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Fast and |oose on
the Pan-American

Dan Walsh, the reigning light-heavyweight champion
of two-wheeled travel writing, dances down the
road of all roads. It's Pan-Americana, baby

Name: Dan Walsh

Age at time of trip: 31

Bike: 2003 BMW F650 Dakar

Length of trip: 34 months, 25,000 miles

Bike travel tip: There’s no such thing as the
wrong bike, the wrong route or the wrong time.
And speed is still the enemy of reflection.

ye, Hasselhoft, you are
nothing without your robot
car!’ Sunny December
morning in Central American
Costa Rica and I'm chuckling into a spiced
rice and runny eggs campesino breakfast
with Paul The Good Gringo, wondering
why there’s a signed photo of The Hoff
sharing the double-espresso ‘Wake up!’
view that tickles our noses. Our café’s
veranda collapses into a volcano valley
that funnels vision past the conical
peaks, across the coffee plantations and
distant-down to the crashing Pacific surf.
A view we've spent the last week riding
through, running in a dozen KTM 640
brand-spankers, ocean back and mountain
forth, up and down this particularly pretty
stretch of the Pan-American Highway.

‘I hate that damn road.’ I love this
fucking road. Paul’s a dirt squirt who only
tolerates tarmac when it leads to more
innaresting trails. But I'm a road toad, and
the never-ending Panamericana is my
sweet eternity, first found when I turned

Acapulco, the Andes...
e-end-of-nowhere
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left off Wilshire onto the Santa Monica
Boulevard, last lost somewhere around
Kilometre Zero in the slums of Buenos
Aires. In between, nearly three years of my
life lie smeared like flies on a visor across
its bars and beaches, bends and beers, beds
and boobs. Three years? Puta madre.

‘Who the hell is that poodle-lookin’
mofo, anyway? The poster boy for “Gay
Nazis for Peace”, eh brother? Brother?’
Sorry Paul, I'm miles away, dreaming the
Pan-American Dream.

Welcome to the Panamericana, the
nearly-network of nearly 32,000 miles of
interstate, two-lane blacktop and dirt track
that nearly runs from the Alaskan Arctic
Circle to the Argentine Tierra del Fuego
tip, via 15 countries. Via everywhere
you've ever dreamed of and never heard of
on this side of the Atlantic — Hollywood
and Huehuetenango, Rio de Janeiro and
Riobamba, Acapulco and Atenas, all joined
by this best of all possible roads.

There are sexier, noisier, quieter rides,
but no matter how sexy, quiet or noisy,

they are just rides, and this is a journey.
More than the road-movie truckstops
and tollbooths, more than the Amazon,
Andes, Atacama Desert National
Geographic backdrops, this highway is

a spine, a nervous system that links the
history and culture of a thriving, swirling,
changing continent, and connects a
dreamscape of cowboy and conquistador
archetypes. It links Francis Drake to El
Dorado, Che Guevara to Pancho Villa,
General Pinochet to Secretary Kissinger,
Kurt Cobain to Carlos Gardel, Tupac
Amaru to Biggie Smalls, the Cali Cartel
to the Californian credit card choppers...
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