SOUTHAFRICA




ADVENTURES

Touring South Africa’'s Cape Peninsula,
big game country and winelands
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4 Above Capes Tavn

the cape is shrouded with endemic heath
fynbos A hartebesst sprang across my
path. Then [ passed a troop of baboons in
the road and signs warning: BABOONS ARE
DANGEROUS. With long dog-like snouts,
they looked far from benign. Still, T couldo't
resist the photoop. 1 dismeounted, shot

a few frames of bike-with-baboons, and
roared off before a surly simian could leap
onto the passenger seat.

THE GARDEN ROUTE

The encounter prompted a taste for more
serious game, 5o [ turned the bike sast for
Port Elizabeth — gatewsay to East Cape
Province — with its dozens of national
parks and game reserves sprinkled with
deluxe lodges and safari camps

4 This hns & ditfersnt mesning if you are on 8 matoroyele ...
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“Clouds poured over a scalloped coastal massif towering
above wind-scoured beaches and fishing harbours roiled

by mists”

[ ran hard along the so-called Garden
Route, an anomalous name for the well-
paved, fast-paced Mz highway, which
unfurled via Swellendam through pastoral
landscapes framed dramatically to the
north by the Langsberg Mountains. Then I
wias virtually run off the road as a Mercades
SUV swept past in my lane. South Africans
are dodgy at overtaking — they expect you
‘to move into the hard shoulder as they
pass. A bully-boy habit that kept me alert.

The Roadmaster scaked up the miles,

=

ALIGHT FROM
VEHICLE AT OWN

delivering me by sundown at Phantom
Forest Eco-Reserve, a thatched nature
lodge cocooned in misty dwarf montane
forest outside Knysna, sookom east of Cape
Town. Vervet monkeys scampered among
the branches as I headed to the rustic
restaurant, lit by lanterns. *1 like to combine
creativity and sensation,” chef Robyn Stein
told me, explaining her menu of “rainbow
cuising” merging multicultural influences
with quintessential South African produce.
I relished my Morcccan-spiced ostrich

4 Dewn safan ot Gorsh Bephant Camp



carpaccio with griddled eggplant, followed
by seafood curry in aromatic coconut broth,
and a divine pistachiz chocolate tartlet
with pomegranate white chocalate sauce.
Three days into my trip, South Africa was
proving a gourmand's delight.

Firing up the big V-twin, ] continued east
to Plattenberg Bay: Beyond, the Nz curled
uphill, inland, to slingshot through a flat
wilderness of dense subtropical thicket.

Nao towns, nor petrol stations, for hours.
When the fuel warning light came on, | grew
nervous. I'd ridden saskm (well beyond the
Roadmaster's expected range) when 1 finally
gassed up in Humansdorp. 1 had few peeves
with the bike ... but a mere :i-litre tank on

a fully rigged long-distance tourer topping
sookg?!

BlIG GAME COUNTRY
Bayond Port Elizabeth — a desultory
industrial port city — 1cut north along the
M1z and turned west for Addo Elephant
Maticnal Park South Africas third-largest
national park is pachyderm paradise, with
thie world's densest population of tuskers.
Barely a mile up the sloping dirt road 1 spotted
Jumbos, plus giraffe, ostrich and zebras,

Then a warthog with fearsome tusks
dashed across my path. I'd been coaxing the
bike around potholes and hollows, keeping
thie narrow front tyre free of desp furrows.
The warthog spocked me. A momentary
lozs of concentration and I ran mys=elf into a
rut. On the G5A I'd have shifted my weight
onto the pegs. Instinctively 1 tried to stand up,
but couldn’t (that's the trouble with a haggsr's

SOUTHAFRICA

4 The foodis as good asthe accommodation st Gorah

kegs-forward posture). Fortunately, ample torgque
and judicious steering saved the day.

“Yegterday two lions chased off a
chestah,” said the gatekeeper at the
entrance to Gorah Elephant Camp. “Right
here, by the gate!” Was he joking? Nearby.
aszign read: “The use of motorcycles is
strongly discouraped as motoroyclists
may be exposed to dangerous animals.”
Sounds reasonable. 5o [ parked the bike
teneath a heavy tatp (to keep the vervet
monkeys from scratching the paintwork)
and transferred by 434 vehicle to the
deluxe tented camp, centred on a converted
Victorian farmstead adorned with animal
heads and antiques. My cpulent walk-in
tent-suite was as sumptucusly appointed as
any city hotel, with a vast shower and free- p

4 Thare are ks of roads liks this!
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RATING THE
ROADMASTER
The 2015 Indian Roadmaster is a pasan
to the Chief Roadmaster. Introduced in
1647, it was considared the most luxuarious
American motorcyclk of its day before
Indian Motorcycle went bust in 1953, Polaris
Industries resurrected the loonic margque
in 2013 with the Chief and Chieftain. The
all-new 2015 Roadmaster is the pride of
Indians retro pack. reimvented with keyless
ignition, electronic cruise control, and
smartphone sudio system. Offering top-of-
its-class comifort, it's designed to musde the
Harlkey-Davidson Ultra Limited aside az the
ultimate long-distance tourer
Manhandling the mastodon around the
gravel Jot at Swartberg Country Manor kft
me in need of the hotels masseuss, But once
rolling, the Roadmaster's graceful handling
belies itz weight. The electronic rida-byr-wine
throttle and other controls are sublimely
calibrated and resporshe A little rev, relax
the one-finger clutch, and the bike eases
nto motion. [Ks suparbly balanced thanks
10 a kow cemtre of gravity A relatively short
whesalbass, steep front rake and precisa
steering ensure effortless U-turns The engine
unleashes massas of power and torque,
propelling the bike to freeway speeds with
virtually no vibration. The ride is smooth and
zolid, courtesy of a cast-aluminium frame
and perfecthy synced suzpension that scaks
up the bumps. And the sbe-speed shifi is
zeamiless, atthough I fourd it impossible to

zhift up to second when the gearbox was cold.

Wind-buffeting is virtually nil thanks to
thevast fairing and half-meoon windshield,
eledtronically adjusted by a handlebar push-
button switch, The air was =o still insida the
cockpit 1 could have smoked a cigar. Guiet,
too. The cockpit ergonomics are perfect. And
the wide, deep-cushioned leather saddle
guarantees all-day, butt-pleasing comifort.

The lack of factory GPS navigation (an
mexruzsable omission) obligated me to fit an
after-market tank bag with map display Alas,
the bagdidn't zit well atop the tank’s raized
chrome spine oonsole; it also cbeoured, and
occasionally activated, the console’s heated
grips and luggage kock buttons. Otherwize,
the Roadmaster’s 13z litres of weatherproof
storage — inchiding huge rear trunk with
chrome lnggage rack plus side trunks with
zoft liner bags — proved ample for my
camera gear and dothing for all weather. [
particularly appreciatad the twin knes-guard
cubbies, perfact for quick-aoress items.

Add oodles of chrome and heory
autnmobile-style details (ke the illuminated
Indianchisftain accent light on the fander)
to the Roadmaster’s imesistibly sensual
retro Jooks, and [ was enthralled by this
spectacularly impressive ride.
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4 Underswesar sdorns the roof at Aonnie's

standing bathtub to wash off the dust after
sunrize and suns=t safaris,

"Moo walking alone after dusk,” my
guide, Werner LeRoux, told me with
deadly =arnest. | soon learned why: Come
dawn, I cracked open my door o see three
hyenas creep by, They were followed by a
thunderous growl — a lion? — that made
my hair stand on end as | hurried to the
lodge for my daybreak safari

After two days [ left Gorah and rods
through a weil of oold rain to Grahamstown.
[ barely felt a drop thanks to the electronic

windshield, vast fairing and lag shislds.
Beyond, the Ré7 zigzagged up and owver

the Edda Pasz, delivering me in brilliant
sunshine at Kwands Private Game Reserve
and the sumptuous Great Fish River Lodge.
With nowhere to park the bike at the
entrance, [ was escorted at high sp=ed by
jeep along the corrugated dirt read that led
to recephtion.

“Are there lions? 1 asked. "Ch, yes. OF
course.” the guide replied: "Dan't stopl™ No
kidding! Adrenalin fuslled my ride.

On safari 1 was sobered by two lionesses

40 km/h

WILD ANIMA)
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4 Hout Bay

lying in a pool of shade on the toad. LITTLE KAROD AND biker haz done the same at this desert

“Motorcyclists must mimic antelope to WINELANDS pit stop. T opened it as a grocery in198s,”

apex predators” I mused that afternoon Throttle open, I retraced my route via owner Ronnie Price told me through his

as I'watched three young lions rip apart Fort Elizabeth to Cudtshoorn — ostrich long Gandalf-like beard. Then his joksster

an unlucky eland against a blood-scaked capital of the world —then turnied north

sunset fit for a Hollywood epic. No and corkscrewed up through the fog- il 3

road ever felt as lonely as the dirt track bound Schoemanshoek Pass for a night at Irelished my Moroccan-

that next day led me to neighbouring Swartberg Country Manor. After my gzokm SPiC'Ed ostrich carpcciawith

Bucklands, where 1 completed my Big Five day I arrived still feeling fresh, testament to gl'id.dlEd Qgplal'lt fu]]nwed

viewing with up-close-and-perscnal safari the bike's ideal ergonomics. _' H

encounters with rhinos. [ slept ficfully, Westwand, I ran along the Réz through hY SE.‘EI.'ECII:Id currfmar?n:latlc

unable to get the big cats out of my mind.  the semi-arid Little Karoo. Talk sbout jaw-  coconut broth, and adivine
“Don't worry, we don't have lions. dropping grandeur! Clouds tumbled over - H

noted as-year-old guide Cwen Ackjerman. the plum-purple Swartberg Mountains that Pl?tﬂﬂhlﬂ chocolate tiritt]éa

“Michele fesls sentimental about her cusped the vale, studded with thatched with pomegranate w.

antelopes Shs even gives them names" My  Cape Dutch farmsteads incandescent amid chocolate sauce. Three dafﬁ

sensa of relief was short-lived. “We have fields gilded by yellowing poplars il'l.tﬂll'l'['_'t" t['iP, South Africa

jaguars, though!” Departing Bucklands, I A small remote pub scrawled with the . .

asked Owen to accompany me back down words “Ronnie’s Sex Shop” pulled me up wa_s PI’EU]I'IE agnurmand 5

the track to the gate. shiarp outzide Barrydale. Many & weary dEhgh
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pals painted “sex” between the words
“Ronnigs Shop', he explained. The coup
drew curious passers-by, so Ronnie turned
his nowheresville food store into a now-
warld-famous pub. Women's panties and
bras festooned the bar.

At Montagu [ diverted onto the Reo, then
headad south for Villiersdorp. Beyond,
1 skirted the Theewatsrskloof reservoir
and turned north for the Franschhoek
Pass. Clawing up the switchbacks, it was
hard to imagine that in colonial times
this pass was known as Oliphantzshoek
for the elephant herds that seascnally
crossed these mountains. They resembled
the whisky-brown Scottish Highlands.
Beyond the summit, the Ras unspocled steeply
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o tight hairpins, offering astounding views over
asprawling patchwork of vineyards. [ spiralled
down to Franschhesk, the chicest town In Cape
Winelands with its trendy restaurants and hars
ard old-world wine astates characterised by
centenary Cape Dutch buildings.

[ comtinued to Paarl (the third-cldest town in
South Africs) for 2 final night of lusaury at the
venemable Grand Roche Hotel, set amid rows of
grapevines. Next morning, 1 rode the Roadmaster
into the vineyard to photograph it bathed in
the polden sunlight of dawn. Then | hit the
electronic ignition, aimed the bike west on the
My and savoured the salf-assured lion's growlof
the big-twinengire as [ headed back to cloud-
draped Cape Town and the erd of a perfect Cape
Province adventure, Al

B RONNIES:

COMETO SAWITH ARR!
Want toride in South Africa? Join ARR editor
Mick Matheson ard South African Motorcyde
Adveritures for the 15-day Bast 54 Road Trip
Ewad Its not too late to book your place on
the trip, which will run from March n-28, zmé.
Exdusively for ARR readers, it includes a fraa
detour to an incredible elephant sanctuary
For all the details, and to book, sea waw.
samatourscoza Dont forget to 21 them
yourre with ARR when you book
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