
Robert, Rabaul, Reasonable and Rubber?                        7 Dec 2011 

 

Robert, Michelle and Rabaul 

Apologies for the gap in postings – it has been a busy time since I last put 
finger to keyboard (pen to paper – in a modern new age kind of way). 

Our oldest son Robert plus partner 
Michelle came out from New Zealand for 
a visit, which was the main reason for the 
busy-ness. Rosie in her motherly way 
went to Buka to meet them (In my fatherly 
way I thought the challenge of making it 
from the airport to the channel, across, 
into a PMV and down to Arawa on their 
own would be an experience in its own 
right, but in the usual manner it was a 1: 1 
vote - so she won) and the two of them 
had someone to meet them at the airport 
and an escort on to Arawa - which they 
seemed to really appreciate.  

They arrived on Friday afternoon, we took them to VSA drinks Friday night, 
snorkelling off Arova Island on Saturday, around town and the local waterhole 
on Sunday, Robert to see a WASH project in Karikira Village and Michelle 
shopping on Monday, all to Buka on Tuesday, Kokopo and Rabaul on 
Wednesday and Thursday; to Kabaira Dive Resort on Friday afternoon, 
Saturday and Sunday, and they left early on Monday morning for the flight 
back to Port Moresby and on to Brisbane for another week’s holiday in 
(relatively) civilised Australia, while we stayed on for an extra night before 
flying back to Buka and on to Arawa with a load of goodies that we couldn’t 
get in Bougainville. 

   

Robert and Michelle at Arova, Dave with friends at the sediment tank, 

 

 

Loading up the PMV at Buka 



    

Wet Robert and Dave back from village; Yamamoto’s bunker and the site of 
the international school in Rabaul. 

 

   

Clown fish, deck and sunset in front of Kabaira Resort. 

 Despite the heat and humidity that would take longer to get used to than the 
time they were here, they appeared to really enjoy their stay. 

For us it was really great to catch up with them again and to get to know 
Michelle better. After more than 18 months away, we have quite 
understandably tended to fall “off the radar” of friends and family who have 
their own lives to live, so the visit was a real boost. We enjoyed the Kabaira 
Resort – it was quite rustic – sort of 1940’s beach cottage style, but it was 
clean, friendly and the food was great. They also offered VSA volunteers a 
significant discount, which was appreciated!  

We didn’t dive but enjoyed a boat trip out to a couple of reefs with Paul the 
(English) dive master and two others who went diving while we snorkelled. 
(Go to:  www.youtube.com/watch?v=zgclsxKrydI  for an amazing recent shark 
attack on Paul while diving, that was filmed – fortunately without him getting 
injured).  

There was also a very pleasant reef immediately offshore from the resort 
where we spent many hours snorkelling(no sharks sighted). While the 
snorkelling was good, it didn’t quite match up to the clarity of water, and 
varieties and numbers of fish and coral that we experienced off Walindi 
Resort in West New Britain on our two trips out from the resort there – but 
who cares – it was a very pleasant stay!  

We also had the opportunity to catch up VSA friends in Kokopo, do some 
shopping – the supermarkets were a favourite with the enhanced range of 



goods compared with Bougainville – and enjoy a couple of bottles of 
reasonable wine!  

On the way back from Buka to Arawa in the PMV, the driver suddenly 
slithered to a stop in a cloud of dust and reversed back to where a little old 
lady had a crude table displaying a pile of smoke-stained bamboo poles 
about 1200mm long. We were advised that she was selling “Bamboo Pork”  - 
wild pork that was cut into chunks and rammed into lengths of bamboo, the 
end sealed with some banana leaves, and the whole lot placed in a pit in the 
ground with hot rocks to cook in its own juices for a couple of hours. At K10 
(about NZ$6) a length it seemed good value and worth a possible sore 
stomach, and we along with most of the people on the PMV bought a length – 
and it was good!  We had Murray around for a pork stir-fry the next evening – 
a real treat! 

Since then it has been back 
to a more routine lifestyle- 
except that Arawa was 
hosting a week long end of 
term inter-school sports 
competition, so there were 
lots of teenagers around 
town and noisy crowds 
cheering their teams on. The 
main sports were rugby 
league, netball, volleyball, 
soccer and all games were 
played with great enthusiasm and lots of support. Prizes were presented on 
the Friday afternoon – a local businessman had donated a heap of shiny 
trophies for the various winners – business can’t be too bad in Arawa! 

Prize-giving kicked off with a colourful presentation on Aids from one of the 
schools followed by a short introduction by the District Commissioner to the 
new library project that is being championed by the author of Mr Pip, Lloyd 
Jones and supported by VSA.  Murray spoke briefly on behalf of VSA and the 
local Kiwis had gathered to sing a (slightly ragged) Maori song as a waiata for 
him. (in Maori culture the supporters of a speech-maker are expected to 
follow the speech with a waiata.) 

 

 

  



  

Aids presentation, and the local Kiwi contingency behind the Commissioner 
and Murray waiting for the speeches 

Kirokai school closed for the year last week and Rosie was presented with a 
beautiful woven basket and colourful laplap (sarong) for her efforts in helping 
the school get its own library.  

Rosie has now got her teeth back into helping sort out an x-ray department 
for the local medical centre, and is on the lookout for good quality second 
hand x-ray equipment for taking and processing x-ray films and finding ways 
of getting it to Arawa.  

I (Dave) am back working mostly at Oxfam continuing to sort out their Water 
Supply schemes. The big frustration at the moment is getting a quotation for 
additional materials from Lae – after nearly a month I am still waiting (and 
nagging). Looming Christmas is not going to make delivery any easier – PNG 
seems to shut down for a month over Christmas/New year. Oh well, these 
things are sent to challenge us! 

 Reasonable? 

Latest “Believe it or not” from Bougainvlle  - we have no Digicel 
phone/internet coverage and it could be Easter before it is restored. It seems 
Digicel, the major local cellphone provider, was paying one individual for use 
of some land for a telephone tower and chose to ignore another individual or 
group who later also claimed to have ownership rights to the land and who 
also wanted payment. Consequently they burnt out the tower! Now no-one in 
the area and downstream of the tower – including Arawa – has cellphone 
coverage – and Digicel will be in no hurry to risk further losses by restoring 
the tower. Meanwhile there has been a run on the opposition B-mobile 
simcards and cellphones - but their coverage in rural areas is significantly 
inferior to the former Digicel coverage – so everyone (except B-mobile) loses! 
We managed to get a couple of simcards and have new numbers but little 
phone credit as the scratch cards for top-up are sold out.  

Another classic Bougainvillean “cut off their nose to spite their face” exercise 
that I find hard to understand! Everyone will know who is responsible – the 
authorities are unlikely to do anything on past record – and it remains to be 
seen if others in the community feel sufficiently “hacked off” to exercise a little 
bush justice- but with their customary patience and tolerance (except where 
sorcery is suspected) this too is probably a fairly remote possibility.  

 



 

 (Bridge) Rubber 

One of our regular past-times is bridge playing mostly on two evenings a 
week with Virginia and the American Ludwig, who is the gun player who finds 
himself in Arawa for an extended stay on business looking after a friend’s 
interests. The following is what happens when Murray switches the lights off 
at 9.30pm and we are part way through a rubber! 

 

(the “monstrous spider” is actually a colourful wall hanging on the far wall!)   

Ludwig has sent a copy of this photo to his Bridge Club in New York! 

 

 

 

 

 


