A Little Island.
I lost track of how long I was here many years ago. Some days it feels as if I was born here on this beautiful island with the people surrounding me in my old age. Sometimes I remember the life I had before I arrived, but it feels almost dreamlike after all this time. I remember my mother and father fondly; they would probably be dead now. I hope my disappearance didn’t cause them too much pain. I have lived an extraordinary life after all. I have lived and loved among the islanders for so long I have become one.
 It was a strange twist of fate that brought me here, but I am glad that it did. I don’t remember much about the journey, just that I fell asleep and when I woke up my boat was drifting, and my compass was missing. I have a feeling that my young brother was playing with it before I set off. He liked to sneak shiny things into his pocket. When I discovered that I was drifting directionless and had no way to find my way back home, I panicked. I am not ashamed to admit that I cried. I was lost on the ocean with no way of knowing which way to go. I wasn’t even supposed to be out there on my own. After I calmed down, I did the only thing that I thought was logical. I picked a direction and prayed that I wasn’t going around in circles. Finally, after about 2 weeks of sailing, I landed on the island. 
When I first arrived, it was to a beach full of people waiting to welcome me. I thought these people would be “savages” when I saw them. They barely wore any clothes, and some of them were holding spears, but not in a menacing way. In fact, they cheered as my boat came ashore. I was afraid. I had no idea where I was. To this day, I still don’t know where I am. I have no idea how far I am from where I was born and spent the first 20 years of my life. I have no idea what direction would take me to the nearest place of “civilisation”. However, I have been here long enough to know that words like “savages” and “civilisation” don’t really mean the things that we think they do. There is nothing savage about these people, and they are far more civilised than some of the people I knew back home. 
Over the years, I have often wondered how the islanders came to be here. They have been here so long themselves that even they don’t know. The information as to how the islanders came to be here on this island in the first place has been lost forever. The people here know nothing of the rest of the world; to them, this island is the world. The island is small and surrounded by the ocean. It really is beautiful here. It is almost always warm and sunny, there is a great forest in the middle, and the beach wraps around it beautifully. 
The village area we live in is in a small clearing behind a few rows of trees. We have huts made from the trees and leaves from the forest. They are simple to build, maintain and repair. The huts are quite close to each other around the outside of the clearing. The centre is where we gather and cook and eat together. It is where we have meetings and spend leisure time. There is always someone there, and usually, you can hear the singing when you are returning home from hunting or foraging. I have my own hut now, but I have shared with others in the past. Anyone can have their own or share with someone, but most live alone with the children living with their mothers.  I have lived on my own for most of the time I have been here, but I shared with a man when I first arrived as he taught me the island ways. I have not lived with a woman the same way that some of the men here do. Like how they do back in the “real world,” a man and a woman decided to share huts and sleep together every night. I have shared huts with women for a few nights here and there, but I have lived alone for the most part. There was one that I thought I could live with permanently, but she wasn’t as interested as I was; it isn’t the way things usually go here. After spending all day surrounded by people, the peace and solitude of the huts are welcome. Most of the people here live alone, and I think that I have adapted to that myself now. There is no goal of; find a wife, get married have a few children, own a house… life is just what it is here. There is no “rat race”.  
 Sex with women can only happen with one person between each menstrual cycle, menstruation is seen as a way of the body purifying itself, but between cycles, the woman can only have intercourse with one man at a time. It is thought that the woman’s body is a special thing, and limiting the number of people they sleep with keeps them healthier. Men can show interest in a woman, but the actual sex must be initiated by the woman. Each man has a mark that is personal to his father’s bloodline. A small scar given to them on the back of their wrist when they are born allows them to know who they are related to as they may have brothers and sisters with more than one mother. I was given my scar after I had been here for several years as I had gotten one of the women pregnant, and the elders worried about my children not being able to be marked. Relations between people with the same scar is forbidden. Beyond knowing who their mothers are and who they are related to through their father’s mark, family isn’t kept track of. With such a small community of fewer than 100 people, everyone feels like family anyway.
 The babies live with their mothers in their huts, and they do so until the children are old enough to want to live in their own huts. This is usually as older teenagers, and they typically build their own, with help from the rest of us, of course. The hut building is usually a big community event, almost a rite of passage. A child choosing to live alone means they are ready to be an adult. At this time, they would already be taking on the responsibilities like the adults around them by joining with the hunting and gathering. Most of the islanders have a wide range of knowledge, from which plants are poisonous to how to catch a fish. No one lacks in skills. The children join the whole community in praying at the beginning of the day from birth. Birthdays aren’t celebrated, and days aren’t kept track of; I no longer even know how old I am, so the teenagers making a hut is one of the few milestones celebrated and the closest thing to a birthday that they have. The islanders don’t have much in the way of personal belongings and don’t really give and receive gifts. 
When I first arrived, I couldn’t understand these people. I thought they just did their prayers and things on the beach because the place was some sort of holy place to them. After picking up the language, I discovered they were actually praying to the ocean! I thought they were insane for a while. The ocean?! They pray to the ocean as if it is a living thing. They bow before it and sing to it every morning. They dance and celebrate on the beach at night. Significant life events happen on the beach before it. One of the most important of these is birth; there is a birthing hut on the beach where the women go when they are in labour. Several nurturers accompany the woman and help her through it. Men are forbidden from entering the birthing hut. If a baby were to not survive the delivery or there were complications, it would be the wish of the ocean god. 
How could these people who live in such peace and sensibility really believe that the ocean was an all-powerful deity? These intelligent people who live peaceful lives away from civilisation, who are always ready with a warm smile and happy to help in any way that they can… then I realised that perhaps it was because of their beliefs that they were like this? Every morning they gather on the beach and sing and pray to the ocean. They come together as a community and pray together. They may believe that it is the ocean that grants them good days and peaceful weather. They may think that the good catches of fish and safe hunting trips are because of their prayers. But maybe it is their sense of community that grants them all they deem a gift. Happy people that live well. They are happy, and this makes them want to make others happy. It makes them work harder, hunt harder and love harder. I may know it’s not the ocean, but I could never shatter that. I pray with them every day. I pray as hard as my parents use to try and get me to do in church. Here though, I am happy to do it. I am surrounded by joyful people that want to gather with me. We are not singing in a cold hall with hard wooden pews but in the open air with sand beneath our bare feet. They believe the ocean is connected to the weather. They believe that the ocean god controls the weather. If the ocean is angry, the weather will be stormy. If the ocean is calm, the weather will be favourable. They seem to have concluded that the weather reflects the emotions of the ocean god. I don’t join them in praying because I think that it is true. I join them because I believe that the benefit of being with these people really is wonderful. Who can have a miserable day when it is started surrounded by friends like family singing to the ocean? Their belief made sense when I thought about it.
The ocean god rewards the islanders with good catches of fish when they please it. It gives them gifts (besides myself, some of their most prized possessions are what they believe to be gifts from the ocean, even if I know what some of these items are and that they probably came from shipwrecks). Suppose one of the gifts from the ocean seems to be specifically for one person. In that case, it is believed to be a gift influenced by that islander’s ancestors (as that is where the ashes of the islanders are put to live on within the ocean forever). The ocean grants them the gift of fine weather most days. When the ocean is angry, it sends warnings of bad weather. It limits the number of fish caught and has at times killed people. I don’t pray to ask for the things I am praying for; I pray because I want to be with these people that think it is important. It is important to them, and now it has become a part of my life too. 
The islanders believe that I am the gift of storytelling. After a few years of being here, I had learned enough of the language to be able to tell them bits about the rest of the world. I am quite selective with what I tell them; I don’t want to ruin this idyllic life they have here. I tell them about modern inventions and other people, but I am not entirely sure they believe me. I think they just think that I can create amazing stories. 
I love this island just as much as the people that surround me. Possibly even more because I have something I can compare it to. Although with every passing year, my memories of “home” faded. I know I was loved, but I don’t remember being excited about my life. Here though… every day, I wake with a smile on my face. It’s always calm but exciting somehow. There is always something to do, but it’s somehow always relaxing. Everyone knows what they need to do, and they get it done so that they can enjoy the rest of their time.
One of the jobs of the islanders is hunting. Usually, several hunting parties go out in different directions each day. Hunting is generally done by men, and foraging is done by women. This isn’t a set rule but a preference for the individual. There are a few women that enjoy hunting and several men (myself included) that prefer to forage. The men, women and children all like fishing as a pastime. This is useful for food, spending time with the ocean and each other. They teach the children how to fish from a young age using wooden spears.  In the morning, after the prayers on the beach, we go about our chores. The island provides everything that the people on it need. It is a small population, and there is enough of everything for everyone. They don’t have farms because they don’t need them; they rely on hunting and gathering. There are no harsh cold seasons, so there is always plenty at all times of the year. 
No one wants to be lazy here. At least not in the mornings; the mornings are the time for work, and we all work hard. Even the children find joy in the more straightforward tasks of collecting firewood. We all eat together as one group and so we all have the same. I didn’t realise how well it could work, but it really does. We all have the same meals, and several people cook them together. They laugh and sing whilst they cook, and they really enjoy themselves. One of the women said she loves cooking because it helps her feel like she’s doing her part for the island. She is not talented when it comes to hunting or foraging, but cooking, she can do, and she can do it well. She enjoys feeding the islanders and knowing that even though she didn’t catch the fish or the boar, she sure can make it taste good. I usually go foraging for my chore. I did try and join the hunters, but I really wasn’t good at it, and I embarrassed myself on more than one occasion. I decided it’s just safer for everyone if I don’t get in the way. I enjoy spending time with the women as we walk through the forest collecting herbs, fruit, and berries. Their soft chatter is soothing and peaceful. When the women want to go foraging alone without their children, they leave them with the nurturers. 
 Nurturers are the people that look after those who need looking after. They look after the babies for mothers that want to do something else. There is a large hut especially for them, with all the nurturers in one place. The babies and young children are with them and also the very old. The old people enjoy helping with the babies and teaching the young children’s things. Not quite like a school because when the children want to go off when they are ready, maybe even only 4 years old, they can. The elderly, injured and disabled are cared for in this hut with the nurturers too. No one is abandoned when they are in need. They aren’t thrown away when they are no longer useful to their society. On the contrary, they are treated with respect at all times. The injured are looked after in a place almost like an informal hospital setting. This is where very injured people will die. Death is a natural occurrence to them, and when they die, they believe that they will continue living with the ocean. Death is natural, and they are around it from a young age; they aren’t afraid of it. The younger children are encouraged to help look after the injured and older people.
The sick are looked after separately in case they are contagious. If it is a known illness, they will treat the person to get them healthy again. If they do not know the illness, they will seek advice from the forest dwellers as they have specialised knowledge in medicines made from plants and herbs. If a person is going to die, they will not die alone. There is always someone in attendance of the sick. The dead are mourned but in an almost quiet way. They are appreciated. We cremate them, cry and a little while later, when those that loved them most are ready (could be days, weeks or months but no limit), their ashes are scattered in the ocean. We give them to the ocean god. We understand that we must do this so that the person can become a part of the ocean. They will live on forever within it and watch over us. Some people believe that our ancestors have a tiny amount of influence after joining with the ocean god. If a gift from the ocean arrives and seems to be specifically for one person alone, then it is believed that their ancestor sent it. 
The old help look after the young until they are no longer able. The injured entertain the young and old until they are better and can return to everyday life. The young help look after the old until they are old enough to go about alone or with others. The babies are looked after by all the people in this place, the nurturers. 
Most islanders live like this, all with their own sort of job to do, but they can switch if they feel like it. The exceptions to those of us that live in the village are the forest dwellers. 
The forest dwellers live separate from the rest of the islanders.  There aren’t many of them. They choose to live in isolation, rarely even meeting each other. The forest dwellers are incredibly knowledgeable about plants. They pray to the same god but in a different way. The ocean and the weather are connected, but they are further from the shore, so the god speaks to them through the wind rather than the ocean. They know to look for signs that the god isn’t very pleased with them too. If there is a storm at sea, then the wind will be stronger in the forest. They know to seek shelter when this happens, and they think they are being warned to take cover from falling trees and branches. The people of the village only seek the forest dwellers out when they require specialised medical advice. They will find them and ask them to come and look at an ill person and see if anything can be done for them. The forest dwellers do not ask for payment because they are just doing their part for the island. The forest dwellers live isolated and collect their own food and things; however, if there is an especially good catch of fish one day, some of the islanders would take some of the fish to the forest dwellers as a gift as they don’t fish in the forest. Anyone can choose to become a forest dweller, and they usually live in the forest until death. Their bodies may not be found and cremated and returned to the ocean but left where they died so that nature can absorb them to die in line with their slightly different beliefs. If the forest dwellers become injured and unable to take care of themselves, they are welcome in the village to be cared for by the nurturers. It is the same if they are sick or old. They live alone, but people still approach them to learn from them. When a person decides to become a forest dweller (it is a choice that appeals to those that prefer solitude. Not everyone would enjoy it and not everyone enjoys living as a part of society), they speak to the ones that are already there and learn their knowledge and then continue with their own. Someone can choose to be a forest dweller at any point in their lives once they can look after themselves, and if they change their mind and want to live with the rest of society again, they can and are welcomed back with open arms. Often these people become the nurturers that look after the sick people and are very respected for their skills and valued for their knowledge. By valued, I mean value as a person, almost as an asset to the village. Not in a monetary way.
There is a head person of the islanders. There are few laws and rules to follow, and the head person would only intervene if absolutely necessary. If there was a debate that couldn’t be settled between the people themselves, the head person would decide for them. His word is final and never questioned. He isn’t sought out to ask about trivial things and is a wise person. In the time I have been living with the islanders, there have only been a few head people, and all have been men, but there have been women that were the head person at times that some of the elders still remembered. The only times there is a big deal made out of the head person is when there are meetings between the islanders if something is happening that requires a meeting. The head person would lead the discussion. There aren’t many rules for us to follow. If the few that we have are broken, the head person is the one that decides on the punishment.
The most important two rules are; no murder as it is not for another person to decide when a life will be over but the ocean gods decision, and no rape as a woman’s body is sacred due to their ability to bring new life into the world. If either of these rules is broken, the head person would be called, a meeting would occur, and the punishment decided. The penalty always includes the ocean, and the people decide what it shall be together with the head person having the final say. For example, men have been tied by the hands and thrown into the ocean; if they got free and made it back to shore, it was deemed the will of the ocean god. Other punishments have included banishment by raft for a certain number of suns and moons (days and nights), and if they don’t make it back, then that is the will of the ocean god. 
The meetings are attended by all of us except the forest dwellers, although they are not excluded. The head person speaks to the ocean watchers the most and listens to their advice. The head person is in charge, but the ocean watchers have a special connection to the ocean god and the head person respects that. If the ocean watchers see alarming signs, they would tell the head person, and the head person would announce it to the island. We have elders that we could go to for advice on many things. These are people that are so skilled in their areas that they are respected and admired for it. They aren’t arrogant about it but take their position seriously. If someone needs something, they are always ready to help. 
The ocean watchers dedicate their lives to watching the ocean. They choose to do it. It’s a special occupation they want to do, just like the people that want to work for the church. They usually decide from a young age that they want to do it. It is the duty of the current ocean watchers to pass on their knowledge to the younger generations. They are quiet people, but they must spend several years with a sort of apprentice so their knowledge won’t be lost. There are several ocean watchers at a time—no limit but usually around four. The ocean watchers take it in turns to watch through the night, just in case there is an emergency that the islanders would need to know about immediately. These few people dedicate their lives to overlooking the ocean and walking around the outside of the island to study it. They spend their lives learning how to interpret if the ocean god is pleased with them or not. Each wave means something, and they keep an eye on it for signals and signs. The ocean watchers have the skills of the others, but they don’t have the time to use them as they are always with the ocean. These people are very respected for their ability to interpret the ocean. They can tell if the god is pleased or angry or sending warnings. They look out for the gifts that the ocean sends them. 
I know that I will die soon, so I leave this information behind for any future explorers that find our little island. These are good people. Please don’t destroy them. They can teach you far more than you could teach them. 
