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H “A MotoGP Weekend
is like 8 weekends
in real life.”

agencies, corporate, Sponsors.

(Authorised VIP Village

POLE" UK: 0191 408 6260 - IE: 01 657 1933
POSITION www.polepositiontravel.com
HTIRAWMEL  www pulnpnslunn\nmm

MCi selfGuided

TOURS
Battlefields
ANY DATE 2008

Assen MotoGP
28-289 JUNE 2008

Tel: 0161 941 7;49
__mcitours.com

TRACKDAYS 2007

Sat2nd Feb  Dulton Park £49
Smn3rdFeb  Snetterton £45
Sat i6thFeb  Brands Hatch Indy
Sun 17th Feb  Cadwell Park
Fri22nd Feb  Donington Park 6P E75
Frié2nd Febh  Oulton Park
Sat Ist Mar  Anglesey Coastal £95
Sun 2nd Mar  Anglesey International £109
Fri7thMar  Mallory Park £85
Sat Bth Mar  Cadwell Park
Sun 9th Mar  Snetterton £85
Tues 18th Mar Donington Park GP 9808 4 groups £139
Sat 22nd Mar  Cadwell Park
Satt 2¢nd Mar Mallory Park S808
Mon 24th Mar Reckingham Intemational E185
Wed 26th Mar  Donington 6P E129
Tth-8thMar  Nagaro

Telephone: 01727 899173

ALL FULL CIRCUITS.
FREE ONE-TO-ONE TUITION
HIRE BIKES AVAILABLE FROM
£195 PER DAY

www.nolimitstrackdays.com

ALL DAYS MAX. 3 GROUPS (except Donington quiet)
NOVICE GROUP RIDERS ESPECIALLY WELCOME

1, O DUNLOP Y4 £ 5
~ TYRE SERVICE AT ALL EVENTS

TRAGK DAYS
www FOCUSED EVENTS.con

“No1 for safety and price™

26TH JAN OULTON PARK
2ZND FEB . CADWELL PARK
B

SATURDAY

NINETON.PARK GP 98DB (45RPSY,
% * “v NIALL mcuﬂg'w %

i BRANDS HAT BA
23RD FEB CAD' L PARK SaH SAT
24TH FEB SILVERSTONE NATIOMAL {4 GRPS)
24TH FER SNETTERTOM SUNDAY
1ST MAR BRANDS m\'rcn INDY
15T MAR CADWELL PARI

ZND MAR CADWELL FAH SUNDAY  £115
“e2eSOPEN PIT-LANE®****

2ZND MAR SILVERSTONE GP SUNDAY £115

ZND MAR SNETTERTON SUNDAY £115

s*NeSOPEN PIT LANE*"***
BTH MAR OULTON PARK
BTH MAR PEMBREY
9TH MAR PEMBREY

FIRST BRANDS GP IN 2008
THURSDAY 8TH MAY £215

STOP PRESS!!!!

ALMERIA

FOUR DAYS ON TRACK 12-15 MAY £675
FOUR NIGHTS IN A HOTEL, RETURN
FLIGHTS, HIRE CAR AND FULLY INSURED
BIKE TRANSPORT

NEW FANTASTIC 2008 SEASON TICKET IS NOW AVAILABLE
ALL WITH FREE WSB/BSB HOSPITALITY PLUS MORE

SATURDAY £115
SATURDAY £79
SUNDAY £79

Telephone: 08702 646268

T would be a ride into

blazing deserts, soaring

mountains and cities

bejeweled with magnifi-
cent, centuries-old
architecture dotted along
the ancient Silk Road —and 1
was finally going to do it
myself.

‘While working in South
America as a tour leader T
had convinced three other
riders to join me on “the last
Stans” ride — across Scandi-
navia, to Russia, through
‘the Stans’ and then on to
Mongolia before heading for
Vladivestock, Russia’s larg-
est port city on the Pacific
coast, and only a few miles
north of North Korea, Chris
Tooth, Scott Lutmell and
Patrock Ploegstra all came
with. me, Within four
months of our set departure
date we met Cathy McLean,
an incredibly brave girl

fighting a losing battle with
the rare and unusually cruel
disease of Friedreich’s Atax-
ia. We decided to tumn the
ride into a fund-raiser for the

Friedreichs Ataxia Net-
work.
Our itinerary had us sailing

out of Newcastle and into
Bergen, southern Norway,
before riding across Sweden,
Finland and into Russia. We
then planned to ride the
“road of death” in Kaza-
khstan before joining the
Silk Road in Uzbekistan.
From  Uszbekistan  we
planned to ride into Kyr-
gyzstan  before  briefly
entering Kazakhstan and
Russia again, then riding
into Mongolia. From Mon-
golia we would enter Russia
for the last time and ride the
legendary Trans Siberian
highway before reaching
Vladivostok, four months

after leaving England.

The bikes of choice were
Honda Transalp 650s. The
bikes were fitted with 35-
litre tanks and panniers, plus
crash bars and bash plates.
Aside from these additions
they were stock.

The first few days were a

‘Within a few

hours twoof
the bikes had
broken down’

disaster. Instead®f riding off

to the sound of popping
champagne corks and a wav-
ing crowd, we left our start
point of Debenham, Suffolk,
halfa day late. Within a few
hours two of the four bikes
had broken down, we had

become lost, it was cold and
we were hungry. Eventually
all four bikes broke down.
The problem tumed out to
be that the vacuum pumps
supplied to lift the fuel out of
the tanks were not up to the
job. We kept running out of
fuel even though we still had
up to ten litres on board. We
missed our Bergen ferry by
two days. Getting to Vadi-
vostok seemed like a bad
joke, let alone our intention.

Undaunted, we got the
bikes fixed and eventually
made the cressing. The thrill
and overwhelming anticipa-
ton of what lay ahead struck
us as we sailed into Bergen.
‘We had left very early in the
season and snow stll lay on
the ground as we rode north
through the Western Fjords,

Voted as one of the world’s
most scenic spots, the fjord
lands were stunning. The

Riding in the world’

Michael McDonald had dreamt for years of doing what he
considered to be the ultimate ride, London to Vladivostok.
Here he talks about his epic journey into the unknown

days were spent huggin
dramatic deepwater F
that were surrounde
snowcapped peaks an
eyenings were spent e
ing a beer at a simple
situated ata ridiculous]
nic spot.

Qur original plan h:
going to the top of Ne
to Nordkapp, howeve
weather had slowed
progress to a crawl. I
decided to drop Nort
and ride the Lofoton Is
instead.

As we neared the Lof
the clouds broke an
were greeted by some
most spectacular scener
of us had ever seen.
ensuing 30 minute rid
the greatest ride I had
experienced. Every ¢
was a scenic overload
every vista took our b
away.
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Find out mare about the tranquil
landsvisited by Michael and the gang

i motorcyclenews.com/lonelyplanet

spectacular tand

1. The Kazakh Steppe =
desolate, silentand
expansive, itsroughdirt
tracksstretchontoa
seeminglyendlesshorizon
2.InKyrgyzstan, astate
sandwiched between
Kazakhstanand China, the
partytravelledthrough

the TienShan mountains
3.Journey’sendat
Vladivostok - after over
15,000 milesand four
longmonths

4. In Kazakhstan, dwellers
of thetraditionaltents
[yurts) offered our
travellers hospitalityand
salted mare's milk

5. Arainbow at sunsetby
Song-Kol,alakeinthe
middle of apristine
Kyrgyzstanwilderness
6.0ntheir journeyeast
through Russia, the triptook
inRed Square and the
glorious StBasil's Cathedral
7.Riding the Road of Deathin
Kazakhstan

Tiny red roofed huts stood
by the shoreline, racks of cod
dried in the midnight sun.
Storms raged, briefly, above
the towering mountains that
stood all around and rain-
bows formed, dipping into
the Atlantic,

The ride took on a new
perspective as we entered
Russia. We faced new chal-
lenges with the language,
alphabet and Russian driv-
ers. There is something
about riding in Russia that
can't be put into words. Itk a
unique, thrilling experience,
one that wasn't possible only
a few years ago.

We rode on to St Peters-
burg, then Moscow. Riding
into Red Square was one of
those magical moments as
we parked our bikes in the
shadows of St Basils. We
continued on to Suzdal, an
old Russian village seeming-
ly caughtin a time warp. The
golden Cupolas of the many
churches glinted in the after-
noon sun while the old
crumbling Kremlin stood
like a sentinel over the tran-
quil village.

Crossing into Kazakhstan,
the roads immediately disap-

peared, to be replaced by an
incredibly rough dirt track
thatstretched off to the hori-
zon, It was what we had
come for, to ride the deso-
late, silent and expansive
Kazakh Steppe. Camping
out on the steppe in the
silence and overwhelming
loneliness are moments that
will stay with us forever.

The bikes were perform-

we join them
for some salted
mare’s milk’

ing well, despite our best
efforts to wreck them with
numerous low speed falls.
The reception we received
in the Kazakh cities was
nothing short of amazing.
Locals seemed to be over-
come with joy that we had
gone to the effort to visit.
People lined the footpaths
cheering and clapping, the
drivers blasted their horns
with even the police joining
in, escorting us with sirens

“wailing and lights flashing, it

truly was incredible.

We entered Uzbekistan
and rode into Tashkent. No
road is 50 evocative or as his-
torical as the Silk Road and
we rode a lot of it while we
crossed the blazing deserts
to reach the oasis cities of
Samarkand and Bulhara.
Spending days in these cities
was like stepping back into
history as we watched the
setting sun draw another day
toa close over the Silk Road.

Within one day we had left
the heat of the deserts and
climbed 3500mt into the
cool magnificent mountains
that make up Kyrgyzstan.
The riding was brilliant as
we rode amongst the Central
Tien Shan  Mountains
toward Song Kol. Song Kol
is a beautiful lake virtually
engulfed by the pristine wil-
derness, riding across the
open grasslands of the yawn-
ing wvalleys toward some
Yurts, situated lakeside, was
the uldmate expression of
biking freedom.

The Yurt-dwelling families
greeted us with curiosity:
However, they insisted we
join them for some food and

salted mare’s milk.

After a brief taste of how
they lived, we rode on to
Kyrgyzstan’s capital,
Bishkek, where we serviced
the bikes and fitted a new set
of Metzler Sahara tyres for
the dirt of Mongolia.

Leaving Kyrgyzstan we
again rode into Kazakhstan
before continuing on to
Mongolia, via Russia.

Mongolia is a land of inde-
scribable beauty, unbroken
vistas and utter silence. The
riding quickly became the
most  difficult  we had
encountered, yet we reveled
in it. Navigation proved
impossible, even with our
GPS units, as we rode across
the vast empty landscape.

Serambling up unmarked
passes, falling into freezing
rivers and tiptoeing across
ancient lava fields became
daily events and we loved it,
haping it would never end.

End it did though, as we
yetagain crossed into Russia
and on to the Trans Siberian
Highway. The road was
declared open by Vladimir
Putin some years ago, yet it
is anything but. Nine hun-
dred miles of dirt and mud
awaited us.

The days were spent riding
the world’s longest highway
through the endless Taiga
forests of Eastern Siberia,
The forest was turning the
colours of autumn and we
rode through a kaleidoscope

of colours as far as the eye
could see. It was spectacular.

15,500 miles after leaving
England we rode elated into
Vladivostok. It was 2
moment I had dreamt about
for yearsand it was a moment
that didn't disappoint, the
knot in my stomach tight-
ened and a lump in my throat
rose. “We did it” T thought,
“We did it”. I struggled o
keep focus on the Vladivos-
tok trafficc my vision had
suddenly become misty...

The four Transalps did an
incredible job, we suffered
two cracked radiators, one
leaking rear shock and a
seized carburetor and wé
raised £9000 for Friedreichs
Ataxia Network.

YOUCANDOIT TOO
Since riding this epic
journey, Michael has set

up Compass Expeditions, a
touring company that offers
the London to Viadivostok
trip as one of its packages.
For more information, visit
Www.compassexpeditions.
com




