 MATT LEY

New Harley CEO dro
inonNew Zeala

 CRACKLING M

Hardcore HOG featur

CeKALCTTENEAD RESTORATION ™ RIDING 0. RUOTE o0




New Zealand’'s South Island once againreveals its true
beauty - the whole area is an adventure-lover’s nirvana

Sam Maclachlan F Mark Watson/Incite Images




I'snotlikelhadn’t been to the South Island
. before — but once again i was in a state of serendipitous
 wonder. A group of Kiwi kids were leaping into Lake Wanaka
straight off the jetty. Admittedly, they were wearing wetsuits
-during a brief vespite in the 30- plus temperatures the area had
enjoyed recently, but the cold wasn't bothering them — the

7 mm{mng =mong the piers were large salmon and
I *as lajoe ecls. We had just arrived via the magnificent
- Lindis Pass, and were within reach of Queenstown and the
end of our journey, which had begun there two days before.
The Cheez} scene of laughing kids, mixed with the intoxication
Sonth Island touring roads serve up to motorcycle riders, was
a great time to reflect on the past two days.

My usual riding mate Mark Watson and I had hit the
roads around Queenstown before, making our way to this
adventureland from Dunedin, and back. The difference this
time was the addition to our touring party of two true H.O.G.
riders and quality tour guides, Graham and Donna Beker.

If you have travelled in organised tours in Europe or
America, or have been to big H.O.G. gatherings in the past 32
years, there's a chance you have met them. This dynamic duo
first joined H.O.G. in 1983 and have a long history of piloting
Harley-Davidson motorcycles around the world. They are also
the pair behind Authorized Harley-Davidson Tour operation
Beker's Motorcycle Tours and had volunteered to come along
for the ride and show a pair of Aussies some hard-to-find
corners of the South Island. >
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By the time we had spent a night in All Black captain Richie asovelt'shardto  alot of brown earth. The place was in drought, and T also spotted
McCaw's former schoolhouse, seen the largest ever piece of New  find a bad road three fire danger signs set on extreme — another first.
Zealand roadkill, found the splendorous canal roads linked to the  around here - From Omarama, it was a relatively sedate run to Twizel, but
local hydro-electric set-up and managed to ride around the edge ~ and Highway 8 then it got really interesting, We hooked west onto one of the
of a massive storm for two days, yet not get caught in it, we were ~ beyond Tarras canal roads to find ourselves travelling alongside a deep, vibrant
safe to call it mission accomnplished! isn‘tone of them! blue river, stuffed full of huge fish and without a soul to be seen.

It had all begun at Graham and Donna’s house in
Queenstown. We had initially been eyeing up the road leading
to Milford Sound, but local knowledge had that idea gazumped.

“It will be spectacular there, with waterfalls off the dliffs in
this weather,” explained Graham, “but it will be a nightmare
with slow traffic and you really want to enjoy some dry roads.”

T'm not made of sugar, so don’t mind getting wet, but the
alternative seemed better. We set off for Tarras and a massive
breakfast — just how we like to start a Big Ride. In our mirrors,
the direction to the Sound, it was black, angry and very,
very wet. To our nose was good weather, which meant dry,
spectacular and almost empty roads.

Graham and Donna swept us past the usual tourist haunts
and kept a good pace until a break at Omarama to re-group.
That had included our first run through the incredible Lindis
Pass — it's a great road, with even better scenery. There were
plenty of tourists stopping to sniff the air at Lindis Pass and the
police had interrupted one trailer-pulling fella’s trip, looking to
be in the process of dragging away his vehidle, trailer and all.
“He probably exceeded the 110km/h limit for towing a trailer,”
mused Graham, “so he is losing the lot for a bit.” They don’t
muck around here with that stuff.

For the first time in my many visits to New Zealand, I saw
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The road is narrow, with a steep drop off one side and the fast
flowing river on the other, so we chose to stop fora good look
at the scenery, rather than end up a part of it.>

Arrowtown or buSt

THIS YEAR SEES THE INAUGURAL IRON RUN set to replace the traditional
NZ National Rally. Given what we've seen on this ride it's hardly surprising
Queenstawn has been selected as the spectacutar first venue for the event,

The event runs over the 20-21 March weekend, and while the ride from
Queenstown to Arrowtown on the Saturdayiis reason enough to go, there's plenty
more excuses fo get involved.

The ride leaves Queenstown at 10am sharp, with Harley-Davidson-specific
parking in an otherwise closed-off Buckingham Street, with three hours designated
to explore the town, listen to the band and filt up with coffee.

Then it's time to head back to Queenstown for the bike show, then {eap aboard
the Gibbstown Wine and Foed Festival. Better {ay off the wine until after you have
test ridden a 2015 model Harley-Davidsen, available on the Friday and Saturday.

Then head home Sunday — or not. There's a heap of things to do and explore in
the region, as this story proves, 50 maybe take Monday off work as well. Or even
the rest of the month. =
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Lake Pukaki

- Beware the low flyingbi- & ; e : o ﬁ :
Dlanes off to view Mt Cook - e - Lindis Pass is a true bucket
: s . listkind of a place on a bike

 Tamas is a popular biker S ;
- stop for a cheeky coffee - Dinner in Richie Macaw's
i home town is a good call
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The Welfare State

L EKUROWS the birthplace of All
‘Blace captain Richie McCaw,a manwho
==ted (o almost defty-status in New
siend, he jsn't the most famous Kurow

Kurow's three wise men - Arnold
Nordmeyer, the local Presbyterian
minister; Gervan McMillan,the local GP;
and schoolmaster Andrew Davidson — not

1935 manifesto promise to develop New
Zealand's welfare state.

In 1938, the six key policy points
conceived from many cenversations at

ssmdent— or even the second or third!
S=umlikely as it scems, that small, sleepy

e am the banks of a fish-filled river in the

HamdsValley was also the birthplace

e Fealand s Welfare System.

only'came up'with the ingenious idea of
helping to protect Depression-shocked
New Zealanders in their time of need,

but then took the whole thing through to
provide the structure of the Labour Party's

MeMillan's dining room table, became the
basis of the First Labour Government's
Social'Security Act.

So, what were you talking about at dinner
last night? Makes you think, doesn't it?
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“LAKE TEKAPO IS AN ASTOUNDING SHADE OF TURQUOISE
AND, AS MAGNIFICENT AS WATTO'S PHOTOS ARE, THE
'LAKE IS SIMPLY GOB SMACKING IN THE FLESH.”

apove Can there
be abetter
back-drop fora
ride than this
anywhere

in the world?

accessed by a cool ribbon of tar spoilt only by the presence
of tourists and a 30km/h speed limit.

From the top, Lake Tekapo shimmers in the near distance,
while the ranges containing the famous Mt Cook are the
opposite direction. As beautiful as that mountain is, we knew
there was an Aussie and two other tourists still missing up there
somewhere, which makes it more than a little morbid. They
hadn’t been spotted for a month. Beautiful, but cruel, too.

We reluctantly descended Mt John to make for Tekapo and
our overnight stay. Tekapo has some hot springs, though not
of the usual variety found in NZ. These ones are indeed fed by
spring water, however look like a swimming pool, so not the
most natural setting. They are relaxing, though.

It continuously amazes me the Lake and others like it are
devoid of people enjoying it, and Donna and Graham answer
truthfully: “There’s just no one here. The population of the
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entire South Island is around one million and they are spread
far and wide.”

And that's the appeal. There are plenty of times you have a
perfectly surfaced twist-a-thon of a road in front of you, all to
yourself and to your riding mates. It's like someone built it just
for you. Just watch out for the odd international tourist who ha:
forgotten which side of the road they should be on — it happens
in scenic tourist spots. Rider beware.

The following day was more cruisey, making our way back
to Omarama, then to Kurow via the magnificent Benmore and
Aviemore Dams — and New Zealand’s largest recorded road kill.

It was early morning and — there being just one road around
Lake Aviemore, lined with sparse clumps of campers and
waterskiers — I was offered the lead. I took it, but was cruising
along gently, thinking I was in Australia and that it was kangaroc
hour. Then I remembered I had none of the furry bouncers to



worry about here, so stepped up the pace to a good touring
sneed, but one [ wouldn't feel comfortable doing in Oz at that
“me of day. But here in Otago country, what did [ have to be
~rorried about?

No more than five minutes after that ill-placed feeling of
=2curity, I rounded (yet another) comer to spot a large wallaby
“~ing dead in the middle of the road. Ummm, what? I pulled up,
= Titile stunned. Where had that bugger come from?

Graham and Donna were equally excited, but for different
zasons. “In 45 years of riding in New Zealand, I have never seen
-hat” said Graham excitedly. He even went back for photos.

When he returned, we moved off again. Cautiously.

Tt turns out the government had released a selection of
- =llabies into this area some years back, [ assume to fray the
- =rves of unsuspecting motorcycle tourists. Well played.

Not long afterwards, I was dodging rocks the size of a football
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Loading it up!
| HOPRED:ON THE STREET GLIDE {sbovelwith only minimal gear in the sal
was surprised it didn’t steer quite as well as | remembered it to. | knew this model had
a new steering head and fork since llastrode on titw s sharp as | thought |
should he. A quick Inokat the remote hydraulic pre-load ad
panpier] revealed jt was wouna right off B
* So, | removed the pannierwith the two Dzus clips, tirned the adjuster to halfwey ta -
suit myweight and the mild toad in the panniers {full hard is great for heavy pant
and a pillion) and it was a different bike! it straight back to'being a machine i
front whes! wauid go exactly where | put it and even slow speed maneeuvring was
easier It's a great feature to have for a tauring bike!
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as the Te Akatarawa Road aligned itself with a shaley cliff. [ have asoveKicking
seen plenty of falling rocks signs in my time, but none that are back at All Black
made of tar and backed up with smatterings of rock strewn fegend Richie
across the road as proof. Unable to ride from the safety of the Macaw’s old
Street Glide’s pannier, I continued on as did Watto, ignoring the  scheol
rocks as Graham and Donna were.

The Bekers had somewhere special for us to stay that night
— the converted schoolhouse that All Black captain Richie McCaw
grew up in. For those unfamiliar with New Zealand’s national
religion (or sport, depending on whether you're a Kiwi or not),
the position of captain of the national rugby union team, the
All Blacks, carries more weight than being prime minister.

The school itself looks, for all intents and purposes, like just
that until you walk inside and spot the well-stocked beer fridge
and comfortable bunk beds.

Tt's now the headquarters of the Off Road Adventures outfit,>




| The BEG ride

THE HARLEY ROADS, ‘THE HARLEY PEﬂPlE THE FOUD AND
EH BE%DEEEUFUAWESOME THINGS TO LOOK AT

ITE SIMPLY MIND BLOWING.”

which specialises in dirtbike tours and frightening the pants off
tourists with ATVs and high-powered buggies. It's run by the
Columb family, one talented group of off-road riders and very
generous with their bunkhouse, too, as it turns out.

“One of the Columb sons, Lachie, knows Richie well. Richie
still flies gliders in the area.”

That night we sleep like logs — there is not a sound, though
I swear I heard someone kicking a footy during the night.

Another big breakfast at Kurow and we are heading for
Queenstown just a few hours away. We head in via Wanaka,
where I have the delight of watching the local kids accidentally
kicking fish as they land in the pristine waters of Lake Wanaka.

The run from Wanaka to Queenstown via Crown Range Road
we have covered before in H.O.G. Magazine, but it’s worth saying
this — it's a must-do road before you depart this world. Just
respect its blind corners and tourist traffic and make the decision
of road or scenery well, because both are incredible.

We arrive in Queenstown, which is far from the population




. Withroadslike this
why would you ever.
want to leave?

snarseness of our previous few days. Fully kitted mountain
“kers roll through the main street, fresh from the trails that
Zrop you right in the town centre.

Two shark boats splash their way over and below the Lake’s
-=zters in a frenzy of activity and the good ship TSS Earnslaw
-=zins its lazy pilgrimage to the Lake Wakatipu centre with a
-y of well-fed tourists aboard. And a group of friendly Kiwis
~wly forms around our happy group as friends of Graham and
T 2nina congregate at one of the lakeside hotels for abeer and a
=d, now that the bikes are away.

“Watto and I are desperately searching house prices and the

== ads in the paper (people still read newspapers there —it’s
=iz2) before we fly out — this place does that to you. Like every
—er time I turn up in the lap of NZ’s hospitality, [ want to stay.

The Harley roads, the Harley people, the food and the sheer
~zadth of awesome things to look at, do, see and eat are quite
~—ply mind-blowing,

_ can almost guarantee you will feel the same.




