
Stop thief! 

 Excitement of the week was the theft of my trusty bicycle.  

Without easy access to vehicles our bicycles are our main means of getting around, 
apart from walking, so losing a bicycle would have had significant implications.  

My bicycle is a middle-of-the-range Avanti mountain bike with front suspension, 24 
gears and disc brakes, that Rosie gave me for my birthday nearly two years ago. It 
really is a tad flash for a VSA assignment in Arawa but there didn’t seem any point 
in buying another, to leave it gathering dust in storage, so along it came. 

I’ve got a sturdy chain and lock that I use to secure it whenever I leave it unattended 
around town, and apart from numerous requests for it when I leave to go home, all 
has gone well.   

On Wednesday things changed! I had run out of beer – a reasonably critical 
situation in this climate – and had gone down to the small isolated roadside shed a 
little out of town where those in the know can purchase PNG brewed SP beer, either 
as individual cans or a “slab” of 24 cans, which would normally last me for more than 
a month. (4-5 Kina –NZ$ 2-3 each). I had joined up with the retailer on his bicycle as 
we approached the “shop” and he pushed his bike in through the gate into his yard. 
There was no-one around so I leant my bicycle against the fence, followed him 
around the back of the shed past a small group of fairly inebriated young men sitting 
in the shade of a tree drinking beer and JJ (jungle juice – a fairly potent brew made 
locally from pineapples), to the back door of the shed, which he unlocked, took my 
money and gave me my slab. I walked back around the shed and my bicycle was 
gone!  

I could see someone riding away a couple of hundred metres down the road, but 
could not see if it was my bicycle or not. The shopkeeper had locked his shed and 
followed me out along with the rest of the gang of drinkers.  

The situation was assessed and discussed somewhat animatedly for a few 
moments before the shopkeeper flagged down the only vehicle – a battered utility – 
that was driving past, explained the situation and leapt aboard. They turned around 
and headed off in hot pursuit, only to return some 10 minutes later empty-handed.  

The perpetrator had apparently been one of the group of drinkers who had made the 
most of the few minutes my back was turned to leap on board and make off with it. 
Of course no-one knew his name or where he lived! 

I started off somewhat dejectedly on foot lugging my slab of beer in my backpack. A 
little down the road I decided to call John, one of the NZ police for some advice and 
assistance if possible, in notifying the local constabulary of the theft, in the 
somewhat forlorn hope of gaining their help to recover it. (NZ police only have an 
advisory role in Arawa) It is a fairly distinctive bike and I felt that there might be 
some chance of it being recognised and recovered. Anyway John kindly drove down 
and picked me up, and we returned to the scene of the crime and followed down the 
escape route. At the first major intersection we spotted the beer storekeeper on his 
bike and he waved us down. Apparently the locals had recognised the thief and 
persuaded him to go and fetch the bike, and he was waiting for the thief to return, 
which he duly did a few minutes later from down a muddy side track -with the bike! I 



was very relieved to be re-united with my precious bike! The thief was rather 
inebriated and entirely unconcerned about the fuss – in fact I was surprised that he 
was capable of riding a bike. When asked why he took the bike, he said the other 
drinkers had dared him to do it. I gave the shopkeeper a good tip for his troubles, we 
loaded the bike into the police Landcruiser and headed off down the road, 
discussing whether or not to lodge a complaint with the police. As we drove past the 
thief who was nonchalantly staggering down the road, I snapped a photo of him. 
When he saw me pointing the camera in his direction he 
frowned, turned and walked straight over towards me – 
then insisted that, if I was to photograph him, I should take 
a really good clear picture of him looking his best, as you 
can see!  

I decided not to lay any complaints in the end as I had the 
bike back and the thief would probably not have any 
recollection of the incident the next day! 

Oxfam Happenings 

This last week I took a trip to the villages of Siorovi 
and Poisonami - about one-and-a-half hours drive 
down the coast past Kieta and then half an hour and 
300 odd metres up inland. There is a place called 
Amapa on Google Earth (S6deg 27m30s, E115deg 
49m 32s) that appears to be in the general area. We 
went to see if the villagers had completed the 
digging of all their toilet pits in anticipation of the 
Oxfam crew moving on site to supervise the major 
construction works (toilet slabs, tap/shower stands, 
water intake structure, sediment tank, and storage 
tank stands).  

About two thirds of coast road was sealed with quite 
extensive areas of potholes, which kept speeds down. 
The rest was gravel of reasonable condition. The road to 
Siorovi from the coast had been extended recently with 
the local MP financing the work from his annual allocation 
of I believe K5milion, and was in good condition.  

Most of the toilet pits had been dug in Siorovi, while in 
Poisonami toilet and tap/shower stands were being 
constructed under the direction of one of the three Oxfam construction teams. 

 

 

 Coast road – gravel 
section 

 

  Siorovi Bush scene 



    

Toilet pit (too big), shower base and toilet slab (non standard) 

 We have a bit of work to do on standardising construction details and work methods 
but should be able to sort things out quite quickly! 

On the way back to Arawa we turned in to look at the Aropa Airport, once an 
international airport that handled Boeings. It’s a different kettle of fish these days, 
lying abandoned and lonely with no buildings left, but the landing strip is still in 
excellent condition  

   

Finally a development on my previous water scheme layout using the free version of 
“Photoshop” called Gimp to complete the details! 

 


