Cape Trip Feb 2008
On Kawasaki ZX14 (Blue Stealth)

Cousins wedding in George

Wednesday 13 / 02 / 2008

Alarm went off 4:45am.  The day had arrived, the week before I was very stressed (you know what I’m talking about, business not so great, country having its fair share of problems).  So I had not been too excited for the trip.  But when I awoke on the 13th, I felt like a guy getting his 1st bike.  

Got up and opened the curtains, sh*t it’s raining, don’t panic – wait it out, well fortunately the rain stopped, we put our leathers on, cheez my wife is hot but in leathers she is on fire so I was tempted to go back to bed and leave later, but I wound my neck in and loaded the bike with the Ventura luggage system (guys this is a brilliant system if you don’t want to have permanent granddad panniers (sorry granddad’s with panniers).

The one I have holds enough kit for a week (two people), it does not however fit a big hairdryer as well (which Bev tried to force in). Something about helmet hair……..what’s that? Total weight of bag was 30kg, so that meant that the ZX was going to be holding about 175kg in total. Me 95kg (battled to zip up my jacket after December holiday). Bag…….kg (I mean Bev (joking)) and Ventura bag 30kg.
So finally at 6.30am we kissed our beautiful girls goodbye (we are fortunate to have an older daughter to run them around and both sets of grandparents who are always there to help us.  Hence we are able to run away every now and then for a week).

We boarded the ZX14 and rode out of our gate. I took the R24 on ramp near Edenvale, which is the way I take my middle daughter to school.  It’s amazing how when in a good frame of mind, that the traffic and as*holes don’t worry you.  I had told Bev that it would be a relaxed slow ride to our first stop in Kroonstad, how mistaken I was.  Just outside of Grasmere toll gate a BMW330 came past me and I couldn’t resist, anyway I had to see how the bike was going to handle with all the added weight.  So I rolled on and got behind him at 200km/h (cruising speed for the ZX, by the way).  For a second I thought sh*t, this could be an unmarked metro car, I was about to roll off when I noticed a “Blou Bull” bumper sticker. I quickly realized that this was just ‘Willem’ from Pretoria late for an engineers meeting at Sasol, so I hung on his ass knowing I could pass him anytime with just a blip of the throttle (what a lekker feeling). Well I couldn’t have been far wrong as he slipped off the Sasolburg off ramp. Wow, what a wake up call… (200km/h for ±30km).

I eased off the throttle and rode to Kroonstad, as I had planned slow and relaxed.

1st Stop – Kroonstad

We stopped at Shell Ultra City Kroonstad for a scheduled breakfast with my mom, dad and uncle who were also traveling that way. After a relatively good breakfast (I was happy to see a Steers now runs the food in Ultra City, but it still takes a lot to beat a Wimpy breakfast and coffee). 
Before leaving we met a guy and his wife outside, he was wearing camo kit and reminded me of my sergeant in the army (I don’t know if that was a good or a bad thing) he had a sign hanging around his neck saying something about South Africa learning bad habits from Robert Mugabe, hence the current problems in our country. He was a bit radical but also had some realistic ideas of how to get the country right. He has apparently done some talk shows with John Robbie on 702, come on John get him back – his name, Eddie von Maltitz (anyone heard of him?)

We said our goodbyes to all and swung our legs over the extremely beautiful blue stealth (ZX14) and headed for Bloem (our first stay over). The ride was smooth, comfortable and quick – before we knew it our off ramp became visible, we pulled into the Shell garage as I decided to fill up so as not to have to worry the next morning.  There was a sign at the garage which up to now described the Kwaka ZX14 perfectly “Feel the power, enjoy the response” (see pic). We arrived at our B & B - @ the Villa and we’re pleasantly surprised, Nick (and his wife, I’m sure) have really put a lot of thought and effort into their B & B. (By the way after our trip and 5 B & B’s later, my wife and I both voted @ the Villa as our best stay over place, well done Nick). I couldn’t wait to get my leathers off and catch a dip in the pool, which I did (whew, that water was refreshing 18ºC).
We put shorts and t-shirts on and did a tour around Bloem. I am not sure if anyone in Bloem owns a ZX14 but wherever we went people of all ages and sizes couldn’t keep their eyes off the ZX14. By the way there are some stunning homes in that part of the world.

We ate early as we wanted to get a good night’s sleep for the trip to Graaf Reniet the next day (I also couldn’t wait to get Bev’s panties off, as by now they were hurting my hips). 

Thursday 14 / 02 / 2008 - (Valentine’s Day) 

Alarm buzzing, 6am. Gave Bev her Valentines present. Then we got up showered dressed and headed for the dining room for breakkies (mmm delish), spent some time chatting to Nick, he is planning to expand for 2010 and beyond, he has great ideas, so if you planning a trip to or through Bloem checkout @ the Villa you won’t be sorry. (Nick you can transfer that money to the account I gave you).
Mounted the stealth at 8am and drove out of Bloem for Colesberg, not a bad ride just a bit boring, bliksem what a straight road. No wonder they have speed bumps (which are actually wake up bumps) every so often, we saw 2 prangs on the way. How do guys have prangs on a dead straight road? Easy they fall asleep (guys if you tired driving that road, pull over and have a doss).
Arrived in Colesberg in the heat of the day (flippin hot) ±35ºC. Found a lekker little coffee shop called “Gossips”, cold water was our order and we sat on the ‘stoep’ over looking the main road of Colesberg (not very busy). By now I had taken my shirt off to try and cool down. Before long a group of  hot young chicks had gathered in front of the coffee shop and were checking me out (ja, in my dreams, actually I was hallucinating from heat exhaustion). Bev splashed water in my face and brought me back to reality. Once our body temps returned to just about normal, we rigged up and blasted out of Colesberg. 

The road to Graaf Reniet from Colesberg is a blast., nice road, good condition, some great little passes and long never ending bends – a truly lekker ride. (By the way don’t pass a little town called Middelburg, without stopping to have a pancake filled with just about anything you want at a placed called “The Lemon Tree”.

We had to stop about 70km before Graaf Reniet to put on our rain suits (which is a must on long trips, even though ours are Day-Glo yellow and make us look like Telly Tubbies, they really do there job in a cloud burst). The storm didn’t last long as we blasted through it on a long straight stretch of road, before we knew it our Telly Tubby suits were off and we were hurtling along effortlessly at 250km/h. Graaf Reniet came quickly after that and we checked into King Fisher Lodge at about 2.30pm. What a lekker ride, just what the ZX14 was made for (although I think it could surprise a few guys at track school).  Something that up to now had caught my attention was that in all the small towns and out in the sticks, you see guys cleaning on the side of the roads, cutting grass, sweeping streets in towns. Why does this not happen in our towns? Come on Gauteng municipalities catch a wake up!
Some of King Fisher Lodge’s buildings date back to 1910, and our room had a massive four poster bed, which could double as a bunk bed for friends of ours Gary and Woody.

I decided to go and swim while Bev rested her cute little butt. I met a guy Dave from the UK at the pool and as the norm, chatted about our countries, only to find out that the UK also has its problems. Illegal immigrants, crime and violence on the up, power problems, floods, etc. one thing I did pick up , is that although Dave and his wife love coming to SA, they don’t feel safe anymore (that’s the reality of our escalating violent crime).

I booked for Bev and I, a Valentines dinner at a place called Buitenverwagting, a B & B and spa, great evening. Picnic basket with nice eats, wine, head massage, steam room, jacuzzi and then…………… (mmm). Say no more!
Graaf Reniet to my surprise is a really lekker place. There is a place there called “The Valley of Desolation”, which I being 44 years young, had never even heard of. Do your soul a favour and go and check it out!
Friday 15 / 02 / 2008
After breakfast at 8am, we went to The Valley of Desolation, then to a church that dates back 100 years (awesome). Onto Uniondale, it was a bit chilly but the roads were good and we were cruising at 160 / 180km/h on the ZX14 and effortlessly passed a couple on a BMW 1200RT (first other touring bike travelers we had seen, which is very sad). As he disappeared in my mirror, I was happy to be on the awesome ZX14. As we approached Uniondale, the weather really turned shitty, about 19ºC. So after the couple on the BMW also come into Uniondale for petrol, we did what most bikers do, we introduce ourselves and went for a cup of coffee and spoke bony’s, turned out Callie and his wife spoke more than us, as they had been lounging on their beautiful BMW 1200RT and we were a bit moeg coming off the ZX14. I was however quiet surprised of how comfortable Bev and I were on the ZX. We decided to ride together on to George as they were on their way to Plett, so we left Uniondale in misty cool weather. I slowed down a bit, but not too much as Callie could really ride that groot BM, we averaged about 160km/h, until we got into Outinique Pass, where we stopped to take in the breathtaking view, before descending. We said our goodbyes and exchanged numbers for future reference, as one never knows when you might need a friend in a strange place. 
Once back on the bike, I was tempted by my racing side, to see how quick the ZX could get to the bottom of the pass, or take a toppie ride down and check the view. Bearing in mind the weather was not so great and that my wife was on the back as well as the Ventura touring system (that was packed to capacity), I opted for the toppie descent. Good choice, we arrived at the bottom in great condition, no roasties, no scratches on the stealth (my new nickname for my ZX14) and checked some awesome scenery of George and the Ocean.

George to Sedgefield was very pretty riding through Wilderness which has homes there that ‘skrik vir niks’. I was also amazed of how that side of the country has grown since I was last there in 1985. 

We arrived at our timeshare, Placid Waters in Sedgefield at about 4pm.

Saturday 16 / 02 / 2008    
Woke at 6am, (weather kak). We rode down to Plett through Knysna, to reminisce our young jolling days at Lookout Beach Pub. Plett is still a lekker place. On our way back to Sedgefield, we stopped at Buffalo Bay for lunch, just outside of Knysna. Wow, what a place (I think we are going to retire there).
Back to Sedgefield to get ready for cuzzin Ron’s wedding in George (all the best Mr. & Mrs. Paxton).

Sunday 17 / 02 / 2008
Sunday morning, stayed off the bike (late night and all). Took a walk around the lagoon and chilled a bit, 11am took a relaxed ride into George. Found an organic market on the way, which is well worth going to if you are there sometime.

We visited my aunt and uncle for a while in George and took his ST1300 Honda for a quick 80km ride, the wind was quiet heavy and tends to throw that big bike around a lot.

Left George at 4pm, to make our way back to Segefield. On the way we stopped and had a cappuccino at a place called Fynbos Pub on Sedgefield lagoon (mmm). That night had a chilled braai at the timeshare.

Monday 18 / 02 / 2008 – Begin trip back to JHB
Woke up at 6pm, packed bag and off to Mosselbay, crappy weather (seems the norm in that area these days). Had a hot chocolate at Diaz Beach at Rosebud Restaurant. We decided to take the Hartenbos Road through Robinsons Pass onto Oudtshoorn, I’m sure it would have been spectacular but the weather closed in, so rain suits on and 60km/h down the pass. I don’t like riding in the rain, maybe it’s because every time I’ve raced in the wet, I have come off. (ja, ok I’m a racer, even if it is on a 1981 GSX1100 Suz Box, in the classic SBK class, but we do really race, I promise), come check us out.
Well we came out of the pass soaking wet and a bit cold, within 10 minutes the sky opened, the sun came out and the heat set in, so rain suits off.  It was a magic ride to Oudtshoorn, again ZX14 (stealth) was chomping up the roads with smoothness and power. I have never experienced with a bike before, and I have ridden 1 or 2 bikes in my time.

Arrived in Oudtshoorn needing food and ZX14 needing fuel (up to now we had averaged 16.2km per litre – not bad for the speeds I was traveling). As we rode into the town, I noticed petrol attendants sitting on chairs and the station was very quiet, our famous friend from JHB, load shedding was visiting Oudtshoorn. Luckily for us we found a petrol station and restaurant with generators so we and the ZX14 were happy.

We ate mussel cracker (fish) at King Fisher Seafood Restaurant, and would recommend anyone in Outies to try it out.

Left Oudtshoorn to head for Beaufort West through Muiringspoort, what a beautiful, beautiful road (you have got to do that road sometime in your life, in a car, on a bike or horseback, just do it) 
Meiringspoort to Beaufort West
We rode slowly through Meiringspoort, just taking in the beauty of the place, (well done to the road engineers). The ZX14 deals well with slow speeds just as well as it does at high speeds, there is no faulting this awesome machine. We stopped at the rest site to have water, just before exiting Meiringspoort, and just as well we did as we were not sure what lay ahead – 117km’s of straight road through the middle of the Karoo in 37ºC. I felt like Mel Gibson in Mad Max, clad in leathers, scorching hot and doing 200km/h in the dessert. (Hint: carry water and tyre weld on long trips).
We came across a trading store 60km from Beaufort West that sold water and meat, so we opted for water (which actually tasted like meat), so we didn’t take any with us. 
We came into Beaufort West hot and tired, but I knew 3 Sisters was ±70km away, which was our overnight stop so decided to carry on but not before we found a church to take a photo of, which we had been doing in each town we passed through, you can see in days gone by that the church was a very important place to people (maybe it’s time people felt the same again).

As we turned onto the road towards 3 Sisters from Beaufort West, I accelerated through the gears up to 140km/h, it was not only hot now but the wind was also pumping. In my mirror I saw a vehicle approaching very quickly, he came past me at such a speed that I didn’t even see what car it was, only that it was an SUV of some type. Wanting to get to our sleep over destination as quick as possible, as I was now as moeg as a race horse after the Durban July. So I rolled on the throttle, thinking again that I’ll tuck in behind the vehicle and hide from the wind a bit as well as hide from the laser weapons of the long arm of the law. Well I rolled on and it went something like this – 140, 160, 180, 200, 220 then 240, I was thinking geeeez, what is this? I knew it wasn’t a sports car, at 240km/h, I got close enough to see what it was. Wait for it …………. a 4 x 4 Jeep Cherokee STR8. By now the wind was nearly blowing us off the stealth (ZX14). My wife was gripping me the way she used to 20 years ago, so I was tempted to stay a 240km/h, but the driver looked at me in his rearview mirror, smiled and accelerated away, I rolled onto 250km/h, riding at 250km/h in winds like that is not very clever, especially with Bev on the back (even though she is a fully qualified Biker Bitch). So I rolled off and watched the Jeep disappear, never to be seen again. Sh*t, that thing is as fast as I had read.
It wasn’t long after that speed session, that I saw the Travalia sign (our sleep over). As we pulled in, I realised how a camel must feel when arriving at an oasis after a long hot ride…….HAPPY.

All I can say about Travalia is ‘what a lekker South African place’ – go stay there! Order braai meat for supper and they come and light your fire for you.

We decided to leave early the next morning, so as to beat the heat of the day on our way to Kimberley. So 7am, Tuesday morning, I fired up the stealth which hadn’t missed a beat the whole trip. The N12 to Kimberley was different as I had never been on that road before, so town’s that we went through were first visits – Britstown, Strydenburg and Hopetown, a good solid ride, only one story to tell. In Hopetown we decided to stop for a snack somewhere, well there are probably only 2 places to choose from, so the decision wasn’t that difficult, we chose TCL (Transkaroo Country Lodge), a magic old hotel that had been restored (one of our stay over places in the future). 
As we stopped a car watch guy appeared (one thing you guaranteed in SA is a car watch guard in any town no matter how small). We nodded at each other with mutual agreement that he could watch the stealth. Well from that moment on he never left the bike, standing right next to it for the whole duration of our tea and scones (which were probably the best scones I had ever eaten). Just as we were about to leave, a drunk hobo came walking past, sorry stumbling past. He got too close to the stealth for the guards liking, who immediately started to tell him in no uncertain terms that he should move away from the bike, all the hobo could reply was “Hy jy, don’t come with your apartheid attitude towards me”, both of them being coloureds, it was quite a chirp. As the hobo turned to walk across the street, he fell forward and a Land rover coming down the street knocked him over (I think the side mirror caught his arm). He lay dead still and most people thought he was really injured and called the ambulance. Suddenly he got up and started chirping everyone again, the ambulance arrived in about 8 minutes (where it came from I have no clue, but good response time anyway). When he saw the ambulance he went and lay down again where he had been knocked down (and dead still mind you). The ambulance driver must have known him from before because he made him get up and walk to the ambulance. They loaded him and drove off; (I think they dropped him off around the corner).
We boarded the stealth and set out for Kimberley.

Arrived in Kimberley ±1pm, we were excited as it was the first time we had been there and we were going to “The Big Hole”. We found our B & B quite easily (Eltoro Guest House – nice comfortable, spacious and clean, recommended). We had a much appreciated swim, shorts and t-shirts on and off to The Big Hole (a really worthwhile decision, we recommend the tour, we are now very well educated in the diamond mining history of SA). An early supper, so as to watch Prison Break and then sleep so we could be ready for our last leg home to JHB the next morning.

One thing I must mention, that even though Kimberley is a big town now, people still gathered around the beautiful ZX14, whenever we stopped!!!

Wednesday – 20 / 02 / 2008 – (Last leg to JHB) 
Alarm went off at 6am, struggled to get out of bed today, started to get bikers bones (this only happens once you turn 40 plus), pains in your body  but you not sure where they are coming from. Riding a bike for a long distance at high speeds is much more tiring than people may think, (bikers are tough, and so we ride on). Just to mention now, we had done up to 2 700km on the ZX14 and my wife was an excellent passenger (as she’s been for the past 20 years); this is her longest trip on the bike, as it is mine. So I will have to see how she feels when we arrive home this afternoon. 

Well after a good breakfast served by Dirk and his wife, we set out from Kimberley to Warenton. Dirk told me that they trap a lot on that road so I thought I’d take it slow. A young woman in a Golf 1.8, who was obviously in a rush, cut in front of me coming out of a garage. So I started to follow her, when I looked down, I was on 160km/h, so I thought another working person late for work and in a rush. Good for me as I tucked in behind her at 160 / 170km, before I knew it we were passed Warenton.
Next stop Christiana. I must admit that I expected much more from this town, as up until 2 years ago, it hosted the famous Rhino Rally – which now happens in Harrismith (well done Simon). The Rhino has become an annual jol for about 40 of us and what a jol it is! The road works started just after Christiana, which does piss you off a bit. But on a bike it is a bit better than a car, no waiting in long queues, just to the front. Also you have to keep in mind that it is for the better, the road works held us up by 20mins (not bad). 
Bloemhof was next (these bigger towns are all ±50km apart, so as in earlier years, guys traveling on foot or horse back had not far to go to get supplies).

I have always wanted to go to Bloemhof Dam to fish, so I now saw exactly which off ramp to take (Bloemhof Dam here I come)

Coming into Wolmaransstad, a car flashed me just in time to get on the brakes and avoid a huge fine or jail sentence (thank you red BMW). At the Wimpy in Wolmaransstad (which by the way, still make one of the best cups of coffee in the country, and believe me we had a few cups), we met a couple a few years our seniors (about 30 years), who farm somewhere in the Free State, what a lekker oom and tannie. They were so interested in our bike trip, we later found out that their daughter had lost her leg and her boyfriend died in a bike prang near Grasskop at Paradise Rally 2 years ago (guys booze and bike riding just don’t gel and car and truck drivers please keep your eyes wide open for bikers, PLEASE!!!!)
Next came Klerksdorp and Potch, these towns are not biker friendly. Taxi’s, trucks and cars do what they like, so at Potch I made a wise decision and headed for Parys (a bit longer way home, but much better riding, and beautiful roads). In Parys we stopped for lunch at a magic antique shop on the sharp bend.
Parys is about 100km from our house, so my biker bones were starting to get happy as was the stealth; I could feel the energy underneath me, like a horse coming back to the stables after a long hard ride.

We pulled into the “Vale” – Edenvale at 4.30pm and the clock going onto 3 255km. 

Wow, what a journey, for my wife and I and the newly acquired Kawasaki ZX14, great quality time. Bev gave her bums up (I mean thumbs up; the stealth is going to be staying for a long while). 

Guys who have bikes go and do a trip, guys who don’t have a bike – go and get one and then, DO IT! NOW!

Mr. and Mrs. Gilrossi
BIKERS DO IT FAST AND SLOW

BUT EITHER WAY IT’S GOOD!!!
