
Women’s Voices from Vanuatu 

Leader: Dear Friends, on the path for justice, let us reflect and place before God our 
stories, for the world. We are privileged to have some very honest accounts 
from the women of Vanuatu, expressing their pride in their country and also 
reflecting on their pain. Let’s listen to the stories of women from Vanuatu 

 

Rhetoh: My name is Rhetoh. I am the second child in a family of eight. I left school at 
the end of year six, as there was no money to continue my education. My 
family could only afford to educate my older brother, but not me, as I am the 
second born and a girl. One day, I heard there was a sewing class for girls at a 
local center. I applied and was accepted, but my dad had no money to pay the 
fees. I was disheartened because I did not have my own money to finance my 
studies. I sincerely desired to enhance my education, but there was no 
opportunity in a formal school system. Then, I turned my attention to the 
church to fill my desire to learn. I joined the youth group, attended Bible 
studies, and got involved with the women’s ministry. With this 
determination and faith in God, I found ways to educate myself and even 
acquired skills to earn a living to provide for my family. I now make items 
and sell them at the “mamas markets” where other women like me, with little 
education, can earn a living with this new skill. I care for my family—my 
husband and three children. I praise God for the blessings in my life. I thank 
God for being the source of my strength, and for helping me put into practice 
what I have learned. I became strong and wise in the Lord. Please pray for 
me. 

 
 
Mothy: My name is Mothy. My little brother and I grew up in a single-parent home. 

When my mother remarried, she left us with our grandparents. After my dad 
remarried, he took us to live with his new family. After our stepmother gave 
birth to her children, her attitude toward us changed. With more children to 
feed and no room in the house for all the children, I had to find my own food 
in the streets and slept outside the house in a shack. I used an old copra sack 
as a blanket to protect me from the cold. Then I met some Christians who told 
me God loved me. I could not understand this kind of love in the midst of my 
suffering, but I decided to trust. I trusted that God would take care of me, 
even though my family was not sheltering me. This trust grew inside me and 
became the foundation of my life. I am strong in my Christian faith and share 
my story with others that we should trust in God and God’s provision. Our 
God is wonderful. I ask you to remember me and my country in your 
prayers. 

 



 
 

Narrator 3: Monique 
 

hm\phm«nÂ, {Kma{]tZi§fnse an¡hmdpw Ip«nIÄ¡p kv

IqfnÂ t]mIm³ hfsc Zqcw \St¡WvSXpWvSv. Nne Ip«nIÄ¡p 

t_mÀUnMv kvIqfnÂ tNcm³ hfsc sNdp¸¯nÂ Xs¶ hoSp 

hntSWvSnhcp¶p. FÃmhÀ¡pw hnZym`ymkw thWsa¶p 

\nÀ_ÔanÃ. kvIqÄ hnZym`mkw {^©ntem, Cw¥ojntem BWv. 

]«W§fnÂ Bibhn\nabw XSÊanÃmsX \S¯m³ _nkvema 

`mj D]tbmKn¡p¶p. {Kma{]tZi§fnÂ BfpIÄ¡p 

AhcptSXmb `mjIfpWvSv. kvIqfpIfnÂ B¬Ip«nIÄ¡pw 

s]¬Ip«nIÄ¡pw Xpey{]thi\w e`n¡p¶Xn\pÅ {iaw 

]ptcmKan¨psImWvSncn¡p¶p. P\kwJybpsS 75% 

Xmakn¡p¶Xp {KmaoWtaJebnemWv. AhnsS sXmgnehkc§Ä 

IpdhmWv. km¼¯nI t\«§Ä IqSpXepÅ {]tZi§fnte¡p 

IpSntbdpIbÃmsX, ]e sNdp¸¡mÀ¡pw aÁp amÀKanÃ. Ipdª 

hnZym`ymk \nehmchpw thWvS{X ]cnioe\anÃmbvabpw 

\Kc§fnÂ sXmgnÂ e`n¡p¶Xn\v AhÀ¡p XSÊambn 

\nÂ¡p¶p. DbÀ¶tXmXnepÅ sXmgnenÃmbva sNdp¸¡mÀ 

t\cnSp¶ henb {]iv\amWv. CXv AhcpsS `mhnsb 

CcpfSªXm¡p¶p. hm\z«nse {Kma{]tZi§Ä 

sa¨s¸Sp¯p¶Xn\pw, bphP\§Ä¡p hnZym`ymkw 

t\Sp¶Xn\pw, sXmgnehkc§Ä IWvsS¯p¶Xn\pw ]²Xnbpw 

]cn]mSnIfpw BhnjvIcnt¡WvSXpWvSv. ]k^nIv taJebnse 

DbÀ¶ P\kwJym\nc¡pw h\hm«nemWv. t]mjImlmc¡pdhv 

{Kma{]tZi§fnepw \Kc§fnepw Hcpt]mse Bi¦]SÀ¯p¶p. 

IrjnbnS§fnÂ ssPhIrjn ]mc¼cyw iàamsW¦nepw 

]mÂs¸mSn, P¦v ^pUv F¶nh Ipªp§Ä¡pw Ip«nIÄ¡pw 

sImSp¡p¶Xp kÀÆkm[mcWamWv. Pohn¡phm³ Fs¶t¸mse, 

kzbw hgnIWvsSt¯WvSnh¶ Ip«nIÄ¡mbn Rm³ 

{]mÀ°n¡p¶p. temIsa¼mSpapÅ Ipªp§Ä ssZhtkv\lw 

cpNn¨dnbm³ CSbmIs« F¶v B{Kln¡p¶p. FÃm 

Ipªp§Ä¡pw ]mÀ¡phm³ HcnSw e`n¡phm³ ssZhw 

klmbn¡pamdmIs«.  

 

 

 

 

 



 
Narrator 4: Jaquelinda 
 

 

Fsâ t]cv Pm¡ven³U. Hcp {Kma¯nemWv Fsâ hoSv. 

t]mÀ«phnebnse Sqdnkw taJebnÂ tPmen sN¿pI 

F¶Xmbncp¶p sNdp¸w apXte Fsâ kz]v\w. AXn\pthWvSn 

Rm³ t]mÀ«phnebnte¡p t]mbn. ]t£, B tPmen¡p 

Bhiyamb ]cnioe\w F\n¡nÃmbncp¶p. XmakkuIcyw 

e`n¡m¯Xn\mÂ Rm³ \Kc¯nsâ {]m´{]tZi¯mWv 

Xmakn¡p¶Xv. icnbmb Xmak¯nt\m, `£W¯nt\m, Xncn¨p 

{Kma¯nte¡p aS§p¶Xnt\m F\n¡p ]WanÃ. CXv 

Fs¶¡pdn¨pÅ ssZhnI ]²Xn AsÃ¶p Rm³ a\Ênem¡p¶p. 

]t£, F´v sN¿Wsa¶v F\n¡dnbnÃ. hm\phm«nse 

{Kma{]tZi§fnÂ hnIk\§Ä \S¡p¶Xn\pw, bphP\§Ä 

AhcpsS kz´w CS§fnÂ¯s¶ AhÀ Xncbp¶ Ahkc§Ä 

IWvsS¯p¶Xn\pw CShcs« F¶pw Rm³ {]mÀ°n¡p¶p. 

bphP\§Ä¡p hfcphm\pw hm\phm«nsâ t£a¯n\mbn 

{]hÀ¯n¡phm\pw ssZhw CShcp¯psa¶pw Rm³ 

hnizkn¡p¶p.  

 

 


