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Packed and ready 4 th  of May  08  

A thing of beauty to be sure!   an hour, 
going to meet up with Dom before I leave as he lives near 
P

my thoughts down... Translating that into text at a later date though 
may prove difficult due to my appalling handwri

speaking another language I know no more than a couple of words 
in. 

The bike is running sweet  as a nut now;  I reckon it was all in 
my head. I was amazed how easily everything fitted on the bike, 
even had room to spare for a crap - load of books in the panniers 

... 
off!  
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n Roads to  Marseille  -  9 th  of  May 08  

 med and 
my bike fell b
changing my fork oil as just before I got on my ferry to France Dom 
noticed that my newly installed seals were leaking.  

 
I turn round to see some kind soul has pulled into the lay by 

behind me.  
 

He laughs out loud at my pleading expression and frantic 
miming of lifting the bike.  

 
 

m at all, though I get the feeling 
 

 

in your g  
 

I waved goodbye clutching the map Nick had drawn out for 

the ground in attempt to pick it up.  
I saw Nick waving in the distance and rocked  up behind an 

absolutely massive house complete with dogs and chickens 
(chickens not shown).  Nick and Trudy turned out to be two of the 

nicest people you could 
possibly hope to meet and 
after the biggest and most 

seen we retired  to their 
living room to discuss 
(amongst other things) 

psychologist. It was by far 
the most pleasant evening 

admittedly only the second, and the first had been spent sleeping in 
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a lay-by, a common occurrenc e now. Only yesterday spent the 
night literally sleeping in a ditch, which is, surprisingly, not as bad as 
it sound s. The 

with m
the in -between places.  

I was desperately trying to detour a toll - road yesterday and 
suddenly come up against a complete road closure of the only road 
for miles. Fortunately I notice another b iker heading down a road 

 He 
takes me up a series of hairpin bends and we come out on top of a 
hill overlooking the town below. T he valley stretched out as far as 
the eye could see in the crystal clear air below, the roofs painting a 
terracotta pool in the centre of green forests and fields.  

I remember  Marseilles as soon as I enter the city limits. Last 

roads and rush hour traffic caused me no end of nightmares and I 
had a GPS with me then! Still
Google the  
away and looks relatively easy to find!  

Sardegna, Corsica  and... Germany ? -  17th  of  May 
08  

I hastily put down my, by now, sodden map of Corsica to 
wave at a group of eight German overlanders. They passed me by 

6 hours  going in a circle try ing to 
get to where I already was. After realising where I was actually  trying 
to get to, I quickly packed up and jumped on the bike in hot pursuit 

few stretches of dual - carriageway and did  the French foot -
seen so many bikers use in France. After parting ways (and nearly 
falling over on a slippery roundabout taken too fast) I found myself 
in Propriano on the west coast of Corsica.  The weather throughout 
my two day stay in Corsica ha d been universally wet, so I decided 
finally it was time to pay for some accommodation in the form of a 
camp site.  
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open early enough for me to check out and catch my ferry in the 
morning, bye bye co py #1 of my driving licence.  

Depressingly enough in Sardegna the weather was much the 
same and after milling around in the miserable town of Porto 

comprised a 3 course meal of veal and three 
in its favour, I forked over for my second campsite.  

After less than a week sleeping rough, it feels so good to be 
able to sleep without fear of being mugged/moved on by the police 
and to have a hot shower in the morning. My reason for being in 
Sardinia was ultimately to go and see the rally, but in my personal 

than some vague notion it was in the  north east. A quick trip to an 
internet cafe in Sassari 
revealed that the opening 
ceremony was in Porto 
Cervo, on the other side of 
the Island. I set off on my 
way, and as the weather 
improved started to feel a 
bit more optimistic about 
the whole affair.  

 I got to appreciate 
some excellent scenery on 

the way. Arriving at Porto Cervo II found nothing other than a mini -
St-Tropez, with hide nor hair of anything rally related. As it was 
getting late, the best thing I decided was to simply find somewhere 
to camp and to try and find out more in the morning. The time -
honoured process of driving randomly and hoping for a sign worked 

- site to 
boot!  
I pitch my tent next to a group of German motorbikes that looks 
suspiciously familiar...Through some incredible fluke, after travelling 
through the entirety of Corsica and the entirety of Sardinia, the 
group of German overlanders I encountered in C orsica are camped 
in the very same campsite! My incredible luck in meeting people 
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brought me to a rally 
journalist (who expressed 
an interest in writing an 
article on my travels) with 
previous experience as a 
motorcycle test - pilot (as it 
were) and not only  tested 
the F650 but also the very 
R1200s that Ewan 
McGregor and Charley 
Boorman did their RTW travels on, apparently revealing major issues 
with the first two bikes initially assigned to them! The next day I 
rebuilt my forks,  replacing previously mention ed leaky fork seals 
with those bought in Marseilles. However the drain -bolts on both 
forks are stripped (my fault!) and my attempts to seal them with 
instant -
using it wrong.  

l day and I needed to recover after 
successfully sunburning myself quite badly during the fork rebuild I 
proceeded to laze the entire day away on the beach and in the bar 
drinking the local beer. Which is far too nice.  Today? Today I went 
to see the RALLY! 
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Citta  di  Roma -  2nd of  June  08  

 I haltingly explained to the crowd that had gathered to 
inspect my , somewhat conspicuous, bike.This drew a rumble of 
impressed Italian from them, and brought forward a very tanned 
biker with a knowledge of English from their midst to translate for 
me. We were all stuck on the dock while the staff attempted to 
bring down the landing ramp on the ferry from Olbia to 
Civitavecchia, and whiling away the time chatting to the red -haired 
Englishman certainly seemed to be the most interesting thing going. 
It was a very strange feeling, something like being a minor celebrity 
I should imagine; men shook my hand, congratulated me, told me 

was make a decision and follow it through! Still... The boost to my 
morale was spectacular.  

Eventually somebody arrived with  welding gear, and after 
welding.. something... we were allowed on, with the assembled 
bikers at the front of the queue waiting patiently, giving me the 
honour of embarking first.  

the seven hours  of it were interspersed with a myriad of free beers 
and chocolate from various corners (which was highly appreciated 
as my budget was, as always, minimal). As a result of our delay we 
arrived at 9pm, meaning I had to break my promise to myself not to 
ride  at night.I rode the SS1 towards Rome, desperately straining in 
the diminishing light signs of a campsite. A large sign labelled 

 

find a campsite in the 
 

 Another well - lit 
sign loomed in the 

the reception and after 
briefly explaining my 
story to a wide eyed 
receptionist I walked 
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away with my place booked and the promise of a free beer at the 
bar as soon as his shift  was finished. The place was unlike any 

Milton Keynes and was packed full of people. I wondered briefly 
who would come all the way to Rome and then spend the night in 
the campsite but r ealised I was there myself. Free beer! Woo! After 
more than two weeks of relatively solitary living in Sardegna the 
busy bar was overwhelming.  My new best friend leaned over and 
pointed out a beautiful girl over the other side of the bar and 
confided that he was going over to talk to her. I shook his hand, 

. The night went on, and after a few beers I found 

say that I rather effectively, and accidentally, cock blocked him. S he 

say; I think I must have asked her about 6 times where she came 
from in the US. But me introducing her to Flaming Sambuca rather 
effectively erased the answer (though I do have a rather de tailed 
map she that drew in my notebook). The next day, after drinking 
copious amounts of water and eating an entire six pack of 
croissants secured from the on - site supermarket (this place has 
everything!), I headed off into Rome to get a photo of myself i n 
front of the Colosseum!  

Good god... Rome is a frightening place to drive around . That 
is until you get caught up in it.  I blasted through red lights, cut 
people up, filtered through moving traffic at 30mph and made great 
use of my extra - loud air horn.  Nobody batted an eyelid! It was 
expected, moreover it was what everyone else was doing!  I did tone 
it down a little after I passed the scene of an (presumably fatal) 
accident between a car an d a scooter  however.  

After parking next to the Colosseum I wandered  through 

place, wandering down tiny streets in an attempt to escape the 
crush almost always resulted  in stumbling ac ross a gigantic piece of 
masonry or marble that had been structurally incorporated into 

photos, somehow the throngs of touristica spoiled the artistic merit. 
Still, plenty of time to take photo s; all I have to do for today is to 
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and after that I can wander at will.  

Venizia, Dolomiti , non - starto  -  9 th  of June 08  

*Bang, bang, bash, bang, twock*   
, I admire my work; my pannier was decidedly 

trapezoid after a failed U - turn until I took it off and bashed it on the 
ground a couple of times, god I love these Jesses . Feeling very 
pleased with my self I motored on for the remaining five miles to 
Venice. 

 
 

bloody camp site!  Ah well, considering the parking next door costs 
to get the ferry to the city anyway, it 

works out relatively cheap.  
(including two nights camping) is a bit of a departure from my 
regular budgetary constraints.  

Beautiful place , Venice. I found it very difficult to take photos 
in Venice, the whole place is so 
beautiful, you end up either taking 
photos of everything in sight, or taking 

decide what to photograph! While it 
was in fact very beautiful, I fou nd myself 
feeling it would be a much more 
pleasant experience if I A) had 
quadruple my budget and B) was there 
with a girlfriend, as it is a very romantic 
city. I did my usual thing of trudging 
round getting lost because I was too 
cheap to buy a map, I got  too lost even 
to find the tourist information office! I 
eventually decided to go home early 

originally bargained (which was, by my 
standards, quite extravagant enough already). Getting back to my 
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ferry port however 
proved  rather difficult. I 
eventually found my 
landmark, which in my 

pillared church on the 

unfortunately it turned 
out that there were 
innumerable gigantic 
pillared churches on the 
waterfront and this was not mine. After  much effing and blinding I 
managed to find the correct stunning piece of architecture and sat 
down on the steps with a sigh to await my ferry.  

 I whipped round at this sudden burst of impeccable 
queen
guess) sat further up the steps. Cheekily I eavesdropped on a good 

my laughter, to maintain anonymity, pro ved difficult. Turns out one 
of them had just done his entry exams for the army. 

 

statement and wondered where my body type had let me down. I 
never butted in to their conversation but contented myself with 
laughing silently.  

The next day I was off, off to the Dolomites,  1700m high, not 
much really, but still very beautiful (and kinda cold, hence the 
muffs) . I wandered up hill and down dale in an attempt to find a free  
camp site, but the whole place was so splendid that everyone else 

everywhere, and nowhere was hidden enough for me to ignore 
these signs. Eventually I find myself a legitimate campsite at a 
sho  

On the morrow I dumped my panniers and headed up the 
nearest mountain I could find, passing hundreds of masochists, 
sorry, cyclists on the way up, when all of a sudden, CLATTER, 
CLATTER, CFUT pffft. I stopped and hammered the start - button. 
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Much clattering and grinding, then finally, only forlorn clicks. 
Bugger... Oh well, nowhere better for a bump start! I turned the bike 
around, freewheeled for a bit and dumped it into second. 
*SCREEECH* The engin e locked up, hmm... neutral freewheeling 
for me I guess! I rolled my way back down the mountain - side and 
into a garage, and after desperately kicking my starter motor, 
parked up and hitched a lift back to my campsite for my tools with a 
passing biker, +1 f or the universal clan! After picking up my tools I 
managed to catch the worlds most convoluted bus back to my bike, 
it took an hour to go from point A to point B, which were separated 
by 5km of alpine road.  

Eventually getting to my destination, I pulled ap art my 
starter. Only to find that it was torn and tattered on the inside, bits 
of magnet everywhere. Presumably that was the horrible grinding 

ggiest, oh well... quick 

be stuck in the awful , awful Alps for a few days... Oh no!  

Starter  -  18th  of June  08  

Aaah, a beautiful day at last, sunny after many days of rain 
and dark skies, a good omen!  I do my daily exerc ises and waddle 
down to the local internet café to check the online tracking my 
starter motor.  Status: Out for Delivery . Fuck yeah! About time, it 
should have arrived days ago, but yours truly typed a 5 instead of a 6 
in the postcode of the campsite, delay ing matters somewhat. I buy 

back to t he camp site, instead maintaining an easy saunter.  
 

 
I run over to my bike and tear off my old starter motor and 

oh- so-carefu lly fit the new one.  Right, moment of truth, key in, 
turned, I push the start button.  *click*  
probably just a flat battery.  So I wheel the bike over to the start of 
the hill that leads conveniently into the campsite and push the 
blasted thing up it. Sweating profusely I get to the top, wheel it 
round, leap on and whoosh, starts first time! I sit it by the side of my 
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tent and gi ve it a bit of time to charge up the battery. Flicking 

above idle, and grab my mole wrench to jury - rig the throttle open. I 
pull back the throttle *PHUT WHIRR BANG*, a huge black cloud of 
smoke issues forth from the exhaust and the bike stalls.  

 I tentatively try the start button again, still clicking.  

must be the relay I think to myself. In the process of 
disassembling the bike I discover that the airbox had a certain 
amount of oil in it, a gobbet of which probably got sucked in and 
caused the earlier stall, apparently this can be due to overfilling the 
oil (which I may well have done). I eventually pull ou t what I assume 

starter.  
Proudly I present my trophy to a local mechanic who sets 

about it with a battery and a multimeter.  
 

Eh? So what the fuck is wrong?   I retire to the  internet cafe 
and learn a number of things.  

1. I just tested the solenoid  
2. The location of the relay  
3. 

battery.  
So once I leave this internet caf e I need to get back to the 

bike, reassemble it, bump start  it again and leave it running for a few 
hours.  Fingers crossed eh? 

Happy  Birthday  to  me! -  20 th  of June  08  

Yup, highly egocentric this post, for today I am 22, the first 
 

My attempts to repair my bike myself have been utterly 
thwarted. A full charge and even a jump start were insufficient to 
get it moving, though a bump start worked no problem.  

A few days ago I had an amazing stroke of luck. Quite out of 
the blue a chap called Guido messaged me on CouchSurfing.com 
and offered me a place to stay if I was in the area. I emailed him 
back, and where should his area happen to be, but 15 miles down 
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the road! I jumped at th e chance, and despite my crippled bike, I 
pushed it painfully slowly up a hill and bump started it down, hastily 

stall.Stall? No, it belched black smoke and died. I was left to walk 
8km on fo ot in 30 degree heat and full leathers to get to the nearest 
bus station to complete my journey. Given time to mull my situation 

t my issues 

fork seals, black smoke, all the little niggles that have been bugging 
me and then some. Unfortunately after ringing up the nearest BMW 
Motorrad (which was pleasingly close by)  it turns out that all my 
local BMWs are booked up years in advance. So where shall I take it? 
Germany!  -

ride around with great ple
about my bike falling apart for a change! The above solution took a 

 work, head bashing, bad translation and frustration that I 

bike had c onked out and after I arrived at the bus station I 

meet -

desperate  
Two hours, and a picturesque bus ride down the west side of 

the streets of  Salo for hours, but I found it almost straight away. I 
rang on the door, waited... Rang a second time... No answer.  

 
As I hung about the gate not really knowing what to do a 

lady and her son approached the gate.  
 
 

 (not goddo)  
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in fact (which I was in very obvious need of as it was offered as soon 
as I stepped over the threshold), before Guido turned up with his 
other guests.  

 
 

 
Some time, some carbonara and some red wine later we 

went strolling along the sea front under the light of a full yellow 
moon and upon an artfully lit boardwalk over the crystal clear 
waters of the lake, beneath which you could see salmon flitting in 
shoals of untold magnitude. Guido gave me and the couple staying 
with him the historical background of Salo and treated us to ice 
cream from the much touted local gelato joint, which was 
spectacular.  

As for today, not much of note happened beyond treating 
myself to a luscious steak with prosciutto, garnishing meat with 
more meat, who knew?  
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I caught  a break! -  28 th  of June  08  

Steering wheel, check; brake, clutch, accelerator, check; 
gearstick... on the wrong side but, check!  Pre- flight checks  done I 
started the engine and cautiously eased the rental van that was to 
transport my bike to BMW Munich for repair out of the forecourt.  

*CRUNCH*  

the post in full view of the guy who I was  renting it from. I reversed 
the van off the post, accompanied by a chorus of screeching metal 
and paint and sheepishly drove off.  

A few miles down the road I parked the van in front of my 
stricken bike and set about loading it.  

Yes, well... Loading a 200k g bike single handed into a van 3 
feet off the ground is somewhat difficult, and after abandoning a 
rather lame attempt at a pulley system I hailed I passing German 
holidayer who was more than glad to give me a hand.  

 
Bike secured I headed for Munich.  Duri ng the 4 hour journey 

I discovered two things:  
1. Driving a van for the first time through three different 

countries with the steering wheel on the wrong side after 

SCARY. 
2. Borders in Europe are am azingly fluid;  the only way I knew I 

was in Austria was from the signs demanding I buy an 
 

despite ragging it down the autobahns. It was going to be a tight 
push to get there before they closed at six, even though all I had to 
do was find a petrol station and buy a map. This proved somew hat 

wading my way through rush hour traffic when finally I spotted a 
petrol station. Grabbing hold of the first map I could find I handed 
my prize to the cashier who asked in admirable Engli

 best directions 
(concise and accurate, holy shit!) I arrived at BMW HQ. A towering 
office block with BMW in 20 foot high writing was an impressive 

sent to the wrong 
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place! Tearing the map in my haste to open it I traced my finger 
over my route and was off again. It was 5:45, only fifteen minutes to 
get there!  

Even though Munich was a breeze to navigate in comparison 
to the likes of Rome it was still 6:15 by the time I got to the 3 storey 
mega-garage that was BMW Motorrad Munchen. They were still 

ǌ I was informed to my delight by the 
receptionist. I managed to locate Fred, the friendly service guy with 
whom I d arranged this rendezvous in impeccable English only a 
few days before; and half an hour later I had given him a full list of 

new G650X with 150km on the clock!  
An uneventful ride back to Italy and an u

sleep in the van later, I shamefacedly returned the van to the 
autonoleggio. The proprietor of the establishment walked carefully 

witnessed yesterday.  
 

 
 

Phew! Am I lucky or what?  He even helped me unload the 
new bike from the van!  New bike loaded up I headed off for 
Switzerland.  
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Oh, my, GOD the Alps are beautiful!  
One particular pass was especially amazing, and something 

of a biker meeting point!  I took the opportunity to throw some 
snowballs and fill my water bottles up from the cascading waterfalls 
of ice cold snowmelt that dotted the landscape.  

The roads through the alps were as a slal om, I was grinning 
from ear to ear with glee as I lent from one side to the other flying 
round bends and overtaking with impunity, ridding the bike of what 
slim chicken -strips it had accrued in its short life. Entering 
Switzerland I came upon a checkpoint,  but was swiftly waved 
through without even a 
second glance, big 
difference not being in 
the EU makes so far! 
Switzerland was more of 
the same beautiful 
roads, and by this point 

photos and was simply 
bombing along having 
the time of  my life 




















































































































