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1  Here the framework sheds its last trace of abstraction and says the one thing it was always building toward: Wonesis, 
for the Papuan, was never interested in saving a soul. 

2  It has no counterfeit heaven to offer, no imperial afterlife where the elect is sorted out and carried upward while the 
land is left to whoever remains standing on it. That promise belongs to the very machinery Wonesis was built to answer 
— a metaphysics that asks you to trade the actual, breathing ground under your feet for a reward no one has ever returned 
to describe. 

3  Wonesis will not make that trade. It has nothing to sell in exchange for your patience, because patience was always the 
empire’s currency, never Papua’s. 

4  Nor is Wonesis interested in the survival of the fortunate few — a family that got out, a clan that made its peace, an 
institution that learned to negotiate, a church that found its accommodation, an association that secured its exemption. 
Selective survival is not survival at all; it is triage dressed up as victory. 

5  It leaves the thing that actually matters — the idea of Papua itself — undefended, while its individual carriers scatter 
and disappear one by one, each convinced that their own escape was the whole of the task. 

6  What Wonesis asks for is collective. Not because the individual does not matter — every single act of remembering, 
every grandmother teaching a river’s true name, every child taught to sing what a mountain is called before the map 
renamed it, is indispensable — but because what is actually at stake is larger than any one of the people carrying it. 

7  What is at stake is whether Papua — as a people, as a sovereignty, as a nation, as an idea that refuses to stop being 
true — survives at all. Individual and group action are simply the only means available for carrying something that large. 
The actions are singular; what they are defending is not. 

8  And what they are defending comes down, in the end, to eight things, and eight things only: land, water, fire, air, food, 
home, family, memory. Rescue these, and everything else — every institution, every future government, every reconstituted 
ceremony, every rebuilt school — becomes possible again, because they can always be rebuilt from a ground that is still 
yours to stand on. Lose these, and no institution, no diaspora congress, no international resolution, no sympathetic 
headline can rebuild what was lost, because there will be no ground left to rebuild it on. 

9  Among these eight, one is not first among equals. It is the condition for all the others. Land is the truth beneath every 
other truth, because land, once defended, is the ark itself — not a metaphor for safety but the literal, physical thing that 
makes every other rescue possible. 

10  You cannot grow food without land. You cannot secure water without land. You cannot build a home, gather a 
family, or raise a child inside a memory without land to stand it on. Every other function collapses the moment the ground 
beneath it is gone. 

11  This is why heaven cannot be the answer, and neither can any of its imperial equivalents. Papua cannot be rebuilt in 
heaven, because heaven is not a place; it is a promise engineered to make you stop defending this one. 

12  Papua cannot be rebuilt in whatever hell the same theology holds in reserve for those who refuse the promise, because 
hell is simply heaven’s threat, and both exist only to keep your eyes lifted off the ground you actually stand on. 

13  And Papua cannot be rebuilt inside Indonesia’s borders as a province, a special-autonomy zone, a development 
statistic, or a resettled population — because a people administered is not the same as a people sovereign, and no amount 
of paperwork issued by the hand that took the land can substitute for the land itself. 

14  There is only one place Papua can be rebuilt, and it is the place that was always Papua’s to begin with: the land, 
defended, rescued, stood upon. Everything else — food, water, home, family, institutions, government, memory made 
whole again — follows from that single, undelegable fact. Lose the land, and there is nothing left to rebuild anything on. 
Lose the land, and you have not lost a possession. You have lost the entire ark. 

15  This, then, is the highest truth Wonesis asks every Papuan being to carry from birth to death: that the land of Papua 
is not one cause among many, not one value to be weighed against convenience, safety, or accommodation, but the ground-
condition of Papua’s continued existence as an idea in the world. 
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16  To be born Papuan is to be born already answerable to that ground. To grow up Papuan is to grow into the weight 
of that answerability. And to die Papuan, whatever else the dying involves, is to have spent a life in defence of the one 
truth beneath which everything Papua has ever been, or could ever again become, still waits to be rebuilt. 

 
Views, words, and ideas expressed in this manifesto are personal, reflective, and diagnostic rather than declarations of settled truth — 
a reading of the human condition through the Psycho-Cosmocide lens, offered to provoke thought and questioning rather than to 
close it. 
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