
SUPERBIKE ACROSS EUROPE - PART 4   
 
TUESDAY 03 OCTOBER 
 
Tuesday was another really decent day and started with a decent breakfast. 
 
I left Baveno about 08.45 or so and headed for Locarno, it was nice easy 
riding on well surfaced flowing roads alongside Lake Magiore in wonderful 
morning sunshine.  
 
I had the lake to my right and the Alps looming large in front of me – what 
more could I ask for? 
 
I turned to head for Biasta and the St Gothard pass, I had decided the San 
Bernadino pass was too far to the east for me to do without giving myself too 
great a distance for a comfortable days riding. 
 
Maybe I would do the San Bernadino another time, on the basis that it really is 
a big world and there are so many places to see I think it may well be some 
time before I ride to Switzerland again – this trip made it three times in the 16 
months. 
  
I aimed for Airollo and took a welcome coffee at the viewing platform.  I still 
had Swiss Francs from my visit a few months earlier and I had enough to pay 
the required three Francs for the coffee.   
 
There really are wonderful views to be had from here and I had been there 
twice before, most recently in June of that year with friends Rich and Mick, it 
was colder then and there was snow about - this time it was ideal and despite 
packing my showerproof/windchill jacket I had no reason to take it from it's 
convenient location in my back pack.  
 
After coffee I headed for Altdorf and stopped to switch the bullet camera/ 
video camera on.  I then rode through Flulen and past the place that Mick, 
Rich and I had stayed at back in June.   
 
I stopped to take a few pictures of Lake Lucerne and it's aqua waters before 
turning in the general direction of Zurich and then onto the border crossing 
into Germany at Baden.  
 
I wasn’t quite sure where I was but knew I was still in Switzerland and I 
travelled alongside a lake for about 15 glorious miles of superb black tarmac 
on rolling easy bends.  I just coasted along at a leisurely pace probably a 
steady 70/80 mph barely adjusting the throttle and hardly touching the brakes, 
it was relaxed and easy riding - not a care in the world and just the quiet 
steady drone of the engine for company. 
 
Shortly after entering Germany I had some rain, not enough to need to stop or 
adjust the pace and it probably only lasted for 10 minutes but the air was 



cooler and the skies darker - although roadside signs indicated it was still a 
decent 18 degrees. 
 
The Black Forest towards Simonswald was as pretty as a picture and clearly it 
had rained earlier.   
 
The roads were wet and flowed alongside glorious lakes and although some 
invited more speed I tempered my pace after two bottom clenching rear wheel 
slips - nothing too awful but enough to provide fair warning.   
 
Perhaps this was from the rain falling on roads that had been untypically dry 
for long periods but when I hit the tighter and twistier bits on damp and glossy 
tarmac I’ve got to be honest and say for the second time on the trip (the first 
was the negotiating the JCB situation on the closed road) I flicked the drive 
mode switch to the 'girls' setting of B although I had opted for setting A for the 
JCB incident. 
 
The last ten miles or so to the hotel were interesting on what I would probably 
say were B roads and that were isolated deep in the forest. 
 
Anyway I arrived safe and sound and had a wonderful room (room 2 on the 
first floor). 
 
When I arrived Ludwig who I think owns and runs the place, shook my hand 
and said "Anthony it's good to see you again, last time was the spring no? and 
with your friends" 
 
The room really was excellent and with a very decent bathroom and a simply 
excellent shower.   After refreshing myself I went down to the bar for a 
welcome beer - I had three of those and also the best meal of the trip.  The 
starter was a salad type affair and the main course was deep fried camembert 
- sort of think fish cakes but filled with camembert with toast and some sort of 
berry side relish it was lovely. 
 
When the restaurant emptied Ludwig, the chef and the waitress came and 
joined me at the solid wood table and ate their evening meal there with me.   
 
I finished the evening off with a large glass of red wine and listened to one of 
my favourite songs by Go West - The King of Wishful Thinking, I made a 
mental note to myself to include this in the DVD it was a nice end to another 
excellent day. 
 
My trip for the following day was onto Luxembourg, and probably about 230 or 
so miles to my final overnight stop of this trip. 
  
THURSDAY 04 OCTOBER 
 
I enjoyed breakfast in what really had been a decent stop over and an 
excellent standard of accommodation all for €38 and that included  breakfast - 
possibly the place with the best shower as well. 



 
The weather looked excellent with a clear blue sky and a temperature been 
forecast to reach about 54 degrees 
 
I didn’t really have much of a plan, I had seen from looking at the map that 
there were a couple of natural park areas broadly on my route so I thought I 
might head that way. 
 
I supposed that I would go to Luxembourg via France as I doubted that I 
would stay in Germany all the way there. My 'supplies' had lasted well and I 
had the pleasure of clean socks and underwear -I think the waste bin in my 
bathroom would have been best if it was incinerated as a health precaution. 
 
All my maps were now packed away at the bottom of my bag apart from my 
Luxembourg map as that was the last one that I would use now.  My single tin 
of deodorant had lasted well but I would need to buy some more during the 
day. 
 
My first task on leaving was to find petrol I had finished off on reserve the 
previous day but had at least 20 miles left so knew it wouldn’t be a problem. 
 
On checking out I ran into a slight problem, there seemed to be a problem 
with my credit card - I didn't have a clue what the lady was saying but 
thankfully an older gent told me I could only pay with cash - my bill was 55 
euros (dinner beer and wine had cost me 17). I checked my cash and had 
54.70 she accepted this and then I was on my way.  
 
Whilst I was loading my bike the old gent who had translated for me came and 
looked at my bike and asked me where I was heading, when I told him, he 
seemed to think it was a long way to travel in a day. When I told where I had 
been he was staggered he wished me well and told me it was a good day to 
be on a bike as the forecast was for 78 degrees ... surely he was wrong the 
forecast had been for only mid 50's but to be fair the cloudless blue sky had 
perfect day written all over it. 
 
And it certainly did turn out to be a hot one.  At times I saw roadside signs that 
indicated it had topped 80 degrees – I had been very fortunate on this trip. 
 
I had wonderful riding through the Black Forrest on superb roads and passed 
through village after village each one picture perfect. I had found petrol after 
only a dozen or so miles and then I let the sat nav take me on a wonderful 
route some of which was on unmade roads deep in the forest, not for the first 
time on this trip the roads I travelled on were interesting to say the least. 
  
The weather was scorching hot and I was pretty sweaty I was glad of my 
tinted visor as the light was intense although some care was needed at times 
when the light changed through the wooded sections. I had a great time 
sometimes steady and sometimes fast, at times the roads just opened up with 
clear vision and sweeping curves on rolling roads. 
 



A slight bonus was when I saw a sign for a ferry crossing across the Rhine ... I 
followed the signs and realised that this was why this route was only 230 
miles or so, the alternative was about another 100 miles or so … except I had 
a slight problem I had no cash as I used it all when checking out at the hotel in 
Simonswald. 
 
I checked the sat nav for the nearest cash till and the first dozen or so were all 
across the Rhine in France so I scrolled through for a German looking 
address and the nearest that came up was a 30 mile round trip. Seemed like I 
didn't have much option so I set off but found a bank after five miles so got 
some cash and headed off back to the ferry crossing ... as it happened it 
turned out that the ferry across the Rhine was free! 
 
From there I took in lovely countryside and roads and as ever the most scenic 
of villages all neat, clean and bright in the hot sun. I rode through the wine 
growing Alsace region and for a time followed the 'vin route' before crossing 
into the Lorraine region and on towards Luxembourg. I crossed back into 
Germany about 10 or 12 miles before Saarbruken, the capital state of 
Saarland and then half an hour or so later crossed into Luxembourg and 
headed for my hotel for the night in the pretty but tiny village of Esch Sur 
Sure.  
 
The final leg of this day’s journey was heaven sent; the N12 was the perfect 
finale to take me to my last stop. Bend after sweeping bend left, right, left - 
biking heaven for about 12 to 15 miles.  I tapped my sat nav mid curve to save 
this one as I thought I would do it again after breakfast before heading 
through Luxembourg to Belgium and then to France. 
 
I didn't have a whole lot of options for dinner - sort of the hotel or nothing. I 
told the lady who runs the hotel that I would take a walk and eat later so I had 
a beer (two) then wandered around, took a few pictures and then made my 
way back to the hotel, I couldn't really understand the menu but ended up with 
too much meat on my plate (some of which looked to me like uncooked 
bacon) I ate the ham and onions, left the eggs, gherkins and other bits of s**t 
that littered my plate, ate all my frites and bread and then had a coffee served 
with an excellent selection of chocolate and biscuits - I’d paid too much for 
this but hunger had won out. 
 
In the restaurant the only other diners were a dear old Scottish couple who I 
enjoyed a conversation with, they were travelling to Zeebrugge in Belgium for 
their ferry home and had just spent two weeks in the Swiss alps they were 
probably mid to late 70's and although their pace across Europe was gentler 
than mine, they left me impressed by their extensive travel and the whole 
thing about living their life to the full. 
 
As others before them they asked me about my journey and wished me well 
for a 'safe home' on the last leg of my journey. 
 
As it was the last leg and last night of my journey I began to tidy up this 
journal and as I read it back could hardly believe the journey I had done - it's 



been amazing, so many new places and new experiences and I am indebted 
to Pat for ever for making this journey possible. 
 
In reality it's only been 13 days and 4,000 or so miles, but in between times 
my route had taken me though France, Spain, and Portugal before returning 
to Spain to go to Andorra and then Spain again and then the Mediterranean 
coast of France onto Italy and then Switzerland before Germany, France 
again and then Germany again before Luxembourg, Belgium and finally 
France again. 
 
This means that my list of countries biked in by that time read as follows: the 
home counties of England, Scotland and Wales along with France, Italy, 
Belgium, Luxembourg, Germany, Austria, Holland, Switzerland, Lichtenstein, 
Andorra, Spain and Portugal.  
 
As superb as this trip had been the prospect of a familiar bed the following 
night was a good one, as was the prospect of seeing Pat.  
 
Of course before then I had the following day’s trip to Calais via Belgium and 
then the inevitable dullness of the journey from Dover to Manchester but all 
good things come to an end and this had been a good thing. 
   
Well I suppose it had to happen at some stage as I was about to turn into bed 
a huge storm with thunder, lighting, rain and wind - the works, I hoped it would 
clear by morning.  
 
I was up at 07:00am and the first thing I did was check the weather and it 
didn't look good. There were dark rain filled clouds and shiny damp roads 
from the rain during the night. I decided that if the weather turned I would 
simply take a pretty direct route to Calais even the most amateur weather 
forecaster would not have bet on the day staying dry.  
 
Whilst I was packing my gear it absolutely hammered down which pretty much 
made my mind up that I would head directly to Calais and take an earlier ferry 
home - my booking was for the 19:00 ferry and by 08:00am I just couldn't 
imagine I'd be hanging around for that one. 
 
By the time I had had breakfast, checked out and started to load my bike the 
rain had stopped and the skies looked clearer but it still didn't look great.  
 
I set off and decided it would probably be best just to take the quickest and 
most direct route up through Belgium and on towards Lille in northern France 
- after about 30 minutes I was riding in very fine drizzle not enough to need 
my wet gear on but enough for me to slow my pace a little.  The weather was 
cooler but the sky was blue and the roads were drying but it was chilly enough 
for me to stop and put my wind-chill jacket on. 
 
And in terms of rain that was it for the rest of the journey I was on dry roads 
and in the sunshine, road side signs indicated the temperature was increasing 
and it ended up at a reasonable 18 degrees. 



 
I arrived at the ferry port in lovely warm sunshine and checked in for the 16.20 
ferry instead of the 19.00 that I was originally scheduled on with me due in to 
Dover around 17:00. 
 
The journey home from Dover was as awful as ever, 300 dull motorway miles 
with the M25 the trial it always is, and by half way home I was cold to the 
bone. I was home for about 22:20 to a warm shower, coffee and a couple of 
glasses of red wine. 
 
The bike was fantastic and never missed a beat and a GSX-R 1000 is a 
wonderful bike to tour Europe on although perhaps not an obvious one. The 
Michelin 2CT tyres had been remarkable the standard Bridgestone’s would 
not have fared so well.  I’d put the Garmin sat nav up there as a trip essential 
along with a few decent maps. 
 
The bikes a real mess but only 4,000 miles worth of dirt – no damage at all 
other than a small mark on the tail. 
 
Would I recommend solo biking around Europe – yes of course it was just 
great and as I have written earlier I am deeply indebted to Pat for this trip 
 
 
 
 
Tony 
 
 
 


