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The San Diego BMW Club revisits the Pyrenees 
By John Herrnann #13 "e amino De Santiago" was 

the title of the article badt 
in the August, 2004, issue 
of ON. It was about the 

wonderful roads and historic spots and 
friendly people San Diego BMW dub 
members found following the route of St. 
James to Santiago de ComposteUa, way 
out on the northwest corner of Spain. 
The San Diegans vowed to return. In 
May, 2005, they did, finding more great 
roads, additional wonders and more 
friendly people. 

The goals were to make sure every 
road on the Spanish side of the Pyrenees 
Mountains was explored, and also the 
roads of the Picos de Europe, the high 
mountain range way west of France on 

the north coast of Spain. Plus, there were 
a bunch of exotic paradors to visit. Para- 
dors are those government sponsored 
hotels in historic buildings or sites in 
Spain or Latin America. 

Crossing Spain through the Pyr- 
enees from the Mediterranean on the 
Costa Brava west to the Atlantic, there's 
an almost endless network of smooth, 
seamless, winding and twisting asphalt 
with few center lines and hardly any traf- 
fic. In the Picos, the roads were equally 
challenging, but there were more center 
lines and even a few herds of horses. 
The good roads are dearly marked on 
Michelii regional maps. 

As on previous trips to Spain, the 
core group took the train from Munich 

almost to the Spanish border and the 
Costa Brava. The German car train, 
Deutsche Auto Zug, whisks riders and 
their bikes overnight from Munich to 
Narbonne. France. Some BMW friends 
took an overnight ferry from England. 
Some were already in Europe. Altogether, 
there were U, seldom altogether for long. 
From Spain, all  would ride back across 
France, through the Alps. 

The core group decided on times and 
places and made reservations. Others 
who were interested made their own res- 
ervations and joined up as they pleased 

The first stop was at a parador called 
Aiguablava. It's a new building, spectacu- 
larly set on cliffs overlooking the Costa 
Brava. On the way from the train along 
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~ n e  twisting coast, there was a stop to visit 
the home of Salvador Dali at Cadaqeus. 

Then, heading west along the Pyr- 
enees from the Costa Brava are many 
roads around Gerona made famous by 
Lance Armstrong, the Tour de France 
winner, who trains in the area. The good 
roads seem to skirt around civilization, 
but there are occasional country inns. 
During one roadside stop at almost 
2 p.m., there were some noises about 
lunch, but no sign of civilization. 

"Look:' someone said, "that sign on 
the mountain says 'restaurant? 

Sure enough, up a twisting narrow 

on a c w n ~ n x l u  norm uf the town of Berga, Catalonia, the Son Diegans were welcorneu ro o road was a lovely stone building with 

latelunch atamtaurant in o lmfy stone bulldlng. dean rest rooms and l i e n  table cloths 
and friendly service. 

Our next goal was a parador called Le 
1 Seu on the south edge of tiiy Andorra. 

It seems that Andorra is mostly.on the 
south (Spanish) side of the divide in the 
Pyrenees, and Le Seu is just downstream 
a couple of kilometers. An extra day 
was planned to cirde over the highest 
passes and to shop. Andorra is tax free 
and is wall to wall shops and car deal- 
ers and gas stations. The highest pass at 
2,400 meters, rivals the Alps. Most of us 
enjoyed dinner along the shaded plaza of 
Le Seu watching the evening strollers. 

A feature of Spain that pleases Ameri- 
cans is the abundance of machines dis- 
pensing cold drink; lots of Coca Cola 
and cold bottled water. 

Skirting some larger cities, Huesca 
and Pamplona, lead to a real treat in 
the town of Olite, the ancient capital of 
Navarra, where the Parador is the royal 
castle. Dating from the fifteenth century, 
the castle was first visible dominating the 
horizon. Its turrets and towersdemanded 
exploration. Dinner inside its great hall 
was impressive. 

At a gas stop, badc in a deep green 
valley of the Pyrenees, one of the BMWs, 
a new rental RUOORT, was making a ter- 
rible engine noise, and the oil light came 
on. Cell phones work all over Europe, 
even in remote valleys, so several conver- 
sations followed with BMW officials in 
various countries. 'Ihe result: "Don't ride 
the bike? After a several hours, it was 
agreed that the rest of the crew should 
forge on, leaving the couple and the RT 
in the remote d e y .  What happened is 
that BMW had the bike towed bv the 

- 
The castle towers had to be explored by Son Diego's very own Carol Alley. 












