
Corina’s travel tales…  (part 4)  

 

 

From Te Araroa you're now heading southwards and 
the road is mainly inland. To find the treasures, you'll 
have to venture a little further off the main track. Sitting 
above the village of Tikitiki, just before the hairpin bend 
is St Mary's Church with a Category 1 Historic Places 
rating. The building and adjacent war memorial are not 
only a wonderful combination of European and Maori 
design but also a reflection of the two peoples that 
have worked and fought alongside each other for their 
country. Back on the road south and looking west, you 
can see Mount Hikurangi which, if you make the trek to 
the top, you will be the first on mainland NZ to see the 
sun rise on a new day. 

 

Off State Highway 35 along unsealed roads, you 
wind yourself down to Waipiro Bay. Be watchful 
of pigs or chickens and oncoming traffic. This is 
an isolated and peaceful place that for me, 
holds many happy memories of summer 
camping on the beach. Not in the least, 31 
December 1999 where four of us waited 
unsuccessfully for 48 hours in the rain to see the 
sun rising on the new millennium. Of all the 
occasions I have visited the beach, I think this is 
the only time it has rained. Actually, I'd rather 
you didn't visit as I enjoy having the place to 
myself. 

 

 

 

 

The main road takes you right up to 
the beach at Tokomaru Bay. If you 
turn left at the junction when arriving 
into the town, the road ends at the 
freezing work ruins which, in the first 
half of last century, provided 
employment for thousands of locals 
on a scale  that has not been 
repeated, much to the financial 
detriment of the local community. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

You'll travel through farmland, often sharing the 
roads with more logging trucks than private 
vehicles, the next time you spot the sea is at 
Tolaga Bay. Known for its long, long, long wharf 
and a great success of crowd-funding decades 
before the word was even coined. Work began on 
the 100m wharf attached to the coast with a 600m 
jetty, in the mid-1920's after the locals raised 
more than £3m in today's money along with a 
loan exceeding that figure. The wharf was a 
lifeline to the outside world for sending out large 
quantities of agricultural products and receiving 
necessities, like beer and petrol. Deterioration of 
the wharf over time and sealed roads around the 
coast has now rendered the wharf useless for 
commercial ventures.  

  

I suggest you stop in town, pick up a feed of fish and chips at one of the local shops (ask a 
local for their preference of vendor) and walk along the length of the wharf. Your meal may 
be a little cooler once you get to the end but you'll be rewarded with a picnic spot 
underneath tall cliffs to the south and open water to the north and east. Locals will be 
fishing off the end of the wharf and seagulls will successfully partake in your meal.	


