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“Daughters of the ocean. Keepers of story. Planters of futures. 

Navigators of change.” 

Before there were borders, 

Before there were parliaments, 

Before there were policies written in 

borrowed ink, 

There was the ocean. 

And she was a woman. 

She carried canoes on her back 

the way our grandmothers carried children, 

steady, knowing and 

unafraid of the depth. 

Fairness looks like villages across the Pacific 

where tradition and progress 

sit at the same mat, 

sharing space, 

sharing power. 

It looks like a mother  

in Fiji 



signing her own name 

on a land title, 

on a ballot, 

in the future she chooses. 

It looks like sitting on woven mats 

under a mango tree, 

where the voices of women  

are not background music 

to decisions already made. 

It looks like chiefs and church leaders 

and brothers and sons 

pausing long enough to hear  

the wisdom that has always been here, 

in the hands that braid hair, 

in the hands that cradle your children to bed, 

in the hands that mend mats  

and mend families. 

Dignity looks like 

a girl speaking in a room of elders 

and no one calling her voice  

too loud, 

too soft, 

too much. 



It looks like a kava session in Tonga 

where the tou’a is 

honored according to tradition, 

protected, respected, 

and never treated as an object. 

Dignity is not like surviving violence, 

it is ending it. 

It is laws that protect us 

even when the perpetrator 

is powerful, 

is respected, 

is family. 

It is courts that move, 

Communities that stop whispering 

and start intervening. 

Safety should not be curfew for girls. 

It should be consequences for men. 

It should be long roads  

lit not only by streetlamps, 

but by promise 

that no woman walking it 

will be followed by harm. 

Freedom looks like the ocean at sunrise, 



vast, powerful, 

belonging to no one  

yet sustaining everyone. 

It is not being told 

we are “too modern” 

when we demand equality, 

nor “too traditional” 

when we defend our culture. 

Do not weaponize our customs  

against our autonomy. 

Freedom looks like us. 

Daughters of the ocean. 

Keepers of story. 

Planters of futures. 

Navigators of change. 

Not waiting to be saved. 

Not asking to be small. 

But rising like the tide, 

steady, unstoppable, 

and returning again and again 

until the shoreline itself  

is reshaped. 

 



About the Poet 

 
Awarded Second Place and a Grand Prize in the Say It Loud competition, 'Daughters of the 

Ocean' celebrates Pacific women as leaders, storytellers, and agents of change. 


