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Dedication
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To the people of Enga, and to the guardians of Kindane Valley—keepers of truth, faith, and wonder—whose reverence sustains the life and spirit of the valley.

The Valley of Living Truths: Blessings, Judgments, and Wonders of an Untouched Land.
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By  Rodney Steven

Preface
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This book is a story of a place unlike any other — Kindane Valley, resting in the western side of the Lagaip District in Enga Province of Papua New Guinea. To those who have never seen it, Kindane is a hidden valley of rivers, ridges, forests, and untouched beauty. But to those who belong to it, Kindane is more than land. It is memory, covenant, and truth.

The chapters that follow are not inventions of imagination alone. They are drawn from the words of elders, the wisdom of tribes, and the living testimonies of people who walk its paths. Here, rivers listen, stones stand as witnesses, and songs rise from both earth and heaven. Blessings fall upon the pure, judgments strike the corrupt, and dreams themselves carry the voice of the valley.

I have written these pages as a descriptive story, so that readers may not only learn about Kindane, but also feel its spirit — the cold of the Kera River at night, the calls of the birds of paradise at dawn, the silence of sacred paths where no careless word may be spoken.

This book is a tribute to the people of Kindane — the Sakare, Monain, Kungurin, and Ipain tribes — who have guarded its beauty and holiness for generations. It is also a reminder that there are still places in the world where heaven draws near, where the earth itself remembers.

May you walk carefully through these pages, as though you were walking the valley itself.

Chapter 1. Untouched Jewel of the West
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On the western side of Lagaip District in Enga Province lies Kindane Valley, a place of rare beauty and deep peace. Those who stand on its ridges for the first time often pause in awe. The valley stretches wide and green, framed by high mountains that rise like ancient guardians. In the early mornings, clouds roll down the slopes, wrapping the land in a soft veil of mist. When the sun breaks through, its light spills across the valley floor, revealing gardens, scattered hamlets, and the shining curve of the River Kera.

The valley looks almost untouched by time. Its forests, grasslands, and waterways remain as they have been for centuries. Here, the land still speaks with a voice that is clear and strong.

Kindane is long and fertile, with the River Kera flowing like a silver ribbon through its center. From the surrounding ridges, countless streams tumble down, feeding the Kera and watering the gardens below. On both sides, the mountains rise steep and proud, their slopes clothed in forest, bamboo thickets, and tree ferns that stand tall like ancient sentinels.

The soils of Kindane are dark and rich, the legacy of volcanic activity long ago. They support gardens of sweet potato, taro, corn, bananas, and sugarcane. Higher up, where the air cools and the ground grows damp, moss blankets rocks and tree trunks. From the ridges, one can see beyond Lagaip to the neighboring valleys of Enga, and even to the far-off ranges of Hela and Western Highlands.

The valley enjoys a highland climate — mild by day, cool by night. At times, the cold air makes the River Kera itself feel near freezing, almost 0 degrees in the evenings and early mornings. The air is crisp and fresh, carrying the smell of damp earth and flowering plants.

Rain falls generously, especially between November and April. Heavy clouds gather, drenching the mountains and filling the river. In the drier months, the mornings are clear, and the night skies blaze with stars — sharp and bright without the haze of city lights. This cycle of rain and clear skies shapes life in Kindane, guiding the planting of gardens and the swelling of rivers.

At the heart of Kindane flows the River Kera, the valley’s lifeline. Rising in the northern mountains, it gathers strength as it cuts through stone and soil, carving bends and nourishing everything in its path.

The river is alive with fish. Shiny freshwater species dart through the shallows, while larger ones lurk in the deep pools. Freshwater eels twist in the darker reaches. Men set nets and bamboo traps in its eddies, while children scoop small fish with woven baskets. Families say the taste of Kera’s fish is different — cleaner, sweeter, because they come from its cold, rushing waters.

The river’s chill is well known. At night and in the evenings, its waters are icy, biting into the skin of those who enter. Children squeal as they swim in the fading light, shivering but laughing as they run home. This near-freezing current keeps the Kera pure, a constant source of clean water for drinking, cooking, and washing. Women still kneel at its banks to wash vegetables, bilums, and clothes, while children splash nearby.

During heavy rains, the Kera roars and floods, spilling onto its banks and laying down fertile silt for the gardens. In dry months, it calms but never disappears. In every season, it flows steady, a reminder that without the Kera, Kindane would not be Kindane. It is the valley’s living artery — its provider, teacher, and guardian.

Kindane is never silent. At dawn, the birds of paradise flash their brilliant feathers, leaping between branches in their courtship dances. Colorful parrots wheel across the gardens, filling the air with sharp cries. Mioks croak from hidden trees, their deep voices echoing through the valley. Smaller birds chatter constantly, each adding a note to the valley’s endless song.

When evening falls, the chorus changes. Frogs call from the riverbanks, insects hum in the grass, and the steady rush of the Kera fills the night. For the people, these are not just sounds — they are music, the heartbeat of Kindane itself.

Life in Kindane is simple but rich in meaning. Homes are built of timber, cane, and kunai grass. Smoke curls from the rooftops as mothers cook sweet potato, taro, and greens. Pigs, cared for with pride, wander freely around the homesteads. They are more than food — they are wealth, status, and the measure of honor in the valley.

Children run barefoot through the grass, swim in the river, and help their parents in the gardens. They fetch water, carry firewood, and play until dusk. Elders sit in front of their homes, wrapped in bilums, telling stories of how the first families settled in Kindane. Their words carry the valley’s memory, linking the young to the ancestors who crossed mountains and rivers long ago.

Tradition shapes the valley as much as the river does. Bride price is given in pigs, shells, and money, binding families together. When conflicts arise, compensation ceremonies bring reconciliation, ensuring peace and unity.

Festivals are times of great joy. Men paint their faces in bright clay, wear bird-of-paradise feathers, and dance to the deep beat of the kundu drum. Women sing in harmony, their voices weaving stories of struggle, love, and pride. These gatherings are not only celebrations but living history, passing on the culture of Kindane to each new generation.

The people believe that Kindane is filled with spirit. Certain stones, mountains, and groves are sacred. Elders speak of spirits living in the river, of mountains that guard the valley, and of trees that should not be disturbed. These beliefs remind the people that the land is alive — not just soil and stone, but a partner in life that must be respected.

Though narrow paths and rough roads link Kindane to nearby districts, the valley remains apart — quiet, hidden, and untouched by heavy modern development. Shops are few, towns are distant, and the main wealth of the valley is still its gardens, pigs, and river.

Yet Kindane is not isolated. To the east are other valleys of Lagaip, where clans live in close kinship. To the west rise rugged mountains, marking natural boundaries with neighboring lands. This position — both connected and separate — has shaped Kindane’s character: proud, self-sufficient, but welcoming to kin and visitor alike.

Kindane’s beauty lies not in wealth or buildings but in its purity. Its riches are in the River Kera, cold and constant. They are in the calls of birds of paradise, the flights of parrots, the croaks of mioks, and the laughter of children playing in the fields. They are in the stories told by elders, the songs sung by women, and the dances of men beating their drums.

For those who know it, Kindane Valley is more than a place. It is a teacher. It reminds us that the greatest treasures are not always costly or crowded — sometimes they are found in valleys left untouched, waiting quietly in the heart of the mountains.

Chapter 2. The Living Garden
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Kindane Valley is a land where every slope, ridge
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