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This week dogs feature quite prominently in our blog posting, prompted by the 
repeated chorus of yowls, yips, agonising yelps, snarls and barking that kept us 
awake for most of last night. It would appear that one of our neighbours has a bitch 
on heat, and all this constituted the advances of her suitors, some obviously less 
successful than others! 

You may recall from an earlier blog, that VSA 
volunteers are often adopted by the odd stray, as a soft 
touch for a regular meal. This can have its advantages 
but also its disadvantages, for both parties! They (dogs 
– not usually VSA volunteers) often smell and have 
mange, ear cankers, and other malaises that render 
them slightly less than attractive pets, but as good  
compassionate VSA volunteers we took over Girl from 
one of our predecessors, when she ( the dog, not the 
predecessor) sat on our doorstep smiling sweetly in her 
most appealing doggy way and thumping her tail, when 
we arrived. She was never allowed in the house despite her efforts to ease her way 
in.  

Later she was joined by: 

1) daughter Sniper, who was “officially “ Murray’s dog. 
Murray regularly spends a while doing VSA 
business in Buka so Sniper’s meals were less than 
reliable and she often migrated to our place where 
she was able from time to time to scrounge a meal  

2) six puppies (four of which met an early untimely end 
and the other two given away as pets) and which 
featured in a more recent blog posting. 

Our earlier incidents had involved the two dogs chasing, 

catching and injuring chickens during our early 
morning walks, which cost us a disproportionate 
amount of money in compensation, but last week 
it was a toddler from across the street who 
turned and ran when he saw Girl and Sniper, 
who in turn saw something small and running 
away and instinctively (?) turned into hunting 
mode and chased him down. Fortunately I 
witnessed this attack, yelled, and ran in, so the 
poor little fellow only received a nip on the rump 
that didn’t break the skin, before the dogs 
received a couple of stiff kicks and missed out on their supper.  We tried to comfort 
the lad until his mum arrived on the scene, but I fear the white man and woman 
inspecting various parts of his anatomy for damage just added to the terror of the 
little fellow! Apart from the relief of not having an injured child, it could have been a 
very expensive exercise had he been injured and compensation demanded, in the 
Bougainvillean way. It’s difficult to say whether they would have gone through with 

 

 

 



their attack, had I not intervened, or that the punishment they received would 
discourage further attacks, but we felt that we couldn’t take the chance. Besides 
Girl’s ear canker appeared to have developed into something more sinister and we 
were anticipation having to put her out of her misery at some stage – it was 
causing her quite a bit of discomfort and vets in Bougainville are even more scarce 
than human doctors (ie non existent) to be able to offer her any relief or treatment.  

After some enquiries we were able to link up with the same village that Lindsay had 
used when he had experienced a similar incident with slightly more damage 
inflicted. The villagers there like eating dogs – no doubt a reasonable source of 
protein in a society that has to largely rely on relatively expensive imported tinned 
meat, frozen chicken, the odd ceremonial pig, and fish for protein. Lindsay had 
been satisfied with the outcome, despite copping some bites from less than co-
operative dogs, and the NZ police again kindly volunteered to take the two dogs to 
the village, with a very brave Rosemary to keep them (the dogs, more so than the 
police) calm.  Once in the village they (again the dogs, not the police) were both 
rapidly despatched with the expert application of a wheel wrench to the forehead 
by the villager in the know, before a somewhat distraught Rosie was ferried back to 
Arawa. The dogs were apparently eaten that night.(mumu’d, like a hangi)  Anyway 
it was all a bit too unpleasant and traumatic, so we will be steering well clear of 
dogs for the remaining 7 or so months of our assignment. ( 7 months???!!) 

We had the pleasure of the company of Ellen, the 
linguistics student from the UK (Manchester?), who is 
doing a thesis on one of Bougainville’s dying languages 
before it disappears completely, under a post grad degree 
programme with the Newcastle university in Australia. She 
was in Arawa for the weekend to ease her way back into 
village life (No toilets, shower, electricity, fridge, etc) after a 
trip to Australia, which I have to admit is a little more 
civilised than Bougainville, to catch up with her boyfriend 

and parents who had flown out from England. 

We were also introduces to Jo-ann from Whanganui,  NZ 
who is the new VSA volunteer for Tinputz (up the coast 
towards Buka) where she is due to help the technical 
college set up short course programmes. Unfortunately 
her accommodation, which has been under construction 
for years, was still not ready (another month???), so she 
is “sleeping around” with other VSA folk in Arawa and Buka until it is all sorted out.  
Both are pictured cooling off with us in the local swimming hole in the river after a 
steamy hot day – one of Arawa’s pleasant experiences. 

I have been spending most of my time with Oxfam and had a day trip to 
Mangkantora village where a WASH progamme (improve hygiene through 
organising clean piped water, VIP toilets (ventilated long drop) and hygiene 
training) was being implemented. After a half hour trip along a steep “goat track 
“(imagine half an hour in a tumble drier) and a 15 minute climb to the village 
(altitude 400m), I climbed to 500m to inspect a proposed water source and was 

 

 



rewarded with spectacular views over Arawa and the bay, as well as a glimpse of 
the neighbouring village across the valley 

  

 

There was also a beautiful cool pool between two large fig trees that were “holding 
hands” (rooting?) across the stream!, along the track between the village and road 
end. 

 

 I am enjoying my time with Oxfam but the next three months are going to be quite 
demanding- learning the ropes, managing the local branch, and providing 
engineering design, as well as popping in to the Urban Council to keep abreast of 
developments there, will be a challenge.  A bonus looks to be the opportunity to go 
to Goroka on the mainland to inspect Oxfam WASH projects there too. 


