
 
SUPERBIKE ACROSS EUROPE 
 
PART 2 
 
WEDNESDAY 30 OCTOBER 
 
After breakfast I headed off for Portugal and left the hotel a little after 09:00am.   
 
The weather was overcast but warm.  During the first hour it rained a little but not 
really enough to notice or make a difference to the riding.  
 
I had looked for a few small places that would take me towards Portugal and set the 
sat nav to the first one. I found a decent mix of roads although many of them were 
not out and out enjoyable roads - they were fast but given the vast and generally flat 
landscape most of the bends were just fast bends that lacked any real feeling. That 
wasn't always the case and as the pictures will show I was also able to find some 
excellent roads and picture perfect vistas.  
 
The roads varied from superbly surfaced to poorly surfaced but I suppose as I was 
always looking to stay away from main roads then maybe it was inevitable, although 
in this part of Spain at times there wasn’t really much choice. 
 
I crossed the border and stopped to take the inevitable picture at the country sign for 
inclusion in the inevitable DVD. 
 
I travelled via the tiny villages of Granja de Moreruela; Tabars; Fonfria and then onto 
Miranda do Doura and very good it was as well.  I eventually made my way back to 
the hotel for about 2pm and travelled back via the towns of Fermoselle; Pererruela 
and then Zamora , which is a largish and historically important city in Spain. 
 
All in all a decent day although unlike in France there seemed to be a real absence 
of roadside cafes and bars, but there again the majority of my miles had been done 
in remarkably isolated places.  
 
When I got back to the hotel I sat out and had a couple of cold beers (San Miguel) 
whilst I spent some time planning my route for tomorrow before lying on the bed and 
having a decent nap for an hour or so. 
 
Then I took a shower and went for a wander around Villapando again before 
returning to the hotel to lube' my chain before the next day’s leg to Castello a mid 
way point on my way towards Andorra. 
 
THURSDAY 29 OCTOBER 
 
Dinner on Wednesday night at the hotel was good although expensive, but there 
again that was more to do with the place I stayed at I suppose it could hardly be 
described as a greasy bikers stop over. 
 



I enjoyed breakfast and a couple of large coffees before packing my bags and 
loading my bike.  
 
Experience has demonstrated many times that it's well worth taking a steady and 
methodical approach to packing and making sure that things are packed away in a 
certain order should anything be needed en route. 
 
At the risk of 'too much detail' it's helpful to have toileted oneself and to. be 'suitably 
clean' in advance of the typical nine to ten hours 'in the saddle' if you know what I 
mean. 
 
For this trip I had purchased a 'cargo net' which simply clips over my top Kriega pack 
and allows me to have my spare visor on the back of the bike rather than around my 
waist as on previous trips. This was to prove a real good investment for the £7 or so 
it cost me. 
 
I carry my small Fuji camera in my left pocket and my main Fuji camera in the tank 
bag.  
 
The tank bag was another addition for this trip, although I have the art of travelling 
light pretty well sorted, I felt I needed a couple of things more accessible than in my 
back pack so had bought a fairly slim Hein Gerick tank bag that sits only 15cm high 
and afforded me an easy view of the sat nav, it’s really pretty unobtrusive and this 
also proved to have been a really good practical buy. 
 
As with previous days I was really looking forward to the ride and my plan was to 
make my first call to a place that Francisco had recommended - the village of 
Uruena. 
 
After breakfast the geologist wished me well for the rest of my journey and I thanked 
her for helping with the translation.  The owner Francisco and I had a couple of 
photos  and then I settled my bill  - he shook my hand, gave me a hug and asked me 
to mail him the pictures when I got home - that really had been a decent stopover.  
 
The weather was set fair and when I checked the previous evening on my itouch it 
was showing top 70's for Castello which was half way to Andorra and my destination. 
 
I was on my way just after 9am and I travelled up to the Rioja region via Uruena; 
Valladolid; Hortiguella, El Royo and other places in between.  
 
My first port of call had been to Urenea and it was a good call, another castle and 
walled city with tremendous views over the countryside. The road below looked more 
than inviting so after a few pictures I was on my way across the rolling well surfaced 
road in the general direction of Valladolid.  
 
A superb mix of roads eventually saw my way blocked at a bridge closure across the 
Rio Duero.  I carried on left hoping the sat nav would give me an alternative route 
across the mountains - it offered me a couple, but on roads that given my previous 
near calamitous experience on the E111 and the JCB incident filled me with enough 



dread to turn back and head east, leading me to rely on the compass more than 
anything else.   
 
It was to be a lucky call as I saw a road that was so new you could smell the tarmac 
and the Armco barriers were still shiny and bright. It looked appealing but it was the 
smell of the road surface that made my decision and what a good call it turned out to 
be.  It was as though someone had made this road for me - about 10 miles or so of 
perfect road it had everything, but all good things come to an end and basically it ran 
out in what was a collection of about a dozen houses and farm buildings. 
 
I don't know what the plan was whether at some future date it would be extended but 
in any case it was hardly a disappointment to travel back the same way and I was in 
no particular rush. I stopped to switch the bullet camera on and then moved off, 
about a half a dozen corners later there was a bloody big brown bull in the middle of 
the road.  I pulled to a halt and it seemed that we stared at each other - he won and I 
manoeuvred my bike around as fast as I was able as for all the world I thought he 
was going to run at me!  
 
I headed back and stopped not sure what to do - the situation was that I had to go 
back that way, there was no alternative but for me to get a grip so I turned round and 
headed back.  By the time I got back to the brown bull he was thankfully stood 
towards the side of the road.  I stopped a way off and to be perfectly honest I felt my 
bowels loosen as he did that sort of foot rubbing thing, dragging each of his front feet 
in turn along the ground.   
 
At the same time as I decided this was not a good sign I dropped the clutch and 
thanked the lord and Mr Suzuki for the power rush of first gear that a Gixer 1000 
gives - I was passed him in a moment.  
 
Maybe he would not have done anything and maybe it was my fear that was the 
issue but any which way I was relieved to be past him and I carried on the superb 
road. Round about that time a deluge of rain just came down it was pretty heavy but 
had stopped before I could get shelter and the sun was back out.  
 
Eventually I picked up a sign for a place called Soria which I knew to be in the 
general direction of Castello the rest of the journey was uneventful other than the 
blackest of clouds and skies and the bizarre situation of rain for about 20 miles but 
that I was almost able to ride just in front of.  
 
In my mirrors it was black but in front it was blue and I was only rained on when the 
road twisted back on itself. By the time I arrived at my stop the weather was glorious 
again but my hotel looked closed and deserted.  
 
The hotel was run by Best Western and was a converted convent outside the town of 
Corrella. 
 
I parked at the front and despite it looking closed it was actually open and the 
youngish Spanish guy said I should put my bike around the back as no one would 
know it was there, I did that and came and checked in. To be honest it was a slightly 
strange place. 



 
I asked how far the town was and the guy at reception told me it was 10 minutes 
way.  I dropped my gear into my room showered, changed and set off on what 
turned out to be the best part of a 30 minute walk. 
 
I came to a garage and a bar - I had the obligatory San Miguel and spoke to Pat on 
the ‘phone before making the long walk back. I was looking forward to something to 
eat and had noted a sign that said dinner was from 8pm to 10pm and was buffet 
style, which suited me. 
 
When I Got back to the hotel I said hello to the chap at reception and as an aside I 
said I would be down for dinner at 8 ... He said "dinner there is no dinner sir"  
 
Clearly I must have looked suitably mortified and he said "I can do something for you 
sir, perhaps a sandwich and maybe some fruit" given I was bloody hungry and didn't 
have a better offer I accepted and he said I should go to the restaurant at 8.30. I did 
and it was at this time I felt a bit uneasy - if you've seen The Shining then you'll get 
the idea ... big hotel pretty isolated, no other guests etc. 
 
At 8.30pm precisely I went to the restaurant and there was a single empty white 
plate and no one else other than 63 empty chairs. Shortly after the chap arrived with 
a warm large ciabatta with cheese and ham on it along with the fruit – which actually 
turned out be two banana yoghurts! 
 
I ate these in splendid isolation but actually wanted the normal mealtime noise of an 
hotel restaurant. But there was nothing.  
 
For company I had a host of religious icons including a huge mural behind me 
depicting Jesus taking the last supper. Well you know how it can get when you are 
on your own in this sort of situation - I was left hoping that it wasn't my last supper, 
actually and to be honest I was s****ing myself, thinking the worst - had I been 
poisoned, would I become the tortured play thing of the hotel keeper and all of this 
wasn't helped when I saw a woman walk down the corridor dressed in white carrying 
a black bin bag. It was made worse after my friend Mick had phoned me earlier and 
then sent me a picture of Jack Nicholson complete with sound effects from The 
Shining which I had foolishly mentioned to him during our earlier ‘phone call, it really 
wasn't a welcome email. 
 
I went to bed flicked through the TV channels and fell asleep listening to music on 
my itouch. It was a rubbish night’s sleep.  
 
FRIDAY 30 OCTOBER 
 
I was glad when morning came and I found I was still intact of mind and body - I 
wasn't overly excited by the thought of the buffet breakfast and it turned out that I 
was right not to be. 
 
It seemed that later on the previous evening two more guests had arrived and in 
addition to the single solitary setting for me there were two others place settings at 
some distance from mine, although no sight of the other guests. 



 
The buffet breakfast consisted of a single small roll (there were three set out) a choc 
o'pain (there were three set out) along with cheese, ham, yoghurts and fruit as well 
as coffee and orange juice - it was ok actually and I ate, packed and was on the road 
shortly after 9am. 
 
If the previous days biking had been excellent then quite simply the ride from 
Castello surpassed it all and led me to think whilst I was riding that I would have to 
reconsider my Carlsberg ratings. 
 
If I had been on Carlsberg roads so far I would have to downgrade them to Carlsberg 
B and C because today I was on the A roads or maybe A * or perhaps Carlsberg 
Extra - it was the most staggering of biking days. 
 
After leaving the convent I topped up with fuel and headed for a place called Ejea de 
Los Caballeros then Erla and then on towards Ardisa.   
 
I headed out on the NA125 and then the A125. The former the NA125 through 
Navarra was a joy, the Aragon region was a hot and parched landscape and great 
fun to bike through on its twisting roads although at times the surface wasn't 100% 
ideal.  
 
The sat nav froze whilst I was heading for Huesca so I carried on to there frankly 
thinking what the f*** am I going to do now - I thought that maybe I could call Pat and 
get her to search the web or maybe phone Garmin for a solution. 
 
I topped up with petrol and sat in the hot sun to figure out if I could reset it which in 
the end turned out to be really easy, and by good chance when I had purchased it I 
had I put the short users guide in the case and it was simply a case of pressing two 
buttons and hey presto job done. 
 
I carried on and the weather was hot, the scenery at times dramatic and traffic 
virtually non-existent and the roads were set to get even better. The N230 was 
fantastic the views at times were mesmerising and my pace was slowed only by time 
out to take pictures or just to stop and look. 
 
On the way to my destination I did so many good roads that I would recommend to 
any biker. These included the N230 and the N260.  But the road that left me 
exhausted was the L511 from Isona to Coll de Nergo, it's just 38km of non-stop 
action constantly rolling the bike from left to right as the road cut through the 
valley, My friend Rich had done the N260 that runs parallel to this (about 15 miles 
away) and I knew that he would know these roads are just simply off any normal 
scale.  I did a good bit of the N260 and it truly is a magnificent road. 
 
I ambled along for the last 20 or so miles at a steady 60/70 mph just taking in the 
views and the warm sun 
 
I arrived at my overnight stop at around 5.45pm in the tiny hill top village of 
Estamariu.  I checked in but my room was small with only a tiny window and to be 
honest had something of a prison cell feel about it. 



 
I asked for a room with a view and for a €10 supplement moved to the top floor with 
a veranda and stunning views to the Pyrenees.  
 
I sat out in tee shirt and underwear, hot, sweaty and with a cold San Miguel before 
taking a shower and going for a short wander around.  
 
Back at my stopover I had another couple of beers and open cheese and tomato 
sandwiches before bed and falling into a deep and sound sleep by 10pm. 
 


