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unlikely that you couldn’t get away from one. Maybe
we need faster motorcycles. I now have nightmares
of rabid turtles and monkeys.
When Daniel isn’t leading tours, he’s back at the
Motorrad office in Stuttgart setting them up, choosing the hotels, and handling all of the associated
logistics, or maybe doing a trial run of a tour. He also
goes out and gathers pictures for their Motorrad
Action Team Catalog of Tours. Remember when I
was introduced to Daniel via e-mail, he was in
Patagonia. At that time, I didn’t know Patagonia from
petunia. Daniel has led numerous tours there. All he
told me about it was that it is incredibly beautiful;
never mentioned any problems. Another friend of
mine took a tour of Patagonia and went on and on
about how rough the roads are and how strong the
crosswinds are that you ride against each day. I
asked Daniel if he had experienced bad roads and
relentless wind. “Sure,” he said, that’s Patagonia!”
I asked Daniel for a list of his recent tours. Try
not to be too jealous, but this is how he makes a living: “I have been to Uruguay, Paraguay, Argentina,
Bolivia, and Brazil in the spring. I traveled to
Sardinia and the Island of Corse in May, went
through British Columbia in Canada on a Harley in
June, climbed the French-Italian frontier military
gravel roads with my BMW GS in July.
“I will be riding the High Alpine roads of France in
September, will travel the Camino de Jacob at the
end of the month from Carcassonne to Santiago de
Compostela in northern Spain, then meet you in
New Delhi to travel to Darjeeling, Sikkim and
Bhutan. If destiny is good with me, I will travel to
Myanmar two weeks later in order to check a pilot
tour. And then, that will be it. A marvelous year will
be over again and I will celebrate Christmas with my
family in Minden, Westfalen, Germany.”
Jealous? I am.

Editor’s Note: Before leaving Pennsylvania and heading to
California, for nearly a decade during the 1990s, Bobbie Carlso
n wrote a monthly column called “Road Sense,” for the KMP. Ca
rlson is now the program manager of the Pennsylvania Motorcy
cle Safety Program and we’re happy to welcome her back to ou
r pages. For information, visit pamsp.com.
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Dave Bucher looks back at some little gems of experience from his 45 years of riding and writing.

trafficked roads. I remember us twisting
up and around a low mountain, through
a forest, on tarmac about eight feet
wide. Suddenly we broke into a clearing.
And there he was. The Piper.

Paying the Piper
When I look back on my 40-plus years of riding, with memorable experiences too numerous to count, one trip always
stands out as the best ever.
It was in 1992 and involved a 10-day tour of the British Isles
organized by a well-established international tour company. As a
“motojournalist,” I got a chance to go along to write about it.
This was my first time across that particular pond, so I went
early and spent three glorious days exploring London. When it
came time to ride, through the north of England, to Hadrian’s
Wall, around Scotland and down through Wales, the highlights
were so numerous that I will surely recount more of them in
future Remembrances.
But one, in particular, bordered on the bizarre. We had just
left a rest stop somewhere over the English border and were
headed to Edinburgh via a series of extremely narrow, sparsely
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Mind you, we hadn’t seen a structure
or even a car for a long time. The road
and the surrounding area were absolutely deserted. The weather was typical
British… a kind of constant, misty rain.
Yet out in this field was a guy in full
Scottish regalia, blasting away on his
bagpipes. We didn’t communicate,
because he just kept on playing, seemingly oblivious to us. But I recall there
was some mechanism for leaving him a
gratuity and we all ponied up.

I never did figure this out. And our
German tour guide was no help. I think it
was his first time on this route and he
seemed as amazed as we were. Maybe
this was a regular road for tourist buses
and the fact that we’d passed no traffic
for such a long period just an anomaly.
But I have no idea what possessed this
lonely piper to stand out in the rain at
this particular time, on this desolate
stretch of highway (and calling it a highway is a stretch) blowing his brains out
in the hope of getting a couple of shillings. Just another one of those “Celtic
Mysteries” so common when you get off
the beaten track in these parts.

