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morning frenzy, is enough to perk
up the weary eye. While exploring
the race village, I even met greats
like the eight-time Volvo race sailor,
Bouwe Bekking.

A two-hour drive takes you to 
Matamata, the home of Hobbiton. 
Here, across 12 acres of the Alexander 
family farm, you fi nally come face-to-
face with the mystical green hills that 
became home to Peter Jackson’s vision 
of The Shire—complete with its fair-
ytale like hobbit-holes, human-sized 
pumpkins and set props that you can’t 
tell apart from the real thing. Even if 
you’re not a Tolkien fan, meandering 
through Bilbo Baggins’ home, the 
Green Dragon Inn, The Shire’s Rest, 
and more, is tempting enough to 
make you revel in the make-believe. 
Fortunately, the ales served at the Inn 
are as real and robust as it gets.

At night, the adventure continued as 
we raced to Lake McLaren, Tauranga, 

for glow-worm kayaking. 
As the sun disappears into 
the edge of the tranquil 
McLaren, you can sip on 
some fi ne wine, nibble on 
cheese and watch the 
swans do their lazy glide, 
even before you get a crash 
course on the basics of 
kayaking. Navigating the 

waters by starlight is surreal enough, 
but nothing can prepare you for what 
greets you in the inky darkness of the 
glow-worm canyon—walls of dark 
green, lit up by thousands of glow-
worms. It’s as if Auckland is trying to 
remind you that magic is for real!

ON TO THE HIGH SEAS
After waking up to an incredible 
breakfast spread at M Social Auckland 
on day two, it was time to join the 
seven teams competing in the Volvo 
Ocean Race, as they fl agged off the 
next leg to the treacherous Southern 
Sea, towards Itajaí, Brazil. Togged up 
in safety jackets, I joined fellow 
journalists to race alongside the teams 
in Volvo RIBs (rigid-hulled infl atable 
boats). It was as close as we could get 
to the lives of expert sailors, who race 
over 45,000 nautical miles around the 
world in a Volvo Ocean 65—typically 
seven men or a mixed crew of 10, 
perpetually drenched, living on freeze-

dried food and spurred by their own 
brand of obsession that sees them 
through bouts of oppressive weather 
and treacherous waters. As they faded 
over the horizon, I silently crossed my 
fi ngers for my favourite team.

UP, UP AND AWAY
“You’re jumping out of a plane today, 
you must be crazy.” When Annemieke 
Bes, a sailor and three-time Olympics 
participant, racing in one of the 
toughest sailing and endurance races 
says this to you, it’s natural to doubt 
your decision to skydive. I knew 
though, that there’s no better back-
drop than Auckland to cross out my 
adventure bucket list. And what better 
way to see the prettiest city than from 
16,500ft up in the air? At Skydive 
Auckland, Parakai, a spectacular view 
opens up to reveal the expanse of 
NZ’s east and west coasts. With an 
instructor, who has weathered over 
500 jumps, and a handheld capturing 
every nervous tick on our faces, we 
jumped. In that moment of free-fall, 
there is no fear, no thought—only the 
deafening silence and the endless 
views that I hope my mind recalls 
every time I doubt my courage.

Looking back, just in these three 
days in Auckland, it had begun to feel 
like home. Hopefully, it will always feel 
like home every time I return to 
New Zealand, for this is where, while 
racing alongside professionals and 
fl ying without wings, I met a new 
adventurer—Me. ■CO
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Skydive
Auckland

Glow-worm kayaking
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