The 
Jarai 
Song

Way down in the west where the scenery is best and grassland dances in the breeze
There’s a place down on the coast whose only boast is a magnetic personality

I came here on a boat that could barely float with a Chinaman and all his wares

He came here to buy meat and sell you sweets that rot your teeth but officially he isn’t there

Jarai Jarai when will I say goodbye I came here on a survey I won’t leave before I die

Jarai Jarai oh why oh why will you not let me leave you alone

When survey work was done I was set to run but the dinghy went off to the east

I wanted to go west they said it’s best you get your rest so I killed time paddling on the beach

When the boat came back I ran to grab my pack but they told me there’d be some delay

I said I couldn’t wait tomorrow’d be too late I’d have to find another way

I asked if I could walk and they said of course this boy would happily be my guide

But as we set off on the path with God’s rod and staff how’d I to know that they had lied

Chorus

As the sun went down, we’d made some ground but the boy was acting strangely to me

He didn’t seem quite sane and although we shared a name we seemed to think quite differently

We made it to a camp using my headlamp cos my guide had wisely brought no light

He said we’d have to wait and I responded with “No way!” I’d have to trust that he was right

He said we’d wait for the moon it would be up soon I waited until half past three

And then I looked for John but it seemed he’d gone his footsteps led out to the sea

Chorus

As the sun arose I was shivering in my clothes with hermit crabs for company

I hadn’t slept at all and I’d been driven up the wall eaten alive by fleas

I had to make a move there was no time to lose to catch the dinghy on the morning tide

There was a guy called Mike and though he didn’t have a bike he’d take the walk back in his stride

We set off on the sand we didn’t need dry land we walked into the rising sun

But in the distance was Jarai it was enough to make me cry where would I be when day was done

Chorus

Time was marked by deer meat dripping blood as I waited on the beach for the rising flood

The Chinaman was barely out of bed another plate of rice was staring at my head

The sandbanks started disappearing one by one while waspapa denied all knowledge of his son’s 

Abandonment of me in darkest night giving me no reason why he took to flight

The crew had started loading up the boats as the rising water level made each one float

The Chinaman was taking his sweet time buying dugong ribs and adding to his crimes

Surely now they’d ask me to get in my heart was beating faster as they tied down tarpaulin

I could me saying goodbye was that a tear I glimpsed in waspapa’s eye

I could barely believe I was at sea with venison and twelve inch crabs for company

Could it really be that I had left the beach at last Bula lay within reach…

…or did it?

Chorus
Context: This is the true story of me attempting to 		Vocabulary:


leave the village of Jarai and get back 30km to the 		dinghy = motorboat


rest of my survey team in Bula. I’d hitched a ride 		waspapa = host family father


with an Chinese Indonesian who was trading without 		dugong = sea cow/manatee


the right paperwork along the southern PNG coast.				








