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In 2015 I spent 2 weeks riding through France, 
Holland, Belgium, Germany Denmark and Swe-
den to spend a week exploring the delights of 
Norway, A motorcycling heaven to ride in. This 
year a visit to Poland came on the cards organ-
ised by a friend who was using the opportunity 
to visit his long lost family and share his expe-
rience of Poland with fellow club members.  

Andrew who had organised the event had 
booked all 13 of us, (12 men and one very 
brave lady) into a range of 3 and 4 Star hotels, 
for 14 nights the total cost was £670.00 which 
also included dinner each night! The only ex-
tras to pay was for the ferry over and our own 
bar bills! 

When I lived in Yorkshire I used to ride down to 
Dover and take the ferry/tunnel over to Calais.  
I preferred riding and staying in a hotel over-
night to long ferry journeys. However, for the 
Polish trip I decided with a couple of fellow 
members to take the Stena ferry over from Har-
wich to the Hook of Holland and very good it 
was too, although passport control was a bit of 
a pain especially as they insisted on helmets 

being removed. 

So here we were in Holland and our first stop 
was at Moorsel in Belgium which was 220 miles 
South of us to meet up with the others who had 
come over from Dover. In hindsight we would 
have been better off riding directly to the first 
hotel in Germany. I dislike riding on motorways 
intensely, unless there is no option and so I had 
planned a route taking us into Delft for break-
fast, then bypassing Rotterdam and heading 
South to Belgium. However, a mismatch be-
tween the route planning software I use and the 
info system on the Ultra meant that Harley Nav 
transferred the way point to an inaccessible 
waypoint resulting in all three of us continually 
being brought back to the same waypoint, 
which happened to be in the middle of a totally 
new road structure. Not an easy issue to over-
come…anyway my friend on his Triumph Tiger 
took over which took us directly onto the mo-
torway which I had been trying to avoid in the 
first place! 

We met with everyone in a nice hotel in Morsel 
and found the only bar open for a few drinks 
before we all set off to find the restaurant we 
had been booked into. Our next night’s stop 
was in Bad Munder, a 330 mile ride.  I had plot-
ted in a really fun route with some great roads 
to ride. The weather was beautiful, blue skies 
and sunshine and we really made the most of 
it.  At a petrol station we were warned by a fel-
low motorcyclist to take great care of our speed 
in Eastern Germany as there are many speed 
traps.  However, the roads I had selected were 
gladly free from these as far as I know because 
nothing has dropped through the letter box yet 
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with a German postmark!  

This event was really about Poland, but to get 
there we had to pass through Germany where 
our final stop before entering Poland was at the 
fabulous Hotel Schloss Herrenstein in Gerswald.  
We had ridden through Eastern Germany and 
while there were many parts which had benefit-
ed from the day in 1989 that the Berlin Wall 
came down and Germany became one again. 
The roads particularly had benefited, after unifi-
cation even the minor roads that took us 
through small villages were brilliant to ride on. 
It’s riding in places like this that you can really 
appreciate riding a Harley, there is nothing bet-
ter than powering out of a bend on perfect tar-
mac, when the extra torque that the CVO engine 
produces really comes into play. 

As we crossed the bridge over the River Oder 
into North Poland, it was a memorable experi-
ence, particularly as I have a huge interest into 
Second World War history and we would be rid-
ing to within 20 miles of the Russian border. Po-
land has seen so much devastation, yet unlike 
France there is nothing to remind you of it, 

WW11 is something that is locked away as is the 
time under communist rule until the fall of the 
Iron Curtain. Talking to Andrew’s relatives as we 
progressed through Poland, it is the future they 
look forward too and the security they feel be-

ing a member of the European Community 
brings.  

Crossing into Poland the first thing that struck 
us was that it seemed so much poorer that the 
country we had left just a couple of minutes 
ago; the second was the number of petrol sta-
tions just across the boarder.  We had deliber-
ately not filled up in Germany, I filled the CVO 
tank with 24 litres for just over £12.00, and the 
third was the state of the roads. We experience 
the very best of road surfaces swinging to the 
other extreme where lorries had long since 
ploughed their furrow, which had a horrible hab-
it of catching you unaware, particularly when it 
started to rain.  

Our first ho-
tel in Poland 
was in a 
small village, 
Elganowa 
which is 
about 20km 
from Gdnask. 
To get there 
we rode on 

roads that were made of concrete slabs just laid 
onto the bare earth, cobbles that went on for 
miles and then at times near perfect tarmac. The 
only trouble with a new tarmac road is the 
amount of heavy traffic, luckily these roads are 
mainly straight because if you have a fear of 
overtaking then this part of Poland is not the 
place to be. We rode in groups of 3 and 4 to 
make it easier to stay together while overtaking. 
I was riding with 2 Triumph Tigers and a BMW 
K1300s and the CVO was totally in its element, 
drop it down a gear or 2 and woosh! It was a re-
ally exciting days’ ride. 

Elganowa is about 20 Km from Gdnask, and as 
the Hotel Noce I Dnie was owned by Andrew’s 
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Relatives we had a 2 night stop here. A welcome 
day off the bikes for some and time to do a bit 
of sightseeing and enjoy Larger at a £1.00 per 
750cl or a short of Vodka for £1.20. While some 
chose to go to Gdnask, the birthplace of the Soli-
darity movement and the end of communism in 
Europe, but the city itself has architectural beau-
ty not unlike Amsterdam (but without all the ca-
nals and the bicycles). I went off with two others 
to explore Malbork Castel a truly massive red 
brick structure…it is more of a city than a castle 
as it contains two cathedrals  

We had already ridden over 1,100 miles from the 
Hook of Holland so our day’s ride from Elganowa 
to the Wolf’s Lair according to Andrews route 
instruction was a mere 155 miles, but somehow 
we added another 70 miles onto it and I am sure 
that was not down to Harley Nav. The Wolf’s Lair 
was a massive bunker complex built by the Na-
zis as an advance post for their invasion and 
conquest of Russia. it is the location of the 
‘bomb in a briefcase’ assassination attempt on 
Hitler by some of his Generals in July 1944. A 
really a remarkable place which was blown up by 
the retreating German army. However, the hotel 
that we stayed in which was part of the original 
complex was left intact. It was used during the 

war by SS officers entertaining their lady friends 
and today little has changed although the bed-
rooms have all been modernised. 

The Wolf’s Layer was as far as we got in an East-
ern direction, it was now time to turn Westwards 
for the return leg. 

So far we had been blessed with beautiful weath-
er, with temperatures in the mid 20’s I had actu-
ally got down to the mesh layer in my FXRG jack-
et, whoever designed this jacket originally must 
have a fetish for zips, taking it apart is easy, zip-
ping it back together is another matter! 

Our next stop was the ancient city of Olstyn, 
once again there is the main truck road or the 
more picturesque scenic roads to choose from, 
we keep to the scenic roads, which looking at 
the map led us through all the green bits past 
lakes and rivers, unfortunately tress guarded 
each side of the road so there was little to see 
apart from a quick glance through the branches. 
I am sure we could have got closer, but our ex-
perience earlier in the trip was that the road 
quickly turned into a sandy track forcing a turn 
around to head for firmer stuff. This once again 
showed the advantage of the Harley, with its low 
seat height and centre of gravity I had quickly 
got it turned around to face the opposite direc-
tion while my fellow Triumph Tiger owners 
struggled a bit but then they both have short 
legs! 
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 A map of Poland may show many twisty ‘A 
roads’, but don’t be drawn there to play with 
your sports bike, if you have one hidden away in 
the garage.  Those twisty ‘A roads’ are a Harley 
heaven for adventure as long as you take it easy 
and enjoy the benefits that riding a Harley deliv-
ers.  

Olstyn was another 2-night stop, we stayed in a 
hotel in the centre of the city, accessed via a 
steep cobbled road, another part of the trip that 
the Harley took delight in while others feared to 
tread, however once the Harley led up the hill 
others followed! 

Our next stop was the city of Wroclaw, some 
320 miles from Olstyn. Our ride to Wroclaw also 
coincided with a change in the weather with 
heavy thunderstorms where the rain bounced 
off the roads. Wet roads in Poland are no fun, 
with all the diesel they become very slippery, 
but it’s all part of the fun as long as you change 
your riding style to suit and nothing calls for a 
sudden bit of breaking.  

Prior to 1945, Wroclaw was part of Germany but 
after the war became Polish. The centre of the 
city is beautiful with massive squares surround-
ed by houses which appear to have a very 
strong Dutch influence. This was to be another 
2 night stop so Andrew could spend time with 

his family. Andrew’s father came to the UK prior 
to 1939, his uncle survived both the second 
world war and the communist regime and when 
he made contact with Andrew several years ago 
who had no idea that his family existed! 

Leaving Wraclaw we had time to pop into the 
Harley Davidson distributor for the purchase of 
T shirts and coffee. The cost of a T shirt is the 
same as in the UK yet their wages are signifi-
cantly lower. I asked how many CVO Ultra’s they 
had sold this year. The reply came 3, which was 
quite staggering as they cost in Poland the same 
as they do here.  There is definitely some money 
about. The other thing that stuck in my mind in 
Wraclaw was the amount of English spoken, par-
ticularly the young who appeared to prefer it to 
Polish in their natural conversation. 

As our next stop was Meissen via Colditz Castel 
we decided to take the motorway, for 2 reasons, 
one getting out of Wraclaw any other way is a 
pain and with 174 miles to cover we wanted to 
spend some time in Colditz, a place I had always 
wanted to visit. 

Leaving Po-
land by motor-
way, we en-
tered Germany 
on the same 
road, and just 
after the bor-
der the 
130Kmph sign 
was replaced 
with the dere-
stricted zone 
and we were 
on a two lane 
autobahn.  

On my trip to 
Norway I en-
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countered my first derestricted autobahn which 
took a while to get used to, but this time I was 
ready to twist back the throttle and see just what 
the CVO will do, the road was clear.  On these 
autobahns the European drivers have brilliant 
lane control, so matching this with swift over-
take and return manoeuvres is essential.   What-
ever you do, you don’t stay in the outside lane, 
because a car will come out of nowhere and sud-
denly be right up behind you.  My CVO and I 
were comfortable cruising at a legal 100miles an 
hour. A joy to ride if you want to get from point 
A to point B in the quickest possible time. 

Our hotel in Meissen was full if delightful charac-
ter. We unpacked and then made our way the 20 
odd miles to Colditz. It was an experience to 
walk through the castle gates, although most of 
it now has been turned into a youth hostel.   

For me now the trip had ended I had seen what I 
wanted to see, so now it was the drag home but 
not before we had ridden another 360 miles to 
Speyer, with this sort of mileage a few motor-
ways were required.  But not long after we joined 
the motorway we came to a sudden halt. The 
motorway was blocked and we found ourselves 
in 5Km of vehicles going nowhere. We made it 
through to the sliproad where everyone was be-
ing directed off, and despite our rather unortho-
dox road craft we were greeted with a friendly 
wave from a Policeman who called us through.  

Speyer was a 2 night stop to visit the Sinsheim 
museum.  The Sinsheim museum defies descrip-
tion.  It’s exhibits range from motorbikes to 
chain saws, steam engines to F1 racing cars, 
trains to aircraft, WW11 tanks and trucks and 
1960’s love buggies.  On its roof is an Air France 
Concord and the Soviet copy, Concordski.  Not 
models, not mock ups, the real thing open to 
visitors to walk around. 

Two wheeled interest was provided by a 1894 

Hildebrand & Wolfmuller motorcycle, said to be 
the first production motorbike in the world, a 
Harley sponsored stand showing a magnificent 
Pan Head German built Triumphs from the 
1930s, a glass case full of Laverdas and Ducatis, 
and obviously BMWs. It’s a remarkable place to 
visit and perhaps the best £15.00 I have spent in 
a long time. 

From Speyer it was another 250 mostly rain trod-
den miles to our final hotel in Riems, unfortu-
nately the rain had caused many roads to be 
closed and we eventually found the hotel by rid-
ing through a series of cycle and farm tracks 
thankfully tarmacked! 

The following morning it was back to the Hook 
of Holland for the midday ferry and home. I had 
ridden the good part of 4000 miles. My CVO Ul-
tra had again proved to be the best bike I could 
possible wish to tour on. No matter what was 
thrown at it, from sandy tracks, to cobbles, 
beautiful tarmac with long winding bends, rain 
and wonderful autobahns it did everything bril-
liantly. 2017 Southern Poland and Czech Repub-
lic is on the cards. Bring it on!   


