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Memories of the Atembly Area of the Jimmi River in Pygmy country - New Guinea.





A few weeks after we moved from Pt. Moresby to Garoka in July 1943, Pat Moodie and myself were drafted to escort a supply line of fifty cargo boys to an Operation Post overlooking the Jap lines north of the Jimmi River. We travelled along the Wahgi Valley until we reached Chimbu a few days later. From there we headed on towards Mt Hagen until we were about half way then turned north. At this point one of our cargo boys told us that a plane had crashed at Mt Hagan. His wife had told him by mental telepathy, which turned out to be correct: they were three days walk away from each other at the time! After another three days travel we crossed the Jimmi River which was very narrow at this point with two trees tied together and pulled across which made a pretty rough sort of a bridge. From there on we had trouble with our cargo boys as this wasn't their territory and they were frightened of the pygmy people. There was an Angau Lieut. in charge and he handled things pretty well as we had very little trouble after that.


 By this time we were well and truly up in the Bismark Ranges which made progress very hard, as the cargo consisted of wireless batteries - the size of car batteries, oil, petrol and food, all very heavy to carry. We were then well into the pygmy country but we had made very little contact with them. It was a different language and they didn't understand Pidgin English at all. They were very small people about 4'6" tall and all carried large bows and arrows which didn't make you too happy. All the time in their country we didn't see any of their women or marys as we called them. When about two days walk away from the OP we camped for the night and early the next morning about 3 am a cargo boy came and told us that the Japs had jumped the OP and for us not to come on. Pat and I just took it that he had been dreaming but the Lieut. who lived in New Guinea for many years believed him. We stayed there for a day and a half, when in the afternoon three of the lads staggered in and told us that two had been killed by the Japs. The native cargo boy who told us this described the white master who contacted him as tall dressed in a lap lap and had a large gold ring on his finger. The lads who got away said he was the Lieut. who was one that was killed. The natives still practice mental telepathy, which is something that we can't do or understand. We returned to Garoka leaving the cargo at Chimbu. It had been quite an experience!


Lionel Newton.
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