gilayviyaka* and M’tabalut died; To’uluwa} and Bagi-
do’u§ living. Knows nothing about Vakuta. With his doglike
face, Gomaya amuses and attracts me. His feelings for me are
utilitarian rather than sentimental. After lunch we left on the
“Itaka.” I chatted with George. Once again I was on the green
lagoon with the familiar views—Kayleula, the lagoon with the
canal along it; Kavataria; Losuya. We went ashore; saw the
Jjetty where I had walked and felt so empty, so unhappy, looking
to the south, ships on which the prisoners work, betel palms, the
“plantation” of fruit trees; [. . .]. Campbell seemed less loath-
some now than he had before (than I had expected). [He acted
as judge] in the trial of William; I waited, nervous and impa-
tient.—Decent, though he makes petty objections; but he signed
my boy on without guarantors.—We sailed to Gusaweta; we
got stuck in the mud. Canoes from Teyava took my things. At
night we sailed around the well-known bend. Billy|| had gone to
Kiribi [a nearby trading post of Hancock’s]. I checked my
things, went back to the ship, and then ashore again.

Tuesday 4. In the morning had breakfast here in Gusaweta. I
got the rest of my things off the ship; planned to meet Ted in
Lobu’a; went ashore. I went through Teyava. All this time
(from my arrival until today, Friday) I have not been too

* Gilayviyaka, a son of the chief, whose affair with one of his father’s
wives had caused a grave scandal.

+ M’tabalu, aged chief of Kasana’i.

I To’uluwa, chief of Kiriwina province and thus the highest ranking chief
of the Trobriands, lived in Omarakana and was a valued friend and inform-
ant of Malinowski’s.

§ Bagido’u was the eldest son of the sister of To’uluwa, and thus the heir-
apparent to the chieftanship. His dramatic expulsion of the chief’s favorite
son two years before is described in The Sexual Life of Savages.

|| Billy Hancock, a trader in the Trobriand area, was a close friend of
Malinowski’s, who frequently stayed in his home at Gusaweta. He disappeared
under mysterious circumstances in Samarai in the late 1920’s. His wife was
living in Sinaketa as late as 1951.
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alert, and my first impressions of the natives are very dim.
A kind of emotional lethargy ; the first night I heard the distant
noise of a walam in the village. Then I saw them on Billy’s
veranda; acquaintances from these villages and from the in-
terior. But I did not react too strongly.—In Gusaweta I began
to sort out my things. At about 4:30 Billy arrived. What
George had told me about him—although it’s an obvious
slander—spoiled the pleasure of first impression. He has a
nasal voice—looks very young and healthy. We talked about
photography, pearls, Verrebely, the war. We sat together in
the evening, chatting.

Wednesday 5. Felt rotten all day, read trashy novels. They did
not hold my attention, nor was I interested in the natives. Didn’t
even feel like talking with Bill. . . .

Thursday 6. In the morning, I had a talk with Cameron. Looked
at his camera. Then (with a definite hangover) finished reading
Brewster’s Millions [a novel by George Barr McCutcheon].
Then packed. Billy went to Norman Campbell’s. In the evening
I had a talk with Bill. With some reluctance I went to the
village of Tukwa’ukwa. I couldn’t imagine what I'd do there. I
struck up a conversation with one of the natives, then sat down,
and a group gathered around me. We talked and I tried to
understand their language. Then I proposed kukwanebu. An
old woman began to speak. They chattered after a pause—a
horrible racket. Then one man began to speak loudly—almost
shouting, saying indecent things, and the whole village roared
with laughter. Jokes were continually repeated, everybody
laughed. I felt a bit vulgar. I went back home. Talked with
Bill. Took more quinine and calomel.

Friday 7. In the morning (monstrous rain at night), boats out
fishing near Boymapo’u. I saw the triangular nets. Then I heard
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ta’uya. Three boats returned from Vakuta. I went to the village,
looked at soulavas. Speculated whether I am myself or my
younger brother. Talk about kula. Breakfast. Dawdle with
packing. In the evening went to Tukwa’ukwa by way of Olivilevi.
Gymnastics; [Ogisa] held the lamp; he was scared. Return. In
the upper village, natives showed me nets and talked about
fishing. Kukwanebw. Feeling of absurdity less intense. Strong
impression that my information about fishing is very inadequate.
Back home, talked with Bill, who pointed out errors in my
article.

Saturday 8. Got up late, felt rotten, took enema. At about 11 I
went out; I heard cries; [people from] Kapwapu were bringing
uri to Teyava. I sat with the natives, talked, took pictures.
Went back. Billy corrected and supplemented my notes about
wasi. At Teyava, an old man talked a great deal about fishes, but
I did not understand him too well. Then we moved to his bwayma.
Talked about lili’u. They kept questioning me about the war.—
In the evening I talked with the policeman about bwaga’u, lili'u,
and yoyova. I was irritated by their laughing. Billy again
told me a number of interesting things. Took quinine and calo-
mel.

Sunday 9. Slept well. . . . I felt well. Billy said we’d better set
out for Kiribi at once, leave that same afternoon. I packed
quickly (I am more interested in drawing [kens] than in
ethnography, let alone packing.) I made lists of the linen I shall
need and things indispensable to my [nomadic] life. After lunch
finished packing in a hurry and at 3:20 we left. I was tired, but
I had a residual joie de wvivre. I gazed at the waters green as
grass, the mangrove forests with their soft shadows and intense
greens, the flying fish, the underwater plants. Arrival; house
surrounded by palms; the deep cavernous shadows between the



146

trunks designate clearings in the mangrove forest. Near the
house a bwayma; then a tin shithouse. A jumble; I wanted to
take pictures of it. Ilumedoi ignored me. I went ashore on the
sandy beach and wrote a letter to E. R. M., but without great
enthusiasm. I went back for lunch. Then talk with Billy. In
the evening I sat with Ilumedoi and Moliasi;* the latter showed
me a horrible abscess on his leg. We talked about bwaga’u, and
yoyova, about M’tabalu’s wives who ran away, and about the fact
that Kasana’i had no ruler; about digging up mushrooms, about
[. . .] odila. I only half understood Moliasi’s talk. I could not
sleep because of the endless chatter.

Monday 10. In the morning I finished letter to E. R. M. Reviewed
my papers and notes about kayasa, and made a list of problems.
I sat with a few natives, including some from Louya and Bwa-
dela, and talked with them about kayasa, about going to Oka-
yaulo.t But their information was vague, and they talked with-
out concentration, just to “put me off.” In the afternoon we
talked again (don’t remember what about). I read voraciously
Wheels of Anarchy [a novel by Max Pemberton], and felt in-
creasing aversion to these natives. Talk with Mick;}! congenial-
ity. “Mediterranean” when he sits crouching like Achilles in a
drawing by Wyspianski. Greek-Turkish cuisine. [You can]
“smell the bloody hotel two miles away.” Mick’s cosmopolitan
ideas. “Bloody German he no finish war.” Mick helps me in my

* Moliasi was a chief of secondary rank, ruler of the province of Tilataula
and by tradition the enemy and main rival of the head chief, To'uluwa of

Kiriwina province. Malinowski described him in Argonauts of the Western
Pacific as “an old rogue.”

+ These were three of the villages in southern Boyowa where the women
were said to practice an orgiastic form of kayasa during the weeding season.
Because of the stories, men from other villages would not venture there at
that season.

1 Mick George, a Greek trader long resident in the Trobriands. Malinow-
ski frequently stayed in his home.



147

ethnographic studies. “Kayasa all same bloody market.” When
I mentioned Ilumedoi and mulukwausi: “they do mot eat the
insides, they only smell them.” All in all, we like Mick.—Gray-
blue sea; scirocco, warm smell of the sea; bare, yellow huts;
pink pastel houses on the rocks with faded roof tiles..—Monday
evening I finished the novel; talked with Billy; sat for a moment
with Ilumedoi and a garrulous female and talked about—? I
listened to their chatter but I couldn’t make out their language
very clearly. (Took 3 calomels and Epsom salts.)

Tuesday 11. The [giyopeulo] came. I looked at and made
drawings of pwata’i. Talked with [natives from] Tubowada.
Wonderful men—I at once felt the difference in the quality of
their information. After breakfast talked with a group of na-
tives from Vakuta about milamala—before the [giyopeulo] re-
cited his lili'u about Tudava.* But collecting information went
badly [. . .]. In the afternoon I wrote down the story of Mari-
anna on the veranda. At 5, I took thé boat out for a row. After
supper talked with the [giyopeulo’s] sons and was struck by the
high quality of their information. Seriously, scrupulously, and
logically they explained the nature of kayasa, of communal
work, and corrected my grammar. Then one of them recited the
Lile’u Dokonikan better than anyone had done before. I made up
my mind to go to Tubowada immediately once I got back from
the Amphletts. Chatted a moment with Billy and went to bed.—
Things Billy told me: Brudo has no kaloma; he went to Samarali,
bought a cheap pearl, paid an exorbitant price. Norman Camp-
bell is completely “broke,” even his ship was confiscated by
Quinn, who had been taken into partnership. Bill as a buffer:
Brudo afraid to leave Kavataria & cannot lie in wait at Boy-
map’ou. Camp. doesn’t even know how to buy tobacco properly.

* Tudava is the hero of a cycle of stories recounted and analyzed in Coral
Gardens and Their Magic, Vol. I1.



148

Billy sent him several [vidu]; instead of sewing them into a
belt, he gave them directly. N. C. is in good spirits, without
rancor, content so long as he has betel. He drags himself [. . .]
from one end of the veranda to the other. His wife steals as
much as she can. Fellows remembered him as a strapping youth,
strong and energetic, but sweet. I am definitely moved. I recall
what E. R. M. said about [. . .]: like a large Scotch terrier.
I thought about his possibilities. I always keep in mind Bill’s
basic problem: his marriage with Marianna; his love for their
children. He treats Marianna as a native, stressing her bronze
complexion. Today I thought that this was perhaps very
clever on his part, that he expected the worst. At times I try—
or rather have a [tendency] to feel in him an echo of my own
longing for civilization, for a white woman. I have been trying
to find out what brought him here. He was in railway service;
retrenchment; worked on mines with 2 Victorians; touch and go;
Broken Hill [in southwest Australia] or Charles and Towers;
from C.T. comes to N.G. to gold fields, loses 1,600 pounds on
store in Yodda Cross South, spends 460. Returns with 140. Sets
up this place. B. H. speaks unfavorably about George Auerbach.
Talks about the 60 1b of tobacco that G. A. refused to give him
back, assuming that W. H. is in financial difficulties. Also, G. A.
is supposed to have said that he would open a béche-de-mer
station in Teyava and Tukwa’ukwa to retaliate for Mick’s hav-
ing bought copra at Sinaketa. Billy threatens him with settling
in Kanubumekwa.

Wednesday 12. Got up fairly late and began to write my diary
when Billy called me. We set out. I felt tired all the time. The
camera seemed too heavy. I reproached myself for not having
mastered the ethnographic situation and Bill’s presence hin-
dered me a little. After all, he is not as interested as I am, in fact
he thinks all this is rather silly. Once again my propensity for
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admiring marvelous landscapes (sometimes imaginary) played a
trick on me.—E. R. M.’s co-operation in my investigation is not
effective at a distance. Rather, I feel that I am playing a false
role and that I must write to her that I am disappointed with
myself. I formulated a letter to her in the afternoon, resting,
after taking the dinghy out by myself. In Oburaku: we went to
the [headman’s] house (Towakayse). There we sat in the
bwayma. Then the roasting of live pigs. Mixed feeling—cruelty
and indignation. The carving of the pigs and the anatomical
terms. Then we photographed a group with nose-sticks, and the
baku with pigs. I took a snapshot of a group of men carving
pigs. Then we sat and enjoyed the meal. I walked around the
village looking for a place to put up a tent. We ate bananas and
drank coconut milk. Then sagali obukubaku. Vanoikiriwina. I
ran into acquaintances: a man from Kudokabilia who used to
bring me eggs, dressed in a lady’s nightgown. There was no one
from Omarakana nor Kasana’i. Sagali, and all the villages were
mentioned. Feeling of social bond in this act: the whole island as
a unit: Kayleula and the other islands were not mentioned, but
Kitava and Vakuta were.—Then it began to rain. We sat in the
[headman’s] bwayma. I took pictures of the village as a whole.
2 canoes. Billy left. I sat and drew [. . .]. Returned with Togu-
gua in his boat. Sitting in the dinghy I enjoyed being alone.
Then a dominant feeling of ethnographic disappointment came
back. As I rowed I thought of E. R. M., of her enthusiasm about
the boats on the Yarra [a river in Melbourne].—Back home,
supper with Mick who repeated that Kiriwina had never seen
such a sagali, and then makes excuses for not having given me
tobacco. Dozed in an armchair on the veranda. Turned in at 8.
—1I slept well enough; my dreams took me far away from the
Trobriands and ethnography—but where?—Oh yes. Two days
ago I began to read Tess of the d’Urbervilles. This brings me
closer to E. R. M. “Maiden no more.” Thoughts about the extent
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of my obligation to her. I see her as my future wife, with a
feeling of certainty, confidence, but without excitement. I think
of N. S. fairly often. I showed pictures of her to Bill. Sad. I love
her like a child, but I have no illusions and I am sure that she
would not have been happy with me; and vice versa. A melody
from Samson and Delilah reminds me of her. The line “Don’t
go” comes to mind, and I am in an amorous trance. I often long
for culture—Paul and Hedy [Khuner] and their home (almost
brings tears to my eyes) ; E. R. M. and M. H. W. and that at-
mosphere. Will those happy days in E. Malvern ever come
back?—Beethoven’s melodies. I am immensely attached to P.
and H.

Thursday 13. Got up around 7, had morning tea; talked with
Mick and told him that we’d leave at 11; wrote diary for last
days under coconut tree, then went back. Brudo is back, didn’t
get vaygu’a. Br. is a pig. Formerly there were many traders
here, they would gather evenings, “playing and whoring.” He
told me how exhausted he was; showed me how thin and flabby
his body is. He can’t even go to shithouse. Discussion about the
necessity for large shithouses. He offered me a dinghy. I got my
things together, settled business with Marianna. Felt marvelous
physically. Native canoe, fills up with water. We moved to the
dinghy. Arrival. I chose a place for the fent. Bomeran, a police-
man, and a couple of boys helped me. I watched the tent a
while and looked at the village a bit. I had the satisfaction of
seeing a tent built. The pleasure of picnicking. Ilumedoi was
there with his brothers and introduced me. I gave them three
sticks of tobacco. I ate bananas. Then I drew a plan of the
village, one of Ylumedoi’s brothers being very helpful. I went
back, inspected the tent, and supervised the unpacking. Then
took a walk; thought of E. R. M.; reached the water and did
Swedish gymnastics. I felt well; although the atmosphere is that
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of a Turkish bath, I was neither oppressed nor depressed. First
Kiriwina walk [. . .]. Spiritual presence of E. R. M. I thought
of writing a letter to N. S. to break everything off. I went back
—dragging myself. Drank my supper. Then went for an evening
round. Right next me—at about 6 meters—iwalamsi. What I
heard was mainly, “Latuyo, gedugedo bigadaigu”—a melodious,
monotonous chant—must have a narcotic effect on them. Then
went to Towakayse. There I had to do a lot of urging before
they were willing to talk. I spoke about poulo; then two fellows’
kukwanebu. 1 was terribly sleepy. Went back, drank coffee.
Turned in, but visions of tortoise-shell combs kept me awake.
That night, rain. Bulukwas walking around my tent.

Friday 14. Rain. Got up at 6:30. I walked around the village,
observed groups of natives. Went back; drank my breakfast;
chatted on the veranda with the policemen and a few natives.
Then to my tent; a few specific tasks: to correct the plan of
the village, to copy the ethnographic diary; I did some of this
but, though I felt well physically, resistance: the work did not
interest me. Moreover, there was a torrential downpour; water
leaked through the tent, made rivers. Also Pilapala was carrying
on, and all this got on my nerves. At 12 natives came from Vilay-
lima and Osapola. We talked about crabs, etc. This interview
bored me, and did not go well. At 2 I ordered lunch—eggs and
cocoa. I thought of Paul, and E. R. M. I thought of civilization
with a pang; I rowed the Yarra as I read the newspapers, de-
tails about Melbourne. The house in Malvern seems now like
paradise on earth. Throughout the time I was with them, I was
doubtless happy (except for moods & la Dostoevsky and illness),
particularly at the end when I wanted so much to stay in Mel-
bourne until April. The war will surely end, and the idyl in
Melbourne will be broken up; regrets and remorse.—In the aft-
ernoon I rested; walked around the village—preparations for
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mona. At 4:30 I watched the cooking of taro. Dropped dump-
lings ; excitement; buoysila urgowa. I went from [pot] to [pot].
The excitement and the buoysila urgowa fascinated me. Walking
and standing tired me, “I was dropping from exhaustion.”
Sagali in [Kaytabu]. I sat in the bwayma of a young woman of
Sinaketa.—Went back to [Yasitine]. Dusk. Grayness. Dark-
blue damp smoke rose among the palms, the gray, brown, or
ocher houses took on warm tones. Enveloped in darkness the
village seems smaller, more huddled, looms up out of the sur-
rounding void. I lay for a while in my tent. Rowing in the
dinghy, I was not without fears: that I might not find the
village, that I’d run aground, that ‘“something” was crawling
out of the darkness. E. R. M. would like to see me now. When
I look at women I think of their breasts and figure in terms of
E. R. M. Went back, ate a very frugal supper, and lying on my
bed talked with a policeman from Vakuta and a native in a
yellow lava lava about various things (poulo, tova’w), also
about Doketa and Gabena. He knew [Giblen], Subeta, and
[Arse]. I slept well, though afraid that I'd feel rotten (after-
noon skept. reaction?). Took cathartic comp.

Saturday 15. At about 6 in the morning, a deafening walamsi in
two voices (Ginger says they don’t howl so continuously at Sa-
riba). I got up. At 6:30 the boats left. I went to shit in the
mangroves ; the only occasion when I am in contact with nature!
. . . Big trees, hard shiny leaves, deep shadows on the ground
covered with decaying leaves. I felt fine physically and this kept
up the whole day. After breakfast (tea and biscuits) w[illage]
census from 9 to 11, then I went back and made a new drawing
of the village. Census: I sit on a chair, which the gwadi carry
around the village. The gwadi also give the names of the in-
habitants. Some they name despite mourning, but if it is kala
koulo kwaiwa’u, they do not say the names. At 12 I went out in
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the dinghy; my tent was cold, it was hot in the sun. I rowed near
the mangroves. Feeling strong and healthy. At 12:45, [Galu-
luva] and bread from Mick. I taught Ginger (yelling and swear-
ing) how to fry. I ate an omelet made with lard. I lay down
(am not reading novels). At 3:30 I began to work on genealogies
[on the basis of the census data]. To’uluwa came, preceded by
N. G.* Gave him tobacco. I asked him about his friends.
Gilayviyaka died. Others came—Kalumwaywo,t [Micaidaili,
Oricapa]. The last mentioned seems to have the most “human”
manners. At all events, he is extremely pleasant, he has a fine
mouth and beautiful eyes, a very modest expression. He is
the first gentleman of Kiriwina. To’uluwa came. We greet each
other as friends. He spoke about me and praised me. Despite
everything there is a certain residue of sympathy. He stood
over me with a half-ironical, half-indulgent smile, telling about
my exploits. Joke about our kula.} Then, in the tent, Dipapa,
Kenoria.§ I went alone to Wawela. It was sultry, but I was
energetic. The wilderness fascinated me. [. . .]; giyovila;
Kenoria is pretty, has a wonderful figure. Impulse to “pat
her on the belly.” I mastered it. In the evening I rowed again,
went to bed early.

Sunday 16. Slept late. T'aparoro [tapwaropo?] (very short)
near my tent, Tomwaya Lakwabulo|| and a few other natives.

* Namwana Guya’u, the eldest son of To’uluwa and his favorite, one of
the leading figures in Omarakana. Though he had been banished to another
village, he often paid visits to attend his father.

+ Kalumwaywo, mentioned in Coral Gardens as a strong and efficient
gardener.

1 During his previous stay in the Trobriands, Malinowski had persuaded
To’uluwa to take him on a kula expedition to Kitava Island. The wind changed
in mid-voyage and the canoes had to turn back. Malinowski felt that To’uluwa
thought his presence had brought bad luck.

§ Son and daughter of To’uluwa.

|| Tomwaya Lakwabulo, “the Seer,” was one of Malinowski’s major in-
formants (see The Sexual Life of Savages).
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Fairly good information about poulo. Before lunch rowed a
awhile. After lunch at 2, census of the village. About 5, exhaus-
tion (nervous)—could barely move. I went to Kiribwa (foma-
kava and yamataulobwala). Mick complained, very pessimistic.
A desolate house, a lonely little ship—very sad. Books from
E. R. M. I read some pieces by Stevenson. Rowed back all the
way. Talked with a fellow about poulo, the plan for mona
around here. I rowed energetically, and felt fine (I had eaten
a marvelous loin of pork at Kiribwa). At about 8 drank lemon-
ade and went to Kway[utili]. Bwaga’w row. I sat; the men told
me about katoulo, silami, etc. Village policeman is very good
informant. Went back to my tent at 10, washed my hair. Slept
well.

12.17.17. Up at 6:30. Walked around the village. I sat listening
to a walam, and talked with an old man in [Wakayse.] Then
back to tent via Okinai, Oloolam (I tried to buy 2 lagim)
Vayoulo was brought. Tomwaya Lakwabulo was carted in. T. L.
gave me a vocabulary of the Tuma* language. Very guttural.
Then baloma. Then Namwana Guya’u came back. I took out
the dinghy as usual. After lunch I [carried] yellow calico and
spoke about the baloma. I made a small sagali, Navavile.t I was
fed up with the niggers} and with my work. I walked alone
through the raybwag. Water. I felt strong and energetic. I
waded through but the mud stopped me. During the walk the
physical effort absorbed me, and I didn’t think much. The

* Tuma, an island northwest of Boyowa, was also the spirit land, where
the spirits of the dead dwelt.

+ Navavile, an important informant from Oburaku.

1 Webster’'s New International Dictionary, Second Edition, gives as the
second meaning of this term: “Improperly or loosely, a member of any very
dark-skinned race, as an Fast Indian, a Filipino, an Egyptian.” It was the
colloquial term commonly used by Europeans, at the time Malinowski was
writing, to denote native peoples, many of whom, like the Melanesians, were,
of course, not Negroes.
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tropics have completely lost their extraordinary character
for me; I cannot believe that I could feel better anywhere else.
Dinghy; I felt so energetic that after coming back once I took it
out again. Then stewed bananas (wonderful invention). Walked
over to see Navavile. By then I was tired. At night, storm, but
once again fell asleep quickly.—Rheumatic pains in knee almost
gone without a trace—sometimes I feel I have a right leg.

12.18.18. [sic]. Got up at 7. Cold wind—I put on an extra shirt
and underdrawers (t = 24.5° [about 76° F.]). Chalcedony-col-
ored sky with patches of tea-rose; sea of the same color, with
green reflections.—In the morning I reread a few pages of this
diary, and I thought of E. R. M., P. & H., and Mim. I resolved:
to bring order into my notes and to improve my system. Yester-
day while walking I thought about the “preface” to my book:
Jan Kubary* as a concrete methodologist. Mikluho-Maclay+t
as a new type. Marett’s{ comparison: early ethnographers as
prospectors. I thought about my present attitude toward
ethnogr. work and the natives. My dislike of them, my longing
for civilization.—After breakfast, I looked over my notes, an-
notated and organized them. It didn’t go too well, I was stale and
slightly foggy. Occasionally I slowed down. Ideal P. J. Black
(aped by Greenwood?) with stony slowness and phlegmatic
ways. At 12, when the sun emerged I went out in the boat. My
headache and sluggishness were dispelled by exercise. Had some
general ideas (jotted them down in the back of the book) about
sociology, Rivers, etc. After lunch (fried fish—my own culi-
nary invention) jotted down my ideas, at about 8 went to [Tub-

*J. S. Kubary, author of Ethnographische Beitrige zur Kenntnis des
Karolinen Archipels.

+ Baron Nicolai Mikluho-Maclay, Russian explorer and ethnologist who
made several expeditions to New Guinea, the Malay Peninsula, and the

Philippines during the 1870’s and 1880’s.
1 R. R. Marett, English anthropologist (1866-1943).



156

waba] and made a genealogical census (not amusing!), then
with the policeman to Lubwoila (sapi)—I was tired, but I
walked briskly and felt better. Then took out the boat. In the
middle, I stopped, listened, heard rustlings at the bottom of the
boat—funk. It got dark; I thought of N. S. and about the letter
I must* write her. It was dark—clouds with dirty-bronze
reflections, sheets of rain over the sea. In the west pilapala rum-
bling and kavikavila flickered. Sadness. I thought of E. R. M.
—if she were here, would I be freed of my longings and my
melancholy? Exhaustion. I lay down. Natives came, Kadilakula
and Nayowa, and others. I talked about poulo, wasi, gimwali,
etc. Went to sleep very late ; read Stevenson’s letters.

12.19.17. Got up at 7. Yesterday, under the mosquito net, dirty
thoughts: Mrs. [H. P.]; Mrs. C. and even Mrs. W. . . . I
thought that even if E. R. M. had been here, this would not
have satisfied me. Dirty thoughts about C. R. The doctrine
of this man [Ceran] that you’re doing a woman a favor if
you deflower her. (Solomon Hirschband). I even thought of
seducing M. Shook all this off. . . . Today got up at 7T—
sluggish; I lay under the mosquito net and wanted to read a
book instead of working. I got up and made the rounds of the
village. Breakfast. Gimwali. I resolved absolutely to avoid all
lecherous thoughts, and in my work to finish the census, if pos-
sible, today. At about 9 I went to Kaytabu where I took the
census with a bearded old man. Monotonous, stupid work, but
indispensable. Toward the end I was exhausted, panting for
breath. Then took out the dinghy. For lunch—crab with cu-
cumbers. What I eat at present: morning, cocoa; lunch rela-
tively varied, and almost always fresh food. Supper very light,
banana compote, momyapu; once I ate a lot of fish and felt no ill
effects. Tendency to constipation (iodine or arsenic?). In the

* Underlined in original.
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afternoon (it took me 2 hrs. to eat the crab!), at 3, census in the
obukubaku. At five went to Wawela with a young fellow from
Kaytabu (Mwanusa) and Morovato.* I did not feel too buoyant
and feared that the walk would tire me. But not at all; when I
saw the sea I cried with joy: transparent water with a dark
steely sheen in the distance and a line of black and white break-
ers—gaping black when they vault and then white with foam—
this created a kind of background of holiday spirits, which I
miss here on the lagoon. A coconut grove, the gently curving bay
with its green vegetation, which rises like an amphitheater above
the sandy beach. The coast stretches on into the distance toward
Vakuta, pandanus trees with broad leaves along the shore. We
went in the boat. I thought of E. R. M. I feel a mystical link
between her and this view, particularly because of the line of
breaking waves. I am happy at the thought that I’ll live here.
Broad street in Wawela. Kovala Koya right in front of me.
I walked across, chose a site for my tent—right beyond the vil-
lage, under palm trees. I’ll need to babayva a piece of odila. Two
or three abandoned obukubaki. This rundown village presents a
sad sight. A Kitavan hut. Naguayluva, living in an isolated hut.
At night, a little tired, but not exhausted, I sang, to a Wagner
melody, the words “Kiss my ass” to chase away mulukwausi. 1
tried to separate from my companions but they were apparently
nervous, and the road was bad, too. Tomakapu didn’t wait, but
went straight to the village. Trick for chasing away fireflies
(the fireflies in the raybwag are magnificent). Almost fell into
the water, but a black helped me across. Storm was gathering.
Noise of rain and wind. Marvelous sheet of rain hanging over
the sea like a curtain, coming closer. (Yesterday while rowing I
thought of E. R. M. and our sociological plans; I thought that I
would not have the right to compel her to stay with me, since our
roles are reversed: my sacrifice is that usually made by the

* Morovato, a reliable informant cited in The Sexual Life of Savages.
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woman, and hers that by the man, for it is she who is exposing
herself to danger.) Yesterday, returning from Wawela I had
some ethnological ideas, but I cannot remember what they
were.®) They had a bearing on the general theoretical “sauce”
in which my concrete observations are to be dressed up. At
about 9 I withdrew under the mosquito net and chatted a while
with Niyova.} I fell asleep with some difficulty.

® Naturmythus, Naturkontakt, Naturoilker [religion of nature, contact
with nature, primitive peoples]. [Malinowski’s footnote.]

Thursday, 12.20. I got up at 6 (awoke at 5:30). I didn’t feel
very buoyant. Made the rounds of the village. Tomakapu gave
me explanations concerning the sacred grove near his house. It
had been raining all night; mud. Everybody was in the village.
The policeman joined me at 9, I set to work with him. At 10:30
they decided to go for a poulo and I set out with them. Megwa
in the house of Yosala Gawa. I felt again the joy of being with
real Naturmenschen. Rode in a boat. Many observations. I learn
a great deal. General Stimmung [atmosphere], style, in which I
observe tabu. Technology of the hunt, which would have required
weeks of research. Opened-up horizons filled me with joy. We
made a cruise around this part of the lagoon—as far as Kiribi,
and then to Boymapo’u. Extraordinary sight of fishes darting
through the air, jumping into nets. I rowed with them. I re-
moved my shirt and had a kind of sun bath. The water attracted
me, I wanted to bathe, but somehow I did not—why? Because of
my lack of energy and initiative, which had done me so much
harm. Then, this began to weary me; hunger. The charm of open
expanses gave way to feeling of absolute emptiness. We re-
turned [by way of] Kaytuvi and Kwabulo; [ Towoma Katabay-
luve] at the mouth of the waya.—A boat from Billy with [my

+ Niyova, a native of Oburaku whom Malinowski thought a sound inform-
ant.
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shoes and billycans]. I went back, had lunch (at 3 or 4!). Then,
around 5, I went to Tudaga where I took a census. I came back;
the sunset was a blazing brick color. Some matives observed a
Tumadawa fish and 12 or 13 boats set out in pursuit of it. I
tried to catch up with them, but I felt a bit tired. I put down my
oars, and I thought of N. S., and of South Australia. S. A. is to
me one of the most charming parts of the world. The intense
feelings I had going back there last time. N. S. and my love
affair with her is the soul of this paradise. Now, with N. S. lost,
the paradise too is lost. I don’t want to go back there, ever. I
thought about all this and composed a letter to her in my mind.
I don’t want to lose her friendship.—Beyond doubt, my love for
her was one of the purest, most romantic things in my life.
Friendship for her? If she were healthy, strong? No*—her way
of taking life would be impossible for me. Entirely impossible.
We would have talked to each other as though shouting from
different rooms. And yet I feel regrets. If I could cancel it all
out, and never possess her soul? This fatal urge to get to the
bottom, to achieve absolute spiritual mastery. I certainly sinned
against her, I heartlessly sacrificed her to a more secure rela-
tionship.—I felt poorly when I returned. Drank tea only. I chat-
ted a bit, but without any specific aim. Enema. . . . Slept well.

Friday, 12.21. Awoke late, at 7. Dreams in which S. I. W.
[Stanislaw Ignacy (‘“Stas”) Witkiewicz] and old W. [Stas’s
father] are mixed up. Also, Judge Herbert, and others.—Rain;
violent shit near the graves. I resolved never again to take
cathartics compound '—Laziness: I’d like to break the monot-
ony, to “take a day off.”” This is one of my worst tendencies!
But I shall do the opposite: finish some routine tasks, “the
ethnographic diary,” rewrite my census notes and yesterday’s

* Underlined in original.
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impressions. This morning I felt poorly; my hands were numb
(= tired heart) ; fogginess ; general weakness, “touching bottom
in the stream of vitality.”—I thought of E. R. M., about a letter
to her.—After breakfast, Tomwaya Lakwabulo, his little stories
about the other world. The baloma language. When I ask him a
question, there is a short pause before he answers, and a shifty
look in his eyes. He reminds me a little of Sir Oliver Lodge.—
Then I wrote down my impressions of yesterday’s expedition.
Then to Walasi, where I took a census. . . . I was very tired;
after lunch (fish and taro) went to bed. Woke up around 4 very
tired. I thought of a passage from [R. L.] Stevenson’s letters in
which he speaks of a heroic struggle against illness and exhaus-
tion.—Then in a boat to Kwabulo. I asked questions concerning
the names of the trees and the lagoon and decided to study the
language systematically, compiling a vocabulary. Waya Kwa-
bulo—a shaded narrow streamlet between groups of mangroves.
In Kwabulo—afternoon atmosphere—the cool dusk on the black
earth and golden-green gleams [. . .]. Inspected Inuvayla’u’s
kwila.* Bought bananas, momyapus, one stone. Return. Intense
glow in the west—golden red, surrounded by the monotonous
liquid blue of sky and sea. I planned to make a drawing of the
clouds for E. R. M., and other drawings for her—in addition to
the silhouette of the mountains I sketched aboard the “Itaka.”
I was again alone—emptiness of moonlit night on the lagoon. I
rowed vigorously and thought about—? Came back very tired.
Drank tea and went to bed, without eating anything, after a talk
with Morovato Kariwabu, about fishing, the names of trees, etc.
—All that day longing for civilization. I thought about friends
in Melbourne. At night in the dinghy, pleasantly ambitious
thought: I’ll surely be “an eminent Polish scholar.” This will be

* Stone landmarks associated with the legend of Inuvayla’u, told in The
Sexual Life of Savages.
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my last ethnological escapade. After that, I’ll devote myself to
constructive sociology: methodology, political economy, etc.,
and in Poland I can realize my ambitions better than anywhere
else.—Strong contrast between my dreams of a civilized life and
my life with the savages. I resolve to eliminate the elements
(components) of laziness and sloth from my present life. Don’t
read novels unless this is necessary. Try not* to forget creative
ideas.

Saturday, 12.22. Woke up very late (slept badly, 3 gr. of calo-
mel the night before). Under the mosquito net I thought about
relation between the historical point of view ([. . .] causality
as in respect of extraordinary, singular things) and the socio-
logical point of view (in respect of normal course of things, the
sociological law in the sense of the laws of physics, chemistry).
“Historicists” a la Rivers = investigate geology and geological
“history,” ignoring the laws of physics and chemistry. The
physics and chemistry of history and ethnography = social
psychology. Sociological mechanics and chemistry = the individ-
ual soul in relation to collective creations.—In the morning I
walked to sopi and thought about language as a product of col-
lective psychology. As a “system of social ideas.” Language is
an objective creation, and as such it corresponds to the institu-
tion in the equation: social imagination = institution - indi-
vidual ideas. On the other hand, language is an instrument, a
vehicle for individual ideas, and as such it must be considered
first when I study the other component of the equation. Then I
worked on fishing terms (mainly [with Morovato, Yosala Gawa,
Kariwabu, and Toyodala). I overhauled the sketch I had written
spontaneously. Results satisfactory. Slept after lunch. Also be-
fore lunch—on the whole I did not feel too strong, but better

* Underlined in original.
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than on Friday. On Friday I had Stevenson-type reactions. On
Saturday, after taking 10 gr. of quinine, 3 gr. of calomel and
Epsom salts, 1 felt fairly well, but exhausted. At 4 I decided to
go to Kiribwa; I engaged Morovato and [ Weirove] ; brief census
at Oloolam; we set out at 5, I rowed a good deal. Mick much
better ; we talked about his condition, and ate scorched soup of
[kwabu]. Sunset in a gamut of scarlets and ochers. We came
back by moonlight. Discussed the geography of the lagoon with
Morovato. I rowed vigorously. Gorged myself with bananas and
rice. I am quite drowsy, get under the mosquito net. “Subver-
sive” thoughts—I resolved to control them. But [gone] too
far. Slept very badly. Weak heart, numb hands.

Sunday, 12.23. Day set aside for writing Christmas letters. In
the morning diarrhea. Then straight back to the fent. Read
Stevenson a little. Under the mosquito net wrote the easiest and
the most trivial letters—Dim Dim, Bruno, etc.— At about 12
watched making of Saipwana in the village. Then came back,
slept, wrote more letters. Very tired, I lay down and dozed,
woke up still tired but stronger. Crab with cucumbers. Then
a short rest. The niggers were noisy—everybody idle because
it was Sunday. I wrote to P. & H., began a letter to E. R. M.,
planned a letter to N. S.—At about 6, on the lagoon. Marvel-
ously translucent evening. Children sail in a boat and sing.
I am full of yearnings and think about Melbourne (?). Some
worries about E. R. M.—when I realize what threatens her I am
drenched in cold sweat. I think of how much she has suffered,
waiting for news of C. E. M.—At moments I lose sight of her.
Sensually, she has not succeeded in subjugating me. I rowed as
far as Kaytuvi, returned by moonlight; lost in reverie, clouds,
water. General aversion for miggers, for the monotony—feel
imprisoned. [Prospect of] tomorrow’s walk to Billy and visit
to Gusaweta not too pleasant. In the evening kayaku and lin-
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guistic terms—all around, singing (obscene song from Okay-
koda) Fell asleep quickly around 10.

Monday 24. Got up at 7, walked around the village. Kumaidona
tomuota bilousi wapoulo [everyone has gone fishing]. This an-
noyed me a little. Kilesi Imkuba ivita vatusi Saipwana. I de-
cided to take pictures. I blundered with the camera, at about 10
—spoiled something, spoiled one roll of film. Rage and
mortification. Up against fate. After all it will probably do its
work. Photographed females. Returned in a state of irritation.
Nevertheless I wrote E. R. M. Am hoping to get letter from her.
Gradually she came back to me. I began to “feel her” again.
Lunch (still irritated, gave my order to Ginger with tears in my
voice). Then I wrote some more, rather an effort, but I felt there
were many things I should tell her. At 4:30 Wilkes and Izod
appeared on the horizon. I was decidedly displeased, they both-
ered me. In fact, they spoiled my afternoon walk. I showed them
Inuvayla’u’s kwila in Kwabulo. What is terrible is that I am
unable to free myself completely from the atmosphere created by
foreign bodies: their presence takes away from the scientific
value and personal pleasure of my walk. I saw and felt the utter
drabness of the Kiriwina villages; I saw them through their
eyes (it’s fine to have this ability), but I forgot to look at them
with my own.—The conversation: criticizing the government,
especially Murray. The poetic trip through the mangroves
spoiled by the chatter. Wilkes likes to tell stories. An obtuse
egoist underneath his shell of refinement. Izod quite pleasant.
Priest hasn’t arrived yet; probably drinking with the Auerbachs.
—Talk with Billy about photographs, a bottle of whiskey.—
Mick spoke about his countrymen. Went to bed at 10. Intense,
deeply emotional thoughts (sensuality of the most refined kind)
about E. R. M. Feeling that I’d like to have her as my wife and
the idea of having sensual pleasure with other women has quelque
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chose de fumeste. I thought about our moments together, and
how I never obtained the true reward which the very fact of
possessing her must give me. I missed her—I wanted to have
her near me again. Visions of her with her hair down. Does
intense longing always lead to extremes? Perhaps only under
mosquito netting.—Woke up at night, full of lecherous thoughts
about, of all the people imaginable, my landlord’s wife! This
must stop! That I am not absolutely sure that I might not
seduce my best friend’s wife, that after such a strong surge of
longing for E. R. M., that this could happen—=c’est un peu trop!
This has got to stop once and for all.—Yesterday I felt fine
during the day. Completely forgot it was Christmas Eve. But
Jjust now, this very morning, when I couldn’t sleep, Mother was
thinking of me and was missing me. My God, my God, how
terrible it is to live in a continuous ethical conflict. My failure
to think seriously about Mother, Stas, Poland—about their
sufferings there and about Poland’s ordeal—is disgusting!

Tuesday 25. I crawled out from under my mosquito net before
sunrise. Billy, bath, talk about Ted: Ted had gone to Gilmour®
and told him, “I have the clap.” “What is clap?” “Bloody
pocks.” Gilmour gave him some medicines.—Ted spent on drink
the £80 Murphy had loaned George and lied to George that he
would pay him back. Ted has pustules on his penis. Bill asked
where—*“on the bloody cock.”—After breakfast I sat under a
tree and wrote a letter to E. R. M. Ogisa kept chasing the flies.
I felt immensely closer to her; the letter was easier to write.
Entirely different feelings. Then I moved on nearer to the house
and went on writing. Lunch with Mick. The fools came back
with Bill. At 3 I went back to my letter. At 5 I dressed and

* Rev. M. K. Gilmour, then at the nearby Methodist mission at Oiabia.

In Argonauts Malinowski says that he was “fully acquainted with the facts
of the kula.”
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went to Olivilevi via Tukwa’ukwa. I felt fairly well, but sweated
profusely. Dinner. Ride in a dinghy with Ginger and Gomera’u.
The latter gave me valuable information about bwaga’s and
Ta’ukuripokapoka.*—Violent aversion to listening to him; I
simply rejected inwardly all the marvelous things he had to
tell me. The main ethnographic difficulty is to overcome this.
I drank claret. Talked with Billy Priest who vociferated against
his boss. I retired under my mosquito net and turned my
thoughts again to E. R. M.

12.26. In the morning mad scramble with letters. Difficulties in
writing to N. S. Official letters concerning extension of leave.
After lunch, talk with Wilkes, who turns out to be an amateur of
colored women and says that some districts in Nigeria are “very
bad.” His admiration for Conrad mortified me. After they were
gone I looked at war pictures for half an hour, and then began
to look over my own things. Unpacked foodstuffs and got it all
sorted out with Ginger’s help. This will enable me to figure out
what and how I should eat, etc. Then in a dinghy on the creek
with E. R. M.’s spirit. I was very energetic, and felt in good
shape (I had relaxed—my ethnographic work ist hard). In the
evening talked about pearls with Bill. He told me about deals
between Stone and [Graham], and about Verrebely who was
offended because George Auerbach had learned that V. came up
£100 on his original price.

12.27. Got up fairly late. Planned to go over my papers and
begin work. But the packing took a long time. After lunch I
again rummaged in my things. At about 4 went with Bill to
Mission Station. There, Taylor—young, handsome, pleasant—

* A mythological being and an expert in evil. The witches are said to

meet him at night for dancing and orgies.
+ Underlined in original.
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and Brudo, very friendly and polite. Return with Bill. De-
pressed by what I have seen in Losuya: rotten people and life
[. . .]- I shudder at the thought of how life looks from their
point of view. Campbell, Symons. [. . .] £1.1.—stupid, unpleas-
ant jokes about my Austrian nationality.—Loathsome, and the
effect is depressing. These fellows have such fabulous opportu-
nities—the sea, ships, the jungle, power over the natives—and
don’t do a thing! Supper with Bill. Bootlicking letter to Sy-
mons. At 8:30 went to Oburaku. At first I felt out of sorts, and
if I hadn’t been convinced that a walk would do me good, my
nervous state would probably have resulted in total exhaustion.
Between Olivilevi and Vilaylima I was very energetic; then some-
what tired, but not too much. A shallow lagoon; an amusing
fellow from Osaysaya carried me, the dark bare earth with man-
grove roots like a section of vegetation. Fish leaping all around.
Thoughts, feeling, and moods: no interest in ethnology. In the
morning when I had packed up and was wandering around Gusa-
~ weta, constant longing for E. R. M. (The previous evening,
violent surge of longing when I looked at her photos.) Strong
feeling of her personality ; she is my wife de facto and I should
think of her as my wife. As for ethnology: I see the life of the
natives as utterly devoid of interest or importance, something
as remote from me as the life of a dog. During the walk, I made
it a point of honor to think about what I am here to do. About
the need to collect many documents. I have a general idea about
their life and some acquaintance with their language, and if
I can only somehow “document” all this, I’ll have valuable ma-
terial.—Must concentrate on my ambitions and work to some
purpose. Must organize the linguistic material and collect
documents, find better ways of studying the life of women,
gugw’a, and system of “social representations.” Strong spiritual
impulse. I looked through my books and took Rivers, German
books, poems; outside of my work, I must lead an intellectual
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life, and live in seclusion, with E. R. M. for my companion.
I visualize the happiness of possessing her so intensely that I
am seized with polycratic fear lest something so perfect actually
come true.—Nonetheless, knowing that she loves me, is thinking
of me, that everything I feel for her is reciprocated, I am happy.

12.28. When I got back to my tent, at 12:30, I found Ogisa,
Tomakapu and the boys asleep. Ginger made my bed, I drank 2
bwaybways and, tired, turned in. Slept a long time, until 10:30.
Got up. Great longing for E. R. M.—I read her letters. Dis-
organization in my work. No desire to do anything. I decided
to review census and to take up linguistics, to devote 14 hour
daily to study of language. All preparations completed by
12:30. Classified notes on village census (results very poor).
Lunch at 2. Read Swinburne (restlessness). Then again v[illage]
c[ensus] (I felt weak, exhausted, my brain didn’t function
properly). Then disorganization; I read Swinburne, Villette.
Wrote letters to E. R. M. (great longing). (Angry with
Ginger.) Strong feeling of the importance of my relationship
with E. R. M. Took out the dinghy. I thought little, but tried
to steel my thoughts for work. Return. After supper, Gomera’u
and Ginger.—Evaluation of that day: I was doubtless tired by
my walk the day before. Laziness, sluggishness. No strength when
I took the boat out. Effect of giving up tobacco and of small
amounts of alcohol?—Weltschmerz moods but with a distinct
focusing on E. R. M. Except for low output, nothing to re-
proach myself with.

12.29, Slept until 9. Eyes tired (field of vision like a screen). Got
up at once. Cold, gray day, sky and sea diluted Saxe blue. Put
drops in my eyes. Tendency to think of E. R. M., desire to write
her and to reread her letters. Gomera’u was waiting—I set to
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work with him. Long morning session; Toyodala*® related a
lili’u. Continued in the afternoon; at 5 went to Kiribi with Go-
mera’u. I did a lot of the rowing. Billy, Mick, the “Kayona” to
leave tomorrow. Wrote letters to E. R. M., Smith, Mrs. Gofton,
and Aumiiller.—I was tired (eyes, and nerves), and turned in.
All day long constantly thought about E. R. M., sharing my
plans with her, thinking of her with tenderness, deep friendship,
and passion.

12.30. Got up at 6, at daybreak (had taken calomel the night
before), and finished letter to E. R. M. (read her letters with an
entirely different feeling, intenser than before); at 9 I sent
Ginger out (the one-legged [Medo’u] funks Samarai). Edited
the lili’u I had taken down the day before (rainy day). After
lunch I went to the poulo, took pictures; then along the creek
to Kaytuvi—mangroves, gay, cheerful impression. (Contrast:
mangroves at low tide really a monstrous swamp; at high tide,
they are smiling at life.) In the evening saw Yosala Gawa;
talked about kula, about Kudayurit (an old man, but he recited
a lili'u) —The story made me very sleepy. Back, annoyed by
Ogisa’s stupidity. Under the mosquito net, I thought of E. R. M.
affectionately and passionately.

12.31.17. Last day of this year—a year that may turn out to be
immensely important in my life if E. R. M. becomes my wife. In
the morning, under the mosquito net, thought very intensely
about E. R. M.—At 8:30 everybody left for the poulo. I walked
around the village, getting informants together. A very poor
group (Narubutau, Niyova, [ Taburabi, Bobau]), the two last

* Toyodala, an important informant in Oburaka (see The Sexual Life of
Savages).

t Kudayuri, a village of Kitava Island. The myth of the Flying Canoe of
Kudayuri is told in drgonauts of the Western Pacific.
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mentioned old men about the best.—Despair and impatience.
But I kept my temper and struggled on. After lunch—around 1,
everybody back. Yosala Gawa and Toyodala; I copied the
megwa and began to translate. At 5 tired; I did a bit of linguis-
tics; seized with violent longing for E. R. M. Last day of 1917.
Sea slightly choppy; mysterious, disquieting, drifting light and
shadow alternate continually, coming and going. The sky clear
overhead, on the horizon the golden glow of sunset between flaky
clouds ; between the sea and the sky, the black belt of mangroves.
At first, thought about Baldwin and prepared retaliation (I’ll
present the collection and reproach him with the promise he did
not keep). Then thought of E. R. M. “What is she doing?—
and what if—she is not there?” Horrible feeling. I thought of
her and of C. E. M. About the war. I also had some constructive
thoughts about grammar. I went back. Navavile gave me megwa
(very good). Wrote letter to E. R. M. All I have felt and
planned to say vanishes when I stare at the blank sheet of
paper. The lagoon calm as a mirror, drenched with the light of
the rising moon; palms bending over the water. I was feeling
very well physically, as though the tropics don’t bother me at
all; I long for E. R. M. rather than for civilization.

1.1.18. Awoke at 7. The air was pure, slightly colored, a warm
pink tone [. . .]. Mangroves clearly outlined, with soft bunches
of green vegetation and patchy shadows. I was awakened by the
cries of natives leaving [. . .] for Oiabia [a Methodist mission
near Losuya]. I got up, thinking of the New Year—my heart
tightened—17, symbol of a period, symbol of how numbers im-
placably impose themselves upon life itself. Thought about
E. R. M. Wrote diary. I had some essential thoughts about
keeping a diary and adding depth to my life. . . . Ideas about
the historical value of the diary. I concentrated, felt fine. Worked
on linguistics, with good results. Then the balomas. Tired—
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from quarter to one—napped for 14 an hour. Then superin-
tended grilling of chop (damned hard), then kayaku, talk
about the balomas. At 5 bum off; shaved, collected my things
and rowed to Bill’s place. The stars sparkled (after a blazing
sunset)—I rowed vigorously, thinking about linguistics. Also
about the stars, and spoke to the stars about E. R. M.—Billy,
tea. Told me about Oiabia; Brudo with wife and children,
Thursday Islanders who danced afterward. He told me that
Geo. Auerbach wants to buy up Harrison’s trading site in
Vakuta. He spoke about “jumping a claim on the gold fields”
and “tin-drumming.” Then I questioned him about ethnographic
material—about menstruation, conception, birth. We sat around
a while, and I went to bed at 12. Mick coughed horribly; then a
child squealed.—Rotten night.

1.2.18. Felt fine, in spite of it. Got out at 7 from under the
tainamo. Typical Stimmung of Bill’s house. Went to the small
house. I had my tea at a table which Bill’s children had messed
up horribly. Then began to take pictures. Fellows from Omara-
kana. Bill and I went to Teyava. Returned; lunch; then back
again. Used up 6 rolls of film. Although it was hot, I was quite
energetic, and on coming back I would have occupied myself
with the language if I had had the time. Worked on my photo-
graphs. After supper, collected my things (injection of strepto-
cocci) ; ate too much, but I rowed all the way and was back
in 1 hour and 45 min. Tea with a drop of brandy, talk with a
few savages—at 11 went to bed, thinking of E. R. M.
Introspection: I realize once again how materialistic my
sense reactions are: my desire for the bottle of ginger beer is
acutely tempting; the concealed eagerness with which I fetch a
bottle of brandy and am waiting for the bottles from Samarai;
and finally I succumb to the temptation of smoking again. There
is nothing really bad in all this. Sensual enjoyment of the world



172

is merely a lower form of artistic enjoyment. What is important
is to be quite clear in one’s mind about it, and not to let it
interfere with essential things. (Remember how you over-
indulged when you stayed with the Khuners.) On the other hand
I am perfectly capable of an all but ascetic life. The main thing
is that it should not matter.

1.3.18. Morning—the same Stimmung on the lagoon. Blue sky
with warm pink tones, little violet clouds. The lagoon smooth,
disturbed only by changing reflections of the clouds. As usual,
under the mosquito net, I try to collect myself and get ready to
work. I am trying to “deepen” my diary, I have been doing it
almost every day, but so far my diary hasn’t gone very deep !—
At 7 I got out from under the mosquito net. Diary, breakfast,
looked over my papers. T. L. [Tomwaya Lakwabula] near my
tent. At 10 began to work (balomas, reincarnation, conception).
At about 12:30, very tired, took a nap. At 1:30 got up and
superintended bulukwa, which was very tasty. At 3 I went back
to work, but I was tired and sluggish. At 4, Reuma, prelimi-
naries of the kula, and testing (échantillons [samples of]),
muwasila. At 5 very tired (down to the bottom of consciousness,
intellectual fluid all dried up) ; I lay down; “Tiresias” by Swin-
burne. Wrote to E. R. M.—At 6 took out the dinghy. Un-
dressed down to my truss; fragment of associations: thought
of marriage to E. R. M. B. Sp. is also cool toward her—will he
break with her? Lady Sp.—what attitude will she take? I
thought with indignation of her anti-Austrian-Polish attitude—
I made up a long speech pointing out the ignominy of such an
attitude. I screw myself up to a pitch of indignation. Then I
remind myself that all she really cares about is public opinion.
“Wahn, alles Wahn” [all is delusion]. I thought about R. Wag-
ner—would he be a violent Anglophobe today? A Russian dance
tune comes to mind: vision of Juliet and Olga in the E. Malvern
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Studio. Yearning for what used to be. Thought of Ivanova.
Then the stars came out. I picked out different constellations.
Briefly, I asked myself: To what extent am I living in the
starlit darkness—like Swinburne’s Tiresias? E. R. M. is al-
ways with me. I thought a long time about the trip with the boat
I was planning to take. I decided to load the camera so I could
take pictures, and I told myself which ones I'd take. (And then I
forgot to load the camera!) In the evening from 8 to 9 drank
tea. Then talked about various things. From 10:30 to 11 wrote
to E. R. M. Then thought of her under the mosquito net. Will I
ever go back to Cairns and walk along the parade? Will I ever
see E. R. M.? Death, the blear-eyed wisitor, I am ready to meet.
—1In the dinghy, strong desire to have a family, to marry
E.R. M., to settle down.

1.4.18. Got up as usual and came out at 7 from under the
tainamo. Once again smooth waters, clouds—dark violet cumu-
lus clouds in the firmament and white fluffy ones on the horizon.
Strong [rualimina] gusts, rain—the sea a glassy green, a little
dirty. Then the dull green glow of the mangroves through the
thinning rain, the sun comes out, fine weather, and little white
clouds in the sky and over the water.—But back to ethnogra-
phy!—Began to work at 9, but very soon tired. I worked with
inferior informants and I “overhauled” my data with the help
of 2 fellows. Boba’u not bad as informant, after all.—At 11
stopped, exhausted, I wrote to E. R. M. (nasty rain, I put away
my papers); went out in a boat, but without energy, “no
punch.”—Returned, ate taro. At about 8 I resumed work. [Tiba-
bayila] very bad informant. Then again wrote to E. R. M. . . .
I thought about Jézek Koscielski, and how I would describe
him; son of a member of the Herrenhaus and friend of the
Kaiser’s; Bloch’s grandson—I remember my conversation with
him in Berlin (I met those two, Morszlyn, Koscielski, through
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Jan Wlodek). Then I thought of Miss [Weissenhof], and
whether I would impress her now. I imagined meetings with
various Polish men and women. If I married E. R. M., I would
be estranged from Polishness. This discourages me more than
anything else when I think of marrying E. R. M.—And how
about her? Then I looked at the sea and the sky and my thoughts
returned to E. R. M. Sadness at the thought that I might never
see her again—I went back; supper; read T[ess] o[f the]
d’U[rbervilles] in which I am beginning to find something. The
theme of false sexual [appropriation] very strong, but the
treatment? Short talk with natives, but no great results. Under
the tainamo, thought of E. R. M. I want her very deeply and
intensely. My thoughts do not deviate into any lecherous im-
passe. When leaving I put some vaseline on my hands; this
trivial association aroused in me sensual longing, deep, senti-
mental.—I thought of my return; the fervor of our glances. The
absolute value of her body.

1.5.18. Damp, rainy, stormy day. In the morning sky and la-
goon bien électrique. At 10 began to work. Tokabaylisa finished
his lil#’u. I slowed down around 10; ate a betel nut and then took
the dinghy out around 12:45 (felt the need for exercise).
After lunch went back to work with Yosala Gawa, and 2
hours of translating his megwa “do for me.” At 4:30 1 went
to the water hole and for 4 minutes ran vigorously. At 6 I
went back, then rowed as far as Boymapo’u, and back. After
supper, Navavile spoke about [ Kum’]; I wrote down traditions,
as I heard them from him. Wrote a few lines to E. R. M. Under
the mosquito net fell asleep quickly.

The deeper current of life. In the morning I worked but I
also worked on the diary, etc., without any need for special stim-
ulation. I do this spontaneously to some extent, as a matter of
course. The work itself does not go well. Perhaps I am not A-1
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physically. (I was somewhat depressed on Thursday.) The most
important thing would be to eliminate elements of worry out of
my work. To have a feeling of the ultimate mastery of things.
Writing down information, I have (1) a pedantic feeling that I
must do a certain measure (3pages, 2 hours, fill out a blank
space in Chap. X or Y), (2) too great a desire to skip wherever
possible.

Toward the end of the day’s work hidden longings come to
the surface, and visions as well: yesterday I saw the western
end of Albert Street, where the broad boulevard cuts across it
toward Lonsdale St. Longing for E. R. M. follows. During my
walk to the sopi I felt the need to run away from the niggers,
but I can’t remember what I thought about. In the boat: im-
pressions of Joan Weigall, and longing for elegant, well-dressed
women. E. R. M. momentarily eclipsed. At moments I long vio-
lently to go South again. How would I feel if for some reason
E. R. M. were not waiting for me there? I simply can’t think
about it.—Miscellaneous associations: My future with E. R. M.
—in [. . .] in Poland? I think about Molly and how I should
write her a New Year’s letter! Surely she would still speak to
me. It is one of my traits that I think about people who are
hostile to me more than I do about friendly ones. All those whom
I have to convince, rape, subjugate (Joan, Lady Sp., Baldie,
Molly) rather than the Khuners, Mim, the Pecks, the Stirlings.
—This morning (1.6.18) it occurred to me that the purpose in
keeping a diary and trying to control one’s life and thoughts at
every moment must be to consolidate life, to integrate one’s
thinking, to avoid fragmenting themes.-——Also gives a chance for
reflection, like my observations about people who don’t like me.

Return from Boymapo’u, marvelous phosphorescence mak-
ing the fishes light up. Looked at Venus, thinking of E. R. M.
and about my work, and planning attack on documents, etc.

1.6.18. Sunday. Got up at 8. Bapopu. At 10 began to work
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—many people around because it was Sunday. Chiefly Navavile.
Talked mainly about bwaga’s and similar things. At 1 took the
boat out. Annoyed by discovery that one oar had a crack in it.
Did some linguistics. Then monstrous rain. Two fellows in my
tent. When the flaps are down, it is so dark that reading or
writing is out of the question. I moved my table to the other side
of the tent and got [Mwanusa] to come; he gave me megwa. (Oh
yes, on the way I looked into the hut where [Weirove’s] wife,
almost a child, was crying because he had beat her up. I thought
of E. R. M., association: marriage and spiritual harmony.)
Gloomy, rainy day. I remembered days like this at St. Vigeans,
and suddenly longed for N. S.—Gradually my nerves got worse;
females began to howl (walam) in nearby houses. I went to Na-
vavile’s, he was out. I got Niyova, who doesn’t turn out to be a
good informant about [bugwaywo]. Checked relationship terms.
Then (discouraged by the cracked oar, I did not go out in the
dinghy) went to sopi. Strenuous gymnastics. I was pensive;
thought about diary and integrating life throughout the day;
till I tried to master a fit of depression that assailed me at 4-5.
At 5 I went out; tried to control and observe my thoughts. On
the whole, I am composed, and preoccupied by the need for
physical exercise. Planning to clear a piece of ground where I
can do my gymnastics. I did Swedish exercises & plusieurs
reprises: there is a stretch of way with a somewhat lower odila
—there the view is broader and more pleasant. I ran and exer-
cised here. Then to the pond where I sat down to rest. A palm
leaf nips my wnw’unw. I thought about how her hair was al-
ways in the way. Deep longing. Thought of N. S. and composed
a final letter [in my mind]. This time I must not put it off. It’s
hard—I hate to hurt her, but I must write, once and for all.
Also thought about Paul and Hedy.—Yesterday and today I
had difficulties with taking pictures; characteristic helplessness,
one of the main difficulties in my work. In the evening, I went
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back, sat and dried myself at the fire—completely changed out-
look after strenuous gymnastics, the discomforts of camping
now seem good fun. Frying taro. Wrote letters to C. G. S. [Se-
ligman], P. & H. Then short kayaku in [Sugwaywo]; young fe-
males, blackened, with shaven heads, one of them a naku-
bukwabuya with an animal-like, brutishly sensual face. I shud-
der at the thought of copulating with her. Thought of E. R. M—
While walking I thought that if E. R. M. left me for some hand-
some fellow with a simple soul, that would be the only thing that
could make me go back to simple love & la N. S. But this won’t
happen.

1.7.18. Got up at 5:45. Went around the village. Everything
normal. Nearly everyone at the bagula. A few nakaka’ws and
tobwabwa’us painting themselves black. Some eating cold kaulo.
I went to the babopopu and then took a short walk. I tried to
prepare myself for the gathering and get ready to take pic-
tures. Also thought about the diary. This morning right after
getting up thought of E. R. M., then walking through the vil-
lage—associations?—Oh yes, on my way to babopopu I ob-
served that I was walking with my toes turned outward—like
E. R. M. when she had chilblains. Then, from 8 to 12 went over
the questionnaire with Morovato and Kariwabu. Strong pangs of
longing for E. R. M. as I went over the questions and plans we
had looked at together, with which she had helped me.—At 12:30
Swedish exercises, brief but effective. (In the morning the boys
took away Mick’s dinghy.) All day I kept asking whether any-
one had seen Gilmour’s boat—but no. Also, in the morning, inci-
dent with a snake which was swimming near the village—tauva’u.
In the afternoon worked alone on linguistics—fairly well. At 5
went with Ginger through the raybwag to [. . .]. I felt strong
and walked along smartly, the physical effort did not bother me.
At moments I ran. I sat by the sea. Bathed in the warm water
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which is shallow and full of stones. Went back with a lamp. I
was eating taro when someone brought me the mailbag. Nervous
strain rather than feeling of happiness. I sorted the letters:
Motbher first, then the less important ones—Lila, Mim, Paul, the
Mayos—then E. R. M. Passage about Charles made the strong-
est impression on me, depressed me, and even alienated me. Mo-
ment of longing for N. S. I read her letter last, actually fearing
the deeper passages which I formerly would have looked for.—
Sat up late until almost 12. Slept badly (sea bathing or ezcite-
ment by the letters?) In brief, I was entirely shaken—hors des
gonds [unhinged]. Have some very important things to write
E. R. M. Also to give a not too cruel but definitive hint to N. S.—
N. S. weighs on my conscience—I am sorry for her but I don’t
long for her.—E. R. M. letters are considerably more subjective.
I am transported—entirely, in a trance, drunk—the niggers
don’t exist. I don’t even want to eat or drink.

1.8.18. Got up at 7. Wrote a few less important letters (to P. &
H., and the Mayos), and then began a letter to E. R. M. (no
desire to write the diary). I wrote from about 10 to 5 ; with short
breaks fot lunch, etc., during which I reread her letters and
thought about her. At moments strong emotions. At moments,
when I wrote about the suffragettes and about the Gilbraiths
and touched on controversial matters, I felt a certain ruffled-
ness. In the end I was exhausted and felt the need for a
brisk walk. On the whole, neither when I read her letter nor
when I wrote to her, were my feelings intensified.—I cannot say
that her real self, as brought home by her letters is infinitely
closer to me than her Double. There is always a process of
adaptation—the Double is the result.—And yet her letters, her
short stories, her spirit in reading the newspapers absorb me
almost exclusively. Mad longing (restless, unresigned) for her,
a longing I did not feel for the Double. Only I am thrown off
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balance, and to this I always react negatively.—In the evening,
expedition to Dubwaga. Went from Kwabulo to Dubwaga think-
ing about her, about Charles, about ultimate things: it is easier
to love those who are not alive than the living. I wrote some
more to her and went to bed.

1.9.18. In the morning, diary etc. Then the short story. At first
dislike, then gradually better, at moments really moved me; on
the whole, very good—only I am too much involved personally
to throw off a certain diffidence with respect to my enthusiasm.
At 11, Navavile—violent tearful longing for her. Feeling of in-
completeness. Haunting feeling. After lunch, read newspapers
until 3:30; then translated Navavile’s megwa. Then with Gin-
ger on the lagoon.

“The red sunset was just dying away under a belt of black
clouds, the long stretch of mangrove reflected in the water also
standing in rigid darkness against sky and water. The heavy
soiled red light seemed oozing through the luminous patch in the
West. It floated and trembled with the slow motion of the waves,
and encased in the black frame of clouds and shore it seemed as
stifled and stifling as the tepid air, which rolled along in clammy,
indolent puffs. I felt it clinging to my bare skin rather than
beating against it.”—Then Swedish gymnastics. The short
story. The problem of heroism. Strong feeling of dejection.
Charles and I. At moments sad because I cannot subject myself
to a test. I recalled my superstitious feeling that if E. R. M.
fell in love with me, I would have mala sombra in N[ew] G[uinea].
—For one moment I thought that there is no room for me
in her heart in the shadow of his fame. I wished he would come
back and that I had never met her. Then thought about myself.
Strong fatalistic feeling that “nolentem fata trahunt, volentem
ducunt” [fate drags the unwilling, leads the willing]. A teasing
poem occurs to me. I thought about E. R. M.’s mysticism, her
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belief that fate sent her and broke her to give happiness to
Charles. “Mysticism not fatalism.” For a moment I looked Des-
tiny in the eyes. I know that if I had had to go to war, I would
have gone calmly and without too much inner fuss. Now: place
my everyday life in that heroic frame; be ruthless in relation to
appetites and weakness; not to yield to depressions and such
digressions as the inability to take photos. Shake off clumsiness,
yearning, sentimentalism. My love for E. R. M. can be, must be,
based on the feeling that she has faith in my heroism, that if I
had been called to the colors, I would not have tried to get out of
it. And I too must have faith in myself, otherwise I won’t get
anywhere. To fight, to keep going, to be ready at any moment,
without depressions and premonitions!—Philosophical happi-
ness: “Whatever may happen—it won’t affect me,” feeling that
the straight road leads to the tomb, where I can’t take along
either sorrows or joys, hopes or fears, and that every moment of
life is full of what will be and what was.

1.10.18. Very bad night. Nerves, heart. (Smoke too much?)
Thought of E. R. M. and distinct, definitive regret (not the first
time?) that I cannot put myself to the test. Composed
(mentally) letter to N. S.—Got up, wrote diary, collected my
things, so as to be ready to leave by 10. Ready around 11, when
a strong yavata blew up; furious, but I must expect rain and
wind. Read and corrected letter to E. R. M. Around 12 fine
weather, calm. I ate momyapu and went in a small waga to Kwa-
bulo, and from there walked to Gusaweta, via Vilaylima. There
Billy bought a large pearl. Then we talked. Read bulletins;
slightly relaxed. Billy gave me some ethnographical data. After
supper I went to Losuya—all that time strong feelings for
E. R. M.—In Losuya, friendly talk with Camp[bell], and in Oia-
bia with Gilmour. The latter very amiable, we discussed things
and chatted. I got nervous, quite unnecessarily. Then pleasant
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feeling that I am alone again, that I can return to E. R. M. in
my thoughts. But a certain fatigue and instinct against “tele-
sentimental monomania.” I tried to think more normally. I lost
my way and walked to Kapwapu; storm on the distant horizon.
I came back, slept badly. All that time: problem of maintaining
inner purity in relation to her, clearly realizing this can be done.
I realize that purity in deeds depends on purity of thought, and
I resolve to watch myself right down to the deepest instincts. On
the other hand, my deep, immensely tender and passionate love
for her crystallizes into a strong feeling of the value of her
person, and I feel that I really desire only her. I can repress
occasional violent whoring impulses by realizing that it would
get me nowhere, that even if I possessed women under these con-
ditions, I would merely be sloshing in the mud. The most impor-
tant thing is to have a strong aversion to sloshing in the mud
(onanism, whoring, etc.). And to seek out everything that builds
up such an aversion. A Nietzsche aphorism comes to mind: Ihr
hochstes Gliick ist bei einem Weibe zu liegen [Your greatest
happiness is to lie with a woman]. My feeling for E. R. M. is
something absolutely different: mein Leib und Seele mit der ihri-
gen zu verschmelzen [to fuse my body and soul with hers].—On
the other hand, I try to struggle against sentimental effusions
and nihilistic yearnings, etc. I go back mentally to that moment
of deep concentration when I longed for a heroic life, when I
looked “destiny in the eyes”: a life leading through the wilder-
ness to happiness, through happiness to sorrow and despair.
I love her deeply; I feel that she is the only woman made to be
my wife. Will fate once again play a trick on us? Whatever may
happen—nolentem fata trahunt, volentem ducunt!

1.11.18. After very bad night, got up with stiff neck. I looked
over some bulletins, keeping an eye out for anything touching
E. R. M. or her clan—also political dispatches. Thinking of her
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continuously. Referendum a failure; sorry for our Charles.
Then I read letters from N. S. and I wrote her. Hard going; in
spite of noises and interruptions, I kept myself in hand, and was
cheered by the feeling that I was now strong enough not “to get
nervous.” Interruption for lunch. But after writing (I was a
little less drastic than I had intended to be) felt greatly re-
lieved. Although the feeling that I wronged her and that I would
hurt her now is horrible. But this had to happen. I feel I have
done something that had to be done. First step. And perhaps I
have done it so as to hurt N. S. as little as possible.

After lunch, I went back to my letter to E. R. M. I read my
letter to her; then hers, and I wrote again, very tenderly and
passionately. I miss her terribly and I have the worst premoni-
tions. I feel rotten at the thought that I may never see her
again. Evening: Billy told me stories, then we developed photo-
graphs—~Stories: Copulating king is suspected of having a baby
on his mamba. Billy lives with a woman (on her forearm tattoo:
Billy). C. K. comes into the store, talks to her in good English
about return to God, etc., & invites her to come down and live at
Mission Station. Billy hears and translates: “He talk you come
live along him along Mission Station.” “You talk him: he go to
buggery.” C. K. turns round and struts out. . . . Hon. X. Y.
Walsh, always drunk. Ernie Oates and Billy. Billy arranges
with woman to come up to Bogi. They all come down after
a month to the beach, estuary of Yodda. There police camp on
one side, J. St. Russell gives order that the police does not detain
the woman. Word comes that they did in spite of that. An expe-
dition to catch. Walsh (Lady Northcote’s brother) drunk, falls
down. Catch two girls and corporal. Court: R. with his legs up
owing to clap in balls. W. stone drunk. Ernie translates
interrogative tense into imperative. Girl acquiesces in having
been bought for Billy. (B. says she’d have preferred the police-
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man every time.) The corporal flogged by Walsh, girls locked
up in the store, but by 11 P.M. they are with Ernie and Billy.—
Trouble about woman on the Yodda. Just over 60 miles. Monck-
ton* comes to Kokoda. Miners [say] “Fuck him.” Billy Little
(“The G’s pimp”) repeats it to Monckton. M. siruts in,
in marching order, “right, left,” “right, left,” the miners mock
him. B. H. writes then a letter to a chap who comes and meets
M. halfway and treats him politely. M. makes no row about it
after that.

Saturday, 1.12.18. Morning, I asked Billy and Mrs. to help me
with my work. Mrs. told me nothing of interest. Then I looked
over notes on grammar. In the afternoon, tired, rain and sultry.
Read Locket and again did some grammar, without great re-
sults. In the evening went to do exercises. Went back, wrote
letter to E. R. M. Throughout those days, most intense, im-
mensely deep love and longing for E. R. M. Resolution to be
pure. I must have no lecherous or sentimental thoughts about
any other woman. “Woman” = E. R. M. Leafing through Foote,
I feel an aversion to all lechery, and the above equation exists
for me.

Sunday, 1.13.18. Awoke at 5—. . . Thought, with feeling of
happiness, about existence of E. R. M. Like music. Then woke
up late, weakened. Read stories by Locke and thought of
E. R. M.—Waiting for Gilmour. At about 4, when I finished
the stories, began to pack. Gilmour came; talk. Then he went.
I talked with him about grammar and planned possible collabo-

* Charles A. W. Monckton, a New Zealander who came to New Guinea
in 1895 and became resident magistrate of Samarai in 1897 and of Kokoda
in 1908. He led the Waria-Lakekamu patrol, an important exploratory ex-

pedition.
+ William J. Locke, popular British novelist of the time.
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ration. We talked about Bromilow.* I gave him my last letter
to E. R. M. Before that I had made out my will with Bill.—
After supper I got ready. Scared in the badly unbalanced boat.
Stars. Thought about grammar.—E. R. M. all the time—under
the tainamo surge of physical longing for E. R. M. passes
gradually into indiscriminate lecherousness. . . . Except for
Saturday afternoon, these last days we had marvelous weather,
east winds and calm, clear skies, a little hot despite everything.

1.14.18. This morning I lay under the ?ainamo, spoiling
myself a bit; but then I had not slept decently for a long time—
I never can sleep properly in Gusaweta. I must get back to
work. I am in full swing in linguistics. Get at it, strike while the
iron is hot! Once again a clear, fine day. I worked on the termi-
nology of gardens; Navavile came and helped. Very tired at
12:45, took a nap. After lunch worked on terminology, waga,
and then I wrote down the main points of the waga, with the
help of informants. Work under high tension. Head very tired.
At 5, Ginger, I, and Toysenegila went to [Lum’]. So exhausted
nervously that I didn’t even long for her much. A few questions I
asked Toysenegila finished me off. I walked like an automaton.
Smooth road to the sea. Bathing; I am getting used to the con-
tact of the water, though it still gets on my nerves. Then, on my
way back, depressed about E. R. M. Over the glassy-green sea,
the gathering shadows of the night in the eastern sky, pink
clouds overhead. I gazed southward and toward the passage in
Giribwa. Somehow lacking enthusiasm and expression for the
view, I conjure [up] her picture—and somehow don’t react to it.
Exactly the same longing for longing as I had in Melbourne
when I “fell out of love.” She suddenly vanished from the hori-

* Rev. W. E. Bromilow, the first missionary in Dobu; his observations on
some of the native customs, in the records of the Australian Association for

the Advancement of Science, was apparently the only written account of the
Dobuans at the time Malinowski wrote 4rgonauts of the Western Pacific.
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zon. Lost all meaning. Absolute void, the whole world is under
my nose, solid, but it holds nothing for me. This is result of
exhaustion. Did some exercises. In the evening, Tylor (I would
have turned in at 9 had it not been for that bastard). After he
had left, sudden longing for E. R. M. Under the tainamo
monstrous physical longing.

1.15.18. Clear and transparent sky. Strong, deep feeling for
E. R. M. “My wife” de facto and de sentimento. I think that
after we’re married we’ll be able to tell Molly about our present
relationship. I think of N. S.—only of how I must break the
news to her. I am very much attracted to her and interested in
her health, but I don’t think of her as a woman. In the morning
worked on the dictionary, canoes—the same subject as yester-
day with other informants—learned extremely interesting de-
tails about construction of kalipoulo. Work does not go bril-
liantly but I keep on without pressure and I let the time do the
rest. I feel the effect of salt on bones and muscles. At 11 gym-
nastics. Then nap before lunch. I am not smoking and feel much
better. After lunch the same subject. After 5 to raybwag with
Ginger. Collected information from Niyova. Tired. Stayed too
long in the water; came back exhausted, heart pounding; but I
walked slowly and took frequent rests hoping the pounding
would abate. (Hope proves justified today 1/16.) Thought of
E. R. M., imagining what it would be like with her here. More
and more clearly feel that this would be “perfect happiness.” (I
imagine asking Seligman how he was with his wife in the trop-
ics.)—Back, I listened to their chatter, ate, wrote a few lines
to E. R. M,, and went to bed. . . .

1.16.18. Got up at 7:15. Went out for gymnastics; sky with
cumulus clouds, between them patches of blue. Deep shadows un-
der the palms and other trees, strange shapes and colors. I went



186

into a coconut grove. There thought about the meaning of a
diary: changes in life’s course, readjustment of values—the con-
tent of ethics—based on introduction of harmony. The taming
of my lusts, the elimination of lecherousness, concentrating on
E. R. M. gives me happiness, contentment much greater than
just letting go does. Utilitarian hedonism, if we don’t forget
other instincts (social instincts) is the only rational system: the
happiness of the individual in harmony with the happiness of
the collectivity (that this must be the Grundton [keynote] of
instinct, can be deduced a priori, from the fact “homo animal
socialis”’).—I think of the value of the diary (with direct ref-
erence to E. R. M.) : grasping the deeper currents in contrast to
mere ripples; conversation with oneself, and glimpse of the con-
tent of life—Obviously something has to be sacrificed—you
don’t get anything for nothing, but what is in question is a
choice.—Planning a letter to E. R. M. about these ideas; need
for real solitude.—Went back full of lofty thoughts: life must
proceed at a slow pace if it is to run deep. Either the reflection
of fleeting shimmering gleams on the rippling changing surface,
or the immense smile of the depths—depends on the point of
view. One should force oneself to look at the emptiness of the
surface without illusion. Feeling that systematic though monoto-
nous work with a purpose should be enough for me. I felt a
nirvanalike contentment with existence (“nothing is hap-
pening”), looking at the damp leaves and the shaded interior of
the Australian jungle—Axiom: the continual craving for
change is the result of our inability to feel the plenitude of hap-
piness ; if we captured our moments of happiness, we would not
need change.

Back to my tent; bathing in the sea felt in my bones; in-
ability to concentrate; mental standstill. I fought against it,
but work did not go well. At 11:30 I stopped and went out for
exercise. Went back, wrote E. R. M.—Then lunch; read Tess
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of the d’Urb. Intensity of my thinking about E. R. M. not
diminished since Christmas.—Then Yasala Gawa; talked about
bwaga’u. At 5 tired ; 15 hour of linguistics. It was getting dark,
I went to Lubwoyla, did gymnastic exercises in the rain. Con-
trolled my nerves, recalling heroic impulses. The moon and stars
between little clouds ; I thought how necessary it was to adjust
mentally to gymnastics; gymnastics as an essential form of
solitude and mental concentration. Whatever may happen, I
must never neglect gymnastics 3 times a day. On returning I
felt fine and took part in conversation with the niggers, I also
felt mentally balanced, but my longing for E. R. M. not dimin-
ished. (I made observations about kadumilaguwa valu.) I wrote
her a few lines and went to bed. Thought of her with passion.

1.17.18. Woke up at 7:80: After writing diary went to sopi for
gymnastics, under the palms, near the mangroves. Running, then
very intensive exercises. Also, planned the day and steel my
thoughts. Gymnastics removed slackness but introduced a cer-
tain nervous tension, nervous irritability, insomnia which I have
not had for a long time. Worked 2 hours in the morning ; Camp-
bell arrived; this irritated and depressed me—like a customs
search on the border; a little afraid he might cause me some
unpleasantness ; then again bother, waste of time, and I don’t
like him personally. Talk during which I was expansive. Then a
short letter to E. R. M. Gymnastics; I tried to concentrate, to
take the proper attitude toward the Bulgarian:* “he doesn’t
exist so far as I am concerned.” Gymnastics calmed my nerves,
restored my balance and put me in an excellent mood.—With
gymnastics and a regular mode of life I should keep healthy and
carry out my scientific plans. The only danger is overstraining
my heart. Ergo: take intellectual work, everyday difficulties,

* This may be an allusion to the conventionally heroic Bulgarian soldier
depicted in Shaw’s play drms and the Man.
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efforts lightly, “not take them to heart.” Absolutely eliminate
personal rancors, excitements, etc. Cultivate sense of humor (not
the English one, but my own, B. M. + E.R. M.).

Then lunch with a fellow and talk—about what?—In the
afternoon: I lay down for a quarter of an hour, and started
work—bwaga’u business. At about 5 stopped, was fed up. Ex-
cited, impossible to concentrate. Ate pineapple, drank tea, wrote
E. R. M,, took a walk; intensive gymnastics. Gymnastics should
be a time of concentration and solitude ; something that gives me
an opportunity to escape from the niggers and my own agita-
tion. Supper with a fellow who told me stupid anecdotes, not
interesting at all, about Kiriwinian ethnology. I listened and
dozed and nodded: what a brute. Short letter to E. R. M. I
thought about her intensely again: the only woman for me, the
incarnation of everything a woman can give me. Some fellow
sang during the night, this annoyed me, I couldn’t fall asleep.
Slept badly.

1.18.18. Up late, 7:30. Gymnastics in the clearing near the man-
groves. Strength, intensity, irritability rather than [senti-
ment]. Thought about E. R. M.: a traveling companion rather
than star leading my destinies. But she is always with me. At
moments I think my longing for her is less strong, but then am
suddenly dominated by it. I thought about N. S., about Ade-
laide, the city and the country will always be Paradise Lost to
me: old Stirling, very faithful, the mother, and the whole
[camp]. Then I went back; irritated by the impudence of Nava-
vile and the Wawela fellows (they had eaten too much betel
nut). Decided to spend the day reviewing my notes and listing
problems. This went slowly at first, then specific problems
emerged.—After lunch, [Tapi Bobau]. Strong wind; I closed
tent, and we began to recite silami, when Billy arrived. I was
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somewhat bored and irritated by this interruption, but I greeted
him with bonne mine & mauvais jew and we chatted (I like him
personally), then we went to Kiribi. Mick and B. furious at N.
Camp[bell] who spoiled four cases of benzine, when going to
Yaga [Island], where he has “plantations,” and then dragged
Kavataria canoes behind him. Billy also told me an anecdote,
how N. C. was showing [beku], which his wife’s father and
grandfather owned ; he licked right along it with his tongue and
wept drunkenly. I did not feel A-1 in Kiribi and did not [go to
the] kayaka with Moliasi. On our way back, the waga shipped
water. Beautiful moon, I sat in front of the canoe, Toyodala
punted, Ginger scooped the water. In the evening I changed the
dressing on Towakayse’s penis. Then read E. R. M. letters from
Crandon. I understand her emotions about C. E. M.: she sees the
tragic past in the light of her feeling for me. 4s if from a safe
shore. Her letters to me don’t grow stale. I looked at pictures of
her. I’d like to send them to Mother.

1.19.18 First really nasty day. At night, storm with furious
thunder and downpour, so that the ground shook. Also a gale. I
woke up and it took me a long time to fall asleep again. Natu-
rally, I thought about E. R. M. Got up at 8:30, wrote diary
under pressure, for I learned that a fellow had died in Kwabulo.
Went there in a boat, with Tomwaya Lakwabulo and [Wayesi],
and talked with them about D[eath] & B[urial], but without
positive results. In Kwabulo: enormous puddles, people just
coming back from funeral. I went to the house: outburst of
howling. I went to the grave and talked about the cutting of
trees and the wrecking of houses after a man’s death.—I sat on
the baku, and bought momyapu and waywo. Began to feel rot-
ten, quite low after return. Lunch at 1; then read Tess of d’U.
Thought of E. R. M., although I see T. of U. more like N.S.
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than like E. R. M.—Marked passages which I’d like to send
Elsie. The novel absorbed me [and I idled away]. I sat by the
water. At moments almost unbearable longing for E. R. M.—or
is it for civilization?—I walked around the village, but feeling
feverish I came back. Not in a mood to write letters; tried to
read T. of d’U. but my eyes were tired.—I felt that if she were
here, she’d be comfort. I wondered what I had been doing a year
ago?P—At night a wind of such force that I feared it would blow
over the tent. Took calomel 4 [local veg.]. + quinine + aspirin
in the evening. At about 2 a.M. [had to run out].—When I came
back I chased lecherous thoughts. E. R. M. is my de facto wife.
The night before I thought that if we met now we would e-
change vows and put our relationship on a firm basis. It’s as if
we had contracted a clandestine marriage—All the time, the
indefinite, vague longing and the need to commune with her.

1.20.18. Nasty day. Up at 8:30. Started to work fairly late.
Wrote down songs from Weirove. Then read Tess d’U. Ginger
came to tell me that Toyodala’s wife was sick. I went there; in-
teresting and diverting scene. I thought in personal terms about
E. R. M. and myself—which of the two of us will die before the
other? “When you contract new ties, you assume new burdens.”
But I wouldn’t exchange all the cares resulting from love for the
barren severity of egoism.—Then ate frugal lunch (taro).
(Before then I had photographed a group bringing in [va-
yewo].)—Again read Tess of the d’U., finished it. It made on
me a strong, though unpleasant impression: the dramatic, de-
spairing denouement is not justified. Then walked around the
village; the natives eating towamoto on the occasion of [va-
yewo], first the men, then the women. Then, I sat near Naruya’s
house; talked about mulukwausi and kayga’w. Then drank tea
(did not eat), also took ula’ula to the baloma, listened to his
megwa. Turned in at 10.
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1.21.18 (Monday). Third day of bad weather. Stayed in bed un-
til 9. Strange dreams. I was inspecting the theater of war. Ger-
man establishments run by Englishmen. Some sort of monstrous,
fat, piggish mask, a German [. . .] or something of the sort.—
Dreamed of E. R. M.—I was engaged to some woman who was
betraying me and of whom I was jealous. I recalled that I was
engaged to E. R. M.—In the morning, characteristic irrita-
bility: the niggers got on my nerves.—There had been raging
storms the two nights before. Last night was calm, and I slept
better. Today, sky overcast, rain on and off. No wind, very
sticky.—Began to work at about 11, mostly writing record of
previous day’s events. In afternoon, discussed this record with
the fellows. I had begun to feel better by noon, and in the after-
noon I worked fairly well. At noon I started a letter to M. H. W,
but didn’t finish it. After work lay on bed and rested. It was
raining.—The silvery dimness of a moonlit night. I went to
Missionary [. . .]. Among the palms smoky vapors swirling as
in a cauldron and the air exactly like a Turkish bath. Took a
short walk, thinking about E. R. M. Half-dreamy mood.
Through the swirling monstrosity of this Turkish bath flit mem-
ories of morbid moods in Omarakana. Then I felt a certain re-
lief: began to look at all this—through all this—from outside:
Ende gut, alles gut [All’s well that ends well]. But if this were
to be the end—feeling that I am choking, that the claws
of death are strangling me alive—After some light gymnastics
felt incomparably better and freer in this thick soup. After
supper and making a round round the village (I upbraided
them for not sending me back ula’sla of the baloma), began
to write a letter to E. R. M., but I stopped because of my eyes;
then sat a moment by the sea, content with the stagnation and
solitude, when I heard that Ineykoya’s [Toyodala’s wife] condi-
tion was worse—she was groaning loudly. I went to see: she had
another hemorrhage, groaned horribly, and was apparently
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dying. I thought of the horrible torment of a hemorrhage and of
N. S. and suddenly felt that I was deserting her. I also felt that
I wanted to be with her at any cost, to allay her sufferings.
Strong reaction. I also thought of E. R. M. and in my nervous
disarray I told myself: “the shadow of death is between us and
it will separate us.” My betrayal of N. S. confronted me in all
its starkness.—Over the hut in which my lamp was glowing, tall
palms, thick white clouds, through which the moonlight filtered.
Kabwaku sings melodiously and clearly.—Death—all this is
like an ebb tide, a flowing off into nothingness, extinction.
Through all this, the cruel customs of the niggers—who were
again washing her, preparing her for death.—For the first
half of the day I was dejected and almost did not be-
lieve in the possibility of health. Then I buck up and I hope.
Planned letters to Dr. Stowell and to Spencer. Then I thought
about my theory of religion, in relation to my Polish book.

1.22.18. Tuesday. Very bad night ; woke up and felt stifled under
the mosquito net (had gorged myself with fish). Got up late; did
not exercise. Felt incomparably better. Started to work. I de-
cided to deal with kayga’u, about which I had had an interesting
discussion with Tokabawivila and Molilakwa ; worked with the
latter that day (from 9 to 12:30) (Ginger and Ogisa left with
Medo’u to get wood). I sat with Molilakwa and two girls (his
daughter and Kavala, 7 years). Purely fatherly feelings, then
spoiled, and I directed my thoughts at E. R. M. to shake off lewd-
ness. After lunch (fish and taro) I wrote to E. R. M., rested.
Then took pictures, then again with Molilakwa. Tired. I sat by
the calm sea, resting, not * longing. Then in moonlight, gymnas-
tics. Humming songs, an impulse to compose—seizing upon a
musical idea and expressing it in my own melody. If I had an
instrument—even a piano—I might have been able to compose,

* Underlined in original.
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