January 5th, 2003
Hi Gavin

Well, we are well into the New Year now. Nadine left of New Year’s day. She had been out all night on the 31st and came back here just in time to pack her stuff and go to the airport. I went with her. Some of her friends were also supposed to have been there but none arrived – all sleeping after welcoming in the New Year. I guess she slept a lot of the way on the ‘plane. As for me, I was not tired as I had slept through the New Year; I don’t see any big deal in it now. Anyway, Nadine would be staying a few days in San Francisco. Apparently, Leonie is there having returned from her holiday in Mexico. Saw on TV last night that another big snowstorm hit the Northeast and dumped about 60 cm of snow in the Massachusetts area. 


There was another drop in temperatures here though not to the same extent as last week. For yesterday’s run, it was about 17OC, and with a sunny day and a coolish breeze at times, it was good for running. Started from Tai Mei Tuk and ended up in Tai Wo, taking 4 hours. I had not done this run for several years (or even any 4-hour run) and didn’t intend running the full route, but as I felt quite good, kept going. About 11 minutes slower at the halfway mark than the last time I did this run, but because of the slower pace, my legs did not pack up with the result that the final time was about the same. A bit tired now though. Still swimming. The water temperature is about 17-18OC and is not too bad. The first 100 metres or so feel very cold with my face going rather numb but after that it is good. Looking at the sign-in sheet, there is one other person who also goes swimming but I have never seen this person who must go earlier in the morning. Still, my swims are nothing compared to the ‘Polar Bear’ club swimmers in New York shown on TV the other day swimming in the sea with the water temperature at about 3OC they said. 


Last Tuesday morning (1 p.m. in NZ), Nadine and I called Christchurch and spoke to Nana and Granddad for about ½ hour. Uncle Keith had mentioned in an e-mail that for the past few days, Nana had just been lying in bed with her eyes closed, opening them occasionally to speak. She seemed to be able to understand what we were saying and even made some conversation herself. Granddad is not quite with it on high tech. He said that, if he needed to contact us, he would get Uncle Keith to send a message on his ‘microwave’!! After that, Nadine went to Cheung Chau for a while with some of her friends. 


Also, on New Year’s day, in Shanghai, a new train service from the airport to the city was inaugurated. This is a new kind of train called a ‘Maglev’ train. Mag-lev means ‘magnetic levitation’; the train has no wheels and is supported a few millimetres above the track by powerful magnets in the track and the train. It takes only 7 minutes to cover the 30 km from the airport. This train, which is a German one, is the first maglev train in commercial operation, the reason being that they are hugely expensive. This train goes only about 200 mph, though experimental ones both in Germany and Japan can travel at nearly 500 mph. China is now thinking of building such a system from Beijing to Shanghai. 


Not much else to write based on entries in my diary. So, will continue the saga of the motor bike. The bike was 500 cm3 with just a single cylinder. In the e-mail, I mentioned what happened to the bike so now I will say what caused the accident and what happened to me. I remember the day and the incident very, very clearly even though it was a long time ago. I had travelled from Wellington to Wairoa where I called in at my Uncle’s place for a while. (He had an orchard then. We passed the place when travelling around NZ in the camper van when you were small, but didn’t see him, as he was away. You probably don’t remember.) Anyway, I set off with about 60 miles remaining. It was a Saturday, and that afternoon there was a Rugby test in Wellington between the All Blacks and the British Lions and I was thinking about the test. Also, about 15 miles out of Wairoa, I passed a traffic cop parked outside a roadside shop and saw him begin to pull out. A few minutes after that, the crash happened. I think I had dozed off for a few seconds. Although it was all over in a few seconds, it seemed to last for a very long time, and I can recall in great detail what happened. It was on a bend in the road that, at the time, seemed very sharp, but on looking at it later, was actually a normal, gentle curve. On the side of the road was a ditch about 3 feet deep with a vertical bank on the far side. Having dozed off but come to again (I think), I realised I was not going to get around the bend. I saw in front of me several hard, dry earth mounds. The front wheel of the bike hit these, and launched me forwards like a projectile, head first.. Looking at the bike later, I guess that it had then shot up quite a distance into the air and come down ‘head’ first onto the front wheel. Hence most of the damage was to the front part of the bike; there was very little damage to the rear. Well, back to me. As I was shooting through the air, I saw a rock sticking out of the bank and wondered what would happen if I hit it! I missed, and ended up in the muddy ditch with barely a scratch! I looked at the trousers of my waterproof overalls and saw that one side was cut open as if by a knife; this was the side by the rock and my guess is that it had rubbed against the rock and been cut open. I pulled myself out of the ditch and what were my thoughts? Not how lucky I had been, etc, but how was I going to get home now! I did not suffer any shock (then, or afterwards). Just then, the traffic cop arrived. As it was an accident, it was supposed to have been reported, but he was a laid-back, country cop, andI think it was too much effort for him to do that. He took me to a ‘phone box and I called my uncle back in Wairoa who came out in his car and trailer to take me and the bike back there. I continued my journey to Gisborne on the daily train from Wellington to Gisborne. My uncle sent the bike up a few days later. During the holidays, which lasted about 3 weeks, all the time was spent repairing the bike. Had to do it as cheaply as possible. For example, a panel beater managed to beat the crumpled headlamp back into shape. My cousin (son of the Uncle in Wairoa, and who we visited in Napier; he has 3 daughters and some horses) who worked in a garage, managed to repair the fuel tank. I got an old pair of handlebars from a used-parts shop, and so on. To straighten and front wheel and forks required expert repair and was the most expensive part. But the bent frame could not be straightened. Also, as I was not an expert tuner, the spark timing was retarded a bit meaning that there the occasional explosion from the engine would came out the exhaust. Anyway, at the end of the holidays I managed to get back to Wellington on it. But, near Wellington when it was getting dark, I realised that the dynamo charging the battery was not working (?broken belt I think) so I would turn off the lights except when a vehicle approached that might have been a traffic cop. Back in Wellington, I got the bike ‘fixed’ up as much as possible and sold it!! I think 4 wheels are safer than 2 wheels! 

Well, that’s about it for this week. Thinking of you.      Cheers, Dad
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