
or me, and for many 
of you, I’d guess, it’s 
a moment we live for 
and enjoy more than 

just about any other…the instant 
your personal fun meter pegs deep 
into the red aboard a motorcycle, 
with the resulting rush of adrenaline 
and endorphins transporting mind 
and body to top of the world — or in 

F
this case, the top of a 13,000-foot 
Alpine peak.

For most of us, motorcycles 
deliver this physical and emotional 
high more often than any other 
endeavor…which pretty much 
explains why we’re all here in the 
first place.

My latest bout of endorphin-
based bliss happened on Day 4 

of the first of our 2022 AMA Alps 
Challenge tours with the Edelweiss 
folks in late August, when myself, tour 
guide Dieter and 70-something-year-
old Challenge participant Bill O. got 
together on the way up Switzerland’s 
dramatic Fluelapass. The sun was 
out, the fast-’n’-curvy asphalt had that 
sparkly, wood-raspy look to it, and 
we’d broken away from the group 

B Y  M I T C H  B O E H M
P H O T O S  B Y  T H E  A U T H O R  A N D  E D E LW E I S S  B I K E  T R AV E L

T H E  G R E A T  E S C A P E OUR 2022 AMA 
ALPS CHALLENGE 
TOURS WERE A 
DOUBLE-DOSE OF 
HIGH-ALPINE 
GEOGRAPHY, CULTURE 
AND CUISINE 
…AND AS THE CARS 
SANG BACK IN 1978, 
“JUST WHAT I 
NEEDED.”
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after a morning of rather sedate 
(although visually stunning) follow-
the-leader.

On tours like this you need to blow 
the cobwebs out and grind off a little 
footpeg steel every once in a while, 
right? And the three of us did just that 
for about 10 straight minutes as we 
railed toward the summit, where we’d 
stop for lunch.

Once in the ristorante’s lot we 
jumped off the bikes, high-fived and 
banshee-yelled loud enough that 
several patrons on the patio looked 
up to see what the commotion 
was. Twenty minutes later we were 
enjoying the house specialty of Rösti 
— the traditional Swiss farmer’s 
meal of fried potatoes with egg or 
meat — on that very patio. With the 
sun shining, cappuccinos in hand 
and Switzerland’s insane peaks 

jutting skyward in every direction, one 
couldn’t think the scene was anything 
less than just exactly perfect.

The entire tour had been like 
that, as they typically are with the 
Edelweiss folks, but it was the timing 
of these two treks that was most 
welcome to me personally, as the 
two or three months leading up to 
my late August departure to Munich, 
Germany, were about as crazed and 
stressful as I’ve encountered. 

Part of it was workload — the 
crush of event planning, magazine 
deadlines, our current website, our 
new under-construction website, 
press releases, social media, budgets 
and more. But the other element was 
our old friend COVID-19 (thanks, 
CCP!), which not only hit me like a ton 
of bricks during Vintage Motorcycle 
Days (along with our entire staff) but 

drove me into a ditch of ugly mental 
angst in the weeks following VMD. 
According to my doc, COVID is 
more mentally debilitating than 
anyone thought (thanks, CCP!), 
and after experiencing the stress, 
exhaustion and spates of delirium 
in the weeks after VMD, I have no 
doubt he’s right. So these two tours 
were just what I needed.

Doing both tours (including travel) 
would’ve sucked up 19 precious 
days, so I opted to do about 60 
percent of each to save some time 
and still be able to spend a few days 
with each group. Challenge I began 
and ended in Munich, just like last 
year (see our November 2021 issue), 
while Challenge II used Milan, Italy, 
as a base, so I flew to Munich a 

The following 
day was epic, and 
pretty representative 
of what you’ll find 
on our Alps 
Challenge tours, or 
one of Edelweiss’s 
own Alpine 
adventures.
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couple days after the first tour began, 
strapped my new KLIM Kodiak gear 
bag to the back of my Triumph Tiger 
1200 GT Pro test bike at Hotel Henry 
(Edelweiss’s Munich-area base hotel) 
at around 11 a.m., and headed south 
to meet up with the first group in 
beautiful Bolzano, Italy, that evening 
for dinner.

Munich to Bolzano is only about 
300 kilometers and not an all-day 
trek, but I’ve always felt there’s 
something strangely challenging 
and thrilling about heading into the 
imposing Alps alone on a motorcycle. 
I’ve ridden the Alps a dozen times 
over the years, but reading maps or 
GPS and deciphering German road 
signage is always a little challenging 

— especially after very little sleep on 
the overnight flight.

Arriving at the correct hotel always 
feels like a victory, and after a much-
needed nap and shower I headed to 
the lobby to meet the Alps Challenge 
I group, some of whom I’d been 
emailing with in the preceding weeks. 
As always it was an interesting mix: 
Dennis B., Brian D., Jeff D., Larry W., 
Bill S. and the father/son duo of Bill 
(ex-motocrosser/enduro-racer and 
self-taught engineer) and Justin O. 
Stacey C. got as far as Germany, but 
when the airline lost her luggage and 
all of her gear she had to back out 
until next year.

The following day was epic, and 
pretty representative of what you’ll 

find on our Alps Challenge tours, 
or one of Edelweiss’s own Alpine 
adventures. After a typically yummy 
breakfast we huddled to go over 
the route and then took off in cool 
morning sunshine for Livigno, Italy, a 
lovely ski town that’s only 100 or so 
klicks — as the crow flies — East of 
Bolzano. 

Of course, thanks to the many 
interesting routes and passes 
between the two towns, we ended 

up riding three times that many 
kilometers that day, and 

through one of the most 
interesting passes in 

the Alps, Passo 
de Gavia, the 
tenth highest 

paved road in the 
Alps and a common 

venue for the world-
renowned Giro d’Italia 

A good Alps tour is more 
than just riding. You can 
get to the day’s destination 
quickly and check out the 
shopping, restaurants, 
culture and history, and on 
“free” days (usually two 
per tour) you can decide 
whether to ride, do the 
tourist thing, or do a little 
of both.
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bicycle race. (Look up the 
1988 race for a great 
story there…)

We approached 
Gavia from the south, 
which is forested at 
lower elevations and 
bare and rocky up high, 
but single-track in most spots 
and very, very challenging, with 
tricky sections where two cars simply 
cannot fit, and areas where it’s 
squeeze-by-tight even for a bike and 
a small European car. Did I mention 
a lack of guardrails most of the way 
up? Miss a turn and you won’t stop 
cartwheeling for a long time.

At the summit we stopped for 
cappuccinos at the Rifugio Bonetta 
along with the tourists, motorcyclists 
and bicyclists, grabbed a photo in 
front of the Passo Gavia sign, and 
then headed North and downhill 
along a grand valley past Santa 
Catarina ski area and our eventual 

two-night stop at the wonderful Lac 
Salin hotel in Livigno, a winter sports 
town that’s become one of my — and 
many tour participants’ — favorites.

Dinner conversation that night 
was lively thanks to the “Gavia 
experience” (as it was last year), 
with the group split about 70/30 on 
whether or not they enjoyed the 
no-guardrail/single-track thrills and 
always-present potential for spills. 
The more experienced riders tended 
to enjoy Gavia, while some with fewer 
miles and years-in-saddle did not — 

and were adamant about it. “Not fun 
at all,” one told me that evening, “but 
I’m glad I survived it.”

Old Bill O., pushing 80, recovering 
from cancer and walking with a 
decided limp, loved it, despite 
being squeezed into an earthen 
embankment by a road-hogging 
Fiat on the way up the South side. 
“I’d do it again right now if I could!” 
he told me with a mischievous 
grin the following morning. The old 
motocrosser was a real talent on a 
streetbike, and watching him ride 

gave me hope for my own two-
wheeled future two decades down 
the line.

The following day included more 
passes, epic weather and, most 
importantly, no stress, and that night 
we celebrated with our now-annual 
pizza party at the same restaurant 
we had so much fun at last year. 
While blessed by the presence of 
superb tour guide Dieter from the 
2021 Challenge, we missed having 
Domenico with us, who we teased 
mercilessly during last year’s pizza 

night with the whole pineapple-on-
pizza thing, which he said would get 
him banned from his hometown of 
Naples forever if word ever got out! 
We had a great time once again, and 
shockingly, this year’s menu included 
pineapple as a topping. Go figure.

The group would have another 
couple days of pass-conquering rides 
(including the always-thrilling Passo 
dello Stelvio) before heading back 
to Munich, but magazine deadlines 

DID I MENTION A 
LACK OF GUARDRAILS 
MOST OF THE WAY 
UP? MISS A TURN 
AND YOU WON’T STOP 
CARTWHEELING FOR A 
LONG TIME.

Left: narrow lanes 
and blind corners 
heading up the 
Passo de Gavia. 
Main image: Every 
so often, tour guide 
Dieter will dismount 
and shoot photos of 
participants running 
through corners. Jeff 
D. demonstrates.

Alps Challenge I tour group (minus Dennis B.) at beautiful St. Moritz, Switzerland, a few days in. Left to right: Justin O., father Bill O., Dieter A. 
(kneeling), Larry W., Brian D., Jeff D., Bill S. and yours truly. St. Moritz hosted the winter Olympics in 1928 and 1948, one of three cities to host twice 
along with Innsbruck, Austria and Lake Placid, N.Y.
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had me heading South and solo to 
Milan — where the Alps Challenge II 
tour would start and end — to help get 
the latest issue uploaded to the printer 
without (hopefully) any major gaffes. 

And so, after many heartfelt 
ciaos! at breakfast the next morning, 
I jumped aboard my amazingly 
competent Triumph Tiger and headed 
South for the second of three solo 
runs through the Italian Alps. As the 
crow flies, Livigno to Milan is less than 
200 kilometers, but with a few passes 
to summit and the crush of humanity 
to deal with South of Lake Como as 
I neared the fashion capital of the 
world, it took five or six long hours 
— and riding into the hotel parking 
garage later that afternoon felt pretty 
dang satisfying.

Two days later, with the October 
issue buttoned up (thanks to our AMA 
staff!) and plenty of afternoon siestas 

and carb-loaded Italian meals to refill 
my own personal fuel tank, it was time 
to meet the second tour group and do 
it all again. 

The group was similar in makeup, 
and even had some returning 
attendees — Dennis B. from the 
previous week and two guys from last 
year’s tour, Rick S. and Phil R., two 
of the now-famous Tennessee Trio. It 
was great to see them again, just as it 
was to welcome Edelweiss tour guide 
director Thomas (who ran last year’s 
tour) to assist Dieter, who managed 

the previous week’s tour so well. We 
had some international guests, as 
well, with Canadian brothers Pete 
and Terry R., Brazilians Jose O. and 
Wilson G., and Luxembourg-based 
Brit Peter A. joining Americanos 
Dennis, Rick and Phil. 

Instead of a southward, clockwise 
loop starting from Munich, the 
Challenge II route would run counter-
clockwise North from Milan to the 
ski town of Pontresina, Switzerland, 
before heading West to Andermatt, 
Switzerland, and then to Chamonix, 

Clockwise from 
upper left: Toasting 
the tour from The 
Oxen restaurant 
in Andermatt, 
Switzerland, where 
cheese fondue ruled 
the evening. An older 
Swiss gent we met 
along the way who’d 
bought his first-gen 
R80G/S in 1981. The 
picnic lunch is always 
a favorite during an 
Edelweiss tour.
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thanks to the many 
interesting routes and 
passes between the two 
towns, we ended up 
riding three times that 
many kilometers that 
day, and through one 
of the most interesting 
passes in the Alps.
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France (and Mont Blanc, the highest 
point in the Alps at nearly 16,000 feet) 
before curving South and East again 
toward Aosta, Italy, and Milano.

Aside from some crazy Italian 
drivers and the hordes of bicyclists 
on the narrow roads (it’s a squeeze 
at times), riding valley-to-valley 
and pass-to-pass is pretty much 
a zero-stress deal, and after your 
tenth “Whoa, this is effing amazing!” 
to yourself on the first day or two, 
you start to understand (or get 
reacquainted with) why trekking the 
Alps on a motorcycle is, for many, the 
Best Ride There Is.

The trek to Pontresina on Day 1 
was a great example, starting off with 
a short coffee and mineral-water stop 
(how could we not?) in legendary 

San Pellegrino. We then continued 
Northeast to the Passo Vivione, 
which featured some very Gavia-
like sections and a lovely lakeside 
plateau on top where we had one of 
Edelweiss’s signature picnic lunches, 
this one prepared by Deiter, as he 
and Thomas would trade off driving 
the luggage van each day.

Jose will hate me for recounting 
this, but it was such a crazy 
experience I simply cannot ignore it. 
As he and I made our way through 
the very tight and tricky forest section 
on the Passo Vivione, he came upon 
an oncoming car in a blind corner 
and, thinking they might hit each 
other, jammed on his brakes. The 
car — a clean and current-model 
Mercedes sedan — did the same, 

and came to a stop just to Jose’s left. 
But due to the incline of the road, 
and the fact that Jose is a bit inseam-
challenged (and the R1250GS is tall), 
he wasn’t able to stop the bike from 
falling to the left when he came to a 
stop and went to plant his left foot on 
the ground. The result? The bike and 
Jose toppled right onto the Mercedes’ 
hood, the handlebar crash guard 
putting a decent-sized dent in the 
driver’s side of the hood. 

Whoa! Watching all this from 
behind, I figured we’d be there 
for hours, dealing with police and 
insurance despite the fact that Jose 
is an attorney. But what happened 
after myself, Jose and the guy and 
gal in the car levered the GS off the 
hood I will never forget: After the 

couple made sure Jose was OK (he 
was), the girlfriend, who had better 
English than her boyfriend, said to 
“not worry” about the damage, as 
her boyfriend was going to “adjust” 
the car anyway…and with that they 
waved and drove away with a smile. 
Not sure if “adjust” meant to paint 
or modify the car (or maybe it was a 
rental with full-coverage insurance?), 
but we weren’t about to argue, and 
continued on without a hitch. I’m just 

sorry I didn’t snap a photo of that GS 
laying on that shiny Mercedes hood!

After crossing into Switzerland 
(careful here…a speeding ticket can 
cost a grand or more) we continued 
North via the Bernina Pass and, 
finally, into lovely Pontresina, where 
we’d check in, shower, grab a beer 
or two and then enjoy a great dinner, 
all while listening to Canadians Peter 
and Terry do their often-hilarious Bob 
and Doug McKenzie/Great White 

ON TOURS LIKE THIS YOU NEED TO BLOW THE COBWEBS OUT AND 
GRIND OFF A LITTLE FOOTPEG STEEL EVERY ONCE IN A WHILE, 
RIGHT? AND THE THREE OF US DID JUST THAT FOR ABOUT 10 
STRAIGHT MINUTES AS WE RAILED TOWARD THE SUMMIT.

Top to bottom: Glaciers are common in the 
Alps, for ice-tunnel treks and group selfies. 
That’s Dieter up front. Canadian brothers Peter 
(left) and Terry kept us laughing all week long.
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North-type routine. Again, lots of 
laughter, and very little stress. Just 
what I needed.

From there it was on to legendary 
ski town of Andermatt, Switzerland, 
famous for winter sports primarily 
but also for a scene from the James 
Bond film Goldfinger shot there. (The 
famous car scenes from the same 
movie were filmed on the nearby 
Furka Pass.) The Andermatt stay-
over would be two nights, with day 
two being a free day for relaxing or, 
more likely, riding local passes and 
sampling local food…which our group 
took full advantage of.

A culinary highlight of the trip 
(sensing a pattern here?) was dinner 
on our final night in Andermatt at The 
Oxen, a 100-year-old 
restaurant housed 
in a 300-year-
old structure that 
featured cheese 
fondue, a specialty 
of the region. As 

we dipped hunks of bread, meat and 
veggies into hot fondue pots flavored 
with bacon, cheese and mushrooms 
that evening with long forks (my 
mouth is watering as I type these 
words), I remember thinking it was a 
meal I couldn’t ever forget.

Days four, five and six consisted of 
more sensory overload, especially the 
overnight stop in Chamonix, France, 
and the legendary and imposing 
Mont Blanc, all 15,771 feet of it. The 
massif, which lies on the border of 
France and Italy, and reaches into 
Switzerland, as well, features 40 

square miles of glaciers, which have 
advanced and retreated over the last 
few hundred years. The first ascent 
is credited to Michel-Gabriel Paccard 
and Jacques Balmat in 1786, and 
as you look at the thing it’s hard to 
believe anyone could reach the top, 
let alone 230-some years ago.

I left the tour early again, soloing 
for a third time all the way back to 
the Munich area and Hotel Henry, 
where I’d drop off the Tiger, dry out, 
get a little rest and chronicle my 
thoughts for this story. It took nearly 
nine hours and was a grind due to the 

constant rain and traffic, but 
the memories of the past 
dozen or so days — and 
the amazing competency 
of the Tiger 1200 I was 
riding — kept me alert 
and involved despite the 
heavy downpour.

At Hotel Henry I met another 
group (all friends) from Canada 
getting ready for the start of an 

Edelweiss Ultimate Alps tour the 
following day. We chatted a bit, and 
since all but one had never ridden 
the Alps, I was happy to give them 
a quickie overview of what I’d been 
doing the last dozen days when they 
asked. Retelling some of it gave me 
goosebumps and reminded me of a 
few things.

One, how cool it is to meet and get 
to know new motorcycle enthusiasts 
from around the world. It just doesn’t 
happen all that often. 

Two, how personally 
rewarding it can be to 
do solo trips in 

an area you don’t know all that well, 
especially one with such breathtaking 
geography, roads, culture and history.

And three, and maybe most 
importantly, how amazing the Alps 
region is for motorcyclists, and how 
fortunate I am (and tour guests are) to 
be able to experience them as I do on 
occasion — the narrow roads, rain, 
lack of guardrails and general danger 
of riding there (and everywhere) 
notwithstanding. Motorcycling 

is a challenge, and one 
chock full of 

dangerous situations. But we like it 
that way.

Boiled down (and we all know 
this), motorcycling is good for your 
head, good for what ails ya, good for 
stress relief…and it never gets old, 
especially in the Alps.

And the best news of all? We’ll do it 
all again next year, with three tours in 
2023, Challenge Tours I and II as we 
did this year for those who missed out 
on all the fun, and a very special Alps 
Challenge III tour that will launch from 
Nice, France on the French Riviera 
and explore the always dramatic 
Western Alps of France and Southern 
Switzerland — and finish notching 

after your tenth 
“Whoa, this is effing 
amazing!” to your-
self on the first day 
or two, you start to 
understand (or get 
reacquainted with) 
why trekking the Alps 
on a motorcycle is, 
for many, the Best 
Ride There Is.
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Alps Challenge 
II group at the 
top of beautifully 
challenging Passo 
del Vivione. Left 
to right: Jose O., 
Wilson G., Peter 
and Terry R. 
(kneeling), Dennis 
B., Rick S., Dieter 
(kneeling), yours 
truly, Phil R., and 
Peter A. 
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the 50-some Alpine passes promised 
when we announced this effort in the 
beginning of 2021.

Tour dates for 2023 are as follows: 
• Alps Challenge I, August 3–11
• Alps Challenge II, August 12–20
• Alps Challenge III, August 21–29

I’m especially looking forward 
Challenge III, as it’s the region I rode 
during my very first extended Alps 
tour back in the 1980s. I may even 
convince my son to join the group 
this time around, too. He’s a good off-
road rider and racer but needs more 
in-saddle time on a street bike before 
it can happen. We shall see. 

As always, Edelweiss tours 
are mostly inclusive, with tour 
guides, hotels, most meals, rental 
motorcycles, luggage van and picnic 
lunches, maps and assorted other 
details included in the price. Travel 
to and from Europe, motorcycle 
fuel and some meals are extra. 
For more information check with 
edelweissbiketravel.com.

So do yourself a favor and consider 
signing up for one or, like Dennis B. 
(shown here with cheesecake), more 
than one, as Edelweiss is offering 
discounts to folks who do two or more 
Alps Challenge tours. 

It might be just what you needed!

Ride your 
own way. 
There are many things about  
riding that are dictated by habit. 
How you twist the throttle, how far 
you lean and where you go is up  
to you. The only thing that matters,  
is that you ride to get there. 
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