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Introduction and Motivation 

Everyone is slightly mad in one way or another; but come to think of it, madness is just a point of view. 

What may seem insane to one person may very well be the sanest thing to do for another. When I told 

people of my plan to go from Pune to Chennai by bike, I got a mixed bag of reactions; some people told 

me I was insane (and even tried to physically knock some sense into me!) while others loved it and 

wished me the best of luck (There were even the odd few who were least interested and brushed me 

aside with a casual ‘oh, ok’). But sane or insane, everyone asked me why? Why do it?  

Actually, I wanted to use this as a stepping stone for bigger and better trips, as a test of my endurance 

and stamina.  It is my dream is to drive around the world, to participate in the Raid-de-Himalayas, and to 

do all this in my own car (a car that I have built); and this is a good way to test and prove my abilities. 

But the true reason why I wish to do all this in the first place is quite difficult to answer; in a nutshell the 

best word to describe it would be FREEDOM; freedom from the dreary 9 to 5, from the routine and 

mundane rituals of daily life, from the stupid rat-race for money, from everyone telling you what to do 

and how to do it, to see the world and the beauty of god’s creation with the wind in your hair, freedom 

to be me! The greatest fear I have I my life is to wake up when I’m 70 with a broken back and 6” thick 

spectacles, filled with regrets of what all I could have done but didn’t, because I was too busy living the 

rat-race just to earn enough money to bring up my kids (so that they can live the rat-race!) and so on. I 

look at some ‘sane’ people (the same people who think I’m mad) sometimes and strongly think – ‘NO, I 

don’t want to be him when I’m balding’. I’m sure many people won’t understand head or tail of what I’m 

on about; ask any true biker and he’ll tell you! 

Enough of the philosophies though, the most immediate reason for the trip was my friend, Paarthi. I 

would like to thank him for his timely illness due to which he and our mutual friends (Muthu and 

Mishra) cancelled their diwali trip to Pune. So I decided to get 2 birds with a single stone and meet all 

my friends by biking to Chennai.  This write-up details the great, good, bad and ugly bits of our 3200km 

adventure across 3 states, 1 union territory, 8 National highways and 2 state highways. Although the 

original plan and route was quite different, what we eventually ended up doing was a truly fantastic 

experience and both I and Rajesh look forward to doing better and longer trips in the future.  

Thank you mom and dad for all your support; with all the discouraging remarks I had/have been getting, 

it would have been impossible to make it without your silent approval and constant prayers. It is 

extremely difficult I know, to put up with ‘reckless courage’ such as mine. 

While penning down this trip (which was much more of an endurance challenge than actually doing the 

trip!), I got a bit carried away at places and started giving some of my opinions and my way of doing 

things. So in order to make for easier reading, I have put these in separate green boxes so that they are 

not mixed with the actual trip. 

P.S.: There is a message that I wish to spread by means of this trip, and it is mentioned in the last 

chapter. Hope you enjoy the read! 
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Preparation for the trip 

1. The Riders and their gear 

I (Ashwin S.K.) and my close friend Rajesh are batch mates 

from mechanical engineering, and both have a passion for 

making new things, getting our hands dirty and basically 

doing creative stuff. Although he is not particularly into 

biking, he is always game for an adventure. Our previous 

biggest adventure was another biking trip from Pune to 

Bangalore, where we were joined by our mutual buddy 

Akshay (aka Yezdi) who rode my 1969 Jawa from Chennai, 

and the 3 of us rode back to Pune. We also love trekking and 

used to frequently do them; put time constraints and priority 

shifts mean it’s been over a year since our last trek. 

For this trip we did not make any special preparations as 

such (no diets or exercise routines) except for the 2 days 

preceding the trip; no heavy or oily stuff that could upset our 

tummies, lots of veggies (esp. with proteins) and most 

importantly, lots and lots of rest. I cannot stress enough on the importance of rest especially before a 

long trip like this. Apart from that, it was business as usual. 

The most important aspect of any long distance biking is safety; there can be absolutely no compromise. 

Although our safety gear still requires some up gradation, we were sufficiently armored up for the trip. 

We used: 

1. Thick jeans pants and jackets 

2. Waterproof Rexene jackets 

3. Industry grade metal toe safety shoes. (strongly recommend this) 

4. Thick sports socks 

5. Fox elbow and knee pads 

6. Alpinestars riding gloves 

7. Studds Ninja helmets 

2. The Bike and modifications 

Mine is a 9 month and 14.5k kms old TVS Apache RTR EFi, 

on which I have done quite a few trips (including the 

above mentioned Bangalore trip). The bike has been an 

absolute blast and extremely reliable. However, the bike is 

designed for high-speed cornering, quick acceleration and 

has a racing stance (read clip-on handlebars, rear-swept 

foot-pegs, low saddle, etc.). So taking a high-revving racer 



P a g e  | 4 

 

on a trip that should be done on a long-distance cruiser is fundamentally wrong (and stupid). But 

beggars can’t be choosers and the RTR it was. It has to be mentioned though, the real hero of the entire 

trip has been the bike; it has been overloaded, run continuously for durations as long as 6 hours at a 

stretch and taken severe shocks during the off-road sections of the NH48 and NH17 without a single 

failure or breakdown, not even a puncture! (Although that is probably because of the rock-like TVS 

rubber on the wheels). It just proved that the weakest part of the modern automobile is (as Jeremy 

Clarkson says) the squidgy organic bit that controls it, us! 

Based on previous experience, we decided to go for the following modifications: 

1. A ratchet mechanism based Cruize control (spelling intended) 

This was one of the features that made the trip far 

more comfortable, as I could take my right hand off the 

throttle to exercise my palm and relieve the muscles. It 

is basically a ratchet mechanism that locks the throttle 

on a desired position and releases with a slight touch of 

the throttle. As an additional safety feature, if a slightly 

extra force is applied (if we forcefully push down the 

throttle to decelerate) the ratchet will break and the throttle 

releases instantly. This has been included for emergency situations and is my 

second design version. 

 

2. Extra foot-rests on mounted on the crash guard 

 

By far the best modification made for the trip. To understand its significance, 

imagine a 6ft. tall person sitting in the cramped riding position of the RTR for 

hours at an end! Painful. My knees hurt the most during the last long trip, but 

no such problem during this one. 

The additional foot-pegs were mounted on the rear foot-rest holders of the 

Hero Honda Splendor. Locally, they known as the ‘maandi’ on which the foot 

pegs sit. These maandi’s were invered and mounted onto the crash guard. By 

inverted, I mean the rear left maandi was mounted on the right side of my 

crash guard and rear right maandi was mounted on the left side. They were 

aligned so that they would not interfere with the steering and simultaneously 

did not scrape the road even during the sharpest of turns.  

 

3. Reduced rear sprocket size (This might get a little technical, so feel free to skip this one) 

 

For long distance cruising, a high-speed engine is not recommended for obvious reasons (more 

stress on the engine due to prolonged high speed operation, possibility of engine seizure, higher 

vibration levels tires out the rider, etc.). You need something that can operate at lower RPM’s 
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for longer durations. Based on calculations, I decided to reduce the secondary 

reduction (rear to front sprocket ratio) so that the vehicle would touch a 

speed of 80kmph @ 5500rpm. The max torque of the engine is 

roughly 13.1Nm @ 6500rpm; my plan was to extract all of the 

available torque at this engine speed at the cost of the engine’s 

max rpm being reduced. Simply put, in fifth gear the engine 

would not rev above 6500rpm, but the vehicle would travel 

much faster for the same engine speed. I won’t get too much 

into the details, but the chain pitch of the Yamaha FZ 16 and the 

TVS apache are the same, so I swapped the 44 tooth rear 

sprocket of the apache’s for the 40 tooth rear sprocket of the 

FZ’s. The final secondary reduction was 3.077 (as against a stock 

reduction of 3.384) and the vehicle’s speed as a result of this was 

87kmph @ 6000rpm (as against 76kmph stock).  As a result, 

under no circumstance did we need to rev above 6500rpm and 

never once went up to full throttle in 5th gear. 

An important point to be noted is that the FZ’s sprocket would not directly sit on the rear wheel 

drum, and we had to design and fabricate a special flange for the same.   

 

4. Fitment of HID xenon bulbs 

 

This was unfortunately a huge disappointment as 

the control unit of the Philips HID conversion kit 

failed just at the start of the trip, and despite several 

attempts, we could not get it working on time. Even 

after reaching Chennai we tried to rectify the issue, 

but with no success. We finally had to use a Philips 

35/35 W H4 bulb.   

 

FZ sprocket 

Stock apache 

sprocket 
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5. New vibration dampers 

 

Vibrations on this bike are most prominent in the range of 

4500rpm to 6000 rpm. Although the engine has already 

been mounted on rubber pads, we tried to reduce the 

vibrations even further by designing new vibration dampers 

that are heavier than the stock ones by roughly 70gms. 

Although the new RTR 160’s and 180’s come with heavier 

dampers, we fabricated new ones that are even heavier than 

those (250gms). Vibrations were reduced, but not to the extent we had 

hoped for. 

 

3. Tools and other extras carried 

When doing on a trip of this scale, you need to be prepared for every eventuality 

and can’t leave anything to chance. So the kit we carried was quite comprehensive. 

 

Tools: 
1. A tool box consisting of: (this kit is always on my bike) 

a. 3.2, 4, 4.5, 5, 5.5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 11, 12, 13 & 14 

mm box sockets 

b. Slotted 4, 5.5, & 6mm driver 

c. Hex 4, 5 & 6.5mm driver 

d. Philips PH1, PH2, PH3 

e. Pozidrive PZ1, PZ2, PZ3 

f. Star T10, T15, T20, T25, T30, T40 

g. Ratchet handle 

h. 2” & 6” extension 

i. Universal joint 

j. ¼” bit holder 

k. Spinner 

l. Magnet tip 

2. Precision screwdriver set 

3. 20/22 ring spanner (for rear axle) 

4. 2 long handle screwdrivers (for tyre 

punctures and miscellaneous uses) 

5. Plier 

6. Tappet spanner 

7. Feeler gauge 

8. Spark plug spanner 

9. Standard bike tool kit with star/flat 

screwdriver, 12/14 and 10/11 open 

spanners 

10. Valve plug tool 

 

Spares/lubes: 
1. HID xenon bulb 

2. 35/35W Philips halogen bulb 

3. Spark plug 

4. Chain locking clip 

Old damper New damper 
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5. 90/90 X17 and 100/80 X18 spare tubes 6. Valve plugs (4nos.) 

7. Chain-sprocket set (incase our modified 

sprocket failed) 

8. Motul 10W40 ‘Factory line’ (fully 

synthetic) 

9. WD 40 (an absolute must!) 

10. Motul Chain lube 

 

Medical/Hygiene: 

1. ‘ENO’ 

2. ‘Digene’ 

3. ‘Soframycin’ 

4. Hand sanitizer 

5. ‘Dettol’ hand-wash liquid 

6. ‘Vaseline’ 

7. ‘Otrivin’ nasal spray 

8. ‘Vicks’ 

9. ‘Volini’ pain relief spray 

10. First-aid spray (basically liquid bandage) 

11. Bandages 

12. Crocin 

13. ‘Cetrimide’ antiseptic cream 

14. Crepe bandage 

15. Sterilized cotton 

16. Glucon-D (I am strongly against artificial 

stimulants such as red-bull) 

 

Other essentials: 
1. Foot pump (with pressure gauge) 

2. Bungee-cords (various sizes) 

3. 10m nylon rope 

4. Swiss-army knife 

5. Focus torch 

6. Spread torch (just spreads light over a 

large area) 

7. Insulation tape 

8. Masking tape 

9. Scissors 

10. ‘Fevibond’ epoxy adhesive 

11. ‘Fevi Kwik’ cynoacrylate adhesive 

12. M-seal 

13. ‘Reflexite’ high- reflectivity tape 

14. 4 litre plastic oil-can (for spare fuel) 

15. 2 2-litre aluminum fuel cans (we got this 

in Chennai and disposed off the oil can) 

16. Micro sewing kit 

17. Wax 

18. Matchsticks 
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4. The route map 

The route we took was: (detailed descriptions are given in the trip write-up) 

NH4: Pune-Satara-Kolhapur-Kagal-Belgaum-

Dharwad-Hubli-Haveri-Rannebennur-

Davanagere-Chitradurga-Sira-Tumkur-Bangalore 

NH7: Bangalore-Hosur-Krishnagiri 

NH46: Krishnagiri-Ambur-Vellore-Ranipet-

Kanchipuram-Sriperembudur-Chennai 

NH45: Chennai-Guduvancheri-Chengalpattu-

Tindivanam 

SH136: Tindivanam-Puduchery 

NH66: Puduchery-Tindivanam 

NH45: Tindivanam-Chengalpattu-Urapakkam 

NH46 and NH7 back from Chennai to Hosur 

NH4: Bangalore-Nelmangala 

NH48: Nelmangala-Hassan-Mangalore 

NH17: Mangalore-Udupi-Bhaktal-Ankola 

NH63: Ankola-Yellapur 

SH93: Yellapur-Khanapur-Belgaum 

NH4: Belgaum-Kolhapur-Satara-Pune 
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The Ironbutt attempt- Pune to Chennai 
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The main reason pumps don’t (and legally should not) 

give petrol in plastic bottles is because its unsafe; 

plastic tends to accumulate static charge over a period 

of time, and this can be dangerous as it may lead to an 

explosion. 

After weeks of planning and preparation, we were finally ready to set off on Sunday, the 31st of October. 

Although the initial plan was to leave Pune at 6:30 pm, due to some confusion and last minute hiccups, 

we ended up touching the highway only at 9:50 pm! The main reason was because we needed to fill up 

our spare fuel can, and most pumps don’t give petrol in plastic bottles. 

Anyway, we took whatever precautions we could 

(the bag inner was lined with rubber) and on 

reaching Sinhagadh road (my mama’s house to fill 

the can with petrol from his bike), my mama took us 

to an Indian oil outlet who did fill up our 4 liter can 

to the brim (partly because packed in the saddle 

bag, it looked like a separate fuel tank!).  

After taking the blessings of my mama and 

grandparents, we headed to the nearest Shell petrol 

pump on the Pune by-pass road at Tathawade (that 

was the nearest one open on Sunday). Bike tanked 

to the brim and tyre pressures checked, we hit the 

highway at 9:50pm. 

Most people are averse to night driving, let 

alone riding on a 2 wheeler. But after having 

spent months checking out the road conditions 

and reading the experiences of several people (a 

special thanks to Mr. H V Kumar), I took the first 

plunge in April this year (when 2 of us rode to 

Bangalore at night). From then on, I am a 

complete fan of night time travel and would 

confidently recommend the NH4 when starting 

from Pune at night. Since the road from Pune to 

Haveri is more or less perfect, it’s a cakewalk.  
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 The advantages of night travel are significant-lower 

ambient temperatures are good for the engine and 

rider, less traffic, no pedestrians, the lot.. As far as I 

was concerned, there were 2 real dangers that we 

needed to be prepared for; one being dogs and the 

second being any medical emergency. Of course 

there are several other things that can go wrong like 

unexpected potholes, trucks without tail lamps, 

reckless drivers, etc. but these two were the ones we 

were most likely to encounter (in fact a medical 

emergency is the result of any of the above 

happening, so I think it covers everything). 

As far as the dogs are concerned, there is no 

alternative to being alert. One precaution I take is to 

ride as close as possible to the lane markings while 

on the right lane; that way I am more or less on the 

centre of the road without blocking the overtaking 

lane. Being close to the centre of the road gives you 

time to see, calculate and accordingly react to any 

eventuality that may suddenly jump in from the 

extremes of the road. It also gives you place to 

maneuver freely during such eventualities.  I don’t 

generally let anyone else drive or ride at night unless 

I am sure they understand the seriousness of the 

situation and are experienced enough to handle it 

(not that I am any great driver, in fact I am the first 

person in my family to total a car!). 

And as far as preparedness for medical emergencies 

were concerned, I had a list of all the emergency 

numbers, hospitals & police stations along our route. 

Rajesh made sure that the emergency contact 

number for that stretch of the highway was the last 

dialed number on both our phones. And for smaller 

injuries we had our medical kit (as detailed in the 

previous chapter). 

Getting back to the trip; we touched the Shivapura 

toll plaza at 10:23 pm with the trip A reading 

39.3kms, an average of roughly 71.5kmph. This is 

one more advantage of night riding, you don’t 

need to rip and brake every km or so. Stay at a 

constant 70-75kmph and you will actually end up 

averaging something in-between. Plus 70-75 was 

an easy task; what with the Philips 35/35W 

halogen providing brilliant illumination to 

distances of over 25 metres on high beam (would 

have been much better if the HID’s worked 

though). 

We crossed the second toll plaza just before Satara at 11:30 (trip 111.6kms) and we touched Kolhapur at 

around 1:00am. This was where we had our first fuel stop at Konduskar’s BPCL Ghar; tanked up in 15 

minutes and we were off again. We had done 256.2 kms in 3.5 hours, an average of 73.2 kmph.  
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On nearing Kagal there was a white Indica vista 

with a Kolhapur registration plate who rode with us 

for a few kms with all the windows rolled up. We 

were starting to get a little worried when the front 

passanger rolled down his window, and started showing us the Victory sign and giving us the thumbs-up. 

They then sped off, leaving us a little nervous as to whether it was some sort of trick or anything. But 

nothing untoward happened and it made us quite happy to be cheered on by a fellow motorist!  

Forget the Mumbai-Pune expressway, those who have been 

on the stretch of the NH4 from Kolhapur to Dharwad will 

back me up on this I am sure; it is by far the best bit of 

the highway I have seen and is a benchmark for all 

other national or state highways. There are roads 

that are as good as this, but none that are better 

(The only other national highway that comes close 

is the NH 46; from Krishnagiri all the way up to 

Kancheepuram); 2 properly paved lanes on each side 

with an additional service lane, trees and bushes of the 

right height on the median to block the head-lamp beam 

of vehicles coming in the opposite direction, truck lay-by ‘s 

(and not ‘bye’ as they are spelt on the boards!) at regular intervals with toilets and 

water, three lanes on all the ghat sections, properly designed and installed sign-posts wherever needed, 

cats-eyes reflectors on the extremes of the road to show you where it curves….this is what the dreams 

of driving heaven are made of….in fact, on the 2-lane stretch from Dharwad to Hubli, truck drivers 

coming from the opposite side on seeing the headlamps of our vehicle immediately switched over from 

high to low beam! Hats off to each and every one those drivers. 

 But things can’t be rosy forever, and we finally hit the not-so-good bits of the NH4 after crossing the 

Bankapur toll. From here on, it is quite dangerous to travel at night; if the roads were consistently bad it 

would not be as much of an issue. The trouble is that the roads would be very good for long stretches 

and suddenly (without any warning) there would be a piece of sheet metal on which some child would 

have scribbled ‘diversion ahead’ exactly at the diversion. Unless you know the roads pretty well or are 
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sufficiently cautious, you will definitely have an accident. The good stretches get you thinking that the 

road works are over and you start to speed up when suddenly you realize you are actually driving 

through somebody’s farm! For those who frequent the road, yes the level crossings before Rannebennur 

are still incomplete and yes, your car will still bottom out in the meteorite shower stretches of 

incomplete by-passes. 

Despite all this, the night shift was completely uneventful (without so much as a panic braking situation 

or sudden swerve) and we did ride non-stop till we stopped at the BPCL Ghar pump just outside 

Rannebennur. It was 5:20 and (despite the bad roads), we had done 565.4 kms in 7.5 hours; an average 

of 75kmph!  

It was then and there that we decided to try out something crazy; ever since Akshay introduced me to 

the Ironbutt, I have been fascinated and wanted to do it. Ideally, Rajesh and I were to be on 2 separate 

bikes and I was to attempt the butt. However I had to put aside that idea ever since the second bike 

didn’t materialize. But, on seeing the excellent progress we had made, I started to do some number 

crunching and it seemed possible; the first Ironbutt in India with 2 people on a bike! I had anyway ridden 

the entire stretch till Rannebennur, so it was still very much possible! And so the clock started ticking…. 

We decided to scrap all our previous plans and I found a 

clean spot on the pavement to catch a few winks (I 

mean riding almost continuously for 7.5 hours can really 

tire you out!). After a good 45mins of sleep, we had a 

quick breakfast (The parathas were surprisingly still a 

little warm!), emptied the spare fuel into the tank and 

were off again.  
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The sun was now fully up and fortunately 

the weather was perfect. The roads were 

still intermittently bad and I did have to 

do some hard braking for hardly visible 

speed breakers (yes, speed breakers on a 

national highway!), but apart from that it 

was smooth sailing…..till we crossed 

Chitradurga. 
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The good news was that the roads were complete after Chitradurga and there would be no more bad 

roads all the way till Bangalore (even the Tumkur bypass was ready); the bad news was that about 20 

kms after Chitradurga it started to rain heavily. We could see the rain clouds ahead of us and decided to 

stop for a 15 min break (to pray to the rain gods to spare us!), put on our rain-coats and were off again. 

It was 8:15am and it rained continuously till we crossed Tumkur at around 10:10am. We had done 

819kms in 12.3 hours, but our average had taken a major beating-66.6kmph! 
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Anyway, none of that was going through our 

minds as we entered the NICE Bangalore 

bypass road. This is the first road I have ever 

seen on which even 2-wheelers need to pay 

a toll (and it’s not a small amount, 42 rupees 

to get from one end of the road to the 

other! For a bike!!). Even though the road is 

extremely good, it still doesn’t justify the 

cost. Anyway, the intense rain had managed 

to penetrate parts of our rain-coats and 

shoes, and it was starting to get very 

uncomfortable.  

Our next stop was the Shell petrol pump on 

Hosur road which we touched at 11:35am 

after covering a distance of 915kms. After 

tanking up once again, we got rid of our 

rain-coats, re-lubed the chain, re-checked 

the tyre pressures, changed into some dry-
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socks and were off again by 12:00pm. 

Unfortunately, luck was not on our side 

as we hit heavy traffic (and rains, again!) 

outside Hosur. By the time we were out 

of it all, we had lost almost 45mins; we 

crossed the Nekkundi toll (before Ambur) 

at 1:40 pm with the trip reading 1050 

km.  

After crossing the toll Rajesh took out 

our stuffed Parathas and we had 

(literally) a rolling lunch! It was a unique 

experience, the vehicle cruising at 

40kmph with parathas being handed to 

me from the back, quite simply fantastic. 

I still distinctly remember the taste of 

my alpinestars mixed with methi! There 

was really just one thing irritating us 

right now; the cycle of getting wet and 

dry repeatedly! After getting drenched 

in Hosur (we didn’t have our raincoats 

on), we were getting steam dried in the 

afternoon heat. But guess what, Mother 

Nature had not had her fun yet, and just 

as we crossed Ambur, It started to pour 

again! This time we stopped and quickly 

put on our rain gear; we were not going 

to quit that easy, not after coming this 

far!  

 

By the time we crossed Vellore I was dead tired and needed a break. 

So we pulled up beside the road, put on the centre stand and 

removed our shoes to let them dry. I initially rested my back against 

the crash guard and tried to sleep, but it was not very comfortable. So 

I got onto the bike, rested my back on the tank, folded my legs on the 

pillion seat and had a fantastic 30 min nap! It was the best power nap 

I had in my life, because I didn’t feel sleepy till much after reaching 

our destination, 8 hours later! 
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We restarted at 3:35pm and it was 

a straight dash all the way to 

Chennai. Once again, we hit traffic 

after Sriperembudur and though it 

was overcast, it didn’t rain (thank 

god!). It took us more than half an 

hour to negotiate through the 

traffic at Poonamalee to catch the 

Chennai by-pass. By the time we 

reached the Shell petrol pump at 

Chrompet, it was 5:40pm with the 

trip reading 1297kms. We had 

exactly 4 hours and 10 mins to 

cover a distance of 357kms (taking 

a speedo error of 3%), an average 

speed of 85.7kmph! I decided then 

and there that it was impossible to complete the butt, but we still wanted to see how close we could 

get.  

Akshay and his mom were there to greet us at the Chrompet pump, and he told us to take the NH45 up 

to Thindivinam and turn left to go to Pondychery (At the time we didn’t realize what a huge mistake we 

were making). We left our entire luggage with Akshay and set off once again with the sun setting behind 

our backs. By the time we crossed Chengelpet it was completely dark, and I braced myself for my second 

night riding stint. Since the vehicle was considerably lighter, it pulled more easily (it was like a horse 

relieved of its load) and felt more relaxed. It was smooth riding all the way to Tindivanam and one 

advantage was that the highway was lit at a number of places, making it less stressful for me to ride.  

We were supposed to turn left at Tindivinam onto NH 66 (puduchery road). However the entry to the 

road was under construction and we were misguided by some of the local people and ended up taking a 
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left turn onto SH 136; it was like a war movie and I felt I was riding right along the LOC! In-fact, the roads 

were so bad that it would have been dangerous to ride even during the day. 2 bikes moving ahead of me 

had narrow escapes in 2 separate instances, all this despite being restricted to mostly single digit 

speeds. The trenches were deep enough to swallow whole cars, and even though I was moving at a 

crawling pace my centre-stand exchanged metal with the road quite a few times. The poor suspension 

was crying for some relief but the roads were bad all the way till the arch marking the entrance to 

Puduchery.  

There was an SBI ATM right next to the arch and I went to get an ATM receipt to account for the time we 

reached. But there was a long line and it took a good 15 mins to get back onto the road. By this time, the 

butt was completely lost, but we anyway had to get back to Chennai, and this time we made it onto the 

NH66. I was cursing myself for not taking this road during the forward stretch as it was a beautifully 

paved 4 lane highway! We could have definitely made the butt had we known our route a little better! 

But alas, there was no point crying over spilt milk and after riding on this beautiful stretch of highway, 

we joined the NH 45 at the actual intersection we were supposed to branch off from and rode on to 

reach Akshay’s home at Urapakkam (around 8kms from tambaram).  

By the time our 24hours were up, we had done (and verified with google maps) 1554 kms at an average 

speed of 64.75kmph; 3 of those 24 hours were done in the rain, 160 of those 1554 kms were done on 
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off-road conditions, not a single food stop was taken (everything on the move excluding our breakfast); 

We may not have made the butt officially, but we know that if lady luck had been with us just a little bit 

more, it would have been a different story altogether…..And yes, poor Rajesh was the pillion during the 

entire trip. I think THAT required far far greater ability than actually riding for 24 hours..   
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The grand get-together at Chennai 

Although the trip in itself was a fantastic (tiring, but fantastic) 

experience, the reunion we friends had after over a year of 

separation was something else! Prathap had just come back 

from the UK after completing his masters, Mishra had flown in 

from Doha just for the reunion; Muthu arranged and 

coordinated with everyone and 18 of us had a grand get-

together at Mambalam’s Bar-B-Q nation. Cheers to you Muthu!  

 

We also 

made a trip to 

our college to meet our professors, see the changes, 

meet our juniors, etc. The most important persons 

we visited though were our automobile HOD, Prof. 

Leenus and Murugan anna! (He was the technician 

who went to extremes to help us complete our Baja 

vehicle on time) 

 One day was also spent in visiting all my relatives, 

most of who were shocked when I announced that I 

had come by bike! But again, surprisingly not all of 

them were averse to the idea and one of them even 

commended my spirit of adventure! (Thank you 

mama) 



P a g e  | 22 

 

We also had to spend a day servicing the bike. 

Because of the modifications I had done, I was not too 

comfortable giving it to a service centre. So we turned 

our friend’s (Prasanna’s) car parking into a workshop 

and: redid the chain tension, checked the wheel 

alignment, oiled the chain, reset the tappets, topped 

up the oil (I am running on synthetic, so there was no 

need to replace it), tried to get the HID working again 

(without success) checked the spark-plug gap, cleaned 

the front sprocket housing, and applied WD 40 

wherever there were slight squeaks.  

The time we spent in Chennai was fantastic, but we 

had to leave for Bangalore on the 5th evening. Muthu, 

Akshay and his mom were there to see us off and 

after bidding everyone a heavy-hearted goodbye, we 

left (once again late by 3.5 hours) at 6:00pm. Akshay 

had also got me a gift; a front mudguard for my 69 

Jawa!  

Thank you PK Kabodhi, Yezdi, Press, Bunker and 

DOG for the great time; love you guys and will 

never forget this trip! 
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The First stage of the return journey-
Chennai to Bangalore 

We left from Chennai on Friday, the 5th of 

November. Muthu had brought the Jawa 

mudguard (gifted to me by akshay) to 

our starting point at Prasanna’s home. 

From there, we rode to the Shell petrol 

pump near Guindy (just before the Adyar 

River on 100ft road) where Akshay and 

aunty were waiting for us. After tanking 

up and checking the tyre pressures, we 

found another great asset for trips, 

aluminum fuel cans! They looked similar 

to milk cans but was exactly what I had 

been looking for. They had all sizes (1, 2 

and 5 liters) and we bought 2 2-litre cans 

and immediately transferred the petrol 

from our plastic can into these (Prasanna 

had managed to get the plastic can filled at a good pump near Ashok pillar). It seems these cans are 

supposed to be available at every Shell outlet across the country! Imagine how stupid I felt considering 

that throughout the trip I had been filling up only at Shell outlets!  
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Goodbye’s said and hugs exchanged, we were off 

and decided to touch the highway going through 

Porur. We exited from the left ring of the 

beautiful Kathipera flyover and went past MIOT 

hospital, L&T (crossed another Shell), 

Ramachandra medical college and finally the 

NH4. The traffic was not too bad and we 

managed to cross the city in 45minutes. 

One of the things that kept us entertained during 

the trip was the safety advice boards put up the 

Highways authorities. They were imaginative, catchy 

and conveyed their message very effectively. The 

other thing was the cats-eye reflectors on every fly-

over, that (coupled with the fact that there was 

negligible traffic) genuinely gave the impression of 

being on a runway. As we went up the inclines of the fly-overs we actually felt that we were taking off! 

(Don’t worry, we were not high and were doing safe speeds) 
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The NH46 ride was completely uneventful and we 

took a good 4.5 hours to cross Krishnagiri; because 

we were late to start (3:00pm was the scheduled 

departure), we were too late to make 

it for dinner at my Attai’s place. By 

chance, we found a Dhaba 

Express at an Indian Oil COCO 

pump open, and stopped there for 

dinner. It was close to 11:00pm and 

we were just 15kms from Hosur. But there 

was no real pressure to reach home by any 

particular time and so we settled down for a 

relaxing dinner. 

 The food and ambience at Dhaba 

Express was great, and for the quality of 

the place, the prices were not all that 

high either; The 2 of us had a filling meal for Rs 220. What we loved was the real Dhaba style Khatiyas 

(which meant we could eat with the bike right next to us), the wooden menu cards and the pleasant 

night breeze. Once again, a unique experience! 
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After dinner, we made it a straight dash all the way to my Attai’s place at Nagarbhavi, on the way 

appreciating the illumination of the Hosur bus depot and the huge Ganesh statue just off Mysore road. 

We reached home (after some direction confusion) at close to 1:00 am and immediately hit the sack.  
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The Second stage of the return journey-
Bangalore to Mangalore 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

After a good night’s rest, we were up only by 9:00 am. By the time we had our brunch and hit the road, 

it was past 10:30am. From Nagarbhavi we took the outer ring road and tanked up 

at Yeshwantpur’s Shell outlet; there was a magnificent statue of Hanuman as we 

left Yeshwantpur and headed for the NH 48. 

From here on I had not planned the 

routes properly and had probably 

spent just a few hours researching 

the routes and road conditions. The 

actual plan was to head straight for 

Pune along the NH 4, but I had other 

things in mind. I wanted to come by 

the coastal route from Goa and while 

in Chennai, checked the feasibility. 

After some distance calculations, it 

was finally decided to go to 

Mangalore and from there onto Udpi, Bhaktal, Ankola and 
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from there take a right onto NH 63 and then SH 93 to reach the NH 4 at Belgaum. I hadn’t told anyone in 

my family about this plan. 

But, since I didn’t do the detailed study that I generally do for other 

routes, I didn’t know how bad the 

roads were until we actually got 

there. 

Almost the entire stretch of the NH 

48 from Nelmangala to the western 

Ghat was undergoing 4-laning or had 

just 2 lanes. The stretches under 

construction were intermittently 

good and bad, and were almost like the NH 4 stretch between Haveri and Chitradurga. I initially 

estimated that we would be able to cover the 350 odd kms to 

Mangalore in the same time it took 

us to cover Chennai-Bangalore, 6 

hours; but I was badly mistaken 

and we ended up taking 9 hours.  

Despite the bad roads, we 

managed to reach Hassan by 

around 1:40pm; 180 kms in 3 

hours. Some of the 2 lane 

stretches were beautifully covered 

with green foliage on both sides, and felt like we were driving 

through god’s idea of a tunnel.  

The roads started to get a bit winding after Hassan as we were 

approaching the Ghats and it was here that we had our First real 

scare; It was a normal ghat road with a reasonably sharp curve. 

Rajesh was riding (he had been from Bangalore) and he misjudged 

the turn; He started the curve at a reasonable speed of 50 but 

halfway through he lost confidence, didn’t tilt the bike any further 

(he’s scared of bending over too much) and started applying the 

rear disk, hard! We were almost at the edge of the road and the sand that accumulates by the periphery 

of the road locked our rear wheel. Fortunately he let go of the brake and we 

narrowly escaped parking ourselves into the branches of the roadside trees! 

Phew! I lost my cool at that point (sorry Rajesh!) but told Rajesh to continue 

riding. He was also shaken but rode on, albeit at a much lower speed! 
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A little further down we stopped for lunch at a veg. restaurant called the Ossoor just outside Sanklespur. 

The rates were pretty reasonable and the 2 of us had a filling meal for Rs.120. After relaxing our 

bottoms sufficiently we were back on the road, not knowing what lay in store for us. 

I took the controls from here as Rajesh was not 

too confident of doing Ghat sections and boy-o-

boy was it a blast! The uphill climb on the 

Shiradi range was absolutely fantastic and put 

the Lavasa approach road to shame! The road 

quality was not all that great and there were 

quite a few rough patches, but this was RTR 

territory and despite the load, it did what it 

does best; 

swallow corners 

for breakfast, 

lunch, dinner 

and snacks in-

between.  

As we kept climbing higher and higher and 

higher, it genuinely felt like we were 

climbing upto heaven; the mountain tops 

were covered with clouds, 

the ‘Kempu hole’ 

(yettina hole) river 

flowing alongside the 

road, breathtaking 

scenery, small waterfalls 

all along the roadside, 

superb weather… 
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But the good old cliché had to stick its nose in (all good things come to 

an end) and the climb to heaven soon became a descent into hell; the 

roads were becoming progressively bad but they soon ceased to 

become roads at all. Although the scenery continued to be spectacular, 

I couldn’t take my eyes of the, 

um, path ahead! It was truly 

scary and this was the first time I 

was seeing trucks and busses 

bottoming out. There was gravel 

spewn all across along with mud 

to make sure there was no grip 

whatsoever. This coupled with 

the fact that we were going 

downhill can be any biker’s 

nightmare.  

There were so many trucks that had broken down along the way and 

quite a few trucks had been smashed into the mountain face as well. 

We even saw a truck do a small 4-wheel drift and a Volvo take a huge 

body blow in one of the craters; though the trucks were going at a 

crawling pace, there was no grip even though they were heavily laden.  

To make things worse, 

the gradient kept 

increasing and it started 

to rain, turning the mud 

into slush; slush, gravel, 

rain, steep descent, 

heavily loaded bike with 

high speed zapper style 

TVS rubber(designed for 

on-road usage), famous for its bad grip in the wet…..need I say more? 

Fortunately there were narrow strips of road left and I managed to 

maneuver through most of the bad 

patches, but the suspension had never 

taken so much beating and I kept 

praying that nothing go wrong. Rajesh 

too lost most of his back and I silently 

forgave the SH 136 (the road we took from Tindivanam to Pondy) as that 

was a bed of roses compared to this.  
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We finally made it down the ghat without incident (only one 

corner where the rear tyre let go for a second, but very 

manageable) and stopped for refueling at the BPCL Ghar pump 

8km after Uppinangadi (40km from Mangalore); it was 4:20 

pm. We had taken 2 hrs 40 mins to cover 100kms. Still not too 

bad as it would have taken much much longer if we were in a car. 

I was completely exhausted as I had to concentrate 4 times 

harder than normal. But it was getting dark and since we were 

still unsure of the road conditions ahead I continued to ride. By 

the time we entered Mangalore it was dark and we started to 

search for a lodge on the NH17. 

There was nothing satisfactory and prices were also pretty 

steep, so we rode on till Udpi and stopped at a lodge just 

outside Udpi called Sugna Sunder. He charged Rs. 300 for the 2 

of us and though it was actually pretty bad, we were too tired to 

try and search for a better one (plus they had an indoor parking). 

So at 6:00pm we unloaded our stuff, put all our wet clothes and shoes for drying, had the Rotis Attai 

packed for us and fell asleep on the bed-bug infested mattress.  
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The final stage of the journey-Udupi to 
Pune 

The next morning we were up early and after dusting 

our clothes thoroughly (we didn’t want to 

carry home any bed-bugs) we loaded the 

bike and were off by 6:00am. My shoes 

however, were still wet and I had to wear 

sandals till they dried. 

Our first stop was the famous Udupi Krishna temple and I was 

quite frankly surprised to see that almost no one was there! 

Me and Rajesh took turns to go inside (we could not leave the 

bike unattended) and since there was almost no one around, 

we could even take a few snaps around the temple complex. It 

really was beautiful; darshan 

over, we wanted to 

find a place to eat. 

But not a single 

shop was 

open; 

surprising 

for a temple 

town. With 

no other 

choice, we hit 

the highway. 
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Since the roads were still intermittently bad, I 

continued to ride. But they were pretty ok till 

around Baindur. For the next hour or so, 

the scenery was once again spectacular. 

There were numerous backwaters and 

we thought that we had accidently ridden 

the wrong way and were somehow in 

Kerala! It was just as beautiful as the adverts.  

However the tricky bit was that the roads 

were worst on the bridges over the 

backwaters, so I had to keep my eyes 

glued to the road, but at the same time 

didn’t want to miss the views. And even 

going slowly wouldn’t help coz the roads 

are bad (actually bad is an 

understatement, they were horrible).  
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That aside, the sights just kept getting better and better, and 

we were completely bowled over when we reached the 

Maravanthe beach. We found a good place to stop, took 

photos for more than half an hour, and also finished the 

remaining packed rotis we had on the rocky beach. It was 

magnificently 

spectacular; there 

was the ocean on one side, and the Sowparnika (Padukone) river 

on the other with a small strip of land in the middle on which 

the road ran! It was like a small dike.  

The local fishermen were also 

celebrating Diwali on their 

vessels; they were having 

some sort of small race and 

were bursting crackers from 

the boats. By the time we 

were done with 

breakfast, it was well 

past 8:00am. We left the 

remaining roti for the crows and 

set off again.  
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The roads were gradually starting to get worse and by 

the time we were near Bhaktal it was no longer the NH 

17 but world war 4! Forget all the previous bad roads 

till now, this one takes the crown; the only thing I can 

think of that can cause this much damage is the Jerico 

missle used in Iron-man! Even rally stages are better 

leveled than this! No matter what vehicle you have, 

you are going to have a tough time.  
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The roads continued to be bad for kilometer 

after kilometer and eventually the inevitable 

happened; one of the straps holding up the 

saddle bags gave way and we had to stop. This 

happened just at the start of Kumta and we had 

another 40 kms to reach Ankola, our turning 

point. On closer inspection, the damage was 

much worse and the entire inner side of the bag 

had ripped, meaning stuff could easily fall out. 

But nothing a little tape and nylon rope could 

not fix and half an hour later, we were off again. 

Mercifully the road conditions improved and we were 

able to maintain a decent pace all the way till Ankola, 

immediately after which we took a right onto the NH 

63. Except for 2 small patches in-between, the roads 

were perfect and traffic was negligible. If anything, 

this road was almost deserted with very few villages 

or even hotels along the route. We did see a number 

of tribals though in their traditional outfit, carrying 

wood and handling cattle.  

It was smooth, uneventful and relaxing riding all 

the way till Yellapur, after which we took our last 

deviation onto SH 93 and through the Kali river 

basin forest. 

Of all the roads we had been on during this trip, 

this was easily my favourite. Though the roads 

were narrow, they were smooth and level with 

zero traffic, and the surrounding greenery was to 

die for. It like driving through completely 

untouched nature on a perfectly smooth and 

twisty road! We saw foxes, monkeys, 15ft tall 



P a g e  | 38 

 

anthills, 

even a wild squirrel. And 

the perfect tarmac 

meant you could take 

corners with complete 

confidence; all the 

scratches on my foot-

pegs were acquired on 

this stretch. Heaven! 

Soon though, the forest thinned out and we were 

driving through rural farmland for most of the 

remaining portion of SH 93. Though the roads were 

good overall, I did have to do some hard braking on 

this bit as there were quite a few barely visible 

speed breakers near the villages. The trouble was 

that the villages were so small that we couldn’t 

figure out if it was a village or just some road-side 

stall.  

The traffic too gradually thickened and by the time we 

touched the NH 4A after Khanapur, the need for a 

broader highway made its case. We made it to Belgaum, 

but decided not to stop there and immediately went for 

our good old NH 4.  
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Ahhhhhhh!! How good it felt to be on 4-lane tarmac again!  

As soon as we crossed Belgaum, we stopped for a 

late lunch at 2:30pm. Rajesh had taken a real 

beating on some of the bad stretches and even 

the additional cushions were not enough for our 

badly worn out bottoms. We had a slow lunch 

and relaxed for half an hour after that as well, just 

to get the blood circulating again. At 3:15pm, we 

emptied out our additional 4 litres of fuel into the 

tank and hit the road. 

Rajesh was 

at the helm 

and it was 

smooth and consistent cruising with not much traffic either. On 

the way, we saw a bullock cart race on the service lane with a 

number of villagers riding alongside the bullocks and cheering 

them on. Our next 

stop was at the 

Kolhapur 

Konduskar, where 

we topped up the tank for what 

would be the last time and rode 

into the sunset… 

By the time we touched Karad it 

was completely dark and I took 

over from Rajesh to complete the 

last stint of our fantastic journey. 

It had been a long day and we 

were both eager to get home (not to mention my anxious family!). But despite 

being on a 2 wheeler, we were stuck for 20 minutes at the Shivapura toll 

because of traffic. As we reached the outskirts of pune, we started counting the 

kilometers; Chandini Chowk- 25kms to go. Hinjewadi- 5 kms to go, Rakshak 

chowk-1.5 kms to go, Katewasti-400 metres to go, and finally……. 

After covering almost exactly 3200kms through Maharashtra, Karnataka, Tamil Nadu and Puduchery; 

after travelling on the National highways 4, 7, 46, 45, 66, 48, 17, 63 & 4A, AND State highways 136 & 93; 

after going from the South-east to the South-west coast of our country and consuming a total of 86 

liters of fuel, we finally made it home safe without so much as a puncture…..God was definitely watching 

over us… 
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The bottom line 

One more question that people asked me was did 

we do this trip for any cause, to bring attention to a 

social concern. Though there was actually no such 

thing, I realized just before starting off from 

Chennai that there was a message I wished to spread; ‘WAKE UP INDIA, ITS HIGH TIME WE SPREAD OUR 

WINGS AND FLEW!’ Stop just living a rat-race and start doing something worthwhile, and especially to all 

engineers-stop just buying stuff and start making stuff, give your dreams a chance to realize….Lets move 

‘forward into the pages of history” 

WAKE UP! 

 

 


