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OR the fifth time we were on our way to
Italy aboard our Triumph Tiger, driven

by our manic desire to head south to
experience the culture, tasty Italian cooking
and, of course, the riding.

It started a few years ago on a blue 1993 Tiger, one
of the first built. Loaded with two aluminium panniers,
a luggage roll, the tank bag and the two of us, we
headed for the delights of Tuscany.

With the panniers fixed low down and wide with
their contents, we had to be careful not to touch them
down on sharp bends. Adjusting the suspension to
firmer settings improved matters but riders behind us
said they were very nearly grounding on the tarmac.

In 1998 we bought a new Tiger in British Racing
Green, one of the last carburated bikes, and between
the two we have visited Tuscany, Veneto, Trento, the
Dolomites, Elba, Rome and Sardinia.

Having visited northern Tuscany before, we now
planned to see the southern parts. Late Summer
appeared to be the best time to go and we were
welcomed by the typical hilly landscape with
already harvested fields - looking a bit like a crude
moonlike landscape.

To ease the long journey we used the car train from
Munich direct to Tuscany. Although we missed the
excitement of crossing the Alps, this was something we
had done several times before. Instead, we left the
train quite relaxed - only a little stiff from sleeping on
the hard and narrow beds on the train.

The journey had been uneventful apart from us
nervously watching the bikes bounce around on their
centre stands as the train crossed the railway points on
the way.

We rode out of the seaside resort of Rimini, passing
numerous hotels before climbing the first hills and
suddenly being surrounded by Italians on racing
bicycles. It seemed as if everyone was on their bikes for



Tiger In Tuscany

Marina Burow and Peter Harbusch let the train take the strain from Munich

to Rimini and then unleash the Tiger for a leisurely tour of beautiful Tuscany.
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Port of Marciana Marina.

the weekend, indulging in their third passion after
football and Formula 1 car racing!

Our route was only roughly planned and one week
would give us enough time for a relaxed ride and
plenty of sightseeing. We had not brought a tent but in
the off-peak holiday season, finding a hotel room each
night should no prove a problem.

While | waited outside the hotels with the bike,
Marina would go in and practice her Italian language
skills to find a room. And it worked out well. In most
cases we not only found a room but shelter for the
Tiger as well in the hotel owner’s garage.

Our first stop was Urbino and time for the first
cappucino in the busy old town quarter. Further on we

crossed Marken and Umbria. Passing by the idyllic city
of Cortona and the marvellous Lago Trasimeno we
reached the first of the typical Tuscany hills.

Following the Val d”Orcia we headed for Montalcino
and looked for a roof over our heads. The
‘Agritourismo’ signs point us towards old and pretty
reworked farm houses where you can always find a
pleasant and inexpensive stay for the night.

The next day saw us on a variety of roads in the
area - from twisty and well built roads to off-road
gravel surfaces, everything for the ambitious Tiger
rider to tackle.

Our next stop was Saturnia, a small town close to
some mineral springs with a pretty market place
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THE NEXT DAY WE FILLED THE TANK AT THE ALIMENTARI', THE LOCAL
GROCERY, WHERE THE OWNER STOPPED CUTTING SMOKED HAM
AND CAME OUT, STILL WEARING HIS APRON, TO SERVE US.

surrounded by shops, bars and restaurants. Everyone
should find suitable accommodation here but in high
season a reservation is advisable.

Don’'t miss a bath in the thermal springs with their
natural cascades where people sit close together on
the steps enjoying the warm water - very good for
tired bikers’ aching bones after a day in the saddle. In
the evening enjoy a dinner in one of the very good
small restaurants.

The next day we filled the tank at the ‘Alimentari’,
the local grocery, where the owner stopped cutting
smoked ham and came out, still wearing his apron,
to serve us. Our circular route was through the old
Etruscan cities of Pitigliano, Sorano und Sovana and
leaving our luggage in the hotel made it easier to
explore these small cities.

The roads are quite empty at this time of the year
as people get on with their normal lives and we rode
on towards the coast, detouring through Monte
Argentario, a peninsula south of the Maremma, before
finding a hotel close to Grosseto near the sea.

In the Maremma National Park the bike got a rest
while we spent some days on the beach. If you get up
early in the morning there are guided tours into the
national park by bus or on foot. We always got up
too late...

Typically Tuscan landscape.

A stop at the historic quarter of Massa Marittima.
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Winding roads in Val d’Orcia.

THERE WERE BICYCLE RACES IN THE WHOLE REGION AND EVERY
FEW MINUTES WE HAD TO STOP AND ALLOW THE RIDERS TO GO BY.
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The next day we took the ferry to Elba, no problem
in the low season to get a place for a bike and two
persons. Our hotel for this night had been booked in
advance over the Internet.

From the port of Portoferraio we rode across the
island to the fantastic bay of Fetovaia. On Elba there
are superb roads along the coastline and the perfect
end to the day is the sunset on the west of the island.

And we spent the entire week like this, lounging on
one of the best beaches on the island and taking short
trips on the bike or a boat tour to a shipwreck where
you can go snorkelling amongst the colourful fish.

NOW it was time to return to the mainland,
riding miles through cypress-lined roads near Bolgheri
and Massa Maritima. It reminded us of the old
Nurburgring-Nordschleife circuit.

On this Saturday afternoon the roads were crowded
with bikes as we headed up and down through the
winding hills and forests from Massa Marittima to
Volterra. Groups of local riders pass and some come
around bends in the opposite direction on the wrong
side of the road!

We survived, but often wished we were free of our
luggage to join in the race fun. We stayed the night in
Volterra - the city of Alabaster - where everyone was
on the street late into the night having a festive time in
this historic city.

The next day we were once again surrounded by
racing cyclists on our way to San Gimignano. There
were bicycle races in the whole region and every few
minutes we had to stop and allow the riders to go by. It
only got better when we arrived in the meagre hills of
the Crete with hardly anyone on the road.

Unfortunately accommodation was getting harder to
find. After visiting the Abbazia di Monte Oliveto
Maggiore we followed the ‘Agritourismo’ signs but the
places we found were either closed or unsuitable.

Then we stopped at a farm entrance to turn around
and found another sign for the neat farm of the Bennati
family who obligingly showed us to a comfortable room
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‘Mobylove’ taking us to Elba.

in a house near their own. The Tiger got a safe parking
in the barn next to the tractor.

Later in the evening a long table was laid out for
dinner in the courtyard. We and the other guests
enjoyed delicious Gnocchi, barbecued meat, wine,
cheese and homemade grappa. Late at night the
family said good night and left us alone - with the wine
and grappa!

The last stage took us back to Rimini where we
boarded the train again for our trip home. Since our
trip we have bought a brand new 955i and are already
planning the next holiday.

Sunset on Elba
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