
 
 

 

Gregory’s ride – Ride Forever training 
I was cruising along Nelson’s Hardy Street when I noticed a bunch of motorcycles parked outside Lambretta’s 

Café. Among them was a canary yellow Suzuku DRZ with a blue seat. It was not a super moto corner slider. 

Instead, it looked more like a farm bike that someone had put street tyres on.  

That someone is Kevin Guthrie. He was teaching another group of local motorcyclists how to minimize their 

exposure to common hazards lurking around NZ roads. As I cruised past, they were sitting inside the Café at the 

large table in the meeting room, drinking coffees and listening to Kevin’s explanations of basic mistakes we all 

make when hurtling through space atop a powerful internal combustion engine attached to two wheels. Jason 

Howcroft would also be there, spewing a bunch of sobering statistics at his captive audience. His motorcycle 

must be somewhere nearby, though it is much less conspicuous than Kevin’s. 

I walked out to my motorcycle and looked up at the morning sky. It might rain today. I geared up and pulled out of 

my driveway. The probability of rain became a certainty as my visor became streaked with water droplets. It was 

summer in Nelson and one simply assumes the weather will be fine. My pants stuck to the insides of my thighs as I 

waddled into the meeting room at Lambretta’s. The question of whether I should just leave now pops into my mind 

and stayed there until more people arrived. 

Then the course started. Kevin talked handling and strategy; Jason talked numbers and case studies. A lot of it 

sounded scary as the realization of my personal ignorance sets in. Yet, somehow, Kevin and Jason managed to 

reassure us that everything is going to be ok as long as we learn to ride safely.  

After an hour of theory we headed for the door. The rain had stopped and it looked like I would not have to sit in a 

puddle of cold water for the whole day after all. By the time we got to the training ground, the sun was out and we 

reached for sunblock. The rest of the day was a bit of a blur. We did drills, then we cruised together to another 

location, we did more drills, we cruised again, had lunch, cruised again… Clad in high visibility gear, riding in a 

staggered formation, we were a formidable gang, if only for a day. 

When the day was over, I looked back and realized that I learned a bunch of things and met a cool group of people. 

Totally worth it… 

And so, as I passed by Kevin’s canary yellow DRZ, I caught myself thinking of enrolling into the course again. I am 

hooked. 

This all brings back a memory…..  

 


