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ourteen days is the length of 
a conventional holiday. And 
a decent period of time to be 
on two-wheeled tour. Things 

have started chafing by this point. 
But those same dozen and a bit days 

suddenly take on a new life when you 
forget about the getting back home bit. 
Instead of everything being seven days 
out, seven days back, new horizons 
suddenly appear. The European motoring 
atlas gets ditched in favour of the 
Adventure Motorcycling Handbook and
a map of the world.

Previously in life, all my rides have been 
out one way, back a pretty similar one. The 
thrill of every destination was tainted with 
the nag, nag of getting back on the bike to 
go all the way home. Then a plan to ride
a Benelli to Senegal and beyond forced me 
to consider the options.

Virtually anyone with a half-reliable 250 
can now get from Britain to Morocco and 

back in a fortnight. And you should. 
But wanting to get as far as The Gambia in
a limited time-frame forced me to think 
sideways. For years people have been 
shipping bikes around the world, but it 
always seemed too complicated, something 
only real experts did. That’s not the case. 
Do a bit of research, visit the invaluable 
www.horizonsunlimited.com, and you’ll 
discover any half-smart human can do it. 
Next, simply pick a port you can ship the 
bike back from and start planning. 

Then, like me, you can find yourself in 
the beautiful Atlas Mountains, feeling 
relieved that you don’t have to turn around 
and ride past the same multinationals’ 
logos that plaster the whole of 24/7 
Western Europe. You can ride onward. In
a couple of days you too could be crashing 
in the Mauritanian Sahara (see picture).

Those 14 days, en route to The Gambia, 
were the most memorable of any I’ve spent 
on a bike. And even though hundreds, 

thousands, of other Europeans have done 
the trip it still felt amazing. 

Sleeping on roofs, talking to desperate 
Africans stranded in Mauritania, eating 
wonderful French cuisine in Senegal, 
seeing a dozen vultures gorging on the 
biggest roadkill ever, and being threatened 
by government-assisted undesirables. All 
stuff that makes your heart pump. 
Experiences that make life worth living. 
Times that made me feel I was making the 
most of my one shot at life, not just 
drifting between the office and the sofa.

When I finally got to The Gambia I was 
relieved and tired, happy and missing 
home. I rang the wife and started blubbing. 
And that was before I realised I couldn’t 
air-freight the bike back to Europe like I’d 
arranged by email before leaving England. 

I had an email in my hand detailing the 
price of flying the bike back (52,500 Gambian 
dalasi, almost exactly £1000). And I was 
talking to the guy who’d assured me, just > 
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