
Abel Tasman and Nelson  
New Zealand 10-11 Feb 2015 

From Pancake Rocks, we headed northeast to Tapawera, near the north coast of the South 
Island, where we stayed in a “motel room” at the Settlers, which was basically a backpackers’ 
accommodation. We threw together some dinner in the common kitchen, and had an enjoyable chat 
with some young Englishmen, one a political ghost writer, and the other a marine biology grad student 
currently studying in NZ. They were in the midst of a bike trip. 

The next day, we chose to visit the Abel Tasman National Park, on the north coast, about a 50 
min drive from the Settlers. We first stopped in Motueka for some advice from the DOC office and then 
on to Marahau, at the southern entrance to Abel Tasman. The Abel Tasman National Park is the location 
of the 70 km Abel Tasman Trek, one of the NZ great walks. We walked a short segment near the 
beginning. Just a taste, and another one that begs for more. 

The trail follows the shore line, usually near the edge of the forest which lined the shore. From 
time to time the various coves and bays of the Tasman Bay were visible, as well as the distant shore of 
the North Island. Paths led down to several beaches, a few of which we visited, eating our lunch at one 
of them. There was lots of bird life, some examples of which are shown below. 

  

 

Out for a stroll. 



 
Above: Canadian geese on a sandbar Below: a sparrow. 

 



 
 

 



During our lunch break we saw several kinds of gulls interacting with each other. 

 
Above: Black backed gull. Below: Red-billed gull  

 
 



 
Black-billed gull. 

 
Speckled gull. They repeatedly attacked the the big black backed gull in the first of the gull pictures.  

 



 
California Quails originally introduced into NZ in 1862. Above, Daddy, Below, Momma & the chicks 

 
 



 
Quack, quack. 

 
Tweet, tweet. 

 



 

Patterns in the sand. 

 



The trail is almost a super-highway, allowing full enjoyment of the exuberant flora in the 
temperate rain forest and frequent glimpses of the sea.  

 

 

 

 



 

 



Many people combine kayaking with walking the trail, or just enjoy a day at sea.  

 

Which boat does Ray yearn to be on?  

 



Alas, time to move on. On our way to Picton the next day, we stopped for a few hours in Nelson.  
After wending our way up the West Coast where so many “towns” are a few houses, with maybe a gas 
station, and a “hotel”, Nelson seemed like a very big town if not a major metropolis. Its population, 
together with the fast growing suburb of Richmond, is about 60,000. Nelson was the first town settled 
on the South Island in 1841 and it retains much of its old world charm, with many buildings in Victorian 
or Edwardian style, and few exceeding 2-3 stories. By the way, the town was named for Admiral Horatio 
Nelson, who defeated the French and the Spanish in the 1805 Battle of Trafalgar, and many of the 
town’s streets and public areas are named after people and ships associated with the battle. At the 
advice of a friendly clerk in the local information office, we set off on a circuit walk around town, 
including climbing a small hill where the “geographic center of NZ” is commemorated.   

 

 

The “geographical center” of 
New Zealand. This is actually 
a bit of a misnomer. Edie is 
standing on a surveyor’s 
benchmark, which was 
visible from below, and was 
the primary reference point 
in laying out the city of 
Nelson. 

 

 



 

Overlooking the city 

Nelson has an exceptionally high number of sunshine days per year (for NZ) and we really 
enjoyed the sunshine as we walked.  



 

Above: Cicada close-up. A different breed than in Australia – the NZ ones don’t synchronize their song 
over local geographic areas as the Australians do. But both make plenty of noise!  

Below: The ubiquitous town garden 

 



 

On the oldest street with original buildings in NZ. Originally the houses were workingman cottages, now 
they have been restored and are mostly b&bs.  

 

The circuit walk was supposed to be an hour, but we had stretched it into more than two hours. So we 
quickly finished the last leg and continued on to Picton, the set off point for the Queen Charlotte Trek 
the next day. The road was via some rather interesting mountain passes, and as is typical in NZ, took 
much more time than you’d expect from the kilometrage!  More on the Queen Charlotte will be in the 
next blog installment. 


