
 
 

 

Garu, Galeoali, Buvusi, Vanessa and Katherine 

This has been a busy happy week for both of us. Rosie was able to come with 
Malinda ( the Live and Learn Engineer I work with) and me on two trips to villages 
this week, which got her out into the country. 

The first trip was to Garu, which is on the West side of the 
Cape Hollman Peninsular – also the other side of the 
volcano from Mahonia, where our house is. This village of 
some 500 people is interested in sorting out a water supply 
for themselves from the one stream within reasonable 
distance that is not hot water (geothermally heated), like 
the one in this photo, and therefore undrinkable.  

To get to Garu required a trip through a large oil palm 
plantation – we found ourselves lost a couple of times on 
the maze of access roads without signposts and had to 
ask directions from a man hunting wild pigs with his dogs 
and a plantation worker, before we found the right way to 
the village and made the journey down the winding bumpy 
road to the village. Secondary roads here are surfaced 
with gravel that contains quite large rocks, and this makes 
for a particularly bumpy ride and is very hard on tyres, as  
can be seen on the next photo, which includes a view of 
the volcano. (Mt Gabuna) 

Garu is on a bay that overlooks a volcano, that reminds 
me of Rangitoto in Auckland, and is the launching point 
for a small fleet of banana boats and canoes that service 
the several remote villages around the coast from here, 
and the inhabited off-shore Witu Islands, which hopefully 
you will be reading more about in the next couple of 
weeks, as we are scheduled to go there to help install a 
water supply scheme in the village of Potpot.  

It is interesting to note how much of West New Britain is undeveloped, with probably 
more than half of the province inaccessible by road.  One of the inhabitants of 
Mahonia is Mark, a retired ophthalmologist (eye surgeon) who practiced most of his 
life in East Africa. (The first person I have met who went to school in Eton – a 
contemporary of Ralph Feinnes, the actor) He is here in West New Britain with the 
Fred Hollows foundation to perform cataract operations for about 6 months, and has 
undertaken an expedition by banana boat along this 
coast West of Garu to perform eye clinics.  He 
describes it as being pretty isolated. 

Back in Garu, we relaxed on the foreshore while the 
locals gathered – mostly men -and children, who 
were there again to gawk at these strange white 
people. Unfortunately there had been the death of 
an old man in the village the night before, which put 
a slight damper on proceedings, but Malinda, who 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

had been to the village before and designed a basic water supply 
scheme for them, described the likely cost and what they had to 
contribute (10% of material costs, the manual labour, and 
organise a management committee) and we left them to sort out 
their finances and get back, before retracing our route down the 
access road and through the oil palm plantations, to Kimbe. 

The next day we were off to the East of Kimbe to Galeoale, 
where a scheme to install rainwater catchment water supplies was coming to an 
end. Here there is no reliable elevated source of water and this was the method of 
supplying water adopted in preference to pumps from wells, which tend to have 
maintenance problems. (Lucky there is quite 
a bit of rain!) The photo shows one of the 
larger installations, which will double as a 
community school. Part of this project 
included helping the community cast slabs for 
long drop toilets that include a vent pipe, and 

build toilets instead of taking to the bushes.   

From there it was on to Buvussi, where the inhabitants 
were in the process of installing their water supply 
pipeline, all hand dug for about 3km – quite an 
impressive effort. They have a reliable spring on a nearby 
hill where water is being collected, piped to a couple of 
large plastic storage tanks and on down to a number of taps on stands outside the 
houses. 

The highlight of the week was a day of snorkelling with a Walindi Resort boat. We 
had gone around to the resort for a Friday evening drink 
with Mark and while we were there Max the owner came 
over and offered us a trip out on one of the resort’s 
launches the next morning – they had some spare places 
on a dive/snorkelling day trip including a lunch, which 
Rosemary and I happily took up. So the next morning we 
were out there strictly at 7.45am as directed (and everyone 
else rolled up at 8.15 – when will we learn PNG time!) 
loaded all the dive bottles and other gear on board, and 
headed out onto a glassy ocean under a clear blue sky – 
perfect conditions! The crew were two native West New 
Britainers and the passengers consisted of three German 
divers (with flash photographic equipment), a young Australian from Brisbane (who 
hadn’t heard of or seen a flying fish), a young lady with a British accent who had 
grown up in Zimbabwe (with silvery things stuck in various parts of her anatomy), 
and a couple of middle aged hybrid African/English Kiwis with mixed up accents 
(us). 

Rosie and I are not into diving – a spontaneous lung collapse (fortunately re-inflated) 
on my behalf some thirty years ago while we were living in Ngaruawahia NZ put paid 
to any scuba diving ambitions I might have had, and Rosie is happy to stay in 
shallow water, so when we pulled up at the Vanessa Reef thirty or so minutes after 

 

 
 

 

 



 
 

 

we left the dock, we took the high road around the reef with the young Australian, 
while the others donned their gear and headed for the depths. The sights at the reef 
were stunning as were they at the subsequent dive at the Katherine Reef and off the 
Rest Stop Island where we stopped for lunch. Both reefs dropped steeply to a great 
depth – how these coral encrusted columns came to be here in the middle of a vast 
expanse of water is a wonder in itself. In the following collection of photographs 
taken with our little Canon waterproof camera you can see the deep blue of the 
deep water off the edge of the reefs, as well as get a good idea of the amazing 
diversity in colour and life on these outcrops. 

   

  

  



 
 

 

  

  

   

The strange looking blue fish with yellow flippers in the second row down is 
Rosemary!   Kimbe Bay has the widest range of corals – something like 2/3 of the 
world’s species – it certainly is a fabulous place to dive! Google “Walindi” to see 
more pictures or to find out more if you are interested in coming here to see for 
yourselves. 

The little Canon P10 camera takes pretty amazing underwater shots – I took some 
280 pictures of which I kept 111. It is rated as suitable for 3m depth of water but that 
is enough for snorkelling – at least for us! One of the advantages that the digital 
camera has is that it can compensate for the red filtering effect of the sea which can 
rob conventional pictures of their vibrancy – one advantage I had over the German 
guy with his special Nikon underwater camera –which operated on slide film with 36 



 
 

 

pictures. One has to be particularly careful to keep the rubber seals around the 
access flaps clean to avoid leaks, and another thing I have learnt is to make sure 
the camera is quite hot before closing up the flaps, because condensation inside it is 
still a possibility in the cooler water, if the air that is closed into the camera is humid 
enough – as it often is here in the tropics. 

Lucky break of the trip (if you can call anything a lucky break after all that fantastic 
scenery!)– I spotted something shiny lying is a staghorn coral just below me – upon 
closer inspection I found it was a Swiss army knife – in fact mine, which I had stuck 
in my pocket and must have slipped out while I was swimming. How I’ve managed 
to keep that knife over all these years is a miracle –and I wasn’t about to lose it now, 
despite having to work it out of the branches of the coral which appeared 
determined to hang on to its newly acquired prize! I quickly tied it to the string tie of 
my shorts to make sure I didn’t lose it again.  

The final story of this post links back to Arawa – we went to a superb function of 
Kimbe expats on Saturday evening – mostly oil palm industry managers and 
professionals who from our perception of the house we visited lead a relatively 
comfortable (if not opulent) lifestyle. We had a fabulous meal including ham on the 
bone and met very friendly folk. But we couldn’t help draw a comparison with the 
workers’ compounds we had passed on our trip to Garu. They were pretty pokey 
drab uninviting boxes that reminded me of the old Soweto style townships. Many are 
inhabited by people who have come into the area from other parts of PNG looking 
for work, so in summary, there are the privileged (white) few, the “ foreign” workers, 
and the locals, who don’t seem to be seeing an awful lot of the benefits of the Oil 
Palm industry (and no doubt the PNG government doing nicely out of the taxes).  

This in our minds has uncomfortable parallels with the situation in Arawa before the 
Crisis, especially when we also heard that a local “troublemaker” at the mill (and 
also apparently a local folk hero) with a bunch of his cronies had recently attacked 
and trashed the “country club” frequented by senior industry managers - because he 
was unhappy about being transferred out of the area. Makes one wonder……. 

That’s all for now !  

 

 


