
IT’S GRIPPING: Driving

that’s refreshed, elated and 

It’s stark 4 am, but I am out of

knocks in my head:  ‘It’s cold!’Or is it? You
must be thinking I’m in love all over again,
but know what, it’s something far better. I

new Ford Endeavour taking the ‘hunk of
pure muscle’ into the Himalayas. Can’t

that. For me, it’s a he! I get in humming
the tunes of Deep Purple’s

the feel of the gear shift, it’s a bit disap-
pointing. I shift into the ‘R’ mode and, to

It’s 5 am now and I am driving to pick up

‘paratha stop’at the

road, you can’t deny its impressive

soft off-roader. It’s a bully of a vehicle on
the winding roads of Punjab, ‘the land of
Endeavour’. The conversations are getting

It’s the red

I guess,  to the ‘presence’of the vehicle or

hub. Our jumpy photographer can’t

‘him’. We surrender and stop at Captains

our’s humungous tyres and rigid chassis


