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Judith and her husband are settling well in Fiji

Brian McMahon 
Scholarship

This year, the Brian McMahon Scholarship has been awarded to Dr Judith Foukona from the Solomon Islands.  
She has travelled with her family to Fiji where she will study Dermatology and Leprosy over the coming year.  

When she arrived in Fiji, she was met by Kathey Foi, one of our in-country representatives and taken to meet 
Anisa Nasome, and then to their hotel.  They have now found a flat where the family can live for the year.

It is wonderful to be able to build up the leprosy skill base in the Solomon Islands before we start our campaign 
to eradicate leprosy there.
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The Minister for Health & Medical Services Honourable Dr Atonio Lalabalavu 
had a bilateral meeting this afternoon with New Zealand’s High Commissioner 

Her Excellency Charlotte Darlow. Minister Lalabalavu wasted no time in 
acknowledging NZ’s support as evident in an earlier event he had attended 
whereby the Pacific Leprosy Foundation of NZ were providing ongoing care 

and support for patients here in Fiji

Little Lasaro received his school stationery and school after the 
World Leprosy Day celebrations. Paula’s daughter, Atelaite, is 
beside Lasaro. She asked her dad, Paula, who is a current patient, 
if she could accompany him to Twomey so she could see our In-
Country Representative, Kathey Foi, and thank her for her school 
shoes and stationery. Her dad spoke at the World Leprosy Day 
celebrations about his experience with leprosy. 

World Leprosy Day
World Leprosy Day is always celebrated on the last Sunday in January.  Celebrations in Fiji were held 
in the Rose Hall (named in memory of Albert Rose, a former Chairman of the Foundation) at Twomey 
Hospital on the next day, Monday, to enable the Minister for Health to attend the ceremony.  The 
Minister’s presence ensured that there was good media coverage for the event, and his understanding 
of the work which the Foundation was doing was also mentioned in the media covering his subsequent 
meeting with the New Zealand High Commissioner.

No celebration is 
complete without a cake!  

The celebrations were also attended by the smsm Sisters from the Stella 
Maris Convent in Suva

Kathey, Lasaro and Atelaite

Paula, ready to return home to 
Naitasiri with school supplies for his 

daughter and some groceries

Lasaro’s grandfather, Kathey 
Foi  and Losaro Lasaro, all ready for 

year 6 at school

Atelaite and her mother 
show off her new 
school supplies.



Sven working on a carving 
 in Samoa

F R O M  T H E  A R CH I V E S

These are the memories of Sven Ortquist, a Master Carver who was sent to live on Makogai in 1948.
My father was from Sweden and my mom was Samoan. I was 
the youngest of 12 siblings. My brother John taught me to 
draw before I was old enough to go to school. I loved to just 
sit and watch him whittle a piece of wood. For completing my 
chores I was rewarded with a finished carving, if I misbehaved 
he punished me by giving it to one of my friends. After many 
such incidents I decided to do my own carving. I got my father’s 
razor blades and went to work carving bars of washing soap and 
pieces of wood I found on the beach. I don’t remember what I 
carved but I remember many painful cuts. When I was 8 years 
old I was told by a doctor I had contacted Hansen’s disease, 
leprosy. I was kept at Apia General Hospital awaiting transport 
to Makogai Island, Fiji. Finally in 1948 we sailed on the “Golden 
Hind”, a 2-masted yacht, leaving my family in tears on the docks.

We arrived on Makogai on a beautiful 
sunny day to be greeted by the sisters of 
the Society of Mary and other patients. 
I was placed in a boarding school with 
about 60 other boys and cried most of 
that week. I settled down when I realized 
I was on a beautiful island surrounded by 
reefs and passages to some of the best 
beaches I have ever seen. The hills were so 
full of wildlife with herds of wild goats on 
the rocky slopes and colourful parakeets 
screeching on the trees. The reefs were 
more colourful than the rainbow, filled 
with marine life of all descriptions. It 
was some compensation for the forced 
isolation. Beyond the pain and suffering 
the place was a paradise and I came 
to understand how people living there 
could laugh. The boarding school was 
run by the Marist nuns, and our teachers were Fijian registered 
teachers who were patients themselves. Our school mother 
taught us home science, such as darning socks, sewing buttons 
and washing dirty laundry. We loved that period the way a cat 
loved water. Sr. Mary Rosais one of the school mothers gave 
me a boy scout pocket knife with a gauge and 4 blades. With 
this wonderful tool, I carved every piece of wood I could get 
my hands on, including the dining table legs and walls in the 
dormitories. I learned a lot more than just carving in the 10 
years I lived there. In technical school we made furniture and 
musical instruments, built boats, and made tools. Guitars were 
my favourite project, especially the funny shaped rock-n-roll 
ones. And it was during this period that I carved my first major 
sculpture, a statue of St. Joseph the worker. I was given a 3-inch 
picture of the Saint, and an 8 foot length of an “Ifilele” and told 
to carve a life size copy of the picture. And so, with a felling axe 
and a two man saw I went to work. Much of the help I got for 
the excess cutting was provided by curious government workers 
who claimed my task was impossible. After 9 months, St. Joseph 
was unveiled. It was later moved to Tamavua when Makogai was 
closed.

A decade passed, and in 1959 I was discharged. Again the 
parting was sad because I was leaving behind every friend I 
had. I sailed to Suva, where I stayed for a few months this I 
was told was the new world. I survived my initiation to reality 
and became a guitarist in a friend’s Rock-N-Roll band. I did my 
share of shouting and screaming and finally left for home on the 
“Tofua” in 1960, sick from a mixture of rum and beer and having 

to sail through a hurricane. Nonetheless I arrived in one piece 
through the mercy of the Almighty. I started my life in Samoa 
by offering to carve a corpus for the Cathedral in gratitude for 
my return. A log for the sculpture was found in the old German 
botanical gardens. It was a monkey pod, 10 feet long and 4 feet 
in diameter. It was milled to the required size, and I began to 
work. Everything went well, till the news leaked out that a life 
size statue of Christ was being carved. The curious came and 
went throughout the day. It was so distracting that I relocated in 
town. But even worse there, the daytime viewers became night 
time drunks. Eventually the statue was completed at the Bishop’s 
residence and now stands at the Mulivai Cathedral. I built a 
Samoan fale and took in students both young and old who 
were looking for means of a livelihood. I taught them simple 
handicrafts, provided them with tools and a full tanoa bowl of 
ava. The ava brought in even more old people who spent the 
day debating genealogies, legends and the protocol of Samoa. 
The bowl provided us with a living source of information about 
our culture and contributed greatly to the development of our 
handicrafts and my own art work. It was in this environment that 
my pride and appreciation of my Samoan identity flourished and 
I applied it to my work.

A special friend commissioned me to carve a teak door for 
him.   I took the design from a pe’a (tattoo). It pleased him so 
much that he built a house for it. After that other doors were 
carved and the same designs were used for the tables in the 
fono (Legislature of American Samoa). More and more carvings 
focused on Samoa and its culture. A series of legends carved 
in bas-relief, was commissioned for the Mormon Mission at 
Sauniatau, Upolu. Four of these were later depicted on the 
stamps of Western Samoa. I also had a project at the lepers ward 
where the patients learned to make furniture and handicrafts. 
Our next big project came about when the doctor in charge of 
the ward asked me if I could find him a boat builder. I took up 
the offer. He wanted a 28 foot long fishing boat. The project 
won me a contract with F.A.O. the fisheries programme of 
the United Nations. I employed the men who helped me built 
the boat and other ex-patients living in the Apia area. The 
Norwegian in charge was so impressed he helped get funds for a 
factory with the proper equipment.

I left the fishing project in good 
hands and took a contract 
with the American Samoa 
Government to establish a 
handicraft center at Pago Pago. 
I was transferred from that 
to the American Samoa Arts 
Council, we instruct adults and 
children in traditional art forms 
of Samoa. I am happily married 
to Litia Afamasaga and live 
with our three children Rodney, 
Gustav and Helary in the village 
of Leone where I continue to 
carve in the backyard. It has 
been a long and interesting 
journey from Samoa to Fiji and 
the leper colony and into my 
culture and art.”

Sven’s carving of St Joseph is still in Twomey hospital, in the Rose 
Hall.

Sven, standing next to 
his statue of St Joseph 

Atelaite and her mother 
show off her new 
school supplies.
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WHERE IN THE WORLD? 
We currently manage projects to assist those affected by leprosy 
in the following countries:

• Fiji 
• Tonga 
• Samoa 
• Vanuatu

Thank you so much to all of you who make this work possible 
through your interest and generosity.

DIRECT CREDIT
We are happy to receive donations by direct credit.

If you wish to use this option, please use your surname and 
donor number (six figures to the right of your name and address 
on our appeal coupon) as a reference, so that we know where to 
send the receipt.

The bank account number is: 02-0800-0037987-000

BIC SWIFT CODE: BKNZNZ22 Bank of New Zealand, 
60 Waterloo Quay, Pipitea, Wellington 6011 New Zealand

• Solomon Islands 
• Kiribati 
• New Zealand 
• Tuvalu

Lala’s Office

Lala’s Office
I hope you had a wonderful Christmas and New Year and are enjoying the summer.  Our thoughts and  prayers are with those of you in 
the North Island who have suffered some really terrible weather, and I hope you and your families are all safe.  

Needless to say, my plans changed abruptly at the start of the working year.  I was lucky enough to be asked to go to Kiribati with Jill, 
our General Manager, to help the leprosy clinic staff with their computing issues, and our in-country representative, Wayne, with his 
financial reporting.  As usual the time went too fast while we were there but it was lovely to get home again.  

I am hoping to get to Dunedin for a donor meeting in March, followed by a visit to Hamilton in April.  I dare not try to plan any further 
ahead!

I hope to see as many of you as possible very soon!

News from Samoa
You may remember Lafaele from previous newsletters.  He 
had terrible disabilities from leprosy, and was confined to a 
wheelchair.  However in spite of his disabilities, he was still able 
to work in his plantation to help to grow food for the family.

Lately, Lafaele has been in hospital, due to another severe ulcer 
– this one on his hand.  It had become infected and his arm had 
to be amputated to save his life.  While in hospital in Samoa, 
the nurses just take care of clinical issues, and the family does 
the rest – helping with washing, feeding if necessary, making 
the bed and so on.  Lafaele’s wife spent every day with him, 
and at night one of his sons stayed with him.  Thanks to your 
generosity, we were able to help the family with expenses 
relating to his hospital stay, and transport to and from the 
hospital to home.  

Lafaele was discharged from hospital on 20th January.  The 
Foundation paid his hospital bill, without which he wouldn’t have 

been allowed to leave.  The 
discharge nurse said that his 
arm needed dressing every 
day, and he should go to 
the local hospital to get that 
done.  She clearly gave no 
thought to how this would 
be achieved.  Fortunately 
after intervention by our 
in-country representative, 
Peter Bendinelli, and the 
leprosy clinic manager, it was 
arranged for daily visits from the local community nurses to his 
home.  

He is now without any independence, as he can’t even wheel his 
wheelchair.  We will help his sons keep the plantation going to 
provide food and income for the whole family.

Lala’s Office


