
SO, WHAT MADE ME THINK of going to Minsk in Belarus in the first instance I hear you ask? After all, it’s 
a bit out of the way and hardly a tourist hot spot at the top of the ‘must do’ list of the keenest of tourists 
now is it?

Well to set the scene I confess to having a wife who comes from Belarus and in the centre of the city of 
Minsk we own an apartment so I’ve visited it quite often since 2006 though I would have to agree before 
that time I’d never have considered it in a month of Sundays.

Belarus was part of the old Soviet Union becoming once more an independent nation when the Berlin wall 
came down circa 1992. In 1997 the then and still president Alexander Lukashenko decided to re-introduce 
the ‘KGB’ and re write the constitution so that he became lifetime president. While Belarus is safe to visit as 
long as you abide by the law the police are not to be messed with and the country is run tightly with human 
rights very low on the interest list according to amnesty international the 4th worst in the world currently. 
One does not mess with the police too much or a serious slapping about which you cannot complain will 
ensue. Minsk, with a population of just 3,000,000 has more police on duty at any time than the whole 
of the UK put together. I kid you not! Open criticism of the system is not to be encouraged for the faint 
hearted and certainly not done aloud in public. Going through the border into Belarus is an experience 
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everyone should undertake to realise just how 
lucky we are here in the UK. Extreme politeness is 
the order of the day.

All this being said, don’t be put off because I have 
never had serious issues in all the times I have been 
there. Conditions get better and better each year as 
not even dictators can stop the peoples desire for 
‘Western’ values in the face of the mobile phone 
and the internet. Not that a lot of Belarussian 
family values would not be welcome here in the 
so called ‘West’. 

People wise, for the main they are friendly toward foreigners especially if they speak English, but you will 
get used to many of them looking at you with stares varying from curiosity to open hostility. The old ways 
die very hard and the years of communist conditioning are hard to shake off. Collective thinking still has a 
hold in their psyche and to a degree still encouraged by the current regime.

Minsk itself has bars and clubs every bit as good if not better than places here at home and the food is 
of excellent quality. Beer and food are very cheap compared to here even bearing in mind you are in the 
capital city of a country. £1.50 to £2 a pint is not to be missed. I would defy you to show me a more swish 
music venue here in the UK than the ‘TNT’ Rock Café in Minsk.

Petrol is where you will score at around .60p 
to .62p a litre. It was quite scary filling up my 
Gold Wing’s tank for around £9!

Frankly, its worth visiting and the initial ‘us 
and them’ feeling you get will add spice to 
your visit rather than detract from it. As I’ve 
already mentioned I’ve been there many 
times and never tire of going there. 

Since 2006 I’ve always wanted to ride there, 
I never took the plunge until this year. I’d 
heard lots of horror stories and though 
several riders wanted to come with me I 
decided to ‘go it alone’ to test the water and 
sort out the pitfalls myself before bringing 
others. I have now and in 2020 I will invite 
other riders to experience something quite 
unique and certainly different.

I’ve written this article to record the personal pleasure I got but also to pass onto any reader tips I gleaned 
along the way on this my first but not my last visit to Belarus by motorcycle. Some things will seem obvious 
to the experienced long-distance rider so please be patient with me from time to time if I might state 
the obvious. I would however ask the question of how many times you’ve gone on that long ride or tour 
with friends or club members and thought, “Oh my God he’s just not thought this through has he?” I intend 
repeating my ride next year and having done it this year I will be able to take another five riders with me 
all be it on their own bikes or with pillions. Any combination of between five and three bikes. Each one has 
to be on top line.



PART I – THE PREPARATION
It’s not so bad if you are playing ‘follow the leader’ but sat nav’s are really useful but there is no substitute 
for a good old fashion map to really understand where you are exactly. Forget maps of Belarus, if you 
can find one for sale good luck. I have a basic one that combined well with the sat nav. Riding across the 
breadth of the EU as I did I used a ‘Philips Multiscale Europe’ (circa 2012!) which was sufficient to get my 
bearings and came in very handy on the return when I took a wrong motorway and found myself heading 
for Munich. It was the last and only time I got lost! Lastly, make sure you update your satnav with the very 
latest maps.

You will need to make sure that your bike is 
capable of cruising for extended periods of time 
between at least 75 to 90 mph and equally as 
important that you are happy do to so. Any rider 
that craves the inevitable ‘fag break’ every 50 
miles or so won’t make the ride thanks. Petrol 
stops are what they are…... Petrol stops! 

On reflection, though I made it in two days of 
riding I think that next time instead of the one 
overnight hotel stop I would have two. One in 
Germany and the other to the north of Warsaw 
in Poland. Thus, the ride would be split into three 
days of 350 to 400 miles unlike as I did it alone 
with only myself to consider on this occasion. You will see why later and bear in mind I was on my own 
and not with up to five other bikes. Delays are inevitable as more bikes are added to the ride, ask anyone.

You will need to make sure that before you go that your bike has had a full service and in fine fettle. I 
would personally advise brand new tyres and pads are a must. Keep the others as spares as I have done in 
your garage. Remember that you will be covering at least 3,000 miles and if all goes well and more touring 
is done in Belarus, probably more. I have RAC European cover and though they stated there was cover in 
Belarus it will inevitably be very limited and I would not advise trying it out for real folks! The ride is long 
anyway and certainly once you cross that border out of the EU proper there is always that nagging feeling 
of uncertainty which curiously adds to the adrenaline and exhilaration of the ride. Hence the need to have 
the tyres of your trusty steed in the best condition possible.

I had heard of many horror stories in getting 
a vehicle of any kind into Belarus. They were 
partly true but not as bad as one might think. 
A call to their embassy in London provided 
me with the requirements for both rider and 
machine. The fact is the authorities there are 
obsessed with knowing everything about 
anything ‘foreign’ going into their country 
and want to ensure that it leaves. You 
basically need to declare the bike at customs 
as ‘something to declare’ and almost import 
it into Belarus on the proviso it is coming out 
again. 



I will list the documents needed:

PASSPORT
Pretty obvious item. However, it must contain a visa 
covering you for the dates you intend entering and 
leaving Belarus. It is sent special delivery to the 
Belarussian embassy in London together with the 
completed application form giving details of your stay. 
This includes exactly where you intend to reside and 
who is inviting you. Not as bad as it seems given you 
stay at my apartment at the invitation of the wife or in 
the neighbour’s apartment at her invitation. You send a copy of your private health insurance and a special 
delivery envelope for the safe return of your passport. The cost of the visa is currently 60 euros. This is very 
specific as you need to send in proof that you have deposited this money into their London bank. Sounds 
complicated but is easily done over the counter of your bank with a print of the transaction. Only payment 
in euros will be accepted and this needs to be stressed to your bank.

PRIVATE HEALTH COVER 
You won’t be allowed over the border without this and 
certainly your visa application will be refused. Never fear, 
it’s easy to obtain and even for an old git like me with a 
heart condition I only pay around £65 a year for 10,000,000 
cover. I honestly do not know why people go abroad even 
on day trips such as I do without such cover anyway. One 
piece of advice. It must specifically state that the cover is 
for use in Belarus on the certificate or the authorities there 
might not accept it as valid. 

The London embassy is very efficient and will usually turn 
around your application within seven working days.

UK DRIVING LICENCE

INTERNATIONAL DRIVING LICENCE
Easily obtained from most post offices over the counter with a passport style photo and your UK driver 
licence. If you have an old paper style licence you will also need to take along your passport. The cost is 
£5.50 and it lasts for three years. Be aware that there are two types and they cover different countries. 
Make sure you obtain the one that is valid in Holland, Germany and Poland that it includes use in Belarus!

COPY OF YOUR UK MOTORCYCLE INSURANCE

GREEN CARD
Now here was my first problem preparing for the ride. Nearly all UK insurances provide European insurance 
cover or the so called ‘Green Card’ cover automatically but I would still advise them of your intention to 
travel in Holland, Germany and Poland. The problem is Belarus itself as this cover does not extend to 
Belarus it being outside the EU area. You will not gain entry without extra cover to ride in Belarus. It can 
be obtained at the border but expect to pay anything from 50 to 150 euros for it and even more delay 
at the border. I found a good way of getting around this problem. Our neighbour (in Belarus) has a young 
lady friend who is an insurance agent and by sending her copies of my drivers licences ,insurance and 
registration document she was able to set me up insurance for the princely sum of 4 euros covering the 



three weeks I was there! I collected the certificate from her a few weeks prior to my road trip in person on 
a prior visit to Minsk but now the ice is broken and she ‘knows me’ this can all be arranged via third party.

REGISTRATION DOCUMENT
The original is required and has to be in the name you have on your passport. This will be examined in 
detail numerous times at the border, believe me!

At the border you will be required to complete two forms basically stating that you are bringing the vehicle 
into Belarus and eventually leaving with it. You keep these forms and present them to the customs upon 
exiting the country. The charge for this is 6 euros.

There you have it and now you can see that going to Belarus is beginning to look that little bit different 
from that day ride out you did in France! With a little planning and assistance from yours truly it’s not that 
much of a problem and believe me, well worth the trouble.

Ahh…. Did I mention once you arrive in Minsk? You will have five days to attend the local KGB office to 
‘register’ your stay complete with passport, health certificate and yet another form. If you don’t you will 
be arrested and probably need the services of the Foreign Office to get you repatriated. Don’t worry, the 
young lady who I always see is a delight to the eye guys, and a bunch of flowers always brings a smile to 
her face each time I see her! 

Interestingly enough, if you went to Belarus and fell out with your host Belarussian law is very strict and 
they would have to leave and find alternative accommodation while you are allowed legally to remain in 
the premise for the duration of your stay….. I told you Belarus was interesting.

So, I would think by now your head is spinning. Don’t let it because it really isn’t as daunting as it first 
seems and is easily sorted if you go through it methodically with some help. If I do take a group to Belarus, 
I’d simply arrange a meeting sort out the visa application and send them off together… easy innit?

Part II The Ride (or as I call it ‘the fun bit’.)
DEPARTURE DAY WEDNESDAY 18 SEPTEMBER – HARWICH
A short 18-mile ride saw me in the queue to 
board the Stena Britannica night ferry to the 
Hook van Holland. What amazed me was the 
huge number of other motorcycles in the 
queue until I found out that they were all part 
of a services club and going over to Arnhem to 
take part in the ceremonies and Remembrance 
Day services for operation Market Garden 
that was 75 years ago. They were all either 
ex or serving soldiers from the paratrooper 
regiments. Other vehicles were also present 
and I admit to quite a feeling of pride in our 
lads when I saw them in the bar of the ship 
some in wheelchairs having been maimed in 
recent conflicts but some how still going to remember their fallen comrades of yesteryear. I defy anyone 
not to find them selves choking back a bit of pride and emotion for them. Knowing that I had quite a ride 
ahead of me and not quite feeling a part of it all I decided it was time to retire to my cabin for the night 
and leave the bar to them. One of the beauties of being on my own I suppose… flexibility.



07.35 THURSDAY 19 SEPTEMBER – HOEK VAN HOLLAND
Leaving the port, I was interested to note that the road I had to follow 
the E30 commenced from the ferry terminal. Yes, it takes on different 
localised names but as anyone familiar with the continental road 
marking system will know the route retained the E30 through all four 
of the countries I was to cross in the next two days. I had booked a 
hotel in a Polish town called Torzym which was about 30 miles or so 
into Poland from the German border. Not knowing what sort of delays 
there would be at the border I’d reasoned that a slightly shorter ride 
from the Hook van Holland would be better and on the return leg I would make sure that I didn’t miss the 
evening ferry. If I found that it was too much to expect I knew that I could forget the return booking at 
the same hotel for another nearer to the port or even take an extra day on the return. If I was to miss the 
hotel, I reasoned that it was so inexpensive it wouldn’t really matter anyway. As things turned out later 
how right that was.

In my view this is where articles written about rides tend to get boring. 
Do you really want the little details that only I can remember and enjoy? 
Yes, the weather was very good, and I had no rain to speak of over both 
days. Having filled up before leaving the UK two fill ups followed both in 
Germany and 546.9 miles later at 17.23 hrs, I arrived at the said hotel in 
Torzym, Poland. The two stops totalled 1.45mins you can do the maths! 
Apart from about 20 miles from the port and a further 10 to the hotel the 
ride was done on motorways speeds of between 70 and 90 mph with the 
odd burst just for the sheer hell of it! 

‘Motel Petro’ which on the return trip I thankfully discovered is open 24/7, 
cost me just under £30 for a double room and breakfast each way so don’t 
expect the ‘Ritz’. It was adequate and the bed comfortable though it made 
me think of the typical old Soviet Intourist accommodation from the 60’s. 
The beer was thankfully very good.

07.05 FRIDAY 20 SEPTEMBER – TORZYM, POLAND
Left the hotel after an early breakfast which was basic with 3 menu choices. I rode straight back onto the 
motorway to be faced with my first toll booth. Poland’s one motorway is paid for by toll of which there were 
4 costing a total of around £17 each way. Six stops fumbling around added to the journey time (imagine 5 
or 6 bikes). It was in Poland that I came across one of those teething problems I mentioned earlier. I didn’t 
realise that because their economy does not match EU requirements, they still use their own currency the 
Zloty. I did not have any thinking euros would be ok. However, I found the best way to pay in Poland is by 
using a credit/debit card for the tolls (even one as 
low as 5 zloty) and for petrol at each stop of which 
there were three in Poland. One tip, they always ask if 
you want to pay in local currency or sterling. Choose 
the sterling option for obvious reasons and let your 
bank do the exchange rate. Keeping the card handy 
in the outside pocket of your bike jacket also goes a 
long way to making life that much quicker and easier 
as well.



The road suddenly became far more interesting 
as I approach Warsaw (sounds so blasé doesn’t 
it?). It went from toll Motorway to single 
carriageway with a multitude of different local 
road numbers but still with that good old Green 
and white ‘E30’ sign to cling to. At this point the 
Sat Nav on the Wing had given up the ghost and 
reverted to ‘off road riding’ but to my immense 
relief the handlebar mounted Garmin sat nav 
just kept going fine never letting me down. In 
fact, even in Belarus which really was a boon. 
I admit to being surprised at the European 
coverage it had. I never actually got lost the 
whole ride there.

It may come as a surprise because over here Polish lorry drivers are regarded generally as drivers from Hell 
but in their native country the opposite was the case for the main part. A neat feature of the roads was each 
direction had a wide lane on the hard shoulder and when a lorry saw a fast vehicle approaching it the lorry 
actually pulled over into this hard shoulder to allow you to pass it easily. This wasn’t an occasional fluke 
but the norm folks! The only problem with these roads were the incessant road works due to the fact the 
Poles are extending their ‘Motorway’ from where it ends just before Warsaw to the border at Brest. Guess 
where I was heading? For large parts it was stop start on road surfaces so bad that I was getting cross eyed 
looking ahead of me for potholes and anything that might risk me getting a puncture!

The border was finally arrived at which took me about 
three and a half hours to get through. My documents 
were checked and rechecked and as previously 
mentioned, documents needed completion to 
allow my entry into Belarus. All checks were done 
officiously in an abrupt manner that you just said, 
“yes Sir, no Sir, three bags full Sir”. I have learned a 
long time ago it really does not pay to argue with 
Belarussian officialdom especially when you need 
something from them. Smiling and counting to ten 
is the best and only policy. 

From Brest it was back onto motorway which was surprisingly quite good considering the horror stories 
my wife (who doesn’t drive) had told me about them. Also during my stay in Belarus I am bound to say that 
again, contrary to the wives tales about all drivers in Belarus having horns growing out of their heads I 
found them courteous and not once did I feel myself intimidated despite riding in a very different country 
from our own and in their capital city. It could of course, have something to do with the reputation of their 
road police. Play with them, piss them off, lose your vehicle on the spot. I’m not kidding! On one occasion 
while walking around I saw a Hummer being unceremoniously hauled onto the back of a flat bed with a 
grab, alarms all going off and looking like Christmas lights on steroids just because he had parked it on a 
yellow line. I remember saying to my companion, “that’s going to cost a lot to get repaired when he gets 
it back”, to be told, “oh no, that’s gone for good and will be crushed!” Yes, smile sweetly at the police folks!

Riding through streets I recognised from my many excursions around Minsk was a thrill I cannot describe 
and never forget till I die. You will get a lot of stares. British vehicles of any kind let alone motorcycles are 
just not normally seen in Minsk.



After 641.7 very memorable miles 
I finally pulled up outside our 
apartment block at 21.34hrs to be 
greeted by the wife (don’t ask!). After 
unloading it was off to party and a 
few very welcome beers in the ‘Clever 
Irish Bar’ about 4 minutes’ walk from 
the apartment. https://www.facebook.
com/cleverminsk/

(I use UK times to describe events 
which I thought would be easier for 
the reader. In fact, times were one hour 
later in Holland Germany and Poland 
and in Minsk they were two hours so 
local time upon arrival was 23.34.) 

Minsk was as usual fantastic. I don’t think a potted history of what I did will be of much interest to the 
tale, but a few things stand out. First, I had my teeth worked on. Three crowns of very superior quality and 
two fillings were all done in the time I was there at around £190 which is staggeringly cheaper than here 
in the UK. If you need such work doing it can be arranged via a friend who also happens to be one of the 
best dental surgeons in the country. Belarus is famous for the high standards it sets in this field. Enough 
of teeth!

The ride there and back was my 
main reason for going by bike, 
so I only did three ride outs 
while I was there with so many 
other distractions I had to do 
personally. All went without a 
hitch. Petrol stations are worth a 
mention and I refuelled 4 times 
while in Belarus. You go into the 
kiosk before filling, tell them the 
octane you require and deposit 
either money or a card for 
payment. Card and any change 
are given to you after filling. 
Quite an adventure when no one 
speaks English and you have to 
revert to sign language.

Two days before I was due to leave the weather which had been warm and sunny decided to take a turn for 
the worst and I knew that I would encounter rain for the return journey. As it happens I did.

05.10 WEDNESDAY 2 OCTOBER – MINSK, BELARUS
I really left at this time but bear in mind local time was 07.10 still early but I’d got used to the time 
difference at this stage sleep wise.



09.15… THE BORDER!
This is where timing went out of the window. After 
nearly 5 hours I rode into Poland from the border 
post. My registration document was examined under 
a magnifying glass (I kid you not!) a total of 10 times 
by both sets of border guards. Just how many bloody 
times do they need to do that? I think the fact that 
my paperwork was in order irritated them. All checks 
were in the same manner as before with the EU 
Polish guards little better than their Belarussian 
counterparts. The problem is that with fuel so cheap 
in Belarus and cigarettes at 25p a pack the Poles go 
into Belarus filling up vehicles and any jerry can they can lay their hands on as well as cigarettes. Every 
vehicle is thus searched irrespective by the Poles. The cigarette allowance is a miserly two packets. Vehicles 
are detained with even one more pack over this limit.

I raised one laugh when a Polish guard asked me how much petrol I had with me when I looked at my bike 
and replied, “about 15 litres, I need to fill up soon”.

This delay which I previously had no idea would be so long caused me some concern that I wouldn’t make 
the hotel in time that night let alone evening. I didn’t eat at all on the ride to the hotel stopping for fuel 3 
times and limiting each stop to between 10 and 15 minutes. At the last stop I did buy some sandwiches. I 
finally arrived at the hotel to thankfully discover it was open 24/7 at 22.45pm having covered 646.6 miles 
to get there. This would have been impossible had I been in company of say, 5 other bikes to achieve. I 
found that the hotel had stopped doing food, so my two sandwiches went down a treat. Fortunately, the 
bar was open, and the beer was some of the most welcome I have ever drunk.

07.55 THURSDAY 3 OCTOBER
Luxury, a late start! Well not too bad considering. Apart from missing one motorway turning in torrential 
rain making visibility next to zero the ride went well. The rain was very heavy at times but fortunately not 
persistent which allowed time to dry between each onslaught something I am sure we have all experienced. 
The worst traffic of all was in Holland the journey from Utrecht to the Hook van Holland, about 60 miles, 
was done in ‘stop start’ traffic and a nightmare to be honest taking over 3 hours to complete. Despite 
all that I arrived at the Hook van Holland at a very respectable 16.25pm for the ferry which I was due 
to board no later than 21.00pm local time (20.00pm to you and me). Following a very good steak and 

chips in the ‘Harwich” bar this being my 
first meal since the spartan breakfast 
in the motel that morning. I boarded 
the ferry very early having discovered 
they allowed this unlike in the UK. 
By 19.00pm I was asleep in my cabin. 
Ohh…. the joy of being able to please 
oneself!

06.55 FRIDAY 4 OCTOBER
Once off the ferry I rode very gingerly 
the 18 miles to home, woke up the 
wife, ordered a coffee and went to bed, 
nuff said!



I learned a lot. Would I take others? Yes. Would I attempt it in two days? No. There would be an overnight stop 
in Germany around Obernbeck and one in Poland around Zbuczyn cutting down the daily ride considerably 
to allow for extra bikes, sightseeing (food?), and those incredible custom routines at the Belarussian/Polish 
border. Altogether a more civilised pace yet still with around 350-400 miles of riding each day.

I hope that you find my article of interest to read and possibly I might see some of you on the next 
ride to Belarus. I have facts about my ride in very fine detail but too much for this article. I’m happy to 
provide them if you the reader wish. Suffice to say a few interesting facts,

Total distance: 2,832.7 miles. 

Fuel used: 296.2 litres (27.04 gallons)

Fuel cost:  £320.11p

Ferry:  £220.00

Hotel:  £60.00

Fuel consumption for my Wing was overall 43.95mpg which I consider respectable.




