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THE BIKE GUIDE TO WORLD TRAVEL

Not the

P&O to Calais.
Crammed on
deck en route
to Banjul

three months earlier, that he could ship
the bike back, strapped to a pallet. Now he
was telling me the bike was considered too
dangerous to fly by his firm, the only local
freight company working out of Banjul
International.
I'was in a jam. I stood, unblinking,
a nervous sweat making my dirty T-shirt
stick to my back. A few minutes later
I was still walking round in very tight
circles, rubbing my head with the palm of
my right hand and swearing quietly.
Eventually I was given a name and an
address down at the docks. I followed
directions and found the shipping agents
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on a street with open sewers. Inside was
a man playing solitaire on his PC. Yes, he
could ship it, and it would cost the
equivalent of £350 cash, but he couldn’t
give me any idea when it might arrive in
Felixstowe. I had no choice. I took my bank
card down the street to the only cashpoint
in town and prayed it would work. I had
to slot my card in and out of the ATM ten
times, getting the maximum out every
time until I had enough. There was quite a
queue forming behind as I self-consciously
stuffed sheaves of grubby notes in my
grubby pockets.

Back at the office a young clerk helped

Day one in the Sahara:
the green face goo is
sunblock not ice cream

me fill out the paperwork and pointed me
to a window where a woman gave me
a receipt for the pile of cash.

All that remained was to cover the whole
bike in protective gaffer tape and fix my
name and address to the petrol tank.

I gave the bike one last look, thinking,
hoping I'd see it again, but not being 100%
sure. The next time I saw it, a month later,
it looked exactly the same. Proving that
worrying changes nothing and is mostly
a waste of time.

Every foreign motorcycle tour is an
adventure, but take it from me, the one-
way ones are the best. B
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