
Serenity in the
Solomons

THE SOLOMON ISLANDS HAVE A SIMPLE SINCERITY THAT DISTINGUISHES THEM
FROM THEIR NEIGHBOURS. A RAW AND UNEMBELLISHED CULTURE AWAITS

Words: Elise Galati

W
e linger outside a whitewashed
church, taking in the quiet
of the village and waiting for
the Sunday service to begin.

Barefoot children clad in bright clothes mill
about us, cartwheeling and laughing.

It's 9:30 in the morning at Mbabanga Island,
and we're here to kill time before flying back to
Honiara in the afternoon. Being at the tail end of
a jam-packed trip, we've already started to revert
to home-mode, not expecting much from this
spur-of-the-moment encounter with village life.

A bell chimes, low and loud, and in an
instant the kids spring to attention and dart
into the church, limbs flailing. We trail in
after them, taking our seats in the splintered
pew at the rear. By now the sun is high
and light is streaming in through glassless
windows, illuminating the plum-coloured
altar and giant white cross at its centre.
"Singsing gut," says Stella, our guide.

With no further encouragement, a girl
with a Katniss Everdeen braid emits a note
of a richness and depth that belies her tiny

frame. The others follow suit, smiling and
clapping as they behold us - our mouths
agape - and echo their leader.

Over the next hour more villagers trickle
in - the women on one side, men on the other -
their voices weaving together in a rich acoustic
tapestry that takes our breath away. Teenage
boys belt out lyrics in baritone, while an elderly
lady to our right bops along to the music, a
toothless grin spreading across her face.

Even for an onlooker lurking in the
back pew, the sense of community here is
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