
Day trip to Arova Island 

 This past weekend we had a combined VSA /NZ police day trip to Arova Island. It 
had been planned for the previous weekend but heavy rain on both Saturday and 
Sunday mornings put paid to that idea. Chris and 
Elaine Angove, who left to-day (30 August) at the 
end of their assignment, were keen to go before 
they left, and we were fortunate that Saturday 
dawned clear and sunny, so the trip was possible. 
We loaded a picnic lunch, snorkels, flippers, towels 
and swimming gear, and life jackets into one of the 
two NZ police Landcruisers and headed off towards 
Kieta, turning off to the same landing place that we 
stopped at to go to Pidia Village (subject of an 
earlier blog posting). Our outing had been organised 
through Carmelita, who featured in the Pidia trip, and 
her son was waiting with the banana boat and a 
couple of smaller brothers to collect us. Sue of NZ 
police had kindly volunteered to stay behind and 
drive the transport both ways – it was felt that leaving 
the vehicle at the departure point was an 
unacceptable risk. 

 The sea was almost glassy smooth, but clouds 
obscured most of the mountains that had been so 
spectacular on our Pidia trip, however this was only a 
minor glitch in an otherwise perfect morning. After 
swopping drivers in Pidia for Carmelita, our target 
island was around the headland just visible behind the 
boat in the picture , with the next 
picture showing the remains of the 
jetty of the luxury resort that occupied 
the island before the Crisis. The 
island is now covered with luxurious 
thick forest, with a pleasant white 
sandy beach along one side and 
rugged cliffs on the other three. The 

rocks are clearly volcanic in origin and gave a good 
clue as to their violent origins. There is not much sign of 
the resort – just a few scattered concrete blocks, an old 
table knife and the jetty. A fair bit of the resort seemed 
to end up tipped over the end of the jetty. There are 
also the interesting remains of a Japanese fishing boat 
that apparently was washed over the outer reef a 
couple of kilometers further out before ending up 
stranded on the island beach. As you can see it doesn’t 
take much soil for a plant to grow! After exploring what we could of the island, we 
donned snorkles masks and flippers and headed to the water . The following are a 
selection of my photos with our little underwater camera. 

 

 

 

 
 

 



       

        

During this period the bearded Reuben and Jenny were quitely cruising along so busy 
lost in their own world that they crashed head on into each other, both nearly having a 
heart attack at the unexpected encounter with a 
large foreign body. As Jenny said the walrus 
banged into the seacow! Coming out of the water 
poor Wendy stood on a sea urchin and ended up 
with a couple of pieces of spine in her toe. 
Carmelita came to the rescue and proceeded to 
pound her toe with a rock to break up the spines 
– so the body could dispose of the small pieces 
and it worked – it’s all healing beautifully with no 
drama! After all this we were feeling peckish and 
spread out the picnic lunch. (Picture in glorious 
super technicolour because I forgot to switch 
from underwater mode which has to compensate for 
the colour filtering effect of the water!)  

With  a most satisfactory spread consumed we 
relaxed , collected shells  and generally lazed around 
until it was time to go. Carmelita introduced us to sea 
caviar – a seaweed apparently with a texture and 
taste not unlike the real thing – not sure about that 
having not eaten very much caviar – but it was an 
interesting culinary experience. 

Well all good things have to come to an end and we 
piled back into the banana boat for the trip back to the 
mainland – and the ever faithful Sue who had been 
summonsed by cellphone (yes it worked!) to collect us. 
You will be able to catch a glimpse of Carmelita controlling the business end of the 
boat in this the last of the photos.The black sand sandflies at the pickup beach had 
the last word with a couple of the ladies suffering a few nasty itchy whelts the next 
morning! 

 

 

 


