
L’equipe Salomon de Karate en Nouvelle Calédonie – a karate journey to 
a piece of Europe in the Pacific 
 
Friday 19 August, and an emergency meeting was called by the National Justification and 
Selection Committee Solomon Islands and the National Olympic Committee.  With only days 
to go certain sporting federations still have not managed to submit payments for their 
participation and the charter arrangement to get the 167-strong delegation to New Caledonia 
was yet to be finalised.  The air was tense.  The chairman and the Permanent Secretary for 
Sports spoke quite strongly.  But none of their words were directed at karate as we were the 
first and one of only three federations to meet all requirements, doing so by the end of July.   
 
We awaited Monday for news on the charter flights: terms were agreed and contracts signed 
upon which the government released funds for the flight costs.  Tuesday night had the lotu, a 
church service to bless the team on their adventure.  Set to start at 5pm, we finally started at 
about 6pm and the whole affair including last minute instructions didn’t finish until 9pm.  After 
this, it was a mad dash to go collect team tracksuits from the Olympic Committee’s office 
(who have only just arrived in the country) and then drove to all the karate-ka’s homes to 
ensure they could wear them for the trip.  I returned home around midnight and was yet to 
pack.   
 
Wednesday 24 August .  Alarm set for 5am so I could start collecting the team (most people 
do not have access to vehicles) and be at Henderson International by 6.30am.  My 3-year old 
son was vast asleep but my 10-month old daughter and my wife were awake to see me off.  
When the team got to the airport ready to check in, there was an air of excitement and nerves 
– most had never travelled before, definitely not by plane let alone to a country where the 
language was alien to them.  Check-in completed embarkation cards needed to be filled in; 
the team manager and I filled them in for our squad.  Enough time to take a few team photos 
before it was time to board – the adventure began. 
 

 
 
After the two hour flight, we were presented with more forms to fill in for Immigration.  
Eventually all formalities were completed, me just swanning through on my EU passport.  We 
headed out to the coaches.  A group of children performing local dances and songs 
welcomed us.  First view of New Caledonia and it was just like Europe but with a lot more 
palm trees and about 15 degrees or so colder than the Solomons.  Motorways, new cars 
including Peugeots, big coaches, female coach drivers (!), traffic lights, roadside restaurants, 
trains etc. – just a few things the guys had never seen. 
 
We arrived at the Games Village, based at the University of New Caledonia, after a 45-minute 
drive and, after some searching around, found our accommodation.  We were actually housed 
just off campus in what is best described as a dorm which had seen better days.  It looked like 
they hadn’t completed a clean-up of the place when we got there, and with about 100 people 
arriving in one go, the place deteriorated quite rapidly.  We all quickly grabbed rooms as none 
were assigned.  Bunk beds with vacuum packed mattresses and throw-away sheets on top.  I 
remember thinking that it would be a long two-and-a-half weeks, but soon contextualised it all 



when Christopher, who shared the room with me, opened up the mattress bag and said rather 
excitedly: ‘Sensei Andy, it’s a spring mattress!’ ‘Yes it is.  Do you have just a foam one at 
home?’ I answered knowing spring mattresses are indeed a luxury and not affordable for 
most locals. ‘No: no mattress, no bed, just a mat on the floor’, he smiled. 
 
By now it was coming up to 2pm and we were all starving – just a small problem: 40% of the 
delegations fees was yet to reach the organising committee and until it had, no accreditations 
were going to be issued.  We were stuck.  Luckily we were allowed into the dining area that 
night.  We ate and we were all exhausted as the last three days were indeed very long ones.  
I thought I’d be nice and tell the team to rest up and we wouldn’t head for breakfast until about 
7.30am, I was looking forward to resting…   
 
Thursday 25 August .  At 5.30am a knock on the room door woke me: ‘Sensei Andy, the 
boys want to do an early morning prayer’.  I dragged myself out of bed…  Once the devotional 
prayer finished, I took the floor and said: ‘Well since we now are all up, get ready to go to 
breakfast in ten minutes and we will eat light so we can train after.’  Other sports had started 
training already but I disagree with doing any worthwhile training without anything in the tank.  
After breakfast, I gave the team ten minutes to get changed and ready.  I then gave them 
instructions to jog single file to the Village and meet me at the open air amphitheatre near the 
dining hall.  Off they went and I went a shorter route carrying the first aid kit and some focus 
pads. Once everybody had stretched off, I decided to set the tone, remembering fondly how 
Chan Hanshi used to punish me on the Park Steps: they would have to sprint up one side of 
the steps of the theatre and once at the top attack me with a set fighting combination before 
running back down the other side.  Three rounds before they were allowed a minute’s rest.  
This was repeated a total of three times with a different combination each time.  In other 
words, they would have run up and down the theatre a total of nine times.  Legs soon turned 
to jelly.  After the lactic acid had disappeared, we walked back to base camp and the team for 
the first time in their lives met mounted police and I thought it would be nice to take a picture. 
 

 
The gendarmes were only too happy to 
oblige.  People were obviously a bit shook 
up by the severity of the morning’s training, 
so I told them to get cleaned up and then 
took them for a walk up the hill on the other 
side of the campus.  From here you had a 
magnificent view of the bay.  I sat them all 
down and started working with their minds, 
reinforcing all the positives and eliminating 
fear and doubt.  I knew the tournament 
would be an extremely daunting event for 
them and I wanted everything to be as clear 
as possible in their minds so that we could 
keep surprises on the day to a minimum.   

 
Everybody felt good but pensive after.  We went to rest before going for lunch.  Thankfully, 
after lunch, our accreditation was finalised.  This meant we were finally allowed access to 
transport to the venues.  I thought it would be wise to go check out the stadium with the team 
and get acquainted with the surroundings.  We arrived and works to the venue were still 
ongoing.  I asked permission for us to have a bit of a bounce around which was granted.  
After about 45 minutes we caught the coach back to the village.  A well-earned rest for the 
next hour or so and then some light skill practice before dinner.  After dinner, I urged the team 
to sleep early to recover for tomorrow. 
 
Friday 26 August .  We were up quite early again.  Yesterday’s training seemed to have had 
some impact though as it was definitely after 6am before I was invited to join the prayer.  Off 
to breakfast during which I was scheming the next gruelling training session.  It was my 
intention to go very hard for the initial couple of days in camp and then taper off quite 
drastically.  With aches in their legs from the previous day, I sent them all off to the theatre 
again – by now an utter dislike to the place was quite apparent in the team.  This morning 



would see circuit training: 1 minute of exercise (e.g. callisthenics, push-ups or kicks etc.) 
followed by two rounds up/down the theatre.  I had put together 20 exercises which would 
have meant a total of 40 theatre runs and 20 minutes of other exercises…. I had to tell them 
to stop after exercise 12 as fatigue was evident.  Rehydration salts and panadol at the ready, 
I managed to revive the troops and put it all into context.  I explained the reasons why I was 
pushing hard in certain areas with five days to go.  Recovery was swift and the understanding 
of my reasons filled their hearts with courage. Quick hustle back to the dorm: I wanted to get 
to our competition venue early, an hour before our assigned training slot.  Reason: spy on the 
competition!  However, it seemed the competition did not turn up – they simply were not in 
country yet.  We trained for an hour and headed back.  Home for lunch, Flag Raising 
Ceremony and formal exchange of gifts with the hosts, and some more light skill training in 
the afternoon.  Dinner and bed. 
 
Saturday 27 August  – the day of the Opening Ceremony.  I was woken by Christopher 
shutting the door behind him.  Shortly after, I got up to go find the team.  They had all gone: 
off for a casual jog followed by skill training.  Their minds were starting to forge.  Well, either 
that or they just didn’t want to risk me taking them to the theatre again!  Our official training 
slot at the venue was in the morning today, so I was not planning on doing anything else.  
After breakfast we caught the coach to the venue and trained for an hour.  Quick lunch and 
then get ready to be picked up to go to the Opening Ceremony.  This process started for us at 
3pm even though the festivities were to commence at 7pm.  All athletes for all countries were 
taken to the velodrome next to the main stadium.  A range of activities and demonstrations, 
including cultural dancing and martial arts, were organised to keep us all entertained for the 
next few hours.  At 6pm we were all told to arrange per country and get organised.  It would 
still be an hour before we would start the entry procession into the stadium.  Athletes, tired of 
just waiting, broke out into sing and dance – a regular sing-off started between American 
Samoa and Team Solomon with all the relevant provocative war dancing in tow!   

Eventually the ceremony started and we walked in waving flags and smiling.  By all accounts, 
I was easy to spot in our delegation and have received many reports of people seeing me on 
TV!!  The ceremony was very nice with loads of pyrotechnics, expressive dance displays and 
several officials including the President of France rendering speeches.  It was midnight by the 
time we hit the bed. 
 
Sunday 28 August .  A similar morning to the previous day 
– it appeared the team were off for a jog.  John hollan, the 
manager, informed me that the team requested whether 
they could have the day off as they were tired.  Once we 
had all had breakfast I got them together and informed them 
they could have an easy day, but having it fully ‘off’ would 
not be right.  Two easy sessions were planned for the day.  
Firstly, in the mid-morning an extensive but light stretching 
and core strength session not dissimilar to yoga and tai chi 
practice, and then later in the late afternoon more skills 
practice.  We did not attend our booked training slot today as it was in the very late afternoon. 



 
Monday 29 August .  A day for the manager, John Hollan, and I to attend a few presentations 
on WKF rules by Mr Con Kassis who is the chair of the WKF Refereeing Commission; a good 
day to start making connections for the region.  I finally got to meet Mrs Makarita Lenoa from 
Fiji in person, who is the head of OKF and on the WKF Women’s Sport Commission.  She is a 
lovely lady, very well- and soft spoken but strong willed: a true advocate and ambassador for 
Pacific karate; all of her four sons are involved with the Fiji national team.  I was also 
delighted to meet hanshi Sakamoto, several times kata world champion and head of the WKF 
technical commission.  In my best (and only) Japanese I tried to introduce myself formally 
with a polite bow:  ‘Sakamoto-sensei, watashi nomae-wa Andy Roosen desu.  Hajimemashite, 
dosoo yoroshuku!’  He smiled at me: ‘Dosoo yoroshuku; kata seminar tomorrow, ok?’  
 

I ensured I took John along and 
introduced him to everybody I forced 
myself on to, mostly OKF officials and 
coaches from the other countries.  We 
inquired if John, myself and Lemiki 
Lenoa who is the kata coach for Fiji (and 
Mrs Lenoa’s oldest son) could sit the 
OKF referee examinations which were to 
follow the presentations but are told we 
cannot as they were ‘upgrade’ 
examinations only and they had not 
catered for new entries.  With the help of 
Mrs Lenoa, Mr Kassis agreed to come to 
the Fiji Open in December to ensure we 
can have qualified and registered 

referees for our countries.  Let’s hope we can get to Suva later this year.  As Chan Hanshi will 
confirm I am sure, becoming a referee has always been the last thing on my mind (probably 
ranking slightly below scooping my eyes out with a rusty spoon) and is a huge personal 
sacrifice to further karate in the Solomon Islands ;-)  After the seminars, the NZ and AU 
referees that came to officiate the tournament were taken for their examinations and Lemiki, 
John and I were allowed to just sit the theory test with them – we all passed our ‘mock’ test.  
We headed back on the coach in the afternoon and I conducted some more skill refinements 
with the team before going to dinner. 
 
Tuesday 30 August .  The team returned from early morning jog and we all rushed to 
breakfast.  It was the day of the weigh-in and fighter registration.  The formalities started at 
8am so we caught the 6.55am coach out to the venue.  Other karate teams were on the 
coach, and my team seemed extremely quiet.  Once at the venue, the atmosphere was 
friendly.  The Tahitian and Fijian teams in particular came and chatted to us.  Soon all was 
well and exchanges were taking place.  Mr Ortega from the French Karate Federation and 
member of the WKF Referee Commission who would be the head judge for the event invited 
Lemiki and me to be official witnesses of the weigh-in on behalf of athletes and coaches as to 
avoid any disputes later.  All teams were called in separately and categories were finalised.  
All my team were exactly on target – just the way I wanted it.  After all teams were weighed in, 
it was time for a coffee break.   
 
Mr Ortega told me that the draw would happen shortly and all coaches were to be present to 
ensure the draw was fair.  I had brought my gi to train with Sakamoto but it seemed that his 
training session, mainly aimed at the kata referees to ensure they could actually do what they 
would be asked to judge, would commence at the same time as the draw.  I told the team 
they could join the seminar if they wished, but they opted to watch.  Sakamoto commenced to 
teach Sepai and the coaches were ushered into a separate room for the draw.  The draw was 
done with special software which takes into account previous results in the OKF region.  In 
other words, the better ranked fighters were likely to get an ‘easier’ draw.  We got a few tough 
draws but all was good and I started planning strategies.  When all draws were finished all 
coaches were asked to sign each draw sheet to say they agreed the draw was fair etc.  There 
were no issues.  As we walked back out, the kata seminar was on the last third of the kata – I 
decided not to interrupt by joining in this late and watch the remainder of the seminar.  After it 



finished there was again a short break after which Chinto (Wado version) was taught by 
Robert Smith, the leading referee from NZKF, the chairman of the OKF referee commission 
and a very nice man indeed.  It was about 2pm so I decided to take the guys home on the 
next coach for some more light training and a lot of talking as the next day would be our first 
competition day!  I headed back to the competition venue later that day to attend the 
Technical Committee meeting for the competition in which the Games Charter and other rules 
and regulations were discussed. 
 
Wednesday 31 August  – Day 1.  The Opening of the competition was scheduled for about 
1pm, with events starting at 2pm.  In the morning, I took the team through more skill drills, 
paying particular attention to Frengy Bisoka (-67kg) and Ronnie Uate’e (+84kg) who would 
both start today.  Both seemed calm and ready.  I recommended to both of them to have a 
good breakfast as we’d need to have an early and light lunch before going to the competition.  
At breakfast, I used my best French to get some extra bananas to take to the competition.  
We were on the coach at 11.25am to get there for midday.   
 
Most teams had already arrived and the crowd was coming in.  I did my best to keep the boys 
calm.  We were all asked to arrange in teams as we were called out for the opening:  Fiji were 
called first, then us, followed by PNG, Tahiti, Vanuatu, Wallis and Futuna, Niue, and, lastly, 
the home team New Caledonia – the crowd went nuts: ‘Cagous – Ou! Cagous – Ou-Ou!’ 
echoed through the stadium.  Speeches followed and the President opened the competition.  
Time to walk off.   
 

 
 
All kata events took place first.  I encouraged all to watch as they have not seen WKF rules 
kata before.  New Caledonia and Fiji dominated – excellent performances indeed.  We saw a 
lot of Anan, Shito Ryu Bassai-Dai and Suparinpei.  Around 3.15pm I told Frengy and Ronnie 
to get changed and loosen up.  With about 20 minutes to go before Frengy’s category I 
ensured he sharpened up; I was careful not to be too involved as the nerves were starting to 
show.   
 
4.10pm – Frengy was up against the Vanuatu fighter.  He did well, stood his ground and took 
the lead.  He forced several mistakes and kept working the area.  With his opponent having 



accumulated several category 2 fouls and Frengy being in the lead, I told him to increase the 
pressure and force the attack.  It paid off – a jogai sealed the fight.  Half an hour later, Frengy 
found himself facing the New Caledonian fighter.  He was good.  Frengy fought well, but the 
Caledonian picked up a few points and won the match 4 – 1.  This left Frengy to fight the 
Tahitian for bronze.  This was a well contested match with point going backwards and 
forwards.  Frengy ‘Iron Fist’ Bisoka landed gyaku after gyaku but the referee didn’t give them.  
The Tahitian over hit to the head again, yet didn’t get warned.  Time was up and blood was 
running down Frengy’s face, his eyes still pinned on his opponent who was struggling to 
breathe and clutching his chest – Frengy demolished his solar plexus.  For some strange 
reason, though, the Tahitian was in the lead.  I told Frengy that the bronze was truly his, the 
Fiji coach concurs.  He fought a great fight.  The final between Fiji and NCL ended nil – nil 
and went into Sai Shia and with seconds to go was won by the Fijian.  This just shows how 
close the category was.  Frengy was unlucky not to medal here but walked away very 
satisfied with his performance.  When the Tahitian walked onto the podium he was still not 
able to stand up straight.   
 
Just gone 5pm, and Ronnie’s category was called, the big boys.  Ronnie drew the Wallis and 
Futuna guy who managed to max out the scales on the weigh in:  at 150kg they just went to 
error – he was a big boy!!  I spent the last day making sure Ronnie was not impressed with 
this and to just move and pick up the points; he seemed confident.  When the category was 
called, big boy was nowhere to be seen?  A no-show?  I tell Ronnie to stay focussed and not 
worry.  Fight 1, Vanuatu eases through PNG.  Fight 2, the Tahitian who is the current OKF 
heavy weight champion walks over the Fijian.  Fight 3: Ronnie is up.  Big boy is called 3 times 
– kiken.  I send Ronnie off to get moving as he is now starting without a fight in the legs 
against the New Caledonian who had a bye straight into semis.  Semi 1:  Tahitian walks 
through the Vanuatuan.  Semi 2: Ronnie vs. a person from the territories to compete for 
France in the 2009 World Games, Frederic Roumagne.  Ronnie sticks it to him.  Roumagne is 
very careful fighting the counter fight.  Ronnie doesn’t hold back and punches were close with 
the Caledonian getting in slightly earlier.  However, he was clumsy and racked up a category 
1 and a category 2 foul – I urged Ronnie to keep pressing.  Meanwhile the score was 4 – 0 in 
Roumagne’s favour.  Ronnie did what he does best: front hook swept the guy and took him 
down.  He followed up with the punch – I jumped out of my chair!!!  … no score judged the ref.  
Nothing to lose, I told Ronnie to go for it again, he tries and runs into the counter.  A well 
contested match ended in 5 – 0.  A score which on paper doesn’t reflect the intensity of the 
battle.  The boy done good!  This put Ronnie against the Vanuatuan for bronze – the gold 
final to be contested first thing tomorrow.  Ronnie fought well against the lad who is 15 years 
his junior, again using the right tactics and forcing errors as well as getting his scores in.  The 
first bronze was in, even though he will not receive it until tomorrow!  Day 1 is over – we were 
all happy and I reinforced to the rest of the team that this all was possible and to stick it to 
them!  Back on the coach, dinner and bed.  Some of us (coach included) struggled to sleep. 
 
Thursday 1 September  – Day 2.  The events of the day started again at 2pm.  First off, the 
heavy weight finals, Tahiti vs New Caledonia.  An interesting match with both contestants 
looking good, the Tahitian being a lot younger 
than the New Caledonian.  It is very tight and I 
favoured the Tahitian.  Drum noise fills the 
stadium – you could not hear your own voice over 
the singing and chanting – I have never heard 
anything like it!  The atmosphere was great.  You 
could literally cut the adrenaline in the air.  
Roumagne took the fight 1 – 0.  Again testament 
to the fact that our guys with very little were very 
competitive against well experienced all stars.  
The final over, a proud Ronnie stepped onto the 
podium.   
 
Festivities over, it was time for Janet Gwai to focus and get set for the -68kg category.  She 
drew the New Caledonian in her side of the pool, with Fiji facing PNG on the other side.  
Janet fought extremely well.  It was very tight, with punches going backwards and forwards – 
she was pulling out all the stops.  The Caledonian got a 1-point lead.  Janet pressed on and 



took on instructions well.  She was unlucky not to score.  Again the New Caledonian was 
under pressure and racked up a foul in both categories.  As time was ticking away, I 

unleashed Janet and she fired all she had 
at her opponent.  She looked great.  She 
got in first – again I was up out of my 
chair!!  But the decision went to the 
opponent.  Seconds left and the New 
Caledonian could feel the pressure; she 
struggled to keep Janet away from her; I 
urged her forward to force the score or the 
foul.  The New Caledonian hung on – the 
buzzer went.  Janet was disappointed but I 
pointed out to her she fought a great fight 
and to get her mind straight for the bronze 
fight off.   

 
I watched the Fijian take the PNG fighter apart.  Janet 
received final instructions and went to work.  The PNG 
fighter was edgy and clumsy; Janet was clinical and still 
listening to me.  I pushed her in, setting up the 
combinations.  Janet managed her range well, her 
opponent struggled and kept over hitting.  Category 2 
fouls started to come in.  I pushed Janet in more; she 
got the scores in and her opponent was getting 
desperate as Janet managed to force the jogai.  More 
points to Janet as fouls accumulate.  I told her to keep 
pressing as the PNG fighter was about to throw it all away.  Janet worked her and attacked 
and forced the last category 2 foul.  Bronze was hers.  We watched the final with interest as 
the Fijian beat the New Caledonian in a tight match 2 – 1.  And I can say it again: we were not 
too far off.   
 
The -84kg category was next.  Christian Kabei had virtually shut down after seeing the fights 
on day 1 and any reviving I was trying to do did not seem to work.  He was well capable of 
taking on his Vanuatu opponent but by the time he got into his stride he had given away too 
many points to recover.  Beaten by the nerves, Christian went down 7 – 2 to an opponent ten 
years his junior.  Fiji and New Caledonia went to the finals, as Tahiti took out Christian’s 
opponent for the bronze.  In an electric final with all the necessary custom drums, Fiji took the 
gold. 
 
Ok, now it was time for Selwyn Kuru, the captain of the team and a very tough fighter, to step 
up in the -75kg.  Again, he was dealt a tough hand facing the Fijian fighter first.  I told him to 
stay sharp and work the angles and not meet him head on; the Fijian was fast.  Once through 
him, the route to the final would be easy as either the Vanuatu or the PNG fighter would be 
his next opponent neither of who were of the same calibre.  Selwyn was eager to join the 
others as a medallist.  Selwyn struggled to find his distance against the taller Fijian and 
despite his efforts to wrong-foot him, could not find the necessary points.  A tough fight which 
Selwyn lost.  As predicted the Fijian then went on to demolish the Vanuatuan 8 – 0, and on 
the other side of the draw an out of this world New Caledonian, Kevin Pognon, guided by 
intoxicating drums, took out Tahiti in the first round 8 – 0, then the Wallis and Futuna fighter 8 
– 0 to face the quite capable Fijian in the final and beat him 8 – 0.  The guy was untouchable.  
I spent some time explaining to Selwyn he was extremely unlucky with the draw and judging 
by the other fights, he was definitely the third best fighter in this category.  If he would have 
met the Fijian in the second round, he would certainly have medalled but that is the way 
things are.  I told him to focus on the Open Weight tomorrow.  The day was over and we hurry 
for the coach.  Janet over the moon, Selwyn pensive and Christian still bewildered. 
 
Friday 2 September  – Day 3.  A big day – everybody had to fight again.  First up, 
Christopher Araitewa, the youngest of the team, in the -60kg.  Probably the most talented of 
the bunch, he had to wait until the last day to showcase his stuff.  I couldn’t wait.  He seemed 
very calm so far but now that it was time I saw some nerves creeping in.  Again, he was to 



have a tough draw:  Jean-Emmanuel Fauré from New 
Caledonia and current OKF champion and winner of 
last year’s Australian Open.  I briefed Christopher to 
not stick in front of this guy, he was fast and his legs 
were loose.  Normally Chris is quite mobile and works 
the angles and has great bounce.  An early hook kick 
which he didn’t see coming stopped him in his tracks; 
the kid’s mind was shot.  I fired out instruction after 
instruction but Chris could not hear me.  The 
Caledonian was clinical and precise, too experienced 
for a very well 

talented Christopher.  It was now my job to bring Chris back 
into the light and shrug of the last fight.  I got him back and 
told him that fight was nothing to be ashamed of as his 
opponent had all the experience one could wish for, back to 
business and take out PNG.  Christopher was still rattled 
and struggled to find his feet.  I had to test the boundaries of 
what I could do in the coaching chair and was reminded by 
the arbitrator to ‘keep it down’.  It worked, Chris was back.  
Sticking to the clinical basics he fought and beat his 
opponent 5 – 0.  Fauré easily beat Vanuatu 5 – 0.  Christopher was all smiles on the podium!   
 
Janet was to fight again in the female Open Weight.  And again she drew the New 
Caledonian first.  This time the girl was a lot lighter and faster.  Janet struggled to keep her at 
bay, still having yesterday’s fights in the legs.  She lost and went on to fight another PNG 
fighter for bronze.  This girl only had a back leg chudan mawashi geri as a weapon and I gave 
Janet exact instrutions on how to take her apart.  Janet tried but still ran into a few of them 
giving away costly nidan scores – fatigue had gotten her and a second bronze for her, even 
though very possible, was not to be. 
 
Next, Selwyn in the Open Weight.  This time he was lucky with a bye into the second round, 
however here he would face the New Caledonian fighter who had just taken out the Vanuatu 
fighter convincingly, scoring some amazing points including a scorpion kick.  Meet Mr Jean 
Christophe Taumotekava, current European Bronze medallist and member of senior and 
junior French teams.  I told Selwyn to come out against this guy all guns blazing: ‘You won’t 
stop him, but you will not give him it for free!  Give me your best!’ I said.  Selwyn had a look of 
determination on his face.  He fought well and kept pushing but, as was obvious from the 
start, he was not match for his experienced opponent.  Selwyn would have to fight off for 
bronze.  Almost as if fate paid Selwyn back for all his hard efforts keeping the team together 
during training and in competition, and his tough luck in the -75kg, he was dealt an 
unexpected card.  He had no opponent in 
the bronze fight off: fighters on the other 
side of the draw had retired due to 
previous matches, meaning the Tahitian 
didn’t have a semi-final opponent to get 
to the final.  A lucky coincidence, but 
having said that I think that the other 
fighters on the Tahitian’s side of the 
draw, including the Tahitian himself who 
went to the final, were well inside 
Selwyn’s capabilities.  Needless to say, 
the New Caledonian took the Tahitian 7 – 
0 in a spectacular display of skill.  Selwyn 
smiled as he embraced the other 
medallists on the podium. 
 
Ok, time for the team event.  It was not going to be easy.  Vanuatu was our first opponent and 
our best chance to advance, short from drawing PNG or Wallis and Futuna.  If we got through 
Vanuatu it was New Caledonia next, but one thing at the time.  I gave my fight order based on 
the Vanuatu fighters I had seen in the other rounds: Ronnie, Christopher, Selwyn, Frengy, 



Christian.  As we lined up, the Vanuatu coach managed to pull a completely new fighter out of 
the bag, a huge monster being over 2m tall.  My strategy was out of the window.  Bar this guy, 
the line up followed exactly what I expected.  However, this ‘new’ fighter caused an issue.  
Ron versus the even bigger guy.  Ronnie couldn’t hold him and narrowly lost.  Poor 
Christopher now had to fight the heavy-weight, 
who literally was twice his size (see photo) and 
almost twice his weight.  He looked at me as if to 
say ‘You sure this is my guy?’ and I just raised my 
eyebrows and nodded my head towards the line.  
He couldn’t break him down, hard though he tried.  
His category which only finished some time ago 
with all the nervous tension from that was still 
lingering in his legs.  2 – 0 and the Vanuatu coach 
was smiling.  My number three, Selwyn, had been 
briefed that he was there in that position for one 
reason and one reason only – to win and secure 
fight three.  Vanuatu coach had put his best 
fighter on three too, the guy that beat Christian.  Selwyn was determined and a good fight 
ensued.  Selwyn stuck it to him and beat him; 2 – 1.  Frengy was next against the silver 
medallist of the -60kg.  He pushed and pushed hard but couldn’t keep him back, he was 
exhausted when the match was finally over.  3 – 1 and Vanuatu were announced the winner.  
New Caledonia brought forward an all-star team.  They also had another two reserves we 
hadn’t seen yet, and just like their team mates, they were very good.  It was as if the coach 
wanted the others to have a go too, he didn’t even field the best fighters.  Vanuatu went down 
without too much resistance 3 – 0.  On the other side of the draw, Tahiti walked through PNG 
and then beat Fiji.  Fiji beat PNG for the bronze.  And here it was, New Caledonia vs Tahiti in 
the Men’s Team Final… the place was vibrating with the noise.  Great fights with the Tahitian 
heavy weight beating his New Caledonian counterpart he had lost the gold to.  But the rest of 
the team were no match for the exquisite karate the New Caledonians had to offer.  3 – 1 and 
the place erupted. 
 
What an event and what a result!  We have proven that we are going in the right direction.  
Yes we are still a few years behind New Caledonia but we are beating or matching the others.  
The powers that be in our camp recognised this and I now hope that back home in Honiara 
doors will open.  It would not be until Thursday the week after that we return home.  During 
this time, we went site seeing and I bought the team some well-earned (and well expensive) 
drinks.  The event was a success for us.  I would like to thank those of you who helped make 
this possible by donating what you could!  Thank you for your support and belief!  For me, this 
journey started more than twelve months ago, by arguing our case why we should be allowed 
to represent the country.  I was asked if we can guarantee medals, to which I said I cannot 
guarantee that, but I can guarantee the best preparation possible.  We made history for the 
country and karate, not only did we get four medals and narrowly missed out on two more, for 
the first time ever a Solomon woman has won a medal for karate!  Thank you all. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Happy coach with medallists: From left to right: Ron, Janet, Andy, Christopher, Selwyn 

 
 

And joined by team manager John (white cap) and semi-finalist Frengy 


