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Folklore hos it that the North American

Apache Indian people were incred/bly tough,
survived in the wilderness on just about
nothing, and were ance led by an infamaus
chief called Geronimo.

My little TVS Apache 180 RTR commuter
bixe hails from Ind:a, but admittedly has very
little in commaon with the likes of Geronimo
and his learsame warriars, Instead, | think
a comparison with cricketing legend Sachin
Tendulkar = more appropriate. Just like little
Sachin, the Apache 180 RTR has a surgeising
amount of skill and valve. It may oe small in
stature but inside that body beats the heart
ol a lion!

The trip to the Victoria Falls and the Indian
Apaches started & white ago when my buddy,
Cobus, found that his tall Toyeta Land Cruiser
Troopy did not fit into the reserved parking
bay at his office, | recommended he acguire

a TVS Apache for commiuting, and sweetened

the deal with a pramise of a road trip on our
VS bikes.
Cobus bought one, and 1 had te make good

an the promise of 3 road ip. As news spread

about our plan, two mare TVS riders stuck up
treir hands to join us, And so0, at 6;30 on a
Friday morning, four TVS Apache RTR 180¢cc
bikes and @ Honda 650 Trans Alp, all laden
with camping gear and other equipment,
departed Gauteng for Victorla Falis.

After a quick Wimpy brekfis in Bela 82la
it was back in the saddles, and with the
day getting ever hatter, we hung a left in
Nogimolle and then a right at Vaalwater. Al
vias well with the world as we spottes game
through the beautiful bushveald. Marsen,
Balsimore and Tom Burke were all reeled in
and dispatched as we approached Botswana.

A5 15 always the case at this border post, in
Tiy exgenance, we were back an the raad in
na tme, cruising along at an average speed
af 9%km/h,

In the late afterncon the four Apaches, .
with the shepherding Trans Alp, pullad inte
Itumela Camp in Palapye, Alter sipping ice
cold 5t Louis beers ane gorging ourseives a
the buffet, we retired to our comfy dorm far
2 well-eamed doze. With new-found resgect
and confidence in aur plucky Indian s12egs,
we lookes lorwird to the days ahead. Hot
stuff, taby! And the rise of the sandmaster!

D&y two dawned drizzly and cool, Afer
refuelling, we rode north 1o Francistown, and
breakfast, With our hunger stilled, we set
Nata in our sights and gave the foursome of
Apaches free rein.

The drizzle had bieen replaced by the

Main photo: Dave Cilliers with his trusty TVS Apache 180 ATR. The littls bike raally impressad him
during his trip. Nat only gkl it handle the long, opan roads well, but it needed only 2,5-Titres of fuel

per 100km! Abowe: Dave and his friends at their destination ~ the Victaria Falls,

furnace that is cur African sun, so it was
same hat and bothered riderss that pulled in
to Nata Lodge for a well-carned breather -
aspecally after a long cruise at 95km/h.

The smou‘gering aftermath of 2 veld fire
that had raged In the night turned the dry
bush into an even hotter and more tertured
landscape. The thermometer registered 4DC
for the first ime an aur trip,

Our destinatian was Elephant Sands, 54km
out of MNata on the Kasane road. The deep
sand track that leads to Elephant Sands
Logige was somewhat intimidating. So yours
truly, with a bit more sand-riding experience
than the athers, valunteered to rice the
Indian bikes through the sand

I was promptly given the nickname The
Sandmaster by traveliing comganion Steve,
who Imports TVS bikes to SA. My newly
acquires nick-name may not have sounded
as intimidating as Garanima, Superman
ar Travis Pastrana, but ! reckon there was
certainly @ dagree of Valentina Rassi-ness
abcut me that day

well, for a very short while, aryway. Guess
who planted hiz face in the sand first? Yeo,
“The Sandrraster”, along with nis Rossi-
esque derneanour!

O well, at laast my ‘ellow Apache hikers
veere highly supportve of my efforts - they
attempted to compact the sandy surface
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for ma by rolling on 1, like a CAT bulldazer
compacter — while laughing hysterically at
the same tirne.

We, or mare peacisely, | foft 3 bit better
when the E'ephant Sands rranager later tolg
15 that we had made light work of the sand
compared ta some bikers on their heavy
BNW GS machines,

Qur [my) hardshios were soon forgotten
as the St Louis gates opened and we
adopted the serene vitie of this oasis in e
bush. Sgacial mention rmust be rmade of the
tasty ribs, pap and gravy, salads, veggies
and pudding that topged up our tanks
and increased the gravitational pul! on our
eyelids!

However, Elephant Sands had & fow
maore tricks up its sleeve that avening In
our three-man sungalow Willern, the man
of the Trans Alp, shook out his sedoover
—and a large scorpion was duly delivered
ugen fis naked left foot, \What followed
next could best be described as an award-
winning readition of the *Getting j'zgy with
a soorpion™ dance!

When we finally settled dewn, with the
temaerature hovering around the 3BC mark
at 9pm, the score was as foliows:

Willem's takkie = 3 points; scorpion = 0
points; spider = O points; and cockroach = O
points!

Far, [eft Tha
traveliers take
& wel-deserved
break.

Left: A part of the
ald Rhodesian
tweespoor road,




The scarplon,.. captain?

We ware up early next moming in an effort
ta Yok off as many kilometres 25 we 000l inthe
cooler hours

Sometime during the night Cobus had gore
srotiing euttide, unetie 10 slonp. That's when
he came across sr elephant family, razing near
our dweling So first he had to show us the
clephant tracks - and they were certainly not a
fgment of his imagination

My Agache naw 35 sported the exoskrieton
of Willern's “gettirg jiggy" dance partner,
strapped cown with a cable te, it seermad
wrong 10 leave a man - or s scorgion — behind,

After 3 brvaktast stop at Pandamatengs,
where it should be noted petrol s no longor
avaiiable, we Cruised on 0 Kasane. We did step
a couple of times to photograph an elephant
famnily shettering in the shade,

How awesome it = 10 rige in this unspollt
wilderness whesz elephants and other wildiie
wome and go as they please!

After pitching our tents In the campsite at
Chobe River Lodge, we shopped for cur firs.
sl cooked meal. ‘We enjoyed amazing et
seak (RSS 2 Wilo in Botswanal, meabes and
rol's, washed down with the adventurer’s
quintessentia’ travel mate, commanly referred
to as Captain Morgan and Coke.

W also made a few co'culations around the
carnplire, regardiog fue! corsumpnon. Cruising
at arcund 95k, the Apaches were drinking
an average of 2.5 itres/100km | Unbelievable’

Finally, a stunming sunsat aver tre Chobe
River bade farewel! to another specal day

Howezit, Vie!

The next marning wi crossed nto Zimbabwe
~ 2ad thank goodness the Apaches use 35 little
fuel 235 ™ey do! This heiped ease the pain of the
ridiculous US546 (about R3I70) road and cartan
tax levied by the powers that be in Zim, It's a
real nica way of rewarding tourists wha came
2/l this way ta your country Lo spand big money
hete.

Aeoyway, an hour afer (he border Crossirg we
purred into Victoria Falls - ane of my favourite
destinations,

The mynicipal campsite has been upgraced
with 2 restaurant 2nd swirrsning pool and is
imeacuiately mairtained. In e Tme our tents
were pitehed on “shady lawns” and we strolied
to the elegant and stately Victoria Falis Hotel for
adrink,

Thick walls and high celings with fans keep
the finely furnichad, colonial style lounges cool,
The view o the railway beidge to Zambla, with
its famous bungee jump, i§ spectacular from the
terrace lawns in front of the hotel.

After an afternoon Swim, we rode up 1o the

The pack
of Inckan
Apuches -
ot your

Bvorage
oreeriand
convoy!

lodge adjacent 1o the Boma restaurant and
witnessed a herd of elephant at the waterhoie

All this as the sun « a huge réd ord - set in
the background. It was picture perfect, and 1t
W magnitoent.

Back we went for dinner naxt to the gool, and
Men ta beg,

The Vic falls... admiral?

Rrignt and sunny shies heralded a new day.

A viglt 1o the actus! falls was on the agenda

AL R160 2 pop, 1 s relatively cheap, too! We
meandered alorg the lip of the magaficent
gorge over which the Zambezi River boils and
tumbles o all ts glory,

Magaificent red spiky Sowers grow in the
rainforess, theiving in the constant spray from
the falls. Vervet monkeys gambol about,
chatering and seemingly farever an the lookout
for mischief. One simply must experience the
falls Kirst hand, Words cannat convey their
splendour!

We took the scenic route back from the
falls, stopping 1o photograch our bikes with
the backdreg of the Dig Tree ~ a 1500-year-old
baobab.

Having really enjoyed chatting Lo Captan
NMogan 3t Chobe, Steve — who hat since earnad
the nickname “Corporal Colerman”, and “The
Sandmaster” went to replenish our stacks.

We giscoverad that in Zimbabwe oniy
“Admital” rum is soid, So the loglca! daduction
wo made was that “The Captain® had clearly
been promoted 10 “The Admiral®, and as such
would have sven more wisdom 10 thare!

Warm rum is not really recommended unless
spleed with gunpowder, lit and then gownes
as a laming brew an the bow ol your ship
- LLOSING t0 the methods professed by an
intarmous pirate calles Biackbeard.

50, an empty TVS Apache motorcycie top box
filled with ice, covering a duo of two itre Coke
bottles guarding " The Admiral”, made a pretty
picture, and "The Admiral” chitled n this fashion
while we witnessed another sunset at our now
favourite watering hole

Back at camp. ., well, suffice 10 say that the
good ship of "TVS" engasged the Admiral ano
marvelied at his nautical tales! Much later,
with several of HMS TVS crew sullering post
traumatic effects of this, es, situation, we
gecided mutiny Was in order, and made “The
Admiral”™ vealk the praverbial plank

Ihankfully, It was the end of him. And of &
few of us, ol

The o928 way home - Part )

We departed Victors Falls under overcast
siied anc in cool weather — 3 weltome respite
from the heat we'd endures earlier

We rode 10 Bulawayo wherse we encountéred
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the aaly ran on our journey. Fram there ¢
heatded 10 Gwanda and a reluel stop, and
finally 3fter 638km in the saddie, we arriy
at Tod's Guest Lodge. With rain in the air §
dudn’t feel e camping, 50 we booked in

It was our langest day in the saddie on |
trip — and all had gone swirnmingly.

We gathered inthe lodge’s historic pull,
complete with pictures of 4 youthfud Lan
Smith with Dlane, the iconic Tod's residen
piraffe

Sadly, both have since passed away.

Tired from our lengthy rde, we enjoyod
scrumptious meal. had a nightcap snd ret
eary

T're loog way home ~ Part 2
Qurtrig wai nearly aver, and aur n2arts w
growing heavier, We maoe an eary start
for Bet Bridge border post. We had beon
worried about 18 post, but crossing back
into SA was a treeze and we soon pulled
10 te Musing Spur for a much reeded
praakfast,

Willem and Simon left 10 ride home to
Pretoria, white Cobus, Steve and | planned
a Faal night i Nylsviel Game Resarve nes
Nyfstroam,

The gate at Nylsvie: was already closed
when we arrived, after we had negotiated
Sicm af good dirt road 1o got there. Normg
maotercycies ace not allowed at Nytsvial, b
considenng we were the only campers, th
staff agreed that we could stay overnight,

And what a night! Alter pitching tents,
Cobus got a fire going while we prepared |
bref stew,

Sitting around the fire, sipping our
preferred npple, and listening to the jacka
ard calls of the prolific night birds, we
chatred ardd toasted an amazing adventur

We had covered 2665 trouble free
kilometres, ot 30 average of 2.5 litres of
petrol every 100km. The bies had not u
a single drop of o1 What™s the moral of th
story, then? Drearn it, plan L. and do it
are blessed 12 live on the most exciting an
amazing continert, with the most diverse
landscapes and fauns and flors

We decidod that we would soon set off
on anoter adventurg, agaln on our 'ndiar
Apaches, It's just one of thade “we gotta ¢
what wo gotta do” kinda things! @

c, single cynder, four-siroee.
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