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  CHAPTER 1


  in which the hero of this book introduces himself and makes a few remarks about his vocation and his problems.


   


  From my earliest childhood, I have always thought that the loftiest and most noble thing a man can do in this world is to enter into the service of the church and travel to distant lands in order to teach the only true faith to the heathens that are found there. Actually it was my dear departed mother who put this idea into my head. She spent most of the precious time she had left over from preparing meals and looking after us fourteen children knitting mufflers and woolen stockings for the poor savages who were doomed to eternal damnation unless some good Christian soul cared for them and led them down the right path.


  “Sixtus,” she would often say to me, “didn’t Our Lord Jesus Christ say: Go forth and make men of all nations my disciples? Nothing would give me greater joy than your paying heed to these words. Your older brothers have given me nothing but sorrow and trouble because they have inherited your poor father’s passionate temperament. Their wretched laziness and indecent language just about break my heart. But you, Sixtus, have always been a gOod boy. How I wish that you could atone for your brothers’ errors by leading the poor blacks to God.”


  I always cried when she started talking like that, and swore that I was going to become a missionary and convert more blacks than anybody had ever done before; the more savage and barbaric they were, the better. This is why I made a study of works in many volumes about the terrible and immoral life of these savage heathens. My favorite reading eventually turned out to be a scholarly work entitled Sexual Cults and Sexual Customs on the Island of Pukka-Pukka, and I decided that I would journey to that island and convert its perverted inhabitants.


  I drew myself a map of Pukka-Pukka and placed a cross where I was going to build my church.


  My second oldest brother, Secundus, mocked my Christian zeal, saying things that can hardly be put into print.


  “Why don’t you let me take you out to that island of yours,” he said when I told him about the terrible heathen religion they had on Pukka-Pukka. “It sounds like just the place for me.”


  He then proceeded to paint in bright colors how he would participate in the heathen orgies I had told him about, and how he would have physical relations with the black women there.


  When I heard these crude remarks, it was as if an icy hand squeezed my heart, and I burst into tears that were only assuaged by my mother’s tender words.


  I underwent my first test of character in 1843 when I was graduated from secondary school. That was the same summer that my third brother, Tertius, was jailed in Bremerholmen after he had accosted a woman of easy virtue he knew on a city street and laid her down right on the cobblestones where he afterwards attempted to copulate with her. This terrible event broke my mother’s heart and she went to an early grave. I wrung my hands until my knuckles whitened and vowed that I would do everything within my power to atone for my older brothers’ misdeeds. Our financial resources were rather limited, but I was able to get a job in a shop that printed religious tracts and managed in this way to pay for my theological studies. A part of my savings had to be given away in order to stop a scandal from sweeping over my brother Quintus. He had seduced the daughter of one of the rich merchants in town and the angry father demanded compensation in ready money. I gave him the amount he demanded and he was immediately pacified.


  “You strike me as being an honest young man,” he said. “Not at all like your brother, that degenerate playboy. Since you’ve paid me the amount I needed as balm for my broken heart, don’t you think it would be reasonable for you to get more out of the whole affair than your brother? Would you like me to call Claudia in here so that you two can get to know one another?”


  Concerned by the sudden turn the affair was taking, I politely refused the offer the respectable but ill-mannered man had made, and I left immediately. In spite of this economic setback, I was able to finish my theological studies and passed , my examination. By then I had spent all of my free time poring over theological works and my dear volumes about the savage heathens.


  I said farewell to all my brothers and purchased a ticket to the island of Pukka-Pukka, situated in the South Seas just about halfway between the Fiji and Tonga islands.


  I was pained that my youngest brother, the six-year-old Decimus Quartus, who was the apple of my eye because he had still not been corrupted by my older brothers, was so preoccupied with childish things that he hardly had time to wave goodbye to me. He had one of his hands buried deep down in his pants’ pocket and seemed to be searching about for something or the other that he had at the bottom of his pocket.


   


  Others of a more capricious nature would probably have had numerous experiences of a worldly kind on the month-long voyage to Pukka-Pukka. I, however, had enough to do with my book of devotions and collections of sermons. I often tried to assemble the sailors who sailed with me all the way from London to Van Diemen’s Land and talk to them in gentle and loving words about the dangers of an unchaste life. But they just laughed right in my face, and all my words fell on deaf ears.


  Not even the ship’s captain tried to encourage me in my Christian resolve. On the contrary, he provided his men with a bad example, carrying on morning and night with whores of the lowest sort whenever we were in a port. It was rumored among the men that he misused the' two cabin boys when we were in open sea, but this must surely have been malicious gossip and I shall not sully these pages by going into details. It depressed me somewhat that I had not been successful aboard ship because I saw this as a bad sign for my future missionary work, but I quickly consoled myself with the fact that these crude seamen were much more degenerate than the savages I was to meet who, were probably decent, innocent folk deep down.


  I found it impossible to spend my moments of leisure together with the sailors because it seemed that they could do nothing but tell obscene stories in which the point always had something to do with Dionysian or Aphrodisian excesses.


  This is why I most often sat in my little cabin at the back of the boat with my faithful book of devotions and Sexual Cults and Sexual Customs on the Island of Pukka-Pukka in front of me: I was often very concerned about the foolishness of the human race. It was especially difficult for me to understand why so many people felt themselves tempted by the contamination of sin. I, myself, am above having any thoughts at all of the flesh. The light of heaven is my only beacon.


  And yet ... I have resolved that the story I write about my missionary activities on Pukka-Pukka - a story for which I am now writing the last introductory words on board the ship Zephyr, a day’s journey from land, an adventure that has been part of me from my early childhood and which I am determined shall end with a report of my complete success - shall be the whole truth and nothing but the truth. If these pages are to provide others with encouragement and inspiration, they will have to be illuminated by the torch of truth that shall penetrate all the dark comers of my mind, and nothing that shows that I, too, am but a weak human being can be left out.


  Let me confide in these pages that I have also been occasionally bothered by the passion that has been so fatal for my brothers - not to mention my father. (I would rather not mention him because I have severed all connections with him. He is a devil in human form and only visited my mother once a year, spending the rest of his time in the company of loose women. My mother was unable to resist him - after all, she was but a weak female, but I gave him a piece of my mind at my mother’s funeral and let him know that I never wanted to see him again. He just answered me with vulgar words which I cannot repeat here.)


  Yes, I, too, have been infected with the sin of Adam. I, too, have had to fight against the temptations of the flesh.


  But I have always held my ground, even though it cost me hours of struggle, sleeplessness and repeated cold showers. No woman has ever touched my body; I have never given way to the temptation to sin against the Holy Ghost and allowed my right hand to play the woman’s role.


  “Sublimate!” I would tell myself, clenching my teeth together. Blood rushes to my cheeks as I write these lines, but I believe that the reader will understand my weakness and make allowances since I have been victorious in this eternal, exhausting struggle.


  Let me, therefore, tired from the day’s toil and the salty sea breeze, lay my pen down. Tomorrow Pukka-Pukka’s green coast will rise from the sea and I shall begin my life’s work.


  CHAPTER 2


  in which Sixtus, with trembling hand, once more seizes his pen and tells of his arrival at Pukka-Pukka.


   


  Alas, what terrible and upsetting events I have been through since I last wrote these pages. At that time I was peacefully sitting in my quiet cabin on the Zephyr. My candle’s gentle light fell across the page of my book; thoughtfully, I supported my chin with my hand, looking out into an uncertain future.


  My hand is trembling. When I lift it up to my nose I can still smell the rancid odor of bestial juices, in spite of the fact that I have washed it countless times in the course of the morning. This hand of mine, that had been consecrated and was intended to be placed like a soothing poultice on the savages’ heads as I encouraged them to open their hearts to God, has been desecrated. To tell the truth about the matter, these savages are even worse than I had imagined them.


  But let me begin at the beginning. It was morning. The fiery sun still rose above the endless sea, gilding the water that dripped from the oars of the two sailors from the little ship Zephyr that had brought me the last stretch of my journey from Van Diemen’s Land to Pukka-Pukka. I was being rowed ashore so that I could begin my holy call. In front of us lay the island that had somehow been calling me ever since my childhood. Its narrow and luxuriantly green coast spread out in all directions. A thick tropical forest covered most of the island, although you could glimpse in the distance hazy blue mountains. I knew that the island rose up to a wild ridge, where no one could live, that ended at Mount Frayser, named after the man who discovered the island, a crude captain of a whaling ship.


  Lazy blue waves slid across the firm, white beaches, which in the increasingly stronger sunshine reflected an almost intolerable amount of light. At a spot where the beach met the forest a cluster of palm-thatched huts formed a crescent around some sort of statue. The inhabitants had already gathered on the beach to welcome their visitors.


  It is very seldom that a ship calls at Pukka-Pukka, so our arrival was a great event for these primitive savages.


  As we drew closer I could see that the knitted articles my mother so tirelessly made for the savages would be wasted on them. They were shamefully naked, and seemed to accentuate their nakedness by painting themselves in a dreadful way around their sexual organs.


  An old man, whose regal deportment and barbaric painting showed that he was the village’s chieftain, stood a half step in front of the others.


  “You seaman? You want fucky-fuck?” he said. I was not very good in English, but guessed that he was asking us whether we had come to trade with them or not. I pointed at the huts and showed with my hands that I was going to build one myself, and pointed at my chest and tried in other ways to make it clear that I had arrived to stay. He showed his teeth in what probably was intended to represent a smile, and, with a movement of his hand, invited me and the two sailors to come closer.


  We soon found ourselves seated at a wonderful meal, consisting of roast boar and different types of roots and herbs that had been roasted on glowing coals. Since I am not accustomed, to eating very much early in the morning, I ate very little, but the two sailors ate like pigs. Afterwards, they patted themselves on their stomachs, belched and farted, which their barbaric hosts obviously did not mind. The sailors cast passionate looks at the naked women who were present and soon disappeared with two of them, with whom they probably had immoral relations. A couple hours later, they rowed back to their ship, smiling and grinning at me, while making many vulgar remarks about how I really knew what I was doing by staying.


  I had decided that I would not mention anything about my missionary work the first day. I had to get to know these people a little better first.


  I therefore strolled around the village and its nearby surroundings. I was received everywhere with exceptional friendliness. Both men and women smiled warmly at me when I passed them, and I already began to feel myself more at home.


  It was soon obvious to me, however, that these savages were completely lacking in morality. I found the statue in the middle of the village that I had seen from the distance to be especially disgusting and provocative. It was a wooden column about five yards high capped by an acorn-shaped knob that was painted red. The pole itself was painted with stripes and dots.


  I stood for a while looking at the pole in complete bewilderment, unable to figure out what it was supposed to represent. A woman who happened to pass by saw me standing there lost in contemplation. She smiled, pointed shamelessly at my trousers and then at the pole. I blushed deeply, turned abruptly and walked away, as she gazed at me in amazement.


  I kept away from the village for the rest of the day, walking down narrow forest paths. My hike took me past a little clearing in the forest where two children, a boy and a girl, were sitting, apparently engrossed in conversation. I walked closer in order to say hello to the young ones, and then saw that the boy had just stuck his little finger into the girl's sexual opening. She was squatting down, pressing her thighs together against the boy's finger. Naturally I walked over immediately and drew the boy's hand out and hit him across his fingers in order to let him know that such conduct was completely unforgivable. At first both children looked in wonder at me, but when they saw the serious and strict expression on my face, they began to whimper and ran away like little rabbits.


  I cannot deny that my first encounter with the village had already shaken me to my foundations. Had I traveled through the countries of Europe and seen the corruption to be found in large nations, had I seen with my own eyes the ape-like passion of the French and the vulgar aggressiveness of the Germans, I might have possibly been better prepared to meet these heathens. But I had never been away from provincial Denmark before and had no idea that people could behave as shamelessly as these savages.


  I was prepared to meet a little of everything as a result of my study of Sexual Cults and Sexual Customs of Pukka-Pukka, but I realized now that there is an enormous difference between reading somebody's account, no matter how vivid and awful it may be (because you always figure that a good writer exaggerates), and seeing the hideousness of sin with your own eyes.


  Thinking these and similar thoughts, and feeling a certain despondency grow in my heart, I wandered about at the edge of the jungle. Colorful birds flitted back and forth between the dense trees, vines coiled around the tree trunks, and there was a rancid, musk-like smell everywhere, which the oppressive heat almost mg.de unbearable.


  I fell on my knees in the middle of the wild jungle and prayed to God for strength. I prayed that He would help me fulfill my enormous undertaking, and when I afterwards arose, I felt relieved and reassured.


  I quickly walked back to the village where another elaborate meal was awaiting me. In the meantime evening had fallen, and the fresh air and the many unusual experiences of the day had made me tired. I fell asleep, therefore, by the fire, with a bone of a pig in my hands. I was awakened a litde later when I suddenly felt someone pressing me down against a bed of palm leaves. I jumped up in speechless fear, because I realized how defenceless I was there. Perhaps these smiling savage faces were nothing but cloaks for violence and murder. Perhaps they would try to kill me under the cover of night


  I swung my arms out and my hands grazed a pair of female breasts. I drew my hands away as if they had been burned. It was pitch dark and I could not get my bearings at first, but I could eventually tell from the faint light which the moon sent through the open door, that I had been placed in a hut. Some woman had obviously noticed the open door and was now passionately trying to seduce me.


  I attempted to take out my tinderbox so that I could get a better look at this objectionable female, only to discover to my horror that I had been completely undressed.


  Even though the most decent thing to do in this situation probably would have been not to light a light, I found my pants (which had been neatly folded at the end of my bed) and got out my lighter. In the glow of its fluttering flame I discovered that the woman who was trying to seduce me was none other than the daughter of the chieftain who had introduced me to her earlier that day.


  She was surprised to see me light my lighter, but this did not cause her to be less aggressive. On the contrary, she came towards me once more, and I extended my arms to fend her off. She then grabbed hold of my right hand, and while I was still dazed by this extremely unusual situation, she placed my hand between her legs.


  Something unpleasantly sticky was pressed up against my fingers. It felt like wet rubbery rings, and was scorching hot. She held on tightly to my wrist, but I was finally able to shove her away. I started to wipe my hand, which had been completely drenched in her bestial secretions, on a palm leaf. Unfortunately, her attack had had a regrettable effect on me, namely, my male organ stood up. She happened to see it, and, letting out an excited cry, dashed forward and grabbed hold of it. My anger now gave me the strength of a giant. I conquered the reluctance I had to grab her body, which was warm and soft, and escorted her to the door.


  Unfortunately, she thought that this was just a game that I was playing, fighting as I was with her, and she twisted about in the most obscene manner, constantly trying to reach my organ of shame.


  We finally reached the open door of the hut, and, giving her one final kick in the small of her back, I sent her off on all fours. I afterwards closed the door and barricaded it with a low wooden table that was in the hut. She tried for a couple of minutes to force her way back in, but. then gave up.


  Strange noises were heard all night from the jungle, sounds of animals looking for prey and sounds of animals being hunted. And every time I wearily tried to close my eyes, the image of the chieftain’s daughter appeared just as I had seen her in the flame of my lighter: her chocolate brown body literally burning with heat, her bristly black hair which had been oiled with some sort of ointment and was arranged in artistic rolls, her fearfully white teeth that were exposed by her cruel smile, and other parts of her body which I am too ashamed to mention but which I remember all the same.


  I tossed back and forth, unable to find rest. Everything seemed to be conspiring against me: the pungent odors from the sun-baked jungle, the vision I still had of the girl and my own nervous tension. It was impossible for me to calm down and my organ remained stiff, sticking right up into the air. There wasn’t even any cold water to be found that I could pour over it. I was, however, still able to withstand all sorts of temptations, and near dawn my organ slowly went down. I saw this happen with a feeling of triumph.


  But the trials I had undergone during the night had made hard inroads on my strength, and I was dreadfully exhausted. It is now midday already and small stripes of sunshine are shining through the straw the hut is made of. But I have no desire to go out again into this Sodom. The only thing that still gives me strength is the thought of my duty and of the promise that I made to my beloved mother.


  I write these words in a trembling hand. I hope to God that the pages which shall follow will contain a narrative of the victory of the spirit over the flesh, and of the wild heathens’ conversion to the only true faith.

 
CHAPTER 3
in which a hair-raising accusation is brought against Sixtus.
 
If i had for a moment doubted that the shameful conduct of the dark-complexioned chieftain’s daughter was not only accepted but even encouraged by her fellow heathen tribesmen, this doubt would have been removed the moment I dared to emerge from the protection of my straw hut.
The sun was already high up in the sky, and shone mercilessly down upon the little village. The palm roofs were coated with dust, and you had to wrap your head in a palm leaf in order to keep yourself from becoming completely dizzy from the strong rays of the sun. It was more like the heat of a kiln than that of the sun.
Some of the tribesmen were seated in a circle around the ungodly penis monument. I was somewhat surprised that they had nothing else to do other than to sit and talk and eat all day long. I did notice, however, that all the women were outside the village, probably toiling in the small, wretched fields that surrounded the village and provided them with different kinds of roots and plants.
By the time I had walked over to the men, the conversation had stopped completely, and I could not get rid of the impression that I had been the subject of their conversation. I could read a certain mild confusion on their faces, but not a trace of reproach. This relieved me a lot. I had feared that I had broken one of their laws of hospitality by refusing to submit to the bestial desires of the chieftain’s daughter. Obviously this had not been the case.
They know how to respect perseverance and masculine courage, I thought to myself. They must not be as barbaric as I believed.
Alas, I was to be disappointed in this view of them. The chieftain stood up when I came over to him and asked me to sit down. I did so, and was once again served boiled vegetables which were unpleasantly spiced as far as I was concerned.
I would have preferred to have eaten vegetables that had not been spiced, because spices and other such devilish things reduce one’s powers of resistance against bestial impulses. But when in Rome, do as the Romans do, I said to myself, and did justice to the meal. ^
The chieftain then drew a circle in the sand with his naked big toe. He afterwards took a little stick and stuck it into the circle. After he had done that, he looked at me with a questioning expression on his face.
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