
‘The doctor will see
you now.’ Dan Walsh 
relaxes in Costa Rica

Is that a giant alien tick 
on the surfboard?

The evening’s becoming 
deliciously degenerate as 
we get dizzy on Nicaraguan 
rum, Cuban cigars and guns
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project manager ever threw a ‘one hand on 
cocked knee, the other shielding eyes from 
the Alaskan sun’ catalogue shape and 
hollered ‘Buenos Aires or bust, boys!’

No, this International Highway is 
nothing more than a scribbled sequence of 
local roads that inevitably, obviously, meet 
at borders. This is no feat of engineering. 
This is a metaphysical marvel of genius, 
praxis and poetry. 

The genius came in 1923, when the 
Conference of the Americas decided to 
name the barely-there route from Dos 
Loredos on the Tex-Mex border to 
Santiago, Chile, ‘The Pan-American 
Highway’. A show of soft-hands,
a containerful of signposts, an updated 

map and suddenly the continent was 
united. Genius.

But until it is used to cross borders, it’s 
just a theory. The road stays still, it’s the 
travellers that move, and it’s the actions of 
these travellers – commercial and 
recreational, on two-wheels or ten, on 
donkeys and bicycles – that make this 
highway truly international. Praxis.

And the poetry? Maybe that’s in the 
minds of these travellers, when they stare 
off into their futures, back into their pasts, 
and almost, sort of, realise their role, kinda 
understand that until it’s travelled, this 
road is no more than ink on a map, notes 
on a score, words on a page, that need to be 
felt, whistled, read into life.

‘Nothing feels nice as tits, but this sure
is a close second,’ laughs Paul and he 
smiles his chipped-teeth wild-dog smile. 
It’s a fresh December evening in Atenas, 
Costa Rica, and we’re chuckling into our 
glasses, goofing off this garage full of black 
and orange scramblers, rusty-red Snap-On 
tool chests, and black-and-white photos of 
an early-Seventies AMA racer called Paul 
getting his Harley XR750 flat-tracker 
slideways round a half-mile – photos that 
are 20 years older than their boy racer star. 
‘You’re right, that is kinda odd.’

Work’s done for today (Ha! Bloody 
luxury!), and the evening’s becoming 
deliciously degenerate as we get dizzy on 
Nicaraguan rum, Cuban cigars and guns, 
guns, guns.

‘Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and 
Firearms? Yep, we got all three,’ says Paul as 
he lets two bullets fly from his .38. I try to 
join in, but who the hell knows how to 
arm and load a Soviet SKS assault rifle?

‘I do. And now you do, too. We’ll make 
an American of you yet, brother.’

‘Somos todos Americanos,’ said the 
Venezuelan president Hugo Chavez, ‘We 
are all Americans’. He’s right. American 
doesn’t just mean ‘from the US’, it includes 
everyone from Alaska to Argentina, and 
the Panamericana proves it every day.

Not only, but also. ‘Somos todos 
Panamericanos’. Long live this
Pan-American dream. ■
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