often wondered if it had anything to do with the perched by the thousands amongst the coral
nuclear underground tests the French military polyps: We pgssed.ovcr a few sea slugs, Wh.lCh
explained tome in Polynesian-ﬂavorcd French have been conducting on Moruroa and Fanga- look like cyhndncal doughballs, crawling
taufa atolls since 1966 which are located in the slowly amongst the anemone and :,hi ;\)vurple
elow.

that 1 was only being chased by the crabs ' 9
because 1 was scaring them. If I just walked Tuamotu archipelago, on€ of the five main and orange starfish sprayv}ed lazily :
One moment I was bailing calmly, watching

past them they wouldn’t even move. She was groups of islands that form Eastern Polynesia. /as b at
Because all health and medical statistics have a pastel blue fish nibbling at a clump 9( sinewy
d and the next I was staring at the

been kept tOp secret there is no way of being green seawee |
shiny brown tipofa shark’s dorsal fin less than

nt. The three feet away from our now wetand unstable-
looking canoe. It was not very large, no More
than three feet from snout to tailasit passed us
nknown prey, thrashing the sur-
face with its tail as it skimmed over the coral
heads in the sha llows. I can still remember the
speckles of brown on its mottled belly and the
wet-leather look of its steel grey back. As sud-
denly as it came, it went. We continued pad-
dling towards the reef and decided to get out
and scout around in the knee-deep water. Mike
called Vince and 1 over as he stared down into
the water at his leg comically. Wrapped around
the bronzed skin of his ankle and suckering its
way up his leg was a baby octopus. Back at
their campsite We€ cooked it in coconut milk
and feasted the night away.

crabs’ outstretched claws as they zig-zagged
towards ‘me. Soon after, one of the children

right.
Once settled in Chez Aime, a group of us

rented bicycles ($US for 2 day) and took off to certain.

tour around the island and become familiar Bailing gave me a unique vantage poi
water was calm and sparkling, occasionally

blinding as it reflected the sun’s pelting rays
upward. Black sea anemone, tentacles out-
stretched and softly undulating in the current

in pursuit of u

with the-sights. We passed the island’s only
town called Vaitape, complete with two banks,
a church and a grocery store. About 15 minutes
after we passed the entrance to the Club Med,
the pavement stopped and the gravel began.
For the next three hours we cycled our way
along the winding, palm-lined road past sque-
aling pigs, as We shooed away curious ducks,
and became mesmerized by the flowering
bushes and the softly perfumed air. On the
deserted side of the island we watched as a T i

mud-splattered foreman directed workmen to S ; = .

pull down trees in preparation for the next p on T rave l l ing 1n B O B

Hotel already partially completed. Although =i ra ora
caked inmud, the mosquitos still managed todrive |

Standing at the bow t0 escape the diesel-
belching smoke stacks, | surveyed the
horizon, looking for a sign of land. After
24 hours of tossing and swaying beneath
a blinding tropical sun on the Taporo I11,
a 240 foot Polynesian Island freighter,
we were still chugging our way through
the neon-blue waters of the South
Pacific, headed south-east from
Papeete, Tahiti some 264 kilometres
away to the island of Bora Bora. The
stench of unwashed bodies, urine-
splattered latrines and choking diesel

fumes was overpowering.

“Dolphins,” someone exclaimed, pointing.
Towards the stern, a school of dolphins came
looping through the waves. Chirping and
splashing they made their way to the bow,
almost directly beneath me.

The salty sweet scent of hibiscus and frangi-
pani told us land was near. Soon after, the twin
peaks of Bora Bora, little more thana black dot
sandwiched in between sea and sky could be
seen. As we neared the island all passengers,
tourists and locals alike, became silent, deeply
inhaling the scents and hungrily viewing the

sights. The now glistening moss-covered
craggy peaks loomed 600 metres into the sky
where each met a2 separate string of circular
cloud. At the base spread the remainder of the
island covered first by the palm trees that gave
way to silver-white stretches of sand kissed by
the clear blue waters of the lagoon.

In the middle of this splendour, we were let
onto the dock. About 20 backpackers and a
spattering of locals stumbled off the boat.
Waiting along with a number of rusted
European-style taxis was the bus called *‘Le
Truk,” which would ferry us to the various
tourists accommodations on the island.

While on the boat I’d been reading my tat-
tered copy of “The South Pacific Handbook,”
600 pages of insider’s tips on hundreds of South
Pacific islands. As soon as my bags were tossed
on the roof of ““Le Truk” safely, | began swap-
ping information with the others, finding out
the cheapest places tO stay, key place to see,

what and where to eat, etc. Because travellers
read different publications and meet up with
people who have just come from places they are
headed to, they are 2 wealth of information,
free for the asking. Thanks to one such tip, I
ended up stayingata locally run establishment
called, “Chez Aime.” It was perfect. For $7 us

per day (paid up front), I had my own room,

complete with double bed (no bugs), 3 chest of
drawers, a cracked mirror and no cockroaches

(or none that I saw), with a combination lock

ght of fist-sized
I dashed pasta
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11, causing shrie
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landlord’s home
watched my pro

us crazy, musk oil and all. We welcomed the While .
ile backpacking I make it a policy to

rain as it suddenly pelted down, cleaning us up
and scattering mosquitos. We had planned the
journey SO that we would end up on the stretch
of beach we had all heard so much about.
Standing in the shade of a solitary palm tree |
looked around, unable to speak. Stretched in
front of me and extending for miles in either
direction was a beach with blinding sand that
blended into water SO clear its edge was not
detectable except by the sun’s reflection. The
shallows extended out as far as the eye could
see. I later walked through this water out to the
reef half a mile from shore never once needing
to swim. 1 spend hours lying stretched out in
inches of water experiencing again the sensa-
tion of sun against naked skin.

The beach stretched for miles ending at the
Hotel Bora Bora, where international dignitar-
ies have been known to haunt the halls. On
certain nights, the Hotel hosts a local Polyne-
sian dance troupe who tell the story of the

islands, combining hula-like swaying with the
more aggressive knee-clapping, arm-swinging,
-thrusting traditional dances that origi-

pelvis
lands to which Bora Bora

nated in the Society Is

belongs.
One night after hitching a ride (the accepted

way to travel) with the dance troupe back to
Chez Aime, my friendsand I found ourselves in
my hotel room suddenly hungry. Without
thinking, I turned on the light and saw not one
or two, but what must have been dozens of
plum-sized, spind\c—legged. startled cock-
roaches everywhere. Less than four inches
from the light switch was a spider the size of my
outstretched hand in the process of calmly
devouring a cockroach the size of a chicken
egg. The milk-like liquidjcwcled on the hairs at
the mouth of the spider held us all transfixed.
We were so taken watching him watch us, the
room cleared of cockroaches without our
noticing.

Some days later I explored the local coral
reef with two Australiansina leaky canoe. For
some strange reason, the coral of Bora Bora, or
all that 1 saw of it, seemed dead. Unlike the
vivid reds, oranges and purples that I found in
Australia and the Caribbean, here I saw only
lime green and pale ivory, not a healthy sign. I
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