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What People Are Saying About


Mature Flâneur in New Zealand


Tim’s writing is a mix of joyous curiosity, historical knowledge, and deeply thoughtful evaluation of the world. This book will make you want to travel to New Zealand while also giving the feeling you’ve been to the most special places and met the most fascinating people. This is travel writing at its best — a spiritually satisfying walk through the natural and cultural world with a narrator you wish you could meet on a backroad because his insights would make your trip come alive.


Michelle Auerbach, author of Feeding Each Other: Shaping Change in Food Systems through Relationship


Our favorite flâneurs share their far-flung adventures in the even more distant land of New Zealand. We get the vicarious thrills of visiting glaciers, rainforests, penguin habitats, and a steampunk amusement park. This entertaining mix of inspiring scenery, nefarious history, and resilient indigenous culture makes for rewarding reading.


Marsha Scarbrough, author of Honey in the River


I loved flânering around Europe with the amiable and ever-perceptive Tim Ward. So now to get his words and images on the very different world of New Zealand is a special treat. It’s nearly as good as going — which, as always, he makes me want to do immediately.


C.C. Humphreys, author of Vlad and Someday I’ll Find You


If you have been to, or ever wanted to go to New Zealand, buy this book! Tim Ward takes you through the North Island and South Island discovering the beautiful, the majestic, and the magical places that make this unique area of the world so enticing. You’ll find unexpected encounters even in the more familiar places like Auckland, Wellington, and Queenstown, as well as fantastically surprising experiences like an encounter with a Māori Warrior and (spoiler alert) penguins! Fabulous read!


Lisa D. Foster, author of Bag Lady: How I Started a Business for a Greener World and Changed the Way America Shops


The latest literary work by the wandering Mature Flâneur takes the reader on an exhilarating journey through the breathtaking landscapes of New Zealand (Aotearoa). From the bustling streets of Auckland, to the towering peaks, cascading waterfalls and stunning vistas of serene Milford Sound, each chapter is a captivating adventure on its own. Let yourself be transported to the hidden gems of the North Island, from the fiery geysers of Rotorua to the majestic Tongariro Alpine Pass, before venturing to the South Island, including the golden beaches and striking granite cliffs of Abel Tasman National Park. Ward is a magnificent storyteller who transports you gently from one fascinating destination to another. Slow Travel in the Land of the Kiwi is not just another travel book — it’s an invitation to experience the magic of New Zealand.


Bart W. Édes, author of Learning From Tomorrow: Using Strategic Foresight to Prepare for the Next Big Disruption


Tim takes us to another world most people only dream of. His narrative of New Zealand comes illustrated with more than 100 photographs and spiced up with the conversations between him and his beloved wife, Teresa.


Anne Bonfert, editor, Globetrotters, and author of Mein Traum von Afrika beginnt in Ghana


Tim Ward’s latest travel book, Mature Flâneur in New Zealand: Slow Travels in the Land of the Kiwi, is a delight for travelers and armchair travelers alike. Whether you are contemplating a trip to New Zealand or happy to experience it from the comfort of your home, this is the New Zealand book for you.


Lawrence MacDonald, author of Am I Too Old to Save the Planet? A Boomer’s Guide to Climate Action


Tim Ward has journeyed not only across the world experiencing all the sights, sounds and delights our physical senses absorb but he’s also gone into the world contemplating the deep questions that humans have pondered since we began to wander away from our origins in Africa. Ward’s travels in New Zealand like his others take him both on and off the beaten path. One of my favorite journeys in this book was his discovery of a place I had never heard of, the Catlins Coastal Forest. Serendipitously, Tim and Teresa are recommended this place by a person they randomly meet in a cafe who overheard their American accents. They navigate this trip by keeping the napkin of recommendations from the friendly stranger from the cafe and meander and explore this forgotten place (at least to us foreigners) for 1500 kilometers. Reading this book will bring fresh perspectives if you have travelled to New Zealand and if you haven’t… yet, you will want to. Tim and Teresa are master flâneurs: read this book… and get out on and off the road!


Neil Richardson, author of Preparing for a World Which Does Not Exist – Yet


The Mature Flâneur strikes again! In this evocative account of his three months’ travels with his wife, Teresa, through the north and south islands of New Zealand, we are right there alongside Tim staring at Mitre Peak in Milford Sound in awe, rooting for the revival of the kiwi and albatross populations, and praying he is right that the Māori are on a trajectory of “de-colonization.” Not only is this book a great read, you come away feeling smarter about New Zealand — the place, its people, the fragility of its ecology, and the fragility of our planet.


Stephanie J. Miller, author of Zero Waste Living, the 80/20 Way
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Introduction


This is the tale of our three-month trip around New Zealand. How can two people take 90 days to see a nation when the vast majority of visitors see the country in just a week or two? Well, Teresa (my beloved spouse) and I believe in slow travel: exploring the highways and the byways at a leisurely pace. We are fortunate to be at a time in our lives when we can make travel our priority.


Teresa and I are both in our sixties, on the cusp of retirement, and as we own our own small business, we are able to take extended breaks from work. The Covid pandemic served as a wake-up call for us: what were we waiting for? We decided to take a year off to travel and figure out what we wanted to do with the rest of our lives. Early on, we discovered the French term for someone who does the kind of wandering we most enjoyed: flâneur. A flâneur is one who wanders without a specific destination, absorbing the sights and sounds, losing oneself in one’s surroundings, and through that process, finding oneself anew. For a year Teresa and I flânered through Europe, and from that adventure I wrote Mature Flâneur: Slow Travels through Portugal, France, Italy and Norway. When the year ended, we returned to the US and spent a few months contemplating what we would do next. What we decided was, we wanted to be flâneurs for a second year.


A rare work opportunity took us to Mongolia in June, and from there it was a quick jump south (well, a ten-hour flight) to the land we had so often dreamed of, but never found the time and means to visit: New Zealand.


Having come such a long distance, we could not bear to simply skim the surface. We wanted to dive deep into this remote yet enticing place, to flâner without a plan other than to see all that we could see, and to do so slowly, savoring each vista, each adventure.


There are of course many other ways to see New Zealand for longer than a few weeks: for those under 30, there are working holiday visas. For older adventurers, there are other temporary employment opportunities, depending on one’s career. On a beach in the Southlands I met an Irish emergency-room doctor who worked for several months at a hospital in Tauranga and then set off to travel; another couple I know accepted a six-month gig teaching skydiving near Queenstown. Digital nomads also come to New Zealand. On a hike near Fox Glacier I met a young American software engineer with a year-long visitor’s visa; he was on Zoom calls with his US home office every night from midnight to 8 a.m. He traveled around during the days, and slept every evening. It worked well for him.


It’s my intention that this book will serve as a source of inspiration for all who are curious about New Zealand. I hope our stories and adventures fan the flames of your desire to visit this amazing country. Or simply join us vicariously, as we explore the many wonders of the land of the kiwi.
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Chapter 1


Upside Down in Auckland


At last, here we are, upside down on the bottom of the world. New Zealand has been on our “bucket list” for decades, but my wife Teresa and I have never made it here, until now. It’s mid-June and chilly, since it’s midwinter in the southern hemisphere. It gets dark at 6 p.m., because this is the season with the shortest daylight. Everything is topsy-turvy. Yet at the same time everything seems so bizarrely normal here.


“Auckland looks like a better version of Portland,” said my beloved, eloquently damning with faint praise. Teresa is Portuguese-American. She has big brown eyes and long, wavy chestnut hair; marrying her is the best thing I ever did.


We are staying near the refurbished downtown marina, an area of chi-chi restaurants, gleaming office towers, and condos. The boats at dock are big and extravagant, including a New Zealand yacht that once raced in the America’s Cup. Walking around the city, everything appears disorientingly similar to where we recently lived in the US, right down to the brand-name stores: H&M, North Face, HSBC, Citibank. There’s a Starbucks across the street from our Air B&B apartment and a McDonald’s down the block. The iconic Sky Tower looks a lot like the Seattle Space Needle, or to my Canadian eyes, Toronto’s CN Tower. Auckland doesn’t even feel British (apart from driving on the wrong side of the road). Everything’s too new; it’s not rundown enough to look like the UK.


Did we travel halfway around the world to visit a place just like home?


Only when we took the elevator up to the top of the Sky Tower did I begin to get an inkling of the ways in which this upside-down land is not like home. From the 60th floor of the tower one gets a panoramic view of the city, the port, and the surrounding islands. What is most immediately noticeable are the funny cone-shaped green hills that pop up here and there. These grassy hills are in fact extinct volcanoes. Geologically, this area is known as the “Auckland Volcano Field.” It was a region of intense volcanic activity in ages past, with some 50 cones in all.
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Auckland’s Sky Tower





From the Auckland Museum, I learned that much of New Zealand is in fact new-from-the-sea land. Twenty-three million years ago this land mass was mostly underwater. Tectonic plates colliding in the Tasman Sea pushed mountains upward on the South Isles and rent the Earth’s mantle further north, so that great gobs of subterranean magma spat through to the surface, creating volcanoes. The most recent eruption near Auckland happened a scant 600 years ago, forming the new island of Rangitoto, just off the coast of the city. It rises beyond Auckland harbor, gray and sullen, like a mini-Mordor, a reminder of this land’s unsettled recent past.
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Auckland as seen from the nearby lava fields of Rangitoto Island





New Zealand’s recent birth from the sea, isolated from other lands, put it on a unique evolutionary track. While plant seeds, insects, and birds could migrate here by air or water, there were no mammals — not even from Australia. No kangaroos, no koalas, no dingoes. Kiwis and other flightless New Zealand birds arrived with wings some 50 million years ago, then evolved to be flightless in a land free from predators (except eagles and hawks). That is, until humans arrived and brought their companion animals with them, both domesticated and pests (dogs, cats, rats, possums, and stoats). These hunters have ravaged native bird life.


New Zealand is relatively new to people, too. In fact, it was the last significant land mass on the planet to be inhabited (not counting Antarctica). People first arrived by sea canoe from East Polynesia scarcely 800 years ago. Their relative isolation in this faraway land led to the rapid evolution of distinctive Māori cultures.


I knew next to nothing about the Māori people when I arrived, and my introduction was at the Auckland Museum. It features exquisite examples of Māori art and craftsmanship: long canoes that could fit 50 or more people; weapons; ornately decorated hardwood communal halls. The Māori had no metallurgy before the arrival of the first Europeans: no iron, no steel. Everything was made of wood or stone or bone. The ornately carved ancestor statues and divinities clearly mimicked the facial tattooing the Māori people are perhaps best known for. The eyes were made of little black discs, surrounded by mother of pearl, which made the whites startlingly realistic. These statues have a presence of their own, at once regal and formal, and at the same time, powerful and fierce. I remembered from a movie I saw long ago, Once Were Warriors, that when the Europeans first encountered the Māori, they were warrior societies.
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Left: Māori ancestor statue from the Auckland Museum. Right: Māori performer with mōko face tattoos in Rotorua





One peculiar feature at the museum is the number of statues that seem to be holding a ukulele in one hand — were the Māori some kind of minstrel-music-worshiping society? Well, clearly this is the problem with having too few data points. I soon noticed the glass display cases held dozens of different versions of these strange instruments. Carved of hardwood, whalebone, or stone, these were implements for war-making, not music-making. They were called kotiate, used like double-headed axes in hand-to-hand combat. Every statue of a high-status male includes one of these choppers, which was clearly the mark of a superior male’s warrior status and lethal power.
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I was transfixed by the Māori ancestor statues from the museum, and their kotiate.





The museum also tells the tale of how each Māori iwi (tribe) traces its ancestry back to one of seven canoes that according to tradition made the voyage from the islands of East Polynesia to Aotearoa, “Land of the Long White Cloud,” which is the Māori name for New Zealand. Today, some 200 years after the first Europeans settled here, the Māori make up only 17% of New Zealand’s population, well above the indigenous populations of the US (2%), Canada (5%), and Australia (3%). But, unlike these other Anglo-dominant nations, in New Zealand there’s a vision of a land shared by two peoples.


This is more than simple reparations for past injustices and theft of land (although that is a big part of it). The Auckland Museum tells the story of the signing of the Treaty of Waitangi in 1840 between more than 500 Māori chiefs and the British Crown. This document served as the legal foundation for the new nation. The museum also grimly describes the many violations of the treaty subsequently committed by British New Zealanders — including full-scale wars — and the long journey towards justice begun only in the past 50 years, when a commission was set up to address and provide redress for violations of that treaty.


Yes, there’s a long way to go. But there’s a principle at work that is truly profound: where the treaty has been violated, there’s a legal and moral obligation for the dominant culture to correct it. At first brush, this seems fundamentally different from what I know of other colonizer-nations, like my native home, Canada, and my adopted country, the United States (to add to that: in 2023 Australians decisively voted no on a referendum on whether to officially recognize Aboriginals as the indigenous people of their nation). To be honest, when Teresa and I imagined visiting New Zealand, it never occurred to us how much we had to learn about the island’s history of injustice and its progress towards ‘de-colonization.’ The Auckland Museum was an eye-opener for me. I realized that our trip would be more than a sightseeing journey; it would also, perhaps, be a discovery of a new, hopeful vision for the Land of the Long White Cloud.


After a week in Auckland to get our bearings, Teresa and I planned to explore the entire country, from top to bottom, for a total of 90 days. It was fortunate that we arrived in midwinter and not in the summer months when near to a million tourists race through the nation. From December to March, one pretty much has to book everything well in advance. You risk not getting to see sights that require a ticket, and not finding a place to stay in the busier towns along the main tourist routes. Yes, in winter the weather is colder. But it’s not a harsh New England cold. Not Canada cold. When we arrived in Auckland, it was like a brisk fall day in my native land, and when the sun came out it was warm enough to venture out in just a light sweater.


Before leaving the city, we arranged to rent a spiffy white Polestar 2 electric vehicle for three months, in order to reduce our carbon footprint. The previous summer we drove up and down Norway in a Polestar 2, and loved it, despite having to learn how to master a whole new automotive technology — cables and charging stations and ‘range anxiety.’ Sure, there was a learning curve, but we managed without calamity. New Zealand’s EV infrastructure is more rudimentary than Norway’s, but there was enough of a network to make us feel confident we would be okay. As we headed towards the South Pole, under southern stars, the Polestar 2 seemed a fitting choice.


We vaguely planned to meander in a hazy, lazy figure eight from the subtropical tip of the North Island to the chilly bottom of the South Island and back north again. Our only goal was to see as much of the country as we possibly could, without ever rushing, just following our noses and taking our time.









Chapter 2


Rangitoto Island: After the Eruption


I was walking along the volcano when I thought I heard R2D2 in the trees. It was a weird combination of clicks and musical whistles that sounded as if they came from the plucky little Star Wars robot. I looked around and spied a medium-sized, black-and-brown bird winging between the branches. It had this strange little white tuft on its throat, the sort of thing a French aristocrat might have worn in a bygone age. When it settled, I was able to take a picture. Later, I identified it as a tūi bird.


Although to me the bird looked rather drab, save for its neck tuft, online I later discovered the bird’s true colors: when the light hits those brown-and-black feathers just right, they shimmer with iridescent hues of turquoise, bronze, and cerulean blue. In ages past, tūi feathers were used to adorn the traditional cloaks of Māori chiefs. The tūi’s calls are also colorful, producing flute-like whistles interspersed with coughs, grunts, clicks, and wheezes. These birds are mimics, able to play back everything from farm machinery to human voices. And they played a crucial role in the evolution of life on Rangitoto — New Zealand’s newest volcano (see the color section, page C5).


Rangitoto erupted in Auckland harbor about 600 years ago, within the collective memory of the Māori tribes who lived nearby, and who gave the island its name. It means “Red Sky.” At that time, a torrent of magma broke through the Earth’s mantle — worn thin beneath New Zealand, where tectonic plates are still colliding. When the hot lava cracked the ocean floor, the seawater turned to steam, creating massive explosions that indeed would have turned the night sky red. As the lava kept coming, eventually it built a cone above the surface of the water, allowing the hot magma to spew into the sky. Lumps hardened in midair into weird, artistic shapes, before crashing into the rivers of lava flowing across the newly emerged land. As the lava flowed, the surface cooled and solidified, then crumpled when the lava rivers swelled again. This created vast fields of broken rock.


I imagined this raw, steaming land was much like all of New Zealand as it emerged from the sea 23 million years ago: lifeless, bare rock. In some ways, the story of Rangitoto is the story of New Zealand, but in fast motion. For the island today is mostly covered in vegetation and teeming with life. A trip to Rangitoto is a journey through lush forests and evolutionary quirks that are still puzzling the scientists who study it.


I took the ferry from downtown Auckland that arrives three times a day at Rangitoto and disgorges day-trippers (plus a few hardy overnight campers) at the single dock. It is guarded by Māori ancestor spirits carved on a wooden gate.
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Māori carved gate at the dock of Rangitoto Island





There is no water on the island and no food. Visitors must carry in whatever they need, and carry out out all trash. Fortunately, there’s a well-made trail from the ferry terminal to the crater rim, with a rough track that cuts across the island to a lighthouse on the westernmost point, and then along the southern coast. Most visitors do the hour-long trek to the peak, then straight back to the boat. But I opted (like any decent flâneur) for the circuitous route via the lighthouse, to avoid retracing my steps.


One of the first things one notices on the path is that there are big patches of raw lava rock interspersed with larger patches of vegetation. Helpful placards along the way explain how these islands of vegetation developed. The first arrivals on Rangitoto were spores of lichen and mosses, which gradually covered the bare rock. When they built up a sufficient layer of organic matter, seeds that had drifted over from the mainland took root; here and there, ferns and bushes began to appear, and then a few trees. With the trees came the bugs and birds (like the tūi) that feast on ripening fruit; the birds left their droppings behind, including whatever seeds they carried in their poop. And so wherever one tree emerged, a mini-ecosystem evolved around it. Little islands of vegetation gradually spread out across the lava field and merged with others, until today most of the island is a connected forest (see page C1).


The path to the top of Rangitoto allows for a detour to visit some of the tunnels left behind by the cooling lava flows. These proved to be cramped, dark, and deep. Rather than risk bashing my head on the nubbly, dark tunnel roof, or breaking my poor old knees with a long crouch-and-crawl approach, I opted for the shortest tunnel. I could spy a dot of light shining through from the other end. This still required feeling my way through, hands on dank, moss-covered walls. I had to squeeze through narrow, irregular spaces, contorting my body to match the shape of the lava tube, so that it felt like playing Twister while spelunking. Note to anyone considering this trek: bring a headlamp rather than relying on your smartphone light. A lava tunnel is not a good place to drop your phone.
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A steaming lava field, with Rangitoto crater in the background





Back on the main track, as I neared the cone of the volcano, the path steepened and the vegetation deepened. The soil here was thick enough to support large, tall trees, so the forest more resembled a tropical jungle. Supposedly, in the nooks and crannies of these trees over 50 different species of orchids flourish.


Eventually I reached the rim of the volcano, some 200 meters (600 feet) across. A placard on the rim explained that less than 175 years ago, this cone and its crater were mostly bare rock — as evidenced by a reproduction of a sketch by an artist from the mid-nineteenth century that shows this area bald as an egg. Looking around, it was hard to believe what I was seeing. A dense green forest covers the entire crater. The rate at which the forest has overtaken bare rock is astonishing.


I walked around the rim of the cone to the high point of the island — a flat and rather unremarkable spot containing a picnic area and public toilets, as banal as a suburban kiddie playground. I could hardly imagine what it must have been like for the Māori living on the mainland nearby to have witnessed the sea erupt in steam, liquid fire shooting upwards in a column, turning the sky red, and a newborn mountain rising from the depths, right on this spot.


From the cone I took the long road home along a black track made of pulverized volcanic rock. It led to the lighthouse and beach at Mackenzie Point, and then back round to the ferry dock. Along the shore I noticed one other strange feature of the island: mangrove trees on the shoreline growing right out of the lava. This one has puzzled the scientists who study the island because mangroves typically grow in the muck of swampy wetlands. Here, they spring up directly from volcanic rubble. That was not thought to be possible for mangroves, at least until now.


All along the trail, I passed little wooden boxes with wire mesh sides; these are traps for possums and other invasive species that have made their way onto the island. They eat the eggs of native birds, so there’s a concerted effort to cull the pests, and to keep them off the island. Visitors to the island are required to thoroughly check their knapsacks before they get on board the island ferry. The ferry attendant told us that in one case, they had caught a snake trying to smuggle aboard in someone’s bag!


Even human pests have been removed from the island. As I neared the dock, I passed a stretch of shoreline with perhaps a dozen old cottages — the final remnant of a vacation community on Rangitoto in the early 1900s. All in all, there were 200 or so of these “baches,” built over 100 years ago in ramshackle manner by the owners. Most of these have been dismantled, with just a few preserved, along with a small museum for the sake of history. These days, no one lives fulltime on the island — except the remaining pests, and the birds that helped create the forest. Including the tuneful tūi.


Rangitoto was my first taste of New Zealand outside of a city. So much of this country remains rugged and wild; yet all of it has been affected by humans. The unleashing of pets and pests upon this land — a land with no preexisting mammals — has created an imbalance that modern New Zealanders are belatedly striving hard to address. Most alarmingly, the numbers of kiwi, the national bird, are being reduced by 2% a year in unmanaged areas. So it’s heartening to see the work being done in places like Rangitoto to repair the damage, and to find New Zealanders zealously embracing a new role on this island as protectors of life and observers of the amazing processes of Nature, as she unfolds her green hand upon this gray island.




OEBPS/images/f0006-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
AMalwee Flanewe

in New Zealand

Slow Travels in the Land of the Kiwi

Tim Ward

CHANGEMAKERS
BOOKS

London, UK
Washington, DC, USA





OEBPS/images/f0007-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/part1.jpg
Part One
North Island






OEBPS/images/f0013-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0011-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0005-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0xvi-01.jpg
1] 1] || < 1] |1} S )] || ) — ] -— '.:I’.;_’._'D-I

NEW JEALAND AOTEAROA

] 1] || — 1

] (1] ]| | 11 -1

(1] ] —

- ||| -— Il’ll‘._‘ll':ll-lli-ili

1 —

] | -

i | — | —— 1] — ] — | — | — ||| -] ] —_— <
| y~






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
:
:
§
f
:
¢

in New Zealand

Slow Travels in the

Land of the Kiwi

& & K& & & S5 & S B S5





OEBPS/images/f0004-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/copy.jpg
O

Colleectivelnk





OEBPS/images/half.jpg
AMalwee Flanewe

in New Zealand

Slow Travels in the Land of the Kiwi





