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SIA FIGIEL : “WHERE WE ONCE BELONGED”
This is the last chapter of the novel by Samoan author Sia Figiel
'Suicide–it is the only way. For isn't that what we're all slowly doing anyway? Each time a child cries for Coca-Cola instead of coconut-juice the waves close into our lungs. Each time we choose one car, two cars, three cars over canoes and our own feet, the waves close in further. Further and further each time we open supa-keli ... pisupo ... elegi instead of fishing nets ... raising pigs ... growing taro ... plantations ... taamu ... breadfruit. Each time we prefer apples to mangoes ... pears to mangoes ... strawberries to mangoes. Each time we prefer tin and louvres to thatched roofs. Each time we order fast-fast food we hurry the waves into our lungs. We suffocate ourselves– suffocate our babies and our reefs with each plastic diaper ... formula milk ... baby powder ... bottled baby-food and a nuclear bomb, too, once in a while. Drowning our children with each mushroom cloud, Love Boat ... Fantasy island ... Rambo ... video game ... polyester shoes, socks--everything polyester.

 'We kill ourselves slowly. Every day, every Sunday. Each prayer to Jesus means a nail in our own coffin. Each time we switch something ON (radio, lamps, TV, ignitions...) means a nail in our coffin.

 'And agaga as we once knew it dies in our still biologically functionable bodies, full of junk-food ... darkness-food ... white-food ... death food. For that is what we consume on a daily basis. We eat Death and we are eaten by Death, too. Symbiotically we live side by side.

'But are we actually living? Could we actually justify breathing in and out ... shitting ... breathing in and out ... pissing... living? No, we can't. I can't. I can not. And because of this I've decided to leave. I'm tired. I'm too tired to be ... I'm too tired to be ... I'm too tired to...

 'Thus waste not a tear for me, Alofa. Don't cry. Leave your tears for the living. Don't cry for the dead–at least not for suicide deads; at Least not for me. I know that everyone will soon forget me, that nothing will grow out of the remains of my body or my soul. But it doesn't matter.

'What good does it do to grow again in a place where death roams? Where death lives?

'But tell me this once, my little dreamer, did I have a choice? Do you have a choice now that your own eyes are opened to the darkness?’

I look away ... away from the grave ... away from the one stone marked, 'Here lies Siniva Filiga--Daughter of Malaefou ... Scholar ... Heroine ... Traitor ... Coward ... Chicken shit ... Bitch ... who drowned herself in the moana ... traitor who drowned herself in the moana ... coward ... chicken shit ... bitch who's gonna come back to haunt us.'

After reading Siniva's thoughts I am silenced. Alone. For the first time I am alone. I am alone. I am 'I' in its totality––'I' without 'we'... without Moa, Lili, girls, boys.... I am.

What if there is truth in her observations? Like so many before Siniva, should I too pour kerosene over my body and run towards the sea? Should I too put a rope around my neck and hang from a breadfruit tree, drink weed-killer or eat wild berries?

As I thought these thoughts the Tuli of Tomorrow flew high up in the sky, a fuse tattooed on her wings, a Tut tattooed on her peak. The Tuli called to me, her voice music to my feet, and I began walking ... walking-walking ... away from Siniva's grave... walking now towards Malaefou, towards the new gathering place where 'we' once belonged.
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Read these two extracts from the last chapter:
.....Each time a child cries for Coca-Cola instead of coconut-juice the waves close into our lungs. Each time we choose one car, two cars, three cars over canoes and our own feet, the waves close in further.(......)

We suffocate ourselves– suffocate our babies and our reefs with each plastic diaper ... formula milk ... baby powder ... bottled baby-food and a nuclear bomb, too, once in a while.........

Class discussion :
1- Which of the things the author mentions belong to traditional Samoan culture?

2- Which ones belong to Western culture?

3- Which culture would you say is taking over the other?

4- How does the author feel about it?

5- In our society, which traditional things are disappearing, taken over by foreign cultures?

6- How do you feel about it?
