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adventure
Army Land

Desert Road

Words & Pics: Ed.

It’s not often a nice Army man calls to ask if you want to ride on 

the land you’ve looked jealously at for 25 years. 

0600 hours. Get up, you  
‘orrible little man
“Uh. Wuh? Oh.” Sit up and remem-
ber where I am. Scratch arse. Rub 
eyes. Think briefly about chang-
ing the order of that for hygiene 
purposes. I’m in a barrack room 
at the Waiouru Army Base, and a 
quite well appointed one at that. 
When we arrived last night I’d 
expected bunks, twenty to a room, 

a footlocker and 50 press-ups in the 
morning. Instead I had a wardrobe, 
desk and comfy single bed, much 
like a hotel. Ahh well. A little bit of 
my tax paid for this and it’s nice to 
get it back. Since it also paid for the 
very big guns too can I let one of 
them off?

Outside the window is some 
typical high plateau weather. We’re 
on the tail-end of a couple of storms 

and mother nature hasn’t quite un-
twisted her knickers yet. The horizon 
is slate grey, blending upward into 
the grey sky that it seems I could 
almost touch. There’s a fairly per-
sistent drizzly rain that doesn’t look 
inclined to let up, and can in no way 
be mistaken for good riding weather.

0700 hours. Shirt on, one-two, 
pants up three-four, shoes on... 
teeeeennn, HUT! 

A rag-tag, sloppy, way-out-of-
formation group of riders makes its 
way to the mess hall for breakfast. 
Note to self – why is it called a mess 
hall? Halfway there, a platoon (think 
that’s too big?) of about 50 soldiers 
finishes a drill on the parade ground, 
is dismissed and legs it for the 
mess hall door. Their commanding 
officer’s voice issues like a whiplash 
and they stop, and reluctantly let us 

go first. I grin stupidly in a way that 
attempts to communicate it wasn’t 
my idea and could they please 
not shoot at me later? Breakfast 
is exceptional. An army runs on its 
stomach and so do trail riders. I eat 
like it’s my last meal. 

0730 hours.  
Essential Maintenance
No time like the scheduled departure 

time, in the rain, to be packing cam-
eras, wiring grips, and generally fanny 
around doing the stuff that got put off 
last night by a couple of beers. 

I overdress slightly. Always, 
always, overdress for the high 
plateau. The weather can change 
very quickly and at over a thousand 
metres, this matters. I totally turn 
into my mum ‘wear a jersey dear!’ 
and have been laughed at almost as 

many times as I’ve been surprised 
by 30 degree weather going to zero, 
with snow. But I’m not worried. 
Hypothermia and hail like bullets has 
a special way of stopping laughing. 

Poly-props, shirt, pads, sleeveless 
jacket then Gore-Tex jacket go on. 
Spare gloves, sweatshirt and gog-
gles into pack, along with camera, 
snacks and drinks. Bumbag on.

We get a group photo; I load up 




