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+ÌÛɯÔÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÐÕÛÙÖËÜÊÌɯÔàÚÌÓÍȭɯ(ɀÔɯÈɯÙÌÛÐÙÌËɯÉÈÓÓÖÖÕɯ

pilot, passionate quilter, and grandmother of 10. My 

husband, David, has been riding since he was a teenager, 

but I just started three years ago. Given that in my 

twenties my ski instructors strongly suggested I take up 

quilting, and the only way I passed college phys ed credits 

was by promising never 

to show up to class, you 

can understand that 

riding does not come 

ÌÈÚÐÓàɯÛÖɯÔÌȭɯ!ÜÛɯÐÛɀÚɯ

FUN, so I persevere. 

Making sure I have my 

lucky zucchini onboard 

the bike guarantees a 

memorable trip.  

David, while he loves to 

ride around our home 

state of Maine on short 

ËÈàɯÛÙÐ×ÚȮɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯ

ÛÙÈÝÌÓɯÜÕÓÌÚÚɯÐÛɀÚɯÛÖɯÖÜÙɯ

second home in 

Greensboro. So, when last summer he offered to 

accompany me on an Ayres Adventure trip to Alaska, I 

had to check his prescription bottles for rogue drugs. We 

ÏÈËɯÈɯÉÓÈÚÛɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÚɯàÌÈÙɀÚɯÛÙÐ×ɯÛÖɯ*ÐÞÐɯ

Paradise. Below is an abbreviated travel journal. 

)ÈÕÜÈÙàɯƖƜȮɯƖƔƕƕȯɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯ'ÌÙÌȵ 

Or there, or somewhere in time. I have no idea how 

many time zones we crossed coming from Maine to 

Auckland, but the end result is that Stockton Springs is 18 

hours behind New Zealand, which means that we jumped 

straight into tomorrow, leaving  yesterday behind and 

skipping today altogether. Seeing the smiling faces of our 

tour leaders, John Jesson and Chris Gladstone, at the end 

of an easy walk through Customs finished the trip with a 

grin.  

This is one honkin huge city! Much bigger than I 

expected, and featuring some billboard advertising you'd 

never see in the States.  

After forcing ourselves to stay up until 8:30 last night 

we hit the ground running this morning, first with a brisk 

(Continued on page 3) 

Ayres Adventures  
Top Down Tour  
in New Zealand  

 - by Ruth Lind  

I think the only member of 

ÛÏÐÚɯÎÙÖÜ×ɯ(ɀÝÌɯÔÌÛɯÐÕɯ

person is Michael Stock, 

ÉÜÛɯ(ɀÝÌɯÌÕÑÖàÌËɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÈɯ

member for a couple years, 

and your newsletter is 

awesome. So to keep up my 

end of the conversation, 

ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯ×ÐÌÊÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÖÜÙɯ

recent Ayres Adventures 

Top Down tour in New 

Zealand. - Ruth 
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Out & About by Al Jones 

April 2011 

 Karol and I enjoyed some great riding this past weekend. We spent 

time on the airhead up along the Virginia border on Saturday. We even went 

Éàɯ!ÌÙÕÐÌɯ,ÈËÖÍÍɀÚɯÏÖÜÚÌȭɯ'ÐÚɯÊÜÙÙÌÕÛɯÏÖÔÌɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÓÖÖÒÚɯØÜÐÛÌɯÌß×ÌÕÚÐÝÌȭɯ3ÏÌɯ

airhead was a pleasure to take such a relaxing ride on. Sunday though was 

much the opposite, a much brisker ride with a Fayetteville group to breakfast 

ÈÛɯɁ)ÜÚɯ$ÕÜÍÍɂɯÐÕɯ%ÜØÜÈàɯ5ÈÙÐÕÈȭɯ&ÙÌÈÛɯÞÌÈÛÏÌÙɯÈÕËɯÊÓÌÈÙɯÙÖÈËÚɯÔÈËÌɯÍÖÙɯÈɯ

fast back roads ride for all of us. 

With all the great riding on the weekend, it was easy to reflect and 

ÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɯÑÜÚÛɯËÖÕɀÛɯÙÐËÌɯÈÚɯÔÜÊÏɯÈÚɯÞÌɯÞÈÕÛɯÖÙɯÌÝÌÕɯÈÚɯÔÜÊÏɯÈÚɯÞÌɯÏÈËɯ

ÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÚÛȭɯ5ÈÙÐÖÜÚɯÙÌÚ×ÖÕÚÐÉÐÓÐÛÐÌÚɯËÌÔÈÕËɯÖÜÙɯÛÐÔÌȭɯ(ÛɯÚÌÌÔÚɯÌÝÌÙàÖÕÌɀÚɯ

lives are busier. Sometimes even club activities work against riding instead of 

enhancing the ride opportunities. But I have to say my MBD (multiple bike 

disorder) probably interferes as much as anything. It seems there is always 

some maintenance issue or problem to solve. I enjoy working on the bikes but 

ÚÏÖÜÓËɯÒÌÌ×ɯÛÏÌɯÕÜÔÉÌÙɯËÖÞÕɯÚÖɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÛɯËÖÌÚɯÕÖÛɯÓÐÔÐÛɯÖÜÙɯÙÐËÐÕÎɯÛÐÔÌȭɯ(ɀÔɯ

ÊÌÙÛÈÐÕɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÐÚɯÕÖɯÊÜÙÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÐÚɯɁ,!#ɂɯ×ÙÖÉÓÌÔȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÚÌÌÕɯÈɯÉÐÒÌȮɯ(ɯ

ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÍÐÕËɯÚÖÔÌɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯÛÖɯÓÐÒÌɯÈÕËɯ*ÈÙÖÓɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÔÜÊÏɯÉÌÛÛÌÙȮɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯ

finding redeeming qualities in 

whatever iron steed we are looking 

at. I am fortunate that the garage is 

as large as it is, particularly 

ÊÖÕÚÐËÌÙÐÕÎɯÛÖËÈàɀÚɯÔÈÙÒÌÛɯÍÖÙɯ

both new and used bikes being so 

flat because reselling machines is 

not an easy task. Plus, selling a 

bike almost always leads to 

ɁÚÌÓÓÌÙɀÚɯÙÌÔÖÙÚÌɂȭɯ3ÏÜÚɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÙÎÌɯ

garage is full and will probably 

remain so. 

We were unable to make the Open House at Carolina Euro for this 

ÔÖÕÛÏɀÚɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎȭɯ6ÖÙÒɯÔÈËÌɯÐÛɯÕÌÊÌÚÚÈÙàɯÛÖɯÈÛÛÌÕËɯÈɯÊÖÜÙÚÌɯÐÕɯ-ÈÚÏÝÐÓÓÌȮɯ

Tennessee that weekend. We did visit Bloodworth BMW in Nashville though 

and we always enjoy our visits there.  Since they are located in Nashville it 

makes us think twice before purchasing and this has probably saved us quite 

a bit of money over the years and our many visits. They seem to be a great 

dealership and I recommend you visit them if you are in the area.  

April will bring time for a Four Corners Plus ride and in May we have 

time set aside for exploring parts of the Natchez Trace by bike. Plans for that 

ÙÐËÌɯÈÙÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÒÚɯÈÕËɯÜÕÓÐÒÌɯ,ÈÙÊɯÐÛɯÔÈàɯÙÌØÜÐÙÌɯÚÖÔÌɯÚÛÖ×ÚɯÛÖɯɁÚÔÌÓÓɯÛÏÌɯ

ÍÓÖÞÌÙÚɂȭɯ6ÌɯÓÖÖÒɯÍÖÙÞÈÙËɯÛÖɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÉÈÊÒɯÈÕËɯÈÛÛÌÕËÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ,ÈàɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎȮɯ

Picnic in June, MOA in July and the Boone Rally in August. There are endless 

Ö××ÖÙÛÜÕÐÛÐÌÚɯÐÍɯÖÕÓàɯÑÖÉÚɯËÐËɯÕÖÛɯÎÌÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàȭɯ,àɯÔÖÛÛÖɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯɁ6ÖÙÒɯ

ÛÖɯ1ÐËÌɯÈÕËɯ1ÐËÌɯÛÖɯ6ÖÙÒɂɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯËÖÓÓÈÙÚɯÈÙÌɯÕÌÊÌÚÚÈÙàɯÈÕËɯÔÈÕàɯÖÍɯÔàɯÔÐÓÌÚɯ

are commuting miles.  

See you on the road. 

Help cure Alôs MBD. Buy this bike. 

FOR SALE 

 

http://www.tarheelbmw.org
http://autos.groups.yahoo.com/group/nctarheeltravelers/
http://autos.groups.yahoo.com/group/nctarheeltravelers/
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walk around the 

city, then taking 

the ferry across the 

bay to Devonport. 

It's a tourist mecca 

of shops, galleries 

and a few historic 

sites, among them 

Mt. Victoria, which 

we bravely started 

up. 

In an effort to 

avoid the traffic, I opted for 

the lovely grass pathway 

that seemed to wind its 

way around the hill. The 

picture was the result. A 

misty day gave everything 

a lush and glowing light, 

and turned my hair in to a 

frizz flame.  

Not too long after we 

stopped to take this 

picture, the path narrowed 

to just a few inches wide, 

and the hill got scary steep. 

Given my irrational and 

overpowering fear of 

heights, I tried putting David in front of me, but even that 

didn't get my willies under control, and we turned 

around. Too bad, as we were very close to the top. Oh 

ÞÌÓÓȭɯ'ÈËɯ(ɯÖÕÓàɯÒÕÖÞÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÏÐÓÓÚɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÌȱ 

On our way back to the waterfront, David spotted this 

little picture of paradise tucked in amongst the cafes and 

galleries. It's our first day here, and I've already bruised 

my credit card on fabric! Yay!  

This afternoon we meet our bikes and the rest of the 

group. I had reserved an F650GS twin, and David would 

ride an R1200GS. Then dinner and a good night's sleep 

before beginning the big ride tomorrow. Can't wait!  

Saturday, January 29 

Ɂ%ÖÙɯÈɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàɯÛÏÈÛɯ×ÙÐËÌÚɯÐÛÚÌÓÍɯÖÕɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÈɯÕÜÊÓÌÈÙɯ

ÍÙÌÌɯáÖÕÌȮɯ-ÌÞɯ9ÌÈÓÈÕËɯÚÜÙÌɯÔÈÒÌÚɯÚÛÙÈÕÎÌɯÐÊÌɯÊÙÌÈÔȵɂɯ2Öɯ

said John Jesson. The first day of the official ride was a 

mixed bag, and by the time we made it to the ice cream, 

ÞÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÞÌɀËɯÓÈàɯÖÜÙɯÏÌÈËÚɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ

night.  

As we enjoyed a delicious kickoff dinner at 

the top of the Skyline Tower on Friday 

evening, Cyclone Wilma ripped through 

ÛÏÌɯ-ÖÙÛÏɯ(ÚÓÈÕËȮɯÓÌÈÝÐÕÎɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯƜɂɯÖÍɯ

rain, and much flooding and destruction in 

her wake. We pulled out of Auckland this 

morning, beginning our first day of riding 

on the left, through the city, onto the 

motorway 

(interstate) 

headed for the 

Coromandel 

peninsula. 

Wilma, however, 

had other plans. 

As we tried 

detour after 

detour, it became 

obvious that 

Coromandel was 

not to be. While 

Hugh enjoyed his 

radioactive ice 

cream, Chris 

Gladstone worked it out for us 

to spend a second night in 

Rotorua, where we were 

supposed to have stayed on 

Sunday night anyway. So a bit 

of extra riding, fine. It was 

very windy, but little did we 

know what would be in store 

for us down the road.  

 

(Continued from page 1) 

(Continued on page 4) 

Lessons from day 1: 

Stay to the left!  

You can whip around any old left turn, unless 

someone is doing it from the right.  

Stay to the left.  

Go around rotaries (there are thousands) 

clockwise. 

Stay to the left.  

Look for traffic to the right.  

Stay to the left.  

NEVER turn left on a red light.  

Stay to the left.  
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Sunday, January 30. I love the way they talk here!  

!ÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÞÌɯËÐËɯÛÖËÈàɀÚɯÙÐËÌɯàÌÚÛÌÙËÈàȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÐÚɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯ

ÛÖËÈàɯÐÍɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÐÕɯ,ÈÐÕÌȮɯÞÌɯÏÈËɯÈɯËÈàɯÖÍÍɯÐÕɯ1ÖÛÖÙÜÈȭɯ

Chris began the day for us with a leisurely ride up to 

Whakatane, on the eastern shore of the north island. We 

rode twisties 

around several 

lakes, continuing to 

dodge debris from 

Cyclone Wilma. But 

people were 

swimming! Boating! 

Sunbathing! I so 

ËÖÕɀÛɯÔÐÚÚɯÞÐÕÛÌÙȭ 

The most fun 

part of Whakatane 

ÐÚɯÏÖÞɯÐÛɀÚɯ

×ÙÖÕÖÜÕÊÌËȭɯɁ6Ïɂɯ

is normally said 

ÞÐÛÏɯÈÕɯɁ%ɂɯÚÖÜÕËɯ

ÐÕɯ,ÈÖÙÐɯÞÖÙËÚȭɯ2ÖɯÍÐÎÜÙÌɯÐÛɯÖÜÛȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯ

almost as much fun to say as, 

ɁÜÕËÌÙ×ÈÕÛÚȭɂɯ ÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÕÌÞɯÌß×ÙÌÚÚÐÖÕɯ

ÛÖËÈàɯÐÚȮɯɁÞÈÓÓɯÛÖɯÞÈÓÓɯÉÜÎÎÌÙɯÈÓÓȮɂɯ

ÔÌÈÕÐÕÎɯɁÈɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎȮɂɯÈÕËɯ

generally referring to Australia. And if 

àÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÕɯ ÜÕÛɯ%ÙÈÕÊÌÚȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÙɯ

give her the traditional Maine nickname 

(Fanny), because that is a BAD WORD in 

New Zealand, never to be said in public.  

,ÖÕËÈàɯ)ÈÕÜÈÙàɯƗƕȭɯ8ÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯ

know.  

Leaving Rotorua this morning 

headed for Greytown, we knew it would be a long day. 

But we had no idea just how long. The first part of the run 

down to Taupo was a little breezy, but pretty enough, 

mostly moving right along. As we stopped for coffee at a 

little café by the lake, we looked to the south and groaned. 

(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÉÓÈÊÒɯËÖÞÕɯÛÏÌÙÌȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎȭɯ

Rain gear on, off we went, and soon we glad we had it.  

(ɯÏÈËɯÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÙÖÕÎɯÙÈÐÕɯ×ÈÕÛÚȮɯÈÕËɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÜÚÌɯ

ÛÏÌÔȮɯÉÜÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯÔÈÛÛÌÙɯÔÜÊÏȭɯ6ÙÖÕÎȭɯ 

Imagine riding under a fire hose for 30 or 40 miles, 

then turn on the wind machine, and redline it. And when 

àÖÜɀÙÌɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÍÜÕȮɯÛÏÙÖÞɯÐÕɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÔÐÓÌÚɯÖÍɯÒÕÐÍÌ-

edge riding along very twisty technical mountain roads, 

on the left, mind you, without guardrails. Where if those 

ÞÐÕËÚɯÛÖÖÒɯàÖÜɯÛÏÌɯÞÙÖÕÎɯÞÈàȮɯàÖÜɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÍÌÞɯ

thousand meters of flight before you hit the rocks at the 

bottom of the Gulch of Death. Pull into a gas station, that 

has no gas, and find another one, then try to get off your 

bike, soaked and frozen to the core, shivering 

uncontrollably and barely able to move.  

(ɯÓÖÝÌɯÛÏÌɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯ(ɀÔɯÙÐËÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏȭɯ#ÈÝÐËɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÞÌÙÌɯÈÛɯ

the front of the pack, and when the 

others caught up, everyone dug 

through their bags and found enough 

extra clothing to offer so that I was able 

to get back on the bike after lunch. 

Chris had an extra one-piece rain suit 

ÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÚÖɯÉÐÎɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯ

in my mirrors around the billowing 

black fabric, but it broke the wind and 

kept me warm.  

A brief respite came in the form of the 

rain finally ending, and a lovely road 

through hilly 

sheep farms, 

with twisties 

enough to be 

fun, but not 

sharp enough 

to be hard 

work. At the 

next 

intersection, 

however, we 

were back on 

straight roads 

through flat 

fields, the 

wind returned, 

ÈÕËɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÊÖÜÕÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌÚɯ(ɯÓÐÛÌÙÈÓÓàɯÍÌÈÙÌËɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÉÓÖÞÕɯ

off the bike. We later learned that it had been clocked at 

135 kmh. 

At the end of it all, however, we landed at a lovely old 

hotel with huge rooms, fluffy beds and a delicious dinner. 

The three Russians in our group, Yuri, Leonid and 

Alexander, decided we all needed a bit more warming up, 

so they magically produced a few bottles of very fine 

vodka for the twelve of us. Shots were consumed. I was so 

ÛÐÙÌËɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯ×ÜÓÓÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÝÌÙÚɯÞÏÌÕɯ

we went to bed, and never knew a thing until morning.  

By the way, the photograph is the Huka falls, which 

are the outflow from Lake Taupo. Not long ago, a famous 

(Continued from page 3) 

(Continued on page 5) 

Huka Falls  
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New Zealand Rugby player was drowned here, when his 

×ÈÙÈÔÖÜÙɯÛÏÙÌÞɯÏÐÔɯÐÕȭɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÔÖÙÈÓɯÐÕɯÛÏÌÙÌɯ

somewhere.  

Tuesday, February 1. They say it gets better 

!ÜÛɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÌɯÐÛȭɯ ÍÛÌÙɯÊÙÖÚÚÐÕÎɯ1ÐÔÜÛÈÒÈɯ'ÐÓÓɯÖÕɯ

our way to the ferry at 

Wellington, we got out of 

the knife-edge twisties for 

ÈÞÏÐÓÌɯȹÛÖËÈàɀÚɯÊÈÔÌɯ

complete with construction, 

ÖÙɯɁÙÖÈËɯÞÖÙÒÚȮɂɯÈÚɯÛÏÌàɯ

say here) and descended 

into the beautiful bowl of a 

city with the most amazing 

ÊÜÓÛÜÙÈÓɯÔÜÚÌÜÔɯ(ɀÝÌɯÌÝÌÙɯ

seen. We only had a couple 

hours there, so not 

enough. But we were 

privileged to see the 

famous Britten racing 

bike that won at Daytona 

in 1994, and some lovely 

quilts.  

Then onto the ferry 

for the three-hour journey 

across Cook Straight to 

the South Island. Oh. My. 

Gosh. Way too many 

photographs here, but I 

ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÛÖ×ȭɯ ÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯ

ferry we had another 

couple hours going through 

kilometers and kilometers 

of vineyards (the wine here 

is beyond excellent by the way) and then back into the 

hills to our final destination of Nelson, along the shore of 

Tasman Bay. Chris Gladstone lives here in real life, and I 

ÊÈÕɀÛɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÌɯÞÏàɯÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÌÝÌÙɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÓÌÈÝÌȭɯ"ÏÙÐÚɯ

Carey lives in Christchurch. Another Ayres Adventure 

tour leader, he joined us for the day, and again at the end 

of the trip.  

ΟStill, Chris G. says it will get better. And exactly how 

can that be remotely possible? 

The scheduled day off in Nelson offered several 

options, including riding up around the coast. We, 

however, opted for a day on our feet instead, and it felt 

wonderful to move the lower halves of our bodies for a 

change. What a beautiful city! The more time we spend in 

this lovely country, the more time I want to spend. David 

is looking at real estate ads in every window.  

And as our hotel thoughtfully provided a Suzuki 

dealership right across the street, I happily bought a one-

piece rain suit in my size. 

Thursday, February 3. On the road again 

Now that we're getting more comfortable riding on 

the left side of the road, we're having more fun taking in 

the signage, like the one coming into the rotary at 

Taupo: Merge Like a Zip. Really does make sense, 

doesn't it? Too bad the Russians couldn't figure it 

out in time to follow instructions, but no harm 

done. 

Then there are the one-lane bridges, all over the 

place, every 

dozen miles 

or so. 

Through a 

complicated 

system of 

street signs 

involving 

opposing 

arrows, 

triangles and 

lines painted on 

the road, it's 

totally obvious 

who has the right 

of way.  

And in this land 

of endless 

twisties, every 

curve is marked 

with an appropriate speed. Whether you're able to 

go faster or slower than that, you at least have a 

clear indication of what's ahead. Learning to trust 

that signage has enabled me to pick up my speed 

considerably. 

We're having a bunch of fun with the rest of the group 

as we get to know each other better. One source of 

amusement and amazement has been the food. Like the 

ice cream a few days ago, the mussels here are radioactive. 

(Green lipped mussels, however, taste just like the ones at 

home. 

Coffee is an art form, in description and in 

presentation. If you just order a cup of coffee, you'll get 

instant. Yuk. If you're lucky, you'll find filter coffee (like 

just plain stuff we drink every day), but more often your 

choices will be long black, flat white, latte bowl, etc. These 

are all variations on a very stark espresso. If you get 

(Continued from page 4) 

(Continued on page 6) 
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anything with milk in it, you'll be served a beautiful art 

piece with designs swirled into the foam. Chris says it's a 

competition here between 

cafés, to see who can serve 

the most complicated 

design. David had a maple 

leaf yesterday, but he 

sipped it before I could get 

a picture. 

And then there are the 

possums. Screaming, tears 

running down your face, 

fun every day with these little guys, even the 

flat fauna variety. A possum here isn't a big 

ugly rat with a naked tail, but rather a fluffy 

little beast that looks like a raccoon got frisky 

with a meerkat. Their fur is lovely, soft, and 

weave able, and is often combined with 

merino for heavenly sweaters. I bought one of 

these yesterday. The Russians bought huge 

possum blankets, and Warner gave 

them each a hide with tail. We 

suspect they're trying to work out a 

way to hunt them, but the language 

barrier has its own challenges. 

Like the challenge of making 

my new hair glove stay put. A gift 

from Warner's 

wife, Lisa, it's 

lovely, but I 

think I'll either 

have to grow 

more hair (like 

another couple 

months' worth) 

or cut off a bit 

from the glove. 

All in good fun.  

Friday, 

February 4. 

More Dramatic at Every Turn  

We've been riding down the West Coast of the South 

Island for a couple of days, sometimes winding through 

twisties in the mountains and lush rain forests, other times 

popping out onto dramatic coastline of the Tasman Sea. 

My speeds through the turns are getting faster and 

smoother by the day, and I'm not as scared of the technical 

bits as I was when I got here. 

On the way to the place in the above picture, we were 

all rolling happily along down a beautiful country road, 

when everyone came to a dead stop. Hundreds of white 

sheep filled the way in front of us, and a skilled dog 

worked hard at getting a stray out of a culvert into which 

it had strayed. Thousands more sheep crowded the 

meadows on either side. Unfortunately, no one had a 

camera handy, and it wasn't really safe to stop. 

Last night found us in Punakaiki, at a modern resort 

set amongst the Pancake Rocks. One can walk miles along 

the Maine-like beach at low tide, and even find millions of 

mussel beds. The rock formations are 

easy to climb, and the surf loud and 

constant. We had our windows wide 

open all night (no screens, no bugs, 

no crime) and I woke up at 2:00 a.m. 

to the sound of howling wind and 

sheet-pouring rain. There was no way 

I could stop thinking about what it 

would be like to ride in those 

conditions. Fortunately by 4:30, the 

wind machine turned 

off and the rain tapered 

to a drizzle, but much 

of the day today was in 

fog. Far from being 

unpleasant, it only 

made the rain forest 

more lush and the coast 

more dramatic.  

Do we really have to return to the land of ice and 

snow? 

Saturday, February 5. One Extreme to Another 

There was no way I could miss an opportunity to fly 

while we're here, so we got up early to jump into a 

(Continued from page 5) 

(Continued on page 7) 

Pancake Rocks 

Franz Josef Glacier 
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helicopter headed for the Franz Josef Glacier. Being the 

first flight of the morning, and being ready early, bought 

us the chance to get out and walk around on top. Yes, I 

know I came down here to get away from ice and snow, 

but oh my! Just five of us went, Yuri, Alexander, Leonid, 

David and I. 

How fitting that 

the only ones to 

head for the 

snow were the 

Maineiacs and 

the Russians. 

Later in the 

day, we stopped 

at a national park 

with hiking trails 

through the bush, 

or rain forest, or dense 

greenery, whatever. 

Around a corner we 

came out by a calm 

reflecting pool, magical 

in its perfect stillness 

and beauty. It's a 

place that will 

remain in my heart 

for the rest of my 

life.  

The day wound 

around rivers and 

lakes, up and down 

hills, with a few 

serious technical 

bits but mostly just 

a whole lot of fun 

and beauty. In 

Maine, David likes to sigh dramatically, 

"around every corner..." when we come 

upon slow drivers. We both tend to have a 

lead foot up there. But here, around every 

corner is an eyeful of extreme beauty the 

likes of which defy reality.  

For the first time this trip, however, I had to get off the 

bike in the afternoon. Actually, our guides suggested it, 

knowing about my irrational terror of heights. So we 

loaded my beast and I climbed into the van with Chris.  

Oh. My. Gosh. Was that ever the right call. 

Switchbacks around knife -edge cliff sides in the wind and 

it even started to rain.... any one of which would put me 

into a serious stroke. Even in the van, I had to cover my 

eyes at times, but it was beautiful nonetheless. David said 

even he and John were going around at 5 to 10 kmh in 

some bits. 

Arriving in Queenstown, we found the glowing 

emerald of Lake Wakatipu and our hotel by the shore.  

Just two more days. I'm beginning to miss my dog 

and my cat and my quilting friends, although not the 

snow of course. But it will be so hard to leave here. I'm 

thinking a return trip is in my future.  

Tuesday, February 8. Cook to Christchurch 

With every crazy and beautiful surprise this country 

has had to offer, I guess I shouldn't have been shocked 

by the majesty of Aoraki, or Mt. 

Cook as the English called it. From 

here, Sir Edmund Hillary prepared 

for his assault on Everest, and a 

monument along a hiking trail at 

the mountain's foot testifies to the 

tragedies of those who were not 

able to return from their 

adventures on her slopes. 

The roads across the 

valley heading up to the 

mountain offered a 

beautiful album of 

photos for the mind, as 

Chris calls them, but one 

lone motorcycle dude 

simply demanded that I 

take his picture. That's 

another thing about New 

Zealand that 

delights me -- 

art, exuberant 

and moving, 

fills the 

landscape and 

buildings. The 

art of the 

earth, of the 

Maoris, and of recent dwellers of this paradise testifies to 

the magic of the place. 

Heading off the mountain in the morning, we crossed 

the Canterbury Plains, that kind of reminded me of New 

Mexico in places. Passing through the town of Fairlie, I 

nearly stopped for a photograph, but had to settle for the 

(Continued from page 6) 

(Continued on page 8) 

Dude !  
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mind variety, thinking 

about all the years I 

spent in Fairlee, 

Vermont.  

The day's fashion 

statement was a 

continuation of the 

possum theme of the 

week. As I wrote earlier, 

my hair is not quite long 

enough for the hair. 

Yesterday, Hugh gave 

me a possum tail, and I 

found that it made a 

perfect hair extension. 

Wonder if it will go 

through Customs.  

After Fairlie, the 

next few hours offered a 

Maine-like landscape, 

rolling hills and farms, small towns, hills, orchards, cows, 

barns and such. Two notable exceptions were the 

abundance of sheep, and the total lack of frost heaves and 

potholes! I mean, motorcycle bliss doesn't even begin to 

describe it. Chris rode with David and me for the whole 

day, and following this highly skilled and experienced 

rider taught me heaps about lines, speed, and letting go. It 

felt like dancing! (or rather, what I imagine dancing 

would feel like to someone who had a clue and at least a 

modicum of grace) 

The other Maine similarity, at least in summer, was 

the bugs! To borrow a New Zealand expression, my 

helmet ended up well and truly buggered.  

But all good chapters must close, and Christchurch 

was at the end of the road for this day and this trip. Sigh. 

Chris Carey rejoined us for the last day of the ride, and for 

dinner in a beautiful old stone church converted to a 

dinner theater. We must now turn our thoughts to finding 

the car in the parking lot at Bangor when we get home. I 

think if I add it up correctly, there's something like four 

feet of new snow waiting for us.  

New Zealand, this amazing country, has invaded my 

heart. This tour was our second with Ayres Adventures, 

www.ayresadventures.com. We booked the New Zealand 

Top Down tour, after having enjoyed their 

Alaskan Splendors tour last July. Ayres 

offers a variety of motorcycles for rent, 

mostly BMWs. The hotels are among the 

nicest in every area visited, and breakfast 

and dinner are included in the price. A chase 

van brings luggage, and offers space to a 

non-riding companion or a rider who needs 

to get off the bike for a time.  

6ÌɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÙÌÊÖÔÔÌÕËɯÛÏÐÚɯÊÖÔ×ÈÕàɯÏÐÎÏÓàɯ

enough. During both tours, the leaders did a 

great job of looking after details, guiding 

without herding, and making sure each 

guest has the absolute best time possible. 

Riders are free to ride with the group or on 

their own, and on both our trips we enjoyed 

both options.  

 ÚɯÖÍɯÕÖÞȮɯÞÌɀÙÌɯËÐÚÊÜÚÚÐÕÎɯÞÏÌÛÏÌÙɯÛÖɯÎÖɯ

back to New Zealand for a more extensive 

tour of the south island next winter, or to 

venture out to Africa. But another Ayres 

Adventure is definitely in our future.  

(Continued from page 7) 

TT  

Raleigh Eurobike 2011 / Saturday, April 9th / Moore Square in downtown Raleigh  
Friends, it's that time of the year again! The guys from the Wild Goose (Moto -Guzzi) forum have announced the second 

annual Raleigh Eurobike day. Rain date ɬ  ×ÙÐÓɯƕƚÛÏȭɯ4ÚÌɯÊÈÜÛÐÖÕȭȭȭÛÏÌɯ6ÐÓËɯ&ÖÖÚÌɯ&ÜàÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÚÈàȱ 

The Way The "V" Was Meant To Be! 

Postscript  

Five days after we returned home, a massive 

earthquake destroyed most of the city of 

Christchurch, the last stop on our adventure. Chris 

Carey and his family are mostly unhurt, although 

they did lose some good friends. Chris Gladstone, 

who in real life serves as a senior constable with 

the New Zealand Royal Police, is still working 

there at this writing in recovery and identification 

of victims.  

Of course our prayers go out to all the people 

of Christchurch. The best thing I could think of to 

do, as a quilter, is to organize a drive among my 

quilt guild to gather handmade quilts for as many 

displaced families as possible as they move into 

temporary housing. If anyone would like to 

contribute to this effort, please contact me at 

moxielady@me.com. That effort will be underway 

for the next two months.  

TT  
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Tarheel Traveler Calendar 
 

4/2 - 1st Saturday Ride, 10:00 a.m. Gassed up and ready to ride at 10:00 a.m. at Capitol BMW , 4209 Atlantic Avenue, Raleigh, NC, (919) 

834-5111, (GPS N35 84.075 W78 60.148) and at Carolina Euro , 2407 Greengate Drive, Greensboro, NC (GPS N36 01.592 W79 48.083)  

4/3 - TriadRiders 1 st Sunday ride - 9:00 a.m. Gassed up and ready to ride at 9:00.  Cheesecake by Alex, 315 South Elm Street, 

Greensboro, NC (GPS N36 04.195 W79 47.422)  

4/9 - Raleigh Euro Bike 2011 - 11:00 a.m. Moore Square in downtown Raleigh, NC. Rain Date 4/16. (GPS N35 46.611 W78 38.200) 

4/10 - 2nd Sunday Ride - 10:00 a.m. Breakfast at 9:00 a.m., gassed up and ready to ride at 10:00 a.m. Hardees, 28 East Rd, Pittsboro, NC 

(GPS  N35 43.212 W79 10.603) 

4/13 - 2nd Wednesday TT Dinner, 7:00 pm.  Carolina Ale House, 2240 Walnut St. Cary, NC 27518 (GPS N35 45.316 W78 44.493) 

4/16 - Destination Ride - 9:00 a.m. Gassed up and ready to ride at 9:00 at the BP Station, 5016 Spring Forest Road, Raleigh, NC (GPS 

N35 51.359 W78 33.399)   The ride is cancelled if it is raining.  

4/17 - Monthly Meeting -  11:30 a.m. tire kicking, 1:00 pm meeting with lunch served afterward , Pete & Sandra Osta, 4816 Bluetick 

Road, Raleigh, NC 27616 (GPS N35 50.779 W78 33.418 

4/20 - 3rd Wednesday Dinner - 6:30 p.m. The Lodge Steakhouse & Tavern, 3451 North Main Street, Hope Mills, NC (GPS N34 58.576 

W78 57.091) 

5/1 - Triangle Ride for Kids - 8:00 a.m. White Oak Recreation Area, Jordan Lake State Park (GPS N35 44.263 W79 00.479) 

For additional event/rally dates be sure to check the TT website www.tarheelbmw.org 

 

April 2011  
 

Sun  Mon  Tues  Wed Thurs  Fri  Sat 

     1 2 

1st Saturday 

Ride. 

Raleigh & 

Greensboro 

3 

1st Sunday 

Ride 

Greensboro 

4 5 6 7 8 9 

Raleigh Euro 

Bike  

Raleigh, NC  

10 

2nd Sunday 

Ride 

Pittsboro  

11 12 13 

2nd Wednes-

day Dinner  

Cary 

 

14 15 16 

Destination 

Ride 

Raleigh  

17 

Monthly Mtg  

Raleigh  

18 19 20 

3rd Wednes-

day Dinner  

Hope Mills  

 

21 22 23 

24 25 26 27 28 29 30 

http://www.tarheelbmw.org
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The Used Stuff Meeting Place ï April 17th  

2010 Meeting Hosts  

     Jan:  Interstate 40 Rest Area May: Bill Bunn  

Feb: The Greens & The Ed Joneses Jun: Harris Park Picnic 

Mar: Carolina Euro Open House  Jul: Larry and Gloria Boone 

Apr: Pete & Sandy Osta  Aug: Daniel Boone Rally 

 

 1. Take exit 11 to merge onto US-1 N/US-401 N/Capital 

Blvd/North Blvd toward Wake Forest/Louisburg. 2.6 

miles   

 2. Slight right at Capital Blvd. 0.2 miles 

 3. Continue onto Louisburg Road. 1.1 miles  

 4. Turn right at Fox Road.  0.2 miles   

 5. Turn left at Kyle Drive.  0.2 miles  

 6. Take the 1st right onto Leven Lane  466 ft   

 7. Take the 1st left onto Bluetick Road. Destination will 

be on the left 499 ft. 
 
Bring unwanted motorcycle gear and trade for 
money from thinner Tarheel Travelers. 

Pete & Sandra Osta, 4816 Bluetick Road, Raleigh, NC 27616  

[GPS N35 50.779 W78 33.418) 

New Members!  

Welcome to new members:  
Mark & Jasmine Russell, Fayetteville, NC  

Darin Schwartz, Spring Lake, NC  



Tarheel Traveler Newsletter                                                            11 April 2011 

The Market Place  

Anderson Powerpole connectors  for DC power 
interconnection/distribution for your motorcycles. 
Several members are already using these rugged 
connectors with great success. See Brian Youngôs 
website at www.alt-moto.com for more information. You 
can also call Brian at 919-954-2178 or email him at 
brianyoung@alt-moto.com.  

   

$3.00 off  

      One coupon per table 

324 W Rosemary St. 

Chapel Hill, NC 

(919) 967-7110 

Breadmenôs 

Turning Ordinary Riders intoé Extraordinary Drivers 

10% Credit if you mention this ad !!   

http://www.motomark1.com  

1996 BMW R1100RSL , 
ABS, Marrakesh Red. 
Garaged. Well 
maintained. Gearbox 
upgrades by Tom 
Cutter. 71,434 miles. 
$3,500. Call Bob Kurtz, 
Apex, NC. (919) 274-
1278 or email at 
bkurtz@mindspring.com 

2008 BMW X-Country 
650 single: 11,000 
miles, a pleasure to ride 
around town or put dual 
sport tires back on it for 
the trails. Currently has 
new Pirelli street tires, 
ABS, Parabellum 
windshield, hand 
guards, rear rack and 
trunk, engine guard & tank bag. Recent oil change, air 
filter and new plugs. Great power and 60mpg. Bike has 
been lowered with factory monoshock for those of us 
that are vertically challenged. I have a 30 inch inseam.  
Well cared for and maintained one-owner bike.  $4250  
Call Al at 910-488-6526 Fayetteville, NC or email at 
jonesharvey@embarqmail.com 

Just a reminder ...classified advertisements are 
free  to Tarheel Traveler members. As we 
approach Spring, motorcycles tend to sell better 
than in the depths of those cold winter weekends.  

http://www.alt-moto.com
mailto:brianyoung@alt-moto.com

