
Kimbe – First impressions of the new settlers 

 

  
These are early morning views across the Kimbe Bay from just in front of our 
little thatch cottage in Mahonia Na Dari (MND), a marine conservation and 
research centre with links to James Cook University in Australia. The name 
Mahonia na Dari means “Guardians of the Sea” in Tokples, which is the Pigin 
word for local language.  Right next door to MND is the famous Walindi Dive 
Resort – look it up on the internet for some stunning diving photographs. 

We are comfortably settled now into our cottage built from palm leaves (roof 
and walls) after little more than one week, although I had to resort to two cans 
of urethane foam to fill in the gaps between the walls and roof to help keep 
the mosquitoes out. At night we could hear them beating against the mosquito 
net over our bed in a frenzy to get in and chomp the hell out of us but it is a lot 
better now – although we still sleep under the net. 

We are enjoying the relatively civilised conditions – there are even bottles of 
Mrs Ball’s Chutney and real dark chocolate in the supermarket! White faces 
are still few and far between and the odd kid still bursts into tears at the sight 
of us!  

We have the use of a car for our stay – a necessity as MND is about 20min 
drive (a lucky check – I had “dive”-) out of Kimbe, where the Live and Learn 
Office is.  I am the only white face in the office but they are all very friendly 
and professional. Several of them do come from other parts of PNG, notably 
the Highlands and again Tok Pigin is the common language – in fact there is 
much more need to use it here than in Bougainville, where everyone seemed 
keen to practice their English, so we are having to learn fast. Fortunately it is 
not difficult – someone said that all you have to do is add “im” to the verb (itim, 
(eat) cukim(cook), drivim (drive),etc)  which has a measure of truth but is a bit 
simplistic.  



I am providing guidance and support to Malinda, a charming lass from the 
highlands with an environmental engineering degree, and we are basically 
going through a programme of exposing villagers to certain facts and helping 
them to come to their own conclusions about what they need to do to improve 
the sanitation in their villages, encouraging them to set up committees to 
organise activities and fundraising, and , after they have displayed sufficient 
involvement and initiative to collect 10% of the cost of materials, help them to 
build water supply systems and simple pit or composting toilets to serve their 
villages, with the rest of the money needed provided by the European Union, 
and with carpentry and plumbing skills by Live and Learn (L&L)Staff.  

One of my first duties was to go with a few L&L staff to a function at Buvusi 
School a few miles SE of Kimbe to represent L&L at the opening of a block of 
new classrooms provided by the largest local cell phone service provider in 
PNG. We had provided a composting (just as well I checked –another 
Freudian slip- I had written “composing”) toilet for the staff to raise awareness.  

We were part of the honoured guests and were all festooned with garlands of 
flowers. No one in our office had anticipated the scale of the event and we 
arrived late. Again I was the only white person in the event and it became 
apparent that the assumption was that I would be giving the L&L speech 
(number 11 of 15 speeches) – and that the rest of the staff were quite happy 
to go along with this! After sitting through the 11 speeches of at least 15 min 
each in quick-fire Pigin plus several dance items by various school performers 
of variable quality, it came to the Live and Learn speech and everyone looked 
expectantly at me! I stood up, cleared my throat, moved to the microphone 
and said basically that - as our contribution was much smaller than the others 
my speech would also be much shorter – however the composting toilet was 
an important health issue that they probably needed to take note of – and sat 
down – probably to everyone’s relief, after the long-winded dissertations that 
had gone ahead of me.  I don’t think there were too many Pigin words in it 
either so I hope they understood!  

In fact the toilets did raise a lot of interest during the opening walkabout led by 
the local cultural dancers, and I “delegated” the L&L site foreman who 
supervised the building of the toilet to explain the concept (in Pigin) and 
ceremoniously cut the ribbon. After the walkabout, the honoured guests 
departed to the headmaster’s house for a veritable feast of a lunch – at about 
4.00pm (The show had got under way 1.5 hours late – in true PNG fashion!) 

 



 

Since then we have managed to link up with the largely expat group who meet 
regularly for a game or three of bridge.  

We met at Robert and Rose’s house right on the beach- front of Kimbe – in 
fact so close that during the recent significant earthquake the ground under it 
became liquefied and the house and adjacent wharf started slipping into the 
sea! Fortunately the shaking stopped before it actually did, but there are big 
cracks around the house and it has a bit of a lean on it. I suspect that they are 
going to have to make some hard decisions about its future- but it didn’t stop 
me enjoying my first game of bridge in about 30 years – not too many silly 
mistakes apart from once mixing spades and clubs and squandering an 
excellent opportunity for a grand slam!  

Rosie (Hall) was a bit more cautious about playing again – but we both 
enjoyed an excellent meal  - the lovely Rose our host (a Filipino) had cooked 
up a veritable feast – but rather spoiled the effect by setting up the Karioki 
machine and warbling away with a couple of Filipino friends and relatives in 
the back room while we continued with our bridge. That wasn’t in itself a 
problem, but unfortunately some of the singing only vaguely resembled the 
tune being played, and with a former Edgecumbe Choir member, a fine Welsh 
baritone and a few other sensitive ears, concentration wasn’t easy and there 
was much grinding of teeth around the bridge tables! 

On Saturday the enthusiastic Malinda (of Live and 
Learn fame) had arranged a visit to Lavege, a 
village around the Eastern end of Kimbe Bay. (I 
actually found it on Google Earth) Rosie and 
Malinda’s husband and small son came too – so it 
was quite a family outing. It took us more than 2 
hours to get to the place, with the roads steadily 
getting worse the closer we got, and included a 
rather wild stretch through a densely forest reserve 
– thank goodness the weather was dry- I would 
imagine access in wet weather is a challenge. 

Lavege is a village of about 500 people who are quite progressive. They have 
a water supply system that is not performing properly and they wanted a bit of 

 



help sorting it out and applying for a local government grant to sort it out. This 
didn’t fit into the usual L&L brief – hence the Saturday visit. We arrived at the 
village mid morning past the village playing field that fielded continuous 
games of soccer, touch and rugby league all the time we were there.  

 

The pictures show the usual throng of kids eyeing out the white “freaks” with a 
touch game in progress behind; a hut being built the traditional way from palm 
leaves; the school with a truck wheel bell hanging off the tree; and a generator 
charging up the village cell phones.  

We inspected the water supply system and it looks like we are able to help 
with advice and probably technical support, and maybe even go through the 
L&L programme and help them to install composting toilets as well as sort out 
the water supply. One of the problems they are looking for a solution for is 
how to deal with the waste water from their tap stands – the area downstream 
is often smelly wet and with stagnant water – a good breading ground for 
mosquitoes and diseases.  

After doing our inspection the gracious hostess brought out a meal of tapioc 
cooked in banana leaves, taro, fried flourballs, and large boiled wildfowl eggs. 
The wild fowl are interesting 
creatures – they lay their eggs 
in rotting compost and abandon 
them, relying on the generated 
heat to hatch the eggs, after 
which the chicks burrow out and 
have to fend for themselves. 
The fowl have also discovered 
the geothermal hot springs in 
the area and bury their eggs in 
the warm ground to achieve the 
same result. The locals harvest these eggs, which are slightly larger and more 
flavoursome than domestic chicken eggs- and we enjoyed them too! 

After lunch it was the long journey back to Mahonia down the same coast 
road, a dunk in the tepid ocean next to our cottage and an early night! 

    

  


