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FACTS AND INFORMATION
The Philippines

Total Mileage
Approximately 670 miles.

In General
	 The Philippines is a tropical country; 
so, it is warm all year round. There are 
two basic seasons: the rainy one (May-
November) and the dry one (November-
May). The mildest times for travel are 
from January to March. The Philippines 
is a third-world country often exhibiting 
extremes of wealth and poverty in 
close proximity. Petty theft is common 
in larger metro areas, so take care. 
There are over 170 languages spoken 
here, but English and Tagalog (spoken in 
Manila) are the most prevalent. Filipinos 
take pride in their hospitality.

How to Get There
	 International travelers can go through 
Manila, arriving at Ninoy Aquino Interna-
tional Airport (NAIA, and locally pronounced 
“Nah-e-yah”) and then transferring to 
one of two domestic terminals. Philippine 
Airlines and Cebu Pacific provide domestic 
service to Dumaguete City Airport. Alter-
nately, one can fly into Cebu, arriving at 
Mactan International Airport and then 
transferring to the pier for the ferry to 
Dumaguete. Ferries are a way of life in 
a nation consisting of over 7,000 islands. 
The more popular routes use modern cata-
marans, while others make do with older 
boats. Tickets may be purchased at a 
ticketing office at the pier. Remember to 
bring your passport, and when departing 
make sure you have enough money re-
maining to pay “Terminal Fees,” typically 
500 to 1,000 pesos.

Food & Lodging
	 Accommodations are simple and 
clean, and the food is locally grown 

and raised, and tasty. The many 
islands and regions have their own 
specialties (chicken in Bacolod, spicy 
food in Bicol). Vegetarians may find it 
difficult to obtain suitable meals in the 
more remote areas. But if you eat fish, 
you’ll be okay.

Roads & Biking
	 Small displacement motorcycles and 
scooters are common means of trans-
portation. Recreational riding is less 
prevalent. As such, other motorists are 
typically aware of two-wheeled traffic. 
The road system consists primarily of 
two-lane roads being shared by vehicles 
of widely varying size and speed (ev-
erything from pedal tricycles to giant 
trucks) very often without a dividing 
stripe or rules regarding safe passing 
zones. As you ride in the Philippines, 
you quickly understand the importance 
of your horn, though not to express 
anger or frustration, but simply to com-
municate your presence and desire to 
pass. Riding in the Philippines is not 
for the faint of heart or for those who 
do not do well in organized chaos.

Addresses & Phone Numbers
o	 Travel Information
	 www.gov.ph/aboutphil/vinfo.asp
o	 Department of Tourism 
	 www.philippinetourism.us
o	 Philippine Motoadventures
	 www.philippinemotorcycletours.com

Books & Maps
o	 Philippines Travel Pack, 
	 by Nigel Hicks, Globetrotter, 
	 ISBN 978-1845376628, 
	 $14.95 
o	 Philippines (Country Guide), 
	 by Chris Rowthorn, Greg Bloom, 

Michael Grosberg, 
	 Ryan Ver Berkmoes, Lonely Planet, 

ISBN 978-1741042894, $26.99
o	 www.ezmapsshop.com
	 The maps are poorly detailed, covering 
mostly primary and secondary roads. 
They are, however, better than nothing.

Motorcycle & Gear
2008 Kawasaki KLR
Helmet: HJC CL-SP
Jacket: Joe Rocket Alter Ego
Pants: Motoport Air Mesh Kevlar
Gloves: Held Akira
Boots: Sidi Touring
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Always consult more detailed maps 
for touring purposes.

	 After descending, it’s on to Iloilo City 
and beyond to the ferry at Dumangas. 
It starts to rain as the sun sets. The traffic 
is thick, visibility is awful and the road 
looks slippery as grease. The adrenalin 
that fueled the spirited mountain ride 
is channeled into simple survival. We 
can’t fall in line and crawl along either 
– we have a ferry to catch. So we pick 
and choose our moments, flipping up 
visors, suffering the sting of raindrops, 
and with eyes squinting hard, twist the 
throttle to make the pass.

	 As before, the traffic grows even 
worse as we approach the city, with 
streams of cars, jeeps, tricycles and 
scooters vying for the same piece of 
pavement. Hurling ourselves into the 
maelstrom, which makes Manhattan 
traffic seem like a relaxing Sunday drive 
in comparison, we pinball past the old 
churches and historic neighborhoods 
of Iloilo City and pop out at the other 
end of town.

	 Turning off the main road, we leave 
the remnants of traffic behind and plunge 
headlong into darkness. We are on an 
unlit concrete road that’s flanked with 
fishponds, and it is black as squid ink 
all around. After the harsh intensity of 
city traffic, this is sensory deprivation. 
But I continue to follow Bryan’s taillight, 
a beacon in the dark, as he picks a 

clean, high-speed line along the dusty, 
nearly empty road. I trust him and his 
Baja 1000 racing experience implicitly, 
and he doesn’t put a wheel wrong as 
we negotiate the potholes and debris. 
The motors howl as we rush onward, 
our senses on high alert against the 
dark unknown. We make the ferry and 
shuffle to the snack stand for well-de-
served coffees.

Bacolod to Dumaguete
	 Day 4: Dumaguete, 3 p.m. I sit at 
the dock, waiting for the ferry back to my 
ancestral home - the island of Bohol. 
“Write this all down,” I implore myself, 
worried that this trip might fade from 
memory. So, I scroll through the photos on 
my camera, trying to relive the moments, 
but I soon fall asleep in my chair…

	 That morning is spent in the shadow 
of the Kanlaon Volcano, one of the 22 
active volcanoes in the Philippines. The 
8,500-foot peak is shrouded in mist, 
the product of its own microclimate. 
We hear that it’s been acting up lately, 
but this morning it’s sound asleep, its 
undulating flanks blanketed in a hundred 
shades green. Sugarcane and grass 
dominate the lower altitudes and there-
after forest and jungle climb.

	 We leave Kanlaon behind and head 
deeper into the hills. The roads are 

impeccably paved and nearly traffic-
free, creating the feeling that this area 
could be our own private mountain 
playground. Apex after apex leads us 
to yet another memorable image: palm 
trees silhouetted against a clear blue 
sky, the road carved into the steep 
mountain face, a panoramic vantage 
point that takes in the coast and parts 
of the road curving to sea level.

	 Down from the mountains, we are 
back on the fertile plains and riding 
past field after field of sugarcane. The 
bustle of farm trucks and tricycles and 
scooters seem to energize the dusty 
little villages we pass through, little more 
than five or six simple concrete buildings 
and a dozen private residences. The 
roads are arrow straight and the miles 
click by with little fanfare.

	 Soon we are on the coast and running 
up against the building traffic towards 
Dumaguete. It’s hard to tell whether my 
pensive mood is due to the impending 
end of an epic trip or merely a symptom 
of sheer exhaustion. Nonetheless, for 
me, it’s been one incredible memory 
after another (my brain is as full as my 
digital camera) and the realization of 
a long-held dream.

To view more photos and post your 
comments, visit www.roadrunner.travel
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	Quiet concrete roads wind through lush, hilly countryside. 	Boracay nightlife begins with the setting sun.
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