
Day 6 – Rangiroa by bicycle [Thursday 27-Jan-2011] 

We were woken up in the middle of the night by a phone call from Merrimack High School. I did 

not pick up since I did not want to incur the charges. But since it was a broadcast message, I can 

only surmise it warned about a snow day at school today. Later, the phone rang again, and I 

recognized the number as being from the US Bureau of Labor Statistics. 

 

Our plan today is to ride around the island on bicycles. We rented a pair and they were delivered 

to the place where we are staying. After I had done a little bit of emailing, we headed out. First 

we went to our local grocery store to get some baguette. 

 

We then headed east on the single road that links most of the inhabited parts of Rangiroa. About 

3,000 of the islands 3,500 people live on a string of “motus” linked through tiny bridges, with the 

Avatoru Pass on the west side and the Tiputa pass on the East end.. The road is about 13Km long 

(8 ½ miles). We rode all the way to the Tiputa pass. It is completely level, except for all the pot 

holes. The locals drive like mad men and they rarely obey speed limits. Years ago, this 13Km 

strip used to be the deadliest road in all of France. 

 

 
This is how the road looks like. It’s the main road on Rangoria. 



 
There is something so island-esque about this picture 



 
One of the Polynesians along the road offered me a drink: a freshly cut coconut. Sweet! 

 

 
The metal bands protect the coconuts against a gift from the original explorers: rats 

 



 
An interesting fence wraps around a hotel under renovation. It looked out of place. 

 

 
Stopped on the Pacific side (north) to wash hands and feet 



 
Birds near the docks of Reporepo 

 

We bought a few drinks at the end, as we overlooked the bay. It was curious, but it seems like we 

came in contact with a few Polynesian transvestites. Stuff that in a pipe and smoke it! These 

were tall men with big hands, but dressed in ladies clothes. They seemed out of place, since this 

is not a party town. 

 

We stopped near the end of the road and walked over to a public beach to take a dip and to eat 

our picnic. It was quite nice. After a bit of rest from those darn hard bicycle seats, we started to 

head back. We stopped a few times to take pictures. Although we wanted to go the last Km up to 

the end of the Avatoru motu, we decided to stop at our place to give our buts some rest from the 

bicycles but also to get away from the string sun. 

 



 
Beautiful flowers along the road in Reporepo 

 

 
Lilli is taking a quick dip, after lunch, in the 84F water near the Tiputa Pass, Lagoon side. 

 



 
T-shirt and hat: I am with FRC Robotics Team 166, ChopShop, in spirit. 

 

I called Erik in the afternoon. He was looking to sign up for housing for next year. He had 

changed his mind from going off-campus with some friends to going on-campus with another 

group of friends. After we talked, I brought the laptop back to life and discovered that Norton 

had bumped into a slew of Viruses in my emails. It was busy shutting them down. After clicking 

a few pop-ups, I started a full system scan, to increase the odds of capturing as much as possible. 

 

A view from where we are staying. This is 50ft from our bedroom door. 



Shortly after 4PM, we picked up the bicycles and went to the bank, to get some money from the 

ATM. That worked fine. We continued to the Avatoru Pass where we spotted the area they 

dropped us off for drift snorkeling on our way to the Blue Lagoon. 

 

 
General flow of our drift dive on Tuesday, in towards the lagoon. 

 

I talked briefly with Isabella and she was in a good mood. The snow warning had only resulted 

in a 2 hour delay for school. 

 

 
A large crab walked by our table. He was laser focused on me as I got closer. 

 



 
Lilli prepared Spaghetti Carbonara for dinner. They even had REAL French cream. 

 

Dinner was good. We found real French cooking cream. It differs from the American kind by not 

breaking up when you heat it. 


