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•Well for starter’s, you earn your recognition.

•Riding events like no one else is offering to the 
 riding community.

•Annual Awards and Banquet featuring a 
 recognition and presentation ceremony to 
 outstanding riders for their riding accomplish
 ments. 

•Access to the Tough Tourer Elite App: avail
 able on Android and iOS.

•Being a part of a  community of experienced 
 long-distance riders that can offer you advice 
 on roads, safety, equipment, as well as practi
 cal tips.

L
ong distance riding is a feat not for 
the faint-hearted, and with Tough 
Tourers, motorcycle touring just 
got a lot more fun! Tough Tourers 
serves to de-mystify the art and 
science of long-distance riding, as 

we share technical information and “nuggets” 
from successful and experienced riders. 

We aim to foster a better riding culture, 
discover roads less traveled and get recognized 
in doing so, helping each other become that 
certain Kind of Rider. You also get to rack up 
the miles on your motorcycle, while exploring 
the sights and sounds of Nigeria in the unique 
way that only motorcycling can provide.

Explore the beautiful national parks with 
The Nigeria National Parks Tour; discover 
historical and iconic bridges with the innova-
tive Nigeria Bridges Tour; go beyond borders 
with The International Rider Tour and break 
boundaries with The Nigeria Cross Tour.

There is also the annual Tough Tour, which 
has a fixed date and duration. The climax of the 
Tough Tour is the Finishers Banquet and Award 
Luncheon, where riders are rewarded for their 
motorcycling feats on the Tough Tourers 
platform in the preceding year. 

Our tours and rides are open all year round, 
and when you successfully complete any of our 
tours, or complete your own custom tour, you 
will receive a “medal of honor” in recognition 
of your efforts. 

A B O U T  T O U G H  T O U R E R S

W H Y  T O U G H  T O U R E R S ?
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Tough Tourers welcomes suggestions and contributions for events/routes, nuggets and other content that could
 help and support tourers on Nigerian roads. Do send us your ideas via www.toughtourers.org.

T H E  T O U G H  T O U R  2 0 1 8 
T O U R I N G  E V E N T .

The long awaited Tough Tour #TT2018 has come 
and gone in a grand way, and it was epic! 
Thirteen tourers signed up for the TT2018, but 
only eight embarked on the tour.  
The adventure ride saw them riding from 
Kontagora, the start destination, with nine major 
check-in locations along the way, and end 
destination as Lagos.

The Tough Tour saw riders riding for a minimum 
of 12 hours between check-in points, as 
each check-in location had a closing time. 
Check-ins were performed using the TT Mobile 
App. 

The tourers got the opportunity to experience 
roads less travelled, diverse cultures, delicacies 
and enjoy the “scenic” routes offered by our 
beautiful country.

The climax of the tour was the “Finisher’s 
Banquet and Award Luncheon.” It was a  grand 
reception held on the 10th of March,2018 and 
was open to all riders and their families, whether 
or not they participated in the Tough Tour
If you missed out on this event, not to worry,  
registration is already open for The Tour Tough 
2019 #TT2019 VISIT www.toughtourers.org for 
more details.

We also have our regular tours open for your 
participation all year round.  Visit our website for 
more details about each tour.

•The Nigeria True Cross Tour
•The Nigeria Bridges Tour
•The Nigeria National Parks Tour
•The Nigeria Cross Tour
•International Rider Tour 

Remember, getting started early in the year 
before the rains, saves you the last-minute rush 
to complete your tours.

So, what are waiting for? Get started racking up, 
crossing borders and earning your accolades 
#strictly_by_merit!!
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THE BT SERIES - BIKE RACE
 Feb 24, 2018  May 26, 2018 Aug 25, 2018

TITLE CHAMPIONSHIP RACE - BIKE
 Nov 24, 2018
TITLE CHAMPIONSHIP RACE -CAR
 Nov 24, 2018

CAR RACE
 Feb 24, 2018  Mar 31, 2018 May 26, 2018
July 28, 2018 Aug 25, 2018

Enquiries - 0806164453 Register @
www.motorsportraceway.com/web/bt-series



NUGGETS

 It’s important to keep cool.
At the next town or if you can, where you 

are, get your jacket soaked in water. It will 
keep you cool in 

slow speed as you go through the bad 
portion. Keeping cool helps deal with 

things.

Ride your own ride
All rides, trips and tours are designed 

to be fun, so there’s really no need to get 
competitive. Aim to finish, because only 

the finishers get the recognition. Knowing 
your personal and individual limits is key to 
“riding your own ride”, and you might need 
some discipline to stick to them. If you plan 
to ride 400km a day, then that’s fine. Don’t 

give into the temptation to bend the rules to 
your favor.

It’s All In The Details
Having chosen the ride, you need to 

plan. What route are you going to take? 
What is the condition of the road? Are you 

ready for what the road might throw at 
you? Do you have a plan B? Where will you 

make food and petrol stops? Where will you 
stop for the night? Will you need to take a 
rest break? Remember, if you can’t move 

forward, you can always go back to where 
you came from.

“Slow and Steady” beats “Fast that 
doesn’t Last”

High-speed riding comes with a com-
pletely different set of demands than long 

distance touring. It is advisable to maintain 
a steady, relaxed speed. High-speed riding 
exposes you to a higher risk of collision on 
our Nigerian roads, and also places more 
demand on your bike’s tyres, fuel range 

and mental state. Fatigue sets in faster, and 
you make more fuel stops. Eventually, your 
average speed suffers, so much so that you 
might have as well gone “slower”. Ride as 
fast as you can see, for the circumstances 

you are in. If you cannot stop in the distan-
ce you are seeing, then you are probably 

going faster than you ought to.

Avoid all drugs 
This includes alcohol and/or energy 

drinks. If you feel you need these to remain 
alert or finish your ride plan for the day, 

Riders who are successful in moto touring

then you need to stop NOW and get some 
rest! If you are feeling bored, then find 

something to do on the road to bring your 
mind back to focus. Some people listen 
to music, others lick a sweet or have an 

orange. Find out what works for you and 
stick to it. Remember, only finishers get the 

recognition!

Bike Check
Is your Bike ready for the trip? You have 

spent money and time to do this ride. You 
also need to make sure your bike can do it 

too. It is a lot easier, cheaper and 
convenient to do your repairs/changes at 

home than on the road. Resist the tempta-
tion to “squeeze” out some more mileage 
out of those tyres, because at the end of 

the day, you’ll end up spending more if you 
have “on-the-road repairs” that could easily 

have been avoided.

Don’t Go Nuclear with New Stuff!
Avoid riding with new gear (helmet, glo-

ves, jacket, riding shoes etc), new add-ons 
to your bike (extra/new lights, “effizie” stuff, 

new tank bag etc) or riding immediately 
after a service. The best mechanics are still 
human and make mistakes. You don’t want 
to discover a nagging discomfort as a result 

of your new gear, or a loose bolt on day 2 
of your Nigerian Cross Tour! Use tested and 

trusted gear and spend a couple of days 
riding your bike around to work out any 

niggling issues that might arise before you 
hit your tour! Avoid the temptation to buy 

stuff on the road. It adds to the things you 
need to carry and shows that perhaps you 

didn’t plan properly?

Don’t Wait To Hydrate! 
Heat and humidity are no friends to the 

long distance rider in Nigeria. Don’t wait till 
you are thirsty before you drink water. You 
might want to consider getting a hydration 

pack (like camelbak), which allows you 
drink even while riding. It is worthy to note 

that when you sweat, your body is losing 
electrolytes, so perhaps some 

“sports drinks” might help – Lucozade 
Boost is not a bad way to go, but drinks 
MUST NOT replace water. A good water 

intake guide would be 1 litre of water for 
every 100km of travel It’s also a good idea 
to have an “emergency” bottle of water. 

You don’t want to add a lack of water to any 
problems you might encounter.

Pack Smart like a Smart Phone
Keep only the things you need and leave 

out things you won’t need altogether. The 
rule is that if you have space, you will fill 
it. Don’t keep your vehicle papers under 

all your clothing in the bag that’s strapped 
to the back seat of your bike. Imagine the 
frustration as you search for it by the road 

side at the check point. A good way to travel 
light is to use wicking technical underwear 
– shirts, ling johns, and socks. You will not 

require more than a pair as you can wash at 
the end of day, and it would be dry by the 

next morning. Keep your documents, cash, 
and phone in a water-tight bag (Zip-lock 

bags will also work), and save yourself a lot 
of time.

follow some basic “tricks of the trade”.
Here are some to get you revved up and going. This list is in no way exhaustive, and we welcome your contributions too!

You don’t want to add a
 lack of water to any 
problems you might 

encounter 
“
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Tour Stories 



The more you learn, the more you discover there is a lot out there 
and that’s how I get to hear about TT 2018. Tough Tourers has 

organised and invited interested riders to partake in a tour across 
Nigeria from North to South in five days covering a distance of over 

2,500km.

Kelz Mama’s Story:
TOUR MANIA

The plan is to start from Kontagora in the north of Nigeria and end in Lagos - the southern part.

I get the “ridesomiasis” sickness the night before the ride, which makes way for  insomnia to set in. I decide to 
plan how to roll and go over my luggage prep for the trip.

Clothes set.

Protection gears set.

First aid kit set.

Simple riding tools set and cash available, I am ready!
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is quite tasking. 
We make a stop for breakfast, 
hydrate and fuel up as well as grab 
a few photo moments. 

At about 6:00pm, we arrive our 
destination - Gusau, Zamfara state 
after a 622 km tough ride.

Night comes with dinner, as we 
swap our experiences, then rest as 
we look on to another another day 
of challenges.

Day 2: When The Going Gets 
Tough

The 514 km ride from Gusau to 
Zaria in Kaduna state, turns out to 
be the worst day of the TT 2018.

Suffering from food poisoning from 
the previous day, I have to ride 
in temperatures of 44ºC, under a 
hard scorching sun, loosing fluid, 
electrolytes and strength, plus 
riding in an unknown terrain for  
several kilometers. Considering the 
other participants, giving up is not 
an option.

We keep pushing on, though we 
make a few stops for medical first 
aid attention. The other riders are 
very supportive, making sure that 
I am sipping the ORS and water 
at intervals. I have also taken 
Imodium and antibiotics earlier 
on and these also help to keep me 
going.

We arrive at Zaria just before 
sunset, have dinner and retire early 
to rest well for the next day, a 470 
km journey from Zaria to Lafia in 
Nasarawa state.

Day 3: Picturesque

I wake up energised and fully fit, 
ready to hit the roads. The ride 
through Katabu, Kachia, Akwanga 
and on to Lafia, is characterized 
by beautiful curvy roads, a lovely 
landscape and mountainous views.

I just cannot roll on without 

I get nostalgic getting ready to 
meet bikers at the rendezvous 
point (Safara Motel Annex - GRA 
Kontagora), a feeling every biker 
can attest to.

I set my alarm and finally get some 
rest, and then Ding Dong! The 
alarm goes off at 4:00am.

Preparation done and I am on my 
solo ride from Port Harcourt to 
Kontagora. It is all glory and joy 
when I arrive at the rendezvous 
hotel a night before the tour. I meet 
fellow tourers, Fotodadi, Daniel, 
Learner, Roland, Amarachukwu 
and SAN. 

We have dinner and gist all night 
for the pre-ride briefing until we 
have to catch some rest.

Day1: Ready, Set, Ride!

Take off is scheduled for 6:30am, 
with the aim to cover a total 
distance of 622 km. By 5:00am, I 
am all ready - physically, mentally 
and of course skillfully - to take on 
the challenge.

Soon, all bikers are assembled, 
looking healthy and fit for the task 
ahead. Personal bike checks are 
quickly initiated and all systems 
are go.

Akrapovič, Yoshimura, Leo Vince 
GP pro, and SC Project pipes 
produce a symphony of low revs, 
as the combustion chambers of 
pistons compressing air and fuel 
discharging units, with spark plugs 
igniting flames, coupled with metal 
gears rolling against each other, 
signify that we have kicked gear to 
1st and started the TT 2018.

The first challenge encountered 
on the TT is the terrible 120 km 
stretch of road from the boundary 
between Niger state and Kebbi 
state. Using a motorbike on such 
roads just makes it extremely 
difficult, as maintaining stability 
on two wheels with slow movement 

8



creating memories with pictures.
We arrive Lafia at noon.

Day 4

It’s a 518 km ride from Lafia to 
Enugu, riding through Makurdi. 
We stop to take pictures of the rail 
line on the old Benue bridge. 

The ride continues through Gboko 
and on to Katsina Ala and down 
to Ogoja in Cross River state, and 
then to Abakaliki, Ebonyi state. 
At the Ogoja/Abakaliki route, we 
are compensated with a sweet 
heavenly road aka Biker’s paradise, 
to make up for the terrible road we 
experienced from Katsina Ala all 
the way to Ogoja.

Enugu is the final destination 
for day 4, and proves to be the 
busiest of all stop towns we have 
encountered since the beginning of 
the Tough Tour.

Day 5: Honour Well-Earned

This is the last day of the tour, and 
the heightened excitement that 
comes with it also signifies the 
need to apply extreme caution until 
we arrive at the end destination.

The last stretch is usually 
considered the most dangerous of 
all, and it is the 573 km ride from 
Enugu to Ikeja, Lagos state through 
Udi to Awka to Onitsha, Anambra 
state, Asaba in Delta state and 
Benin, Edo state.

At this point, words can’t explain 
the feeling of completing a 
five- day tough tour to become one 
of Nigeria’s toughest riders.

I feel fulfilled to have been the only 
female in the midst of seven tough 
men on the ride.

At the centre of arrival, it is 
amazing and heart-warming to see 
fellow bikers and bike enthusiasts 
gather to welcome us all in grand 
style. My facial expressions give 

For others, it may be the end of 
the tour, but for me, there is still 
some journey to  be completed. The 
streets of Lagos through Benin city, 
Warri and Ughelli are ready to feel 
my tyres back home. An additional 
638 km is added to my cluster.

I arrive home at 1:30pm. It’s an 
awesome feeling to have my family 
welcome me home.

My biggest appreciation is to the 
Almighty for a safe ride, to Tough 
Tourers for this great opportunity, 
to my family for the constant 
support and to my friends and well 
wishers.

Don’t be discouraged by the 
negative perception of others, just 
believe in yourself. Nothing is 
impossible. Just try.

Kelly Jumbo aka Kelz Mama started 
riding on March 22nd 2014. She 
has since ridden to over 30 states, 
covering several kilometres in 
Nigeria and across West Africa.

Kelz Mama rides a Kawasaki KLE 
650 Versys, and she says it has 
been a passion of no regret. For 
her, riding makes you meet people 
with the same passion and meeting 
people with the same passion 
makes you learn more. 

away the happiness and joy that I 
feel. 

It is a full-blown reception with a 
red carpet treatment, interviews, 
refreshments and kingly crowning 
activities.

The moment comes for an end-of-
tour appreciation, recognition and  
awards. I receive a certificate of 
merit for completing the tour and 
being known as a Tough Tourer.

It is a moment of achievement for 
me as one of the most fulfilling life 
goals is enjoying your passion and 
being certified, appreciated and 
awarded for it.
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The TT has a functional website, which 
provides detailed information about 
the TT and what you are expected to 
do before and during the tour. There is 
also an app that all riders are expected 
to use to log in their locations at the 
various designated checkpoints.

I decide to sign up for the TT because 
rather than spend 20 to 30 minutes 
gearing up to ride to my workplace - 
which is only 20 minutes away -  it’ll 
be better to spend that 
time gearing up to ride 
for twelve solid hours. I 
want to be able to resist 
energetic dangerous 
speed riding that is 
caused by starvation 
or riding ‘agro’. Then, 
there is also the oppor-
tunity for adventure.

Journey to Point One
In preparation for 
the TT 2018, I get one 
week’s leave appro-
ved by my employer. 
I get approval from 
my family, do a health 
check-up, as well as 
the regular preparatory 
mid-distance riding 
and exercising. I ser-
vice and tune my bike 
and provide it with the 
necessary accessories, 
and lastly, I pray to 
God.

The starting point for the TT 2018 is 
the distant town of Kontagora in Niger 
state, and this is over 600 km from my 
home in Lagos state. This in itself is 

a tour. I tell myself that I just have to 
take it easy, after all, if I’m going to 
be doing the TT with over 2,500 km to 
cover, the ride to Kontagora should be 
easy peasy, lemon squeezy. So I pro-
ceed. My route is Lagos - Ibadan - Oyo 
- Ogbomoso - Jebba - Mokwa - 
Kontagora.

A portion of my ride is done at night, 
as I arrive around 10:00pm. Night 
riding is something I would strongly 

avoid on my next TT and my future 
rides, mainly because it compounds 
any riding challenges one may have on 
a good day.  I personally don’t think it’s 
worth it. 

AKINWANDE OLAIFA’S STORY

THE AWAKENING

When the Unexpected Happens
I notice my phone is missing about a 
minute after I check my GPS around 
Oloko in Kwara state. Apparently, it has 
dropped from the phone mount clamp 
probably because I didn’t lock it in 
properly. 
I am doing about 120 kph, and after I 
notice my phone is missing, I imme-
diately turn back, moving at a slow 
speed to see if I can find it. After about 
30 mins and no luck, I stop at a filling 
station where I meet a group of people 

and tell my story. 
They are moved 
by my plight 
and provide all 
assistance inclu-
ding calling my 
line which rings 
through, but is 
not answered. 
They decide to 
arrange two ‘Oka-
das’ to help to 
trace the phone.
I also attempt to 
track the phone’s 
most recent loca-
tion via Google to 
aid the process, 
although this 
method is subject 
to the availability 
of Internet access 
on the phone. 
In the process of 
doing this, one of 
the guys helping 

me calls my num-
ber again, but this time, the phone is 
answered.  To cut a long story short, 
some Bororo guys have found it, and 
sold it to a store owner. I can say that 
I end up buying my phone back at the 

In January 2018, I hear about the Tough Tour from a friend, but I only get the real gist 
about two weeks before the event when I get on the Internet. 

I think it is like my previous interstate rides where I can just fall in on the 
morning of the ride if I am interested, but boy am I wrong! The organization of the TT 

is different (and I have to give credit to the organizers).
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price of N5,000 after some pleading. 
This whole episode takes about two 
hours plus all the stress, but like we 
say, everything happens for a reason. 

Impact and Reflections
Even though you register for the TT, 
you have no prior knowledge of who 
the other riders are. There are nine 
participants including me: one lady 
and eight guys. While I am fairly new 
to riding, the other riders are 
accomplished both on the bike and in 
life. Let me do a quick shout out to a 
few of them. First is Kanu FD, who 
shares some off-road tips, though he 
says he’s not an off road instructor. 
I believe he has had those trainings 
already. He says one should approach 
off-road sections calmly – deep brea-
ths help! Be easy on the bars! Keep the 
front wheel rolling! A little more power 
as you cut through challenging 
sections! – I hope I said that well. 

Another rider worthy of mention is the 
amiable Daniel aka ‘Flames’, who is my 
invisible riding partner - for 
information on what’s ahead, route he’s 
taking, time he’s leaving, etc. I wish I 
could avail myself of the goodness that 
abounds in other riders, but nature 
calls. They are Roland, Tolu, Learner, 
SAN, KelzMama, and Amara. The order 
of their names is not a reflection of 
importance.

I had set out on the TT with my old 
chain, determined to max out its value, 
although I had taken a spare along with 
me. After completing the TT, I find 
out, after speaking to wiser and more 
experienced riders, that what I did was 
wrong. The chain could snap and lead 
to a crash, or it could wind up around 
the front sprocket and damage the 
bike’s engine. Now I know better!

Words are insufficient to describe the 
Tough Tour. At some point during the 
tour, I think to myself that the tour 
should have been tagged Tough 
Adventure. This tour has tested my 
determination and endurance. You 
cannot be lazy about discipline. When 
they say: “Hydrate well,” it means 
hydrate well. When you are told: “Eat 
well,” it means eat well. 

During the trip, courage shrinks by 
the kilometre, 50 km feels like 200 km. 
Bathing and brushing become a luxury. 
Water must be drunk religiously. Rest 
must be observed sacredly. Electrolytes 
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must be replaced. Food should be taken 
in whatever form it’s available. Forget the 
comfort of daily life. The body must be 
given these essentials to survive the TT. 
The TT demands stamina rather than 
strength, and the good news is that most 
bodies can handle the TT. 

So do yourself a favour and make your 
bike comfortable. Whatever it is, it is! You 
don’t want to find your achilles heel on 
the TT, because anything weak will not 
make it, whether it’s your mind, courage, 
butt, joints, skills etc. It’s important to 
ride your ride!

In all, I traverse 21 Nigerian states to 
complete the TT, namely: Lagos, Ogun, 
Oyo, Kwara, Niger, Kebbi, Sokoto, 
Zamfara, Katsina, Kano, Kaduna, Plateau, 
Nasarawa, Benue, Cross River, Ebonyi, 
Enugu, Anambra, Delta, Edo and Ondo. 

The ratio of the good roads to bad roads 
on the TT is about 80:20. Not bad at all 
considering the way things are in the 
country. For the bad roads, ride what you 
can see, and remember that easy does it!
The total distance I cover from Lagos, on 
the TT 2018, and back to Lagos is 3,531 km 
in six days.

On my next TT, I will spend more time 
enjoying the scenery. What Nigeria’s 
awesome and inspiring landscapes do to 
my wildly adventurous soul cannot be 
adequately described. I feel at peace now, 
and I didn’t even realise how much I’d 
love such sights.

I can go back to the routine of Lagos life 
with focus and productivity.

Like the saying goes “…come I may, but 
go I must…” see you at the next TT, God 
willing. Amen.

Akinwande Olaifa became a motorcyclist 
in 2016. He rides a Honda NC750S 2014, 
and has racked up 30, 000 km under his 
belt. He is a member of the Free Whee-
lers Riding Group.
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THE TOUGH 
TOURER 
MOBILE 

APP
Tour Check-in has been 

made easier. Gone are the 
hassles for TT Towels and 

border crossing 
photographs. Check-in for 
all tours will be done using 

the TT App.            
          

With the TT App tourers 
can check-in at 

designated check points 
during a given tour, 

interact with other tough 
t ourers more quickly and 
share stories efficiently.

The TT App is user 
friendly, innovative and 
interactive, and  it’s free 

and available to 
adventure enthusiasts, 
tourers and travelers.
Available on IOS and 

Android



Day 1 – Lagos to Mokwa – 495 km

The take off date for the  TT 2018 is 
Monday, March 5th, 2018 in Kontago-
ra, Niger State. The plan is to depart 
Lagos for Kontagora on Saturday, the 
3rd of March 2018, and rest on Sunday 
in preparation for the tour. My co-ri-
der for the trip is the amiable Richard 
Akintunde, SAN aka ARA, with his 2015 
BMW F800GS. He is riding point, while 
I sweep. Two lawyers riding their BMW 
GSes - probably the only combination 
of its kind in Nigeria.  
We set out at 6:00am, blessed with 
cool weather. We twist the throttle and 
cover the miles with smiles. 

At about 9:00am, we make our first fuel 
stop in Oyo town and hydrate. 

After our stop, we set off for the second 
leg of our journey. We agree to make a 
hydration stop at Ilorin, as the weather 
is warming up. We hit the Ogbomoso 
– Ilorin dual carriage road in no time, 
and what a road! It’s kilometres upon 
kilometres of asphalt, and we arrive 
Ilorin in no time, still fresh and decide 
to push on to Jebba. At the Jebba brid-
ge, we stop to take pictures of the River 
Niger, and by now the sun is out in all 
its glory. From this point, the road be-
comes more interesting with potholes 
and dirt roads.

LAWBAY’S STORY

We get carried away by the performan-
ce of our bikes on the dirt road, and we 
end up missing our turn at Mokwa by 
40 km. We make a second fuel stop in 
Zugurma town, hydrate and decide on 
our route. The GPS gives us a distance 
of 245 km to Kontagora, and a time of 
two hours and 55 minutes to get there. 
The GPS takes us through a 10km san-
dy track, where we experience some 
unscheduled dismounts because of our 
tyres. After my second unscheduled 
dismount,  I am absolutely exhausted 
and lay under the only tree in the mid-
dle of nowhere. 

I must have dozed off for some minu-
tes, and at this point, I have given up, 
as I am totally exhausted, having had 
to carry my bike twice from the uns-
cheduled dismounts. ARA is seriously 
concerned for my well-being. 

Just then, this group of men on ‘okadas’ 
come along and advise us that the 
route we are on will take us five hours 
to get to Kontagora, so it would be bet-
ter to turn around and use our original 
route through Mokwa, which is about 
60 km away. 

One of them signals that we should 
follow him on his okada, and he rides 
off. I chase after him and for the first 
time I notice that there are tracks on 
the ground that make for faster riding. 
I am elated by my newfound disco-
very, and this causes me to increase 
my speed. I cover about seven kilome-
tres like this and I get confident as an 
offroad king until I misjudge a track 
and suddenly find myself flung from 
the bike, unto a heap of leaves. Lan-
ding with a thud, I feel as if I have been 

When the organisers of the Tough Tour 2018 (TT 2018) roll out the advert for the tour tag-
ged “Kontagora to Lagos”, I have no doubt in mind that I will sign up for it. The Hulk (my 2013 
Z1000) and I have undertaken the international ride from Lagos and Accra, as well as the almi-
ghty trip to Gembu village - a destination that sits approximately 1,550m above sea level. With 

all that, I reckon the TT 2018 is just another ride, but time will tell. 
I get my 2014 BMW R1200GS prepped for the trip - general service, tyres, and the whole 

works, music playlist, and I am ready for the Tough Tour...or so I think.
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body-slammed by a wrestler. All the 
muscles in my body ache and I just lay 
on the ground for about five minutes.

We get to the main road and are ac-
costed by the police who inform us 
that members of the community have 

We are to check in on the TT mobile 
app at the designated check-in poin-
ts. The first check-in point is Shagari 
village, just 40 km on the outskirts of 
the Sokoto Caliphate. I check in and we 
decide to ride into the village to see the 
River Shagari. After spending about 15 
mins at the water side, we ride back to 
the check-in point. The villagers have 
been alerted to our presence owing to 
the loudness of our bikes. While ARA 
is checking in, I have my earphones 
on, and dancing to one of my favorites 
tunes. 
Suddenly, I notice pandemonium break 
out in a building about 50m away from 
us. The gates are flung open suddenly 
and a vehicle screeches out and drives 
in the opposite direction, and right 
behind the vehicle is a mallam in baba-
riga on an okada. Someone I reckon is 
the security guard, also abandons his 
post. 

ARA is done checking in, so I suggest 
we head back into the village to get so-
mething to eat. On our way, we are ac-
costed by three policemen, who jump 
out of a van, brandishing their guns. 
The most superior officer, I presume, 
alights from the passenger’s side of the 
van and inquires about our presence 
and  mission in the village. Once again, 
we explain that we are lawyers and 
tourists from Lagos heading to Sokoto.
While we’re being questioned, his 
phone rings and in the midst of the 
conversation, he bursts into serious 
laughter. 

He tells us that our stop over at the 
check-in point had caused pandemo-
nium at the Area Court, which was the 
building close to our check-in point. 
The first time we stopped, the judge 
and his staff were wary of our 
presence. So our appearance at that 
spot a second time aroused suspicion 
and fear. Owing to a previous 
experience, they were of the belief that 
we were there to detonate a bomb.

We laugh over it, but for the first time, 
it really dawns on me the reality of the 
threats and palpable fear caused by the 
dreaded Boko Haram. We exchange 
some more banter with the villagers, 
take pictures and depart for the Sokoto 
Caliphate. On the way, we encounter 
some serious cross winds, which shake 
the bike vigorously. 

Getting to the city, we look out for the 
city gate to take our pictures. We do a 
brief stopover at the Gingiya Army bar-
racks, and then continue on to Gusau, 

I suddenly 
find myself 
flung from 

the bike 
unto a 
heap of 
leaves

“
”

reported sighting two strangers on big 
motorcycles entering into the desert. 
We are invited to the police station 
where we introduce ourselves as 
lawyers and tourists, and have missed 
our way enroute Kontagora. 
Setting out for Mokwa, the pains and 
cramps become more intense and I 
inform ARA about my discomfort, so 
we find the nearest motel and spend 
the night in Mokwa. 

Day 2 – Mokwa to Kontagora  - 175 
km
I wake up feeling a bit better thanks to 
the Ibuprofen I took before sleeping. 
ARA and I head out to Kontagora at 
about 7:30am. We take our time becau-
se the road is riddled with potholes. It 
seems unending and the sandy patches 
are unnerving as a result of my pre-
vious off road experiences. We arrive 
Kontagora a few minutes past 10:00am, 
check into our hotel and meet up with 
Kanu (FD), Sheyi (Learner) and Ro-
land. We rest and sort out our bikes in 
preparation for the start of the TT 2018 
the next day. Just before retiring for the 
night we hold a pre-ride briefing where 
we also use the opportunity to recount 
our escapades from the previous day. 
Everyone has a good laugh.

Day 3 – Commencement of TT 2018 
Kontagora to Gusau 
I wake up bright and early and hit the 
road with ARA. The road is smooth for 
about 100 km, until we hit a very rough 
patch that stretches for about 81 km. 
We make our first fuel stop and hydrate 
at Kebbi, then it’s on to the Sokoto Ca-
liphate. Along the way, we come across 
the rice irrigation fields of Kebbi, and 
we just have to stop to take some 
pictures. Done with our pictures, we 
saddle up and continue our journey. 

Riding along, we hit Tambuwal village. 
It seems to be their their market day so 
we run into a bit of traffic. By now, it is 
approaching mid-day and the 
temperature is about 42ºC. We stop to 
hydrate under a tree and get some wa-
ter from a ‘mai ruwa’ (water merchant), 
which we use to bathe our bodies in 
a bid to cool off. Cooling done, we hit 
the highway again, and are now on 
the Jega- Sokoto road. This road has to 
be the best road I have ridden on so 
far. It is almost 345 km of pure asphalt 
and you can see almost five kilometres 
ahead. With this, I 
activate cruise control and allow 
myself take in the scenery.
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our destination for the night. Gusau is 
251 km away from Sokoto. 
The Sokoto - Gusau road is any biker’s 
dream. The twists are amazing and the 
road is awesome. At this point, fatigue 
is beginning to set in and all I want 
is to just get to Gusau and sleep. We 
arrive Gusau at about 6:30pm, top up 
our fuel in preparation for next day’s 
ride, check into the hotel, and gist with 
other members of the tour who have 
a good laugh about our encounter at 
Shagari village. Thereafter, I hit the hay 
and it’s lights out!

Day 4- Gusua to Zaria
The destination for the day is Zaria in 
Kaduna State, while the checkpoint for 
the day is Katsina, in Katsina State.
For some reason, I am just not in the 
mood to ride. Try as much as I can, it 

whom I presume to be the guard there. 
He tells us that he wants to go across 
the road to pick up something, but he 
never shows up up until the time we 
leave.  
We agree that this would be our last 
stop before hitting Zaria, while we feast 
on some sugar cane and lay down by 
the pumps to have some rest. 

FD and the crew also pull up at the 
petrol station and after resting for a 
while, the whole crew gears up (seven 
bikes in total) and we hit the road. This 
is the first time on the tour that we 
would all be riding together. 
We are unable to locate the hotel when 
we get to Zaria and have to park to ask 
for directions. We get to the hotel and 
see that it has a swimming pool, only 
to be told that it is out of order. Exhaus-
ted and deflated, I go to bed in prepa-
ration for the next day’s ride to Lafia, 
Nasarawa State.

Day 5 – Zaria to Lafia
 ARA and I decide to skip breakfast and 
inform the guys that we are pushing 
up ahead. We set off on the dual carria-
geway from Zaria. The temperature is 
mild, and we cover some good distance 
before refueling. Zaria is no doubt a 
beautiful city. Old, yet retains its regal 
status of domination. Riding through 
the city, we are wary of pedestrians 
who cross the road without giving a 
thought to oncoming traffic. 

Leaving the city, we ride through the 
hinterlands where the roads merge into 
a single lane carriageway. I give kudos 
to the Tough Tourers organization for 
choosing such interesting roads. We 
ride through some scenic mountains, 

takes me a while to get my groove on 
and enjoy the ride. Thinking back, I 
deduce that it is due to the new playlist 
which I created yesterday, compri-
sing ballads by Anita Baker, Whitney 
Houston and Toni Braxton. This has 
me feeling a bit lethargic on the ride to 
Katsina. Getting to Katsina, we refuel 
and hydrate, and hit the road to Zaria.

It’s a smooth ride, so things begin to 
seem monotonous, and boring. We 
opt to take the Katsina - Kano road, 
passing through some villages, which 
offer more scenery. We get to stop at 
the Katsina windmill project and take 
some pictures. 
By now it is past midday and the 
temperature has hit the early 40s. 
Hunger and dehydration are also 
beginning to set in, but despite that, we 
push on. Later on, I start to feel 
disoriented and even start seeing 
apparitions of ARA. To maintain my 
focus, I keep shouting in my helmet 
and when that doesn’t work, I try riding 
closer to ARA, so I can call his 
attention for us to pull over; but ARA 
thinks I am urging him to move faster.

We get to a village where we stop to 
refresh ourselves by eating some oran-
ges and bananas. Over here, it seems 
the whole village has come out to see 
the strangers who have come to their 
town. After eating our fill of fruits, we 
perform our ritual of pouring water 
over our heads, an act which seems to 
intrigue the villagers.

We set off, and after covering 100 km, 
we pull over at an empty petrol sta-
tion, where we see a young Hausa boy 
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which makes me appreciate that Nige-
ria is indeed a beautiful country. 

The plan is to stop at Kagoro, but 
unfortunately we miss the turn by 160 
km, so going back is not an option. 
We grab a bite and refuel at an NNPC 
Petrol Station in Kagoro, after which 
we cross the rail line, and ride on into 
Kafanchan. We have been riding for 
close to six hours and we are still in 
Kaduna State. Kaduna State is massive 
in land size, so it’s no wonder majority 
of the Armed forces formations are 
situated in the state. The most 
prominent being the Nigerian Army 1st 
Mechanized Division. 

We ride until we arrive at Akwanga in 
Nasarawa state, where we refuel and 
hydrate. Lafia, the state capital is about 
59 km away. The journey from 
Akwanga to Lafia, takes us through 
some amazing roads. The bends are 
dangerous and steep, yet the drivers 
take these corners at dangerous speeds. 
We check into the hotel at about 5:30 
pm, where I have a lunch of grilled fish 
and chips, then call it a day.

Day 6: Lafia – Enugu
The destination for the day is Enugu, 
in Enugu State, with the check-in point 
situated at the Katsina-Ala junction 
in Benue State. By this time ARA and 
I have become a tag team, and Lear-
ner (Seyi) tags us as “The SAN and the 
Apprentice” (a name which has stuck 
even beyond the tour). So the SAN and 
the Apprentice set off at 6:30am leaving 
behind the other crew members. As we 
are gradually heading south, the wea-
ther is getting cooler, with the morning 
being a bit chilly. We hit Makurdi town 
at a few minutes past 8:00am, while 
ARA signals us to stop for pictures on 
the new bridge over the River Benue. I 
tell him to go ahead as I already have 
pictures from my earlier trip to Gem-
bu. We continue towards the Makurdi 
township, and decide to have breakfast 
at a shopping centre. We both settle for 
peppered chicken and thereafter set off 
for Gboko, where the Dangote Cement 
Factory is located. The road that passes 
in front of the cement factory can at 
best be tagged an off road, and with 
our earlier episodes of unscheduled 
dismounts still fresh in our minds, we 
navigate that portion of the road very 
carefully. 

As we continue, I start feeling sleepy, 
so I pop a sweet (tomtom) in my mou-
th without removing the wrapper in a 
bid to keep awake, but it doesn’t work. 

A few minutes past 6:00am we hit the 
road, and in no time we are in Awka, 
Anambra State. We encounter a bit of 
early morning traffic, and keep moving 
on till we arrive at Onitsha, where we 
stop for pictures at the iconic Onitsha 
bridge. Pictures done and a bit of 
hydration, and we are on the move. 
Crossing the Onitsha bridge brings 
us into Asaba in Delta State, and af-
terwards, the Asaba - Benin expressway 
way. We pass Agbor on the stretch to 
Benin in Edo State. Arriving Benin, we 
take the exit at the first bypass, whi-
ch leads us onto the Benin- Sagamu 
Expressway. 

Passing Ore, we head for Sagamu whe-
re we top up on fuel at a petrol station 
a few minutes from the interchange. 
Now, for the final leg of the journey, 
to get to the checkpoint at De Meros 
Hotel, Ikeja, Lagos. Getting on the 
Lagos-Sagamu Expressway, traffic is 
light and we get to Berger in good time. 
Lagos traffic welcomes us enroute the 
hotel, and arrive the hotel to the warm 
welcome of the Tough Tourers team. 

It hits me that I have just achieved a 
milestone. Yes, my body aches and my 
bones creak, I am tired and famished, 
and my bike has scars from the 
journey (talk about a bent rim), but it 
is all worth it, because when I receive 
my Finisher’s pin, my bike and I will 
be inducted into the hall of fame of 
being one of Nigeria’s Toughest Riders, 
earned strictly by merit.

I shout in my helmet for a while, and 
this works, but not for long. While 
contemplating whether to stop for a 
nap, we get to the bad portion of the 
Gboko-Katsina-Ala road, which can be 
likened to an obstacle course, requi-
ring maximum concentration from the 
rider. I however note that the road is in 
a much better state than when I passed 
it on my last trip in 2017. We finally get 
to the Katsina-Ala junction, refuel, 
hydrate and then commence the jour-
ney to Enugu via Ikom.

The weather is cool, so we pick up the 
pace and arrive at Cross River in no 
time. Our next stop is Mbok town in 
Cross Rivers State about 79 km from 
the Cameroonian border. 

We make a stop at a petrol station 
at Mbok, and continue on towards 
Abakaliki, in Ebonyi State. We ride 
through the well laid out and curvy 
roads of Abakaliki. I soak in the 
scenery, and in the process, get to lose 
sight of ARA, but I catch up with him, 
as he also slows down looking out for 
me.  We get caught up in a convoy 
escorting a bullion van, which slows us 
down. At this point, the whole group 
is back together and we are clearly 
exhausted from the slow pace. Even-
tually, we arrive Enugu, check into the 
hotel and have dinner, after which I 
retire for the night in anticipation for 
the ride to Lagos, which according to 
the GPS is 601 km from Enugu.

Day 7: Enugu - Lagos
This morning, the excitement is con-
tagious within the group as we are 
finally heading home. FD (Kanu) asks 
if we should ride as a group and we all 
answer in the affirmative. The chosen 
route is Enugu-Udi-Awka-Asaba-Agbor-
-Benin-Ore-Lagos. 

At this point, I have 

given up, as I am totally 

exhausted“ ”
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In 2017, I register for a custom tour on Tough Tourers. The route is Port Harcourt to 
Yankari, duration is five days. Unfortunately, I have an unscheduled dismount on 
my way to the start point at Port Harcourt, and have to return to Lagos to get my 

bike fixed, and get some medical attention for myself.

RIDES OF PERSISTENCE
Roland’s story

Bike back in shape, and I patched up as best as possible and armed with 
my meds, I set out again, but I have underestimated the effect of my 
bruises from the dismount and overestimated my pain threshold. I have 
to abort and head to the next stop point to join up with fellow riders Kelz 
Mama and Amara from Port Harcourt and later Cathie Firefly from Accra.

It’s 2018 and registration for the Annual Tough Tour is ongoing. I prepare 
myself, planning, checking my gear, and getting into the right frame of 
my mind, but the timing ends up being the only snag. My schedule is not 
entirely in my control, and I miss the registration deadline. Then another 
chance presents itself. I can request for a custom tour using the same 
routes and rules as the TT 2018. 

I lose power 
and roll to 
a stop in 

neutral. The 
bike would 

not just start

“
”2222



I quickly email my route request 
and rules to the TT admin and the 
very next day the custom tour is set 
up. I register and eagerly await my 
planned departure to Kontagora in 
Niger State, which is the start off 
point for the TT 2018.

It’s a cool Saturday, when I leave 
Lagos at 7:08am, as my eldest son 
opens the gates and waves me 
a safe trip. Traffic is light and I 
am already on the Lagos-Ibadan 
expressway. I quickly pass by the 
landmarks - Mowe, Redeemed, 
Shagamu Interchange, Ogere 
and then I get into some traffic 
jam caused by an ongoing traffic 
diversion. I slow down to a halt 
and try to find out what is going 
on. The only thing I pick up is that 
the road is blocked ahead. What 
to do? Divert with the rest, wait 
till it clears or keep riding on the 
shoulder and splitting through 
traffic where possible?  

Shoulder and splitting win, and off 
I go. It’s slow, but progress is sure 
over a route I am familiar with. 
Soon, I come upon a long line of 
trailers, lorries and tankers and I 
switch to the construction access 
road, riding through gravel and 
loose sand, slowly forging ahead. I 
get to the cause of the traffic jam, 
which is a collision between a fuel 
tanker and two smaller vehicles. 
Luckily the tanker is heading to 
Lagos, which means it is empty. 
Official presence is at the scene as 
they try to clear the accident area 
and free the holdup.

I get back to speed and I whizz 
past BAT, tollgate, Iwo road bridge, 
and I am out of Ibadan heading 
to Oyo town. I make a quick fuel 
stop and hydrate, then get back on 
the road past Oyo town and on to 
Ogbomoso. This stretch of road is 
really tasking as there is quite a bit 
of traffic in both directions, and 
overtaking is not as  easy as I would 
have expected, so I lose some time. 
Ogbomoso comes into view and it is 
very welcome at this point because 

I know the next stretch after the town will be dual carriage. 
I make a fuel stop and hydrate. The weather is now hot, as temperature is 
above 35ºC. I breeze through the town and get to the turn off to the Ilorin 
dual carriageway. I negotiate the bad stop, get on the dual carriageway 
and put on some speed to make up for lost time. 
I enjoy the sweet road until it comes to an end, and I am back to low 
speeds and eating dust from the trucks up ahead. I make a much needed 
stop for water and fuel, and I’m on to the good road towards Jebba.

I have also signed up for the Nigeria Bridges Tour on the TT platform, so I 
check in at the Niger bridge over Jebba. Check in done, Jebba comes into 
view and I find a place to stop for some food and water. It is now 1:30pm, 
and I have been on the road for six hours and 29 minutes.  I check in with 
my fellow Tourers and get abreast of who and where they are. 

Meal over, I prepare to mount and discover that my GPS unit is acting 
up due to the high temperature. The device has stopped charging 
and I am unable to use it. I unhook it and my phone takes its place as 
the GPS device. The stretch is slow progress as the roads are bad and 
reconstruction of three bridges is ongoing. After one fuel stop and two 
water stops, I see the Welcome to Kontagora sign. I pull over to side of the 
road and search for the name of the TT suggested hotel in Google maps, 
establish the route to the hotel and then ride off. I arrive at the hotel and 
meet up with other riders gathering for the TT 2018 in all of 11 hours and 
42 minutes.

The start day for the TT 2018 arrives, which is the same as my custom 
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tour. We gather at the takeoff point, share prayers, conduct last minute 
checks and perform our individual check-ins on the TT app. Engines 
start, 1st gears in and we roll out. I have to fill up my tank so I start to 
search for a petrol station. Luckily on the route out of town towards 
Shagari in Sokoto State, there are a lot of stations, and I finally find one 
that is open. I join the queue behind Kelz Mama, fill up and check my GPS 
again and make a last minute correction on the route. 

I ride solo passing by the landmarks, Shashi town on the border of Niger 
/ Kebbi State and on to Yauri in Kebbi State. As I’m riding on through the 
rough and not so rough portions of the road, my attention is suddenly 
drawn to the flashing symbol on my TPMS. I observe it every couple of 
minutes, my rear tyre is losing pressure steadily. If it gets down to 20 psi 
I would stop and reinflate with my pump, but if I can get to a vulcanizer 
first, then I would stop to do a proper patch. Alternating my gaze between 
the road, mirrors, and TPMS, I ride on making use of the good portions 
with short bursts of speed. 

Yauri comes into view, and I roll through the town which is situated on 
the edge of the River Niger. I take a couple of pictures and then find a 
vulcanizer. Rear wheel off, tyre out, patch being put on, I also use the 
opportunity to have a food break and hydrate. The patch gets done and 
tyre is fitted to the rim, and the rear wheel is about to go on when I hear 
the sound of a bike approaching. I flag him down and I already know it is 
Flame the Tough Tourer on the TT 2018. 

We ride out together earnestly looking for the Welcome to Jega sign post. 
Little do I know that it is still a long way off. We pass through quite a few 
little towns and a major one, Maiyama in Kebbi state, where we stop for 
water. Rest time over, we hit the road, and ride on to Jega, the last major 
town in Kebbi State along the Kontagora - Sokoto road. We ride through 
Jega before we could even access it and get to the intersection, making a 
right turn towards Sokoto. We pass a couple of small towns, and then I 
notice a slight increase in my engine’s vibrations. I keep riding, staying 
alert for any further changes, none come and we ride on past Tambuwal 
on to Shagari town in Sokoto state, which is the stop point for the day. 
That is when the oil warning light comes on and I notice a drop in the 
revs. I put the bike into neutral and coast to a stop, turn off the engine 
and wait for Flame to come up.

He pulls up behind and asks me what’s wrong. I tell him about the 
oil warning light. I check the oil level and see that it is not below the 
minimum level, but I top up any way and hope for the best. After a brief 
rest, we ride off. Flame is ahead, while I am taking it easy.
About 18 km from Shagari Town, the vibrations increase and there is a 
noise. I stop briefly and ride on hoping again for the best, but keeping 
my revs and speed low. At 9 km to Shagari Town, I lose power and roll 
to a stop in neutral. The bike would not just start and the sound from 
the engine is even louder. I wait by the roadside, enjoying the scenery 
and glad for the wind that has picked up. I take a moment to assess my 
situation and realise the tour is over for me. I will certainly be back for 
the TT 2019 as I wait patiently for the registration to begin. 

I’m patched up, 
armed with my 
meds and with 
my bike back in 

shape

“
”
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 You own a bike and in need of a valued professional 
services, then visit Autoshop Limited: Your one stop 
shop for all your motorcycle related problems.

Here at Autoshop, we have the capacity to handle your 
motorcycle needs, from routine to the most demand-
ing of tasks. From Oil change to Parts procurement, 
we can apply the winning touch to your valued motor-
cycle. We care about quality, safety and value. While 
we have the extensive experience and skills that you 
can count on, our shop rates remain affordable and 
we apply the same professional, detailed approach to 
any motorcycle brought in for work regardless of the 
age or manufacturer. 

Tyre Installation
Wheel Balancing
Cleaning of fuel system
Chain wash and lubrication
Bike Service (Oil & Oil Filter 
change)
Brake pad replacement
Sprocket replacement
Chain Replacement
Pressurizing of Fuel Pump
Pressurizing of Radiator
Brake Fluid replacement

Clutch fluid replacement
Installation of HID bulb 
and ballast
Fixing of Mushroom
Bike/ECU diagnosis
Bike wash and waxing
Chain Adjustment
Parts Procurement & 
replacement
Pre-trip Inspection
Re-setting of service 
schedule
All Electrical repairs

ARE YOU IN LAGOS, NIGERIA?

AutoShop Limited: Ground floor, Ivory Music House, 
Cipm Avenue, Alausa, Ikeja, CBD, Lagos, Nigeria.
08172001777, 08172001782
www.autoshoplimited.com
autoshoplimited@gmail.com

 autoshoplimited  autoshoplimited

OUR SERVICES INCLUDE

NIGERIA LIMITED 
INDUSTRIES

Tel: +2348116310627  

Email: info@black-rhinoindustries.com.ng       

Webiste: www.black-rhinoindustries.com.ng

Krixola Limited deals with 
Cars, Trucks, Motorbikes and 

accessories

Located at 23 Allen Avenue, 
Ikeja, contact number 

08029996870.
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FIREFLY’S 
STORY

LEAVING THE NEST

One day in September of 2017, I 
make up my mind to ride from 
Ghana to Nigeria, and with this 
trip, I sign up for Tough Tourers’ 
International Rider Tour.  Note that 
I have never crossed the borders 
of Ghana on my bike, much less 
done any long-distance riding. The 
thought alone is scary, but with 
each passing day, I am sure I have 
to do this, after all we live only 
once.

A week to my start date, I get 
Cumba - a 2016 Honda CB650F - all 
the tender loving care necessary to 
make him enjoy the ride too.

My start date arrives and I can 
barely sleep. I am up by 3:00am 
after sleeping for only three hours. 
I make some coffee, and while 
I drink, I run over my itinerary 
for the day. My destination is 
Abeokuta, Ogun state. 

I am escorted by Jet and Big Ben to 
the Aflao Border. All formalities are 
concluded at the Ghana and Togo 
sides of border and the real journey 
begins. We say our goodbyes, and I 
roll on alone. 

The first few minutes have me 
feeling lonely and somewhat 
emotional, but I quickly brush 
those aside and start enjoying the 
ride. I am soon at Hilaconji, the 
Togo-Benin Border, as I throttle 
on to Cotonou, where I meet the 
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Excelsior Bikers Club Members. 
They  escort me to the Idiroko 
Border, Nigeria.

Ride Nigeria
Formalities at the Nigerian border 
are hectic and by the time I am 
done, it is 5:00pm. I make friends at 
the border while I wait. They advise 
me to spend the night at Idiroko 
because the road to Abeokuta is 
precarious and dangerous. I take 
their advice and so Idiroko is home 
for the night. 

The next day sees me riding to Abeokuta via Ota. I make a fuel stop and 
I’m pleasantly shocked to fill my tank with N1800 as compared to N5000 
equivalent back in Ghana. The road is OK until I pass the Covenant 
university where it becomes a bumpy ride. Not long after, I am in the most 
hectic traffic I have ever seen. The cars, buses, okadas and pedestrians 
are all over the place. Other road users are also very reckless. This leaves 
me very stressed but I keep on going. A few kilometres later, I am on the 
Ota – Ifo road and nothing prepares me for what lies ahead. 

I come face to face with my harsh reality, The road has craters and 
muddy pools of water and cars, buses, and okadas are all struggling to 
get the best part of the road. How am I going to make it through without 
dropping Cumba? I keep on telling myself to trust Cumba, and we will 
both be fine. I continue riding and in about 400m, the nightmare is over. 
I heave a sigh of relief as the road becomes smooth, but my joy is short 
lived as I come across bad road after bad road, each one worse than the 
previous one.

A few kilometres to Ifo, a Danfo (yellow and black commercial bus) from 
nowhere crosses me in its bid to take up the good part of the road. I hold 
my front brakes…and you know what that means...yes, Cumba and I go 
down. I try to lay him down gently and get the brunt of the bus as it keeps 
on hitting my head (protruded) as it passes. I lay Cumba down and start 
screaming for help to get him back up, but no one seems bothered by my 
plight. A random guy walks up to me and helps me get him up, and we 
push Cumba to a petrol station a few feet away. I assess him and he seems 
fine except for the top of the clutch lever that is broken. I pick up the 
broken piece.

I am shaken after the incident. I am also aware that Dr. Sogo must be on 
his way from Ibadan to Abeokuta to meet me, but here I am stuck, 65 
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km to Abeokuta. I send him a text 
message, and call BigDee, who 
also lives in Abeokuta and tell him 
about my predicament. I also ask 
him to come with his riding kit. 
When Dr. Sogo gets my message, 
he decides to come and meet me 
where I am. 

Within an hour, Dr. Sogo and 
team, followed by BigDee, arrive. 
Everything is checked and we are 
good to go. I refuse to ride Cumba, 
and BigDee takes over, while I ride 
pillion with KDJ, and that’s how we 
roll to Abeokuta. It feels so good 
being a passenger after that ordeal. 

Cathie Lajide aka Firefly is a 
finance and administrative 
personnel with over 10 years of 
experience in both the commercial 
and development sectors. 
Her line of work gives her the 
opportunity to work in culturally 
diverse environments, and this 
complements her adventurous self.
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REGISTER AT WWW.TOUGHTOURERS.ORG

EPIC  ADVENTURE  RENEWED

#TT2019

UYO 
TO 
LAGOS

 •OVER 2,500KM IN 5 
DAYS OF RIDING ADVENTURE

 •4TH TO 8TH OF MARCH, 2019

HIGHLIGHTS
Finishers and Award Luncheon 9th March, 2019

Pre-Ride barbeque night 3rd March, 2019

PRIZES TO BE WON
• Tourer with the most picture post on Instagram

• Longest distance covered by a Tourer to the starting point of the #TT2019
• Longest distance covered by a Tourer in the #TT2019 

EARN YOUR ACCOLADES ON THIS EPIC ADVENTURE #STRICLY_BY_MERIT



The FD Foundation: Supporting the education of orphans and fatherless children



DICTA’S STORY
I sign up for The Nigeria Bridges 
Tour, one of several motorcycling 
tours organized by Tough 
Tourers. It’s all about touring the 
beautiful Nigerian landscape 
on a motorcycle, whilst chasing 
25 bridges, including five 
designated bridges, namely: 
1. The Niger Bridge at Onitsha
2. The Niger Bridge at Lokoja
3. The Niger Bridge at Ohunene
4. The Niger Bridge at Jebba
5. The Benue Bridge at Makurdi

The Niger Bridge at Onitsha
I have some work to do at 
Agbor, in Delta state, another 
opportunity to get to one of the 
major bridges - the Niger bridge 
at Onitsha. It’s a stealthy 904 km 

Chasing Bridges
weather is cool and calm and 
there’s no forecast of rainfall. 
Hitting the Ijebu-Ore expressway, 
and the ride starts to get a bit 
eventful with potholes, buses, 
irritant drivers, trailers and 
tankers doing over 100 km/h! 

I have decided to ride at a steady 
150 km/h because this is a tour - 
you’ve got to smell the flowers and 
soak in nature and then my rear 
tire is looking a bit funny. 
Then after about 170 km, I am 
presented with new asphalt, and 
without my consent, Hunta, my 
bike, moves to a steady 188 km/h, 
and that is how we cruise into Ore, 
having covered 201.5 km. 

ride in one day to and fro Lagos.

The Niger Bridge at Lokoja
Having used one day to do the 
Onitsha bridge in the previous 
week, I embark on the conquest of 
the second major bridge. Prepped 
up and ready from the previous 
night, my alarm fails to wake me, 
so I get up late and finally leave 
home at about 8.30am. 

I top up fuel at Abraham Adesanya, 
re-adjust my gears, and finally roll 
out at 9:00am. The stretch to Epe is 
uneventful except for topping up 
the air in the tyres. This makes the 
bike handling nimbler. 

Epe to Ijebu-Ode goes by swiftly, 
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I fuel up at Ore, and blaze the 100 km into Benin, make a stop 
to take a bye-pass picture and ask for directions, even though I 
have mapped out a route. This is because I learn of a turn off at 
Ugoneki Village, which is a better alternative. 

The ride continues with some stops to capture some double 
bridges along the Benin-Asaba expressway. At Ugoneki, I make a 
left turn according to the directions I have been given, and boy 

am I glad I do. The road is smooth, save for one of two potholes 
which do not affect me. 

I make another fuel stop at Ehor and continue to Auchi. There is a bit of 
road construction going on just before the Benin-Ekpoma 
highway, which sees me doing some off roading. The 
stretch to Ekpoma is slightly nasty, while the road to 
Auchi is fairly OK. I have to do a ‘Johann Zarco’ on my 
rear tyre (Johann Zarco at the MotoGP in March 2018 said 
his tyres didn’t allow him to fight after finishing in eight 
position). 

At Auchi I make a food stop, top up fuel and face Okene. 
It is past 4:00pm, but I am determined to complete my 
mission for today. The road is undulating, has potholes, 
trailers, police and army checkpoints that I can’t even 
stop to check in on other bridges as I cross them. 
I finally get to stop at one just before Okene, do a 
‘Paparazzi’ on it and roll on.  

I continue on another uneventful ride until I get to a 
town centre and meet this crazy traffic jam caused 
by transiting trailers! I switch my lung mode to siren 
mode and let out a bellow. Within seconds, my ‘Okada’ 
fraternity are around me echoing the siren and voila! 
A pathway just wide enough is created and we all go 

through. 

I hit the outskirts in no time and continue to Lokoja. After a gruesome 
face-me-I-face-you, I come up on the dual carriageway, about 20 km from 
Lokoja and boom! I cover the distance to Lokoja in a flash, and continue 
towards the bridge. At the Niger bridge, I ask the soldiers on guard for 
permission to take pictures, and they oblige me. Pictures taken, I login 
my location on the TT mobile app and return to Lokoja to drop anchor for 
the night.  

“

I have to do a 
‘Johann Zarco’ 

on my rear 
tyre

“
”

At some point, the road 

disappears and it’s straight up 

off-road mode with struggles 

for traction, stability and 

positioning with the trailers…
“

”
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The Niger Bridge at Ohunene
I settle in at Halim Hotels & Towers 
for the night, have a quick meal of 
noodles and eggs, with a drink of 
water, then wipe down my gears 
and hit the hay. 
Morning comes, I gear up, 
check out, and have a brief ride 
discussion with Hunta as per route 
and ride mode (We’re still in ‘Zarco’ 
mode, as my rear tire is turning to 
slicks in the middle, so managing it 
is essential).

I roll out of Halim hotels by 
8.00am, having asked for directions 
to Ohunene through Ajaokuta the 
day before, and verifying with 
Google maps. I am soon out of 
the town, then I come across this 
bridge with red and white poles. I 
do a check in on the TT mobile app, 
take a picture, and I’m back on the 
road. 

I get to a checkpoint, hail the police 
and move on, only to turn back and 
ask for directions from them, and 
they oblige. Along the way, I ask a 
transporter for more directions and 
he tells me about a route which is 
a private road, but would help me 
avoid the bad road to the bridge. 

I realise it is a road through the 
Ajaokuta steel rolling mill. What a 
beauty! Gate is open, and I roll right 
in. I have to stop for the paparazzi 
and about 20 minutes later, I burst 
out to the main road again and to 
my left lies the Ohunene Bridge! 55 
km only!! 

I pause to felicitate with soldiers 
at the checkpoint and it’s on to the 
bridge. I stop in the middle, and do 
the customary check in on the TT 
mobile app, then I notice there is 
another bridge further up river, but 
not today.

The Benue Bridge at Makurdi and 
An Unexpected Companion
I ride on through Adoma, Ejule, 
Allomo, and at some point, the 
road disappears and it’s straight up 
off-road mode with struggles for 
traction, stability and positioning 
with the trailers, trucks and cars. 
The good thing is that the road is 
dry. It would have been horrid if it 
had rained. 
Otukpa, then Otukpo, and then 
Aliade, where I make a rest stop 
and refresh myself with Sprite, 
water and Alabukun. I am still 
in chill mode when a Kawasaki 
Concours ZX zooms past, I try to 
get his attention, but he doesn’t see 
me.

Rested, I try to make friends with 
a little boy of about three of four 
years. He seems fascinated, but 
runs away crying. I follow him to 
his dad and make peace.
Mingling with the locals over, and 
it’s onwards to Makurdi, about 59 
km away. It’s a fairly OK stretch 
with smells of an old railway 
town, which have me feeling 
nostalgic. I grew up in the railway 
environment and have always been 
in love with the engines. I also 
run into the Concours ZX rider 

We’ve got a good road with straights, 
twists and curves, but I can’t enjoy any 
of those as we are moving at 60 km/h“ ”
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who had whizzed past me earlier 
in Aliade. He asks if I’m headed 
to Yankari. Interestingly, I had 
actually decided earlier on to head 
to Yankari after my Benue bridge 
challenge, sleep in Jos and continue 
the next day, though there were no 
plans to ride with anyone. He says 
he wants to eat, and asks if I could 
wait for him, as he doesn’t know 
the roads. I respond that I have a 
bridge to tag, and I’ll meet up with 
him at the other end.

I get to the bridge over the River 
Benue, and perform the routine 
check in. An ‘Okada’ rider stops by 
with his family and photobombs 
my pictures. I oblige them, and he 
rides away happy. In the middle 
of my paparazzi moment, I sight 
a more spectacular bridge with 
vehicular traffic and know I just 
have to get it, but I have another 
rider to think about. So I head back 
to look for him and fortunately, we 
meet as I head back into the town. 

I explain that I have another old 
bridge to tag and we head there 
together. I discover that it is the 
Railway Bridge that was completed 
in 1932 for one million pounds, 
before the new bridge for vehicles 
was constructed. In the process of 

taking pictures, we cause some traffic as the bridge is quite narrow. 

We head out of town to the next fuel station at Lafia. We use the fuel stop 
as a chance to get to know each other a little better. His name is Obinna 
and he is coming from Port Harcourt, enroute to Yankari.  He tells me 
about some of the issues he’s experienced before heading out, and then 
reels out a series of ailments he is being plagued with - stiff neck, pains, 
etc.  I introduce him to the wonders of a sachet of Alabukun with cold 
water after a meal and we are off. 

It’s 3:15pm and we agree that if we get to Jos by 6.00pm, we would 
continue to Bauchi. I am point, while he sweeps. Soon, I stop seeing his 
lights in my mirrors and I have to start keeping tabs on him. This was 
definitely not part of my plan. It’s distracting and dangerous for me as 
well. I slow down to 150 km/h and he is still not in view, I take it down to 
110km/h and then I have him in sight. We maintain this pace, though I 
am not comfortable with it. 

We get to Lafia and fill up, then continue to Akwanga. Between Lafia and 
Akwanga, one of Obinna’s plugs stops firing. We sail through Akwanga 
and onto the Akwanga-Jos road. At this point, I tell him to just keep 
coming straight and blaze off (the road would be upset if I didn’t).
I enjoy the straight road for about 30 minutes, then park to smell the 
bushes and capture the mountains. It’s 5:19pm now and moments later, 
Obinna passes.  We carry on like that until we get to the junction leading 
to Jos at 5.47pm. We have a short stop and resume our ride. 

About 30 km later, we are in the mountains with sharp curves and the 
temperature drops from 29ºC to 24ºC. I start to feel really cold, and my 
perforated leathers are no help. Then Obinna’s bike gives more trouble 
and he says he can’t see with his lights. So I ride close to him in front, 
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and we use 
my lights to 
continue on 
to Jos. We 
arrive Jos at 
6:53pm, fill 
up at a petrol 
station, and I 
suggest that 
we anchor 
there for the 
night and continue the next day, 
but Obinna insists on being in 
Yankari that night. I don’t object, as 
long as we’re riding, I’m good.

We come by a checkpoint on the 
outskirts of Jos and see a Goldwing 
parked. I stop to enquire and the 
military guard explains that there 
was a collision, but both riders are 
OK, and have proceeded to Yankari 
leaving their bikes in their custody. 
I check the plate number and it 
reads, “Airbender”. I hope Jack is 
OK.

Bauchi is about 130 km away, 
and we’ve got a good road with 
straights, twists and curves, but I 
can’t enjoy any of those as we are 
moving at 60 km/h. I speak the 
Hausa language so stopping in 
the middle of the night to ask for 
information is not an issue and 
somehow, I feel very comfortable 
in this environment, so much so 
that I even stop to take pictures 
at some village with the locals at 
about 8.40pm. We get to Bauchi at 
about 9.45pm, look for a fuel station 
to fill up and resume our quest. 
Yankari is only about 110 km away,  
but we don’t want to know this, we 
just want to keep riding till we get 
to our destination. 

We get to a military checkpoint 
exiting Bauchi, and the soldier 
on guard stops us and complains 

Along the way, 
I notice a car 
behind Obinna. 
The lights of 
the car go off 
and come on 
where there are 
potholes. This 
happens three 
times and I 

alert Obinna. We pick up pace and 
in minutes we are gone. The road 
becomes straight and smooth, so 
we settle in and continue sailing, 
and then suddenly the Yankari gate 
appears! Yippee!! We made it!!! 
It’s 11:01pm by now. I knew that 
the 70 km we were told earlier 
was not true. We stop and identify 
ourselves, tick our names off the 
list and I call our guys that I am 
at the gate. That is when I find out 
that there are two gates which are 
40 km apart, and we are at the 
wrong one. 

We resume the final 40 km stretch, 
and it is comforting that it is a 
controlled stretch. The road is 
straight, but the minus is that we 
are in the game reserve. Beware of 
Animal Crossing signs make this 
obvious. With this in mind, we 
proceed cautiously, and only come 
across three deers.

We arrive at 12:45am to the glory of 
God.
It’s been 890 km of touring from 
Lokoja to Yankari, with two major 
bridges tagged, and some surreal 
riding with an awesomely hard 
Obinna.

that we did not stop when he told 
us to. I apologise that we did not 
understand the sign language. He 
then reminds us that this is the 
North East, and it is a hot zone, 
meaning Boko Haram territory, 
and we should be guided. I 
notify Obinna that we have to 
increase our pace, as thoughts of 
kidnapping, ransomes, torture, 
and escapes, start going through 
my head. When we get to Dindima 
junction, we stop and ask for the 
directions and distance to Yankari. 
We find out that we still have 70km 
to cover. I refuse to believe, and we 
continue. 
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Kill Three Birds with One Stop
Use your stops efficiently, such that you 

can get as many things done in one stop as 
possible. If you’re making a stop for petrol, 
you might as grab a bite and respond to na-
ture’s call. Try to stay away from unfamiliar 
food on the road. Worst case scenario, you 
can stay safe by eating biscuits and taking 
soft drinks. You can always make up for it 
later with a good meal in the hotel at your 
night stop, rather than dealing with unne-

cessary “toilet” stops.

Meds To Go
It’s a good idea to take multivitamins 

on your trips. Along with your basic pain 
killers like paracetamol, aspirin can also be 
considered. Alabukun is a popular Nigerian 

brand. It is very effective for aches and 
pains. Bear in mind the side effects and 
your body’s tolerance when making the 

choices on what to stock.

Road Safety
Avoid riding alongside, in front of or 

behind a truck and other large vehicles. 
Motorcyclists are “unseen” at the best of 

times. Around these large vehicles, this just 
gets worse. Moreover, the danger from a 

tyre blowout or debris falling off the truck 
adds to the problems. Avoid being in this 

situation.

Staying Comfy
During long rides, rider discomfort 

could create so much stress that it could be-
come outrightly dangerous. The discomfort 
created from wearing inappropriate gear or 
being in an “uncomfortable” riding position 
gradually eats away at a rider’s concentra-
tion, so any money spent on making your-

self more comfortable is money well spent.
Below are a few tips to staying comfor-

table.

Consider your seat: When you spend 
a long time sitting on your bike, it is your 
butt that bears the brunt. An air cushion 
like “Air Hawk” is a solution worth con-
sidering. However, know that if it is not 

properly sized and inflated with the “right” 
amount of air, it would be completely 

useless.

What’s The Worst That Could 
Happen

What do you do if you have a break-
down? Having a plan can reduce your 

downtime tremendously. Assess the situa-
tion and make your decision fast. Is the 
breakdown something that can be fixed 
easily like a punctured tire? Do you need 

the bike to move or must you get help to the 
bike. Being a bike and in Nigeria, a viable 
option remains putting the bike in a truck 
and heading on. You might have to leave it 
by the road side and find your way to the 
next town to get help. However, the case, 
bear in mind the time. It is not wise to be 
stuck on an empty road in the middle of 
nowhere with night or rain approaching.

Attitude is Everything
Maintain the right attitude. If you are 

worrying about the conditions around you 
more than you are concentrating on the 

road, then that’s a sure sign that something 
is not right. Bad weather can do that to you. 

It is better to stay put and let the weather 
pass, AND BE HAPPY, than to struggle with 

the rain, being miserable and hating on 
yourself. This is a distraction and offers no 

benefit whatsoever.

Attention! Be Alert Always‼️
On long rides, it is common to experien-

ce fatigue. The signs are
•Inability to maintain a desired speed. 

If you find yourself slowing down and 
constantly having to speed back up, you 

are ready to fall asleep!
•Fighting with the thought of “closing 

your eyes” even for one second!
• Forgetting to turn off your blinkers.

• Your lane indiscipline becomes more 
obvious and you find it difficult to main-

tain your line in a curve.
• You start having indecision battles 

in your mind; where do I stop? Do I stop? 
Can’t decide to stop for petrol or continue? 

Can’t decide what turn to take?
All these are signs of fatigue. Stop and 

take a nap or a rest… DO NOT push your-
self.

Before It Comes Pouring Down 
Rain gear should go on before it starts 

raining. Having a look at the weather fore-
cast for the day is not a bad idea and most 
smart phones have that feature. Prepare 

yourself and avoid “braving” the elements. 
The chills you can get from riding wet can 
easily lead to pneumonia or other respira-
tory tract infections. When making stops 
like this, be sure to move well off the road 

and be as considerate to other road users as 
is safe to do so.

Some bikes offer higher seats. The 
higher your seat is from your foot pegs, the 

better it is for your knees! Lowering your 
foot-pegs is an alternative to a higher seat. 
The extra 1 or 2 inches you would get from 
getting yourself a set of lowered foot pegs, 
can be the difference between time spent 
massaging your knees and time spent en-

joying your evening after your ride.
Avoid foot-pegs that are made of solid 

metal which don’t have the rubber foot 
hold. They transmit the bikes vibrations to 
you via your feet and increase your fatigue 

and discomfort.
Getting a more up-right position helps 

reduce the stress on your wrists and no 
matter where you think you are in your 
riding comfort, it can always get more 

comfortable.

Installing “Bar risers” or “Helibars” is 
the way to go for that little extra comfort, as 

they tend to help get a more upright posi-
tion by bringing the handle bars higher and 

closer than the stock position.

Your Underwear Can Reduce Your 
Getting Weary: Technical underwear is ex-
pensive, but the pain and discomfort from 

riding without these could be even more so. 
From the right socks to “long-Johns” to wi-

cking shirts to balaclavas or tubes, the right 
underwear will keep you dry and prevent 

your skin from chaffing.

No more smelly helmets or boots. No 
more “monkey butt” too. Sitting for long pe-
riods of time in your sweaty cotton boxers 
or padded shorts causes your skin to chaff. 
It’s a common occurrence with babies and 

we call it diaper rash. For riders, it can 
be so uncomfortable. But we are all not 

the same, and even with the best wicking 
underwear, some chaffing still occurs. 

Neosporin cream will work wonders during 
your night stop. Its antibiotic action along 
with the pain relief will help soothe and 
heal your bum and get you ready for the 

next day!

Screening Yourself: Protecting yourself 
from the elements will not only keep your 
gear clean, but will help reduce the fatigue 
from exposure. An after-market windscreen 
or “touring” screen can make the differen-

ce. But remember, some screens are so 
“good” that it can get quite “hot” behind 

them. Do some research and be willing to 
spend money on a product that gives you 

flexibility.

Having a plan can 
reduce your downtime 

tremendously “ ”

NUGGETS
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Specie’s Tough Tour
How Tough Is The Tough Tour?
The name Tough Tourers first twines my ears at the Yankari Game 
Reserve in 2017. I wonder what could be tougher beyond the drill of my  
Cote d’Ivoire trip that kept the team riding almost 17 hours each day due 
to border crossing challenges. Thus I say to myself that if it’s tough, then 
we tour it out and I sign up immediately.

The start date for the Tough Tour 2018 (TT2018) is the 3rd of March, and 
it seems a day too far, as all plans seem perfect and good to go. True 
perfection deals its hand when the 5:30am take-off time has to be called 
off due to emergency engagements. Therefore I urge Kelz Mama to 
proceed without me.

At 2:25pm I set out having attended to all engagements. All I can imagine 
is the sweet feeling of arriving the destination after the ride. 

A ‘Tyreing’ Start
At 6:05pm, I’m at Otukpa branch, all fuelled up, do some leg stretches, 
and destination now set to Abuja. Blazing the trail 15 km later, I get a flat 
tyre. “O Pirelli Angel GT again!!!!” I wail.
Tyre is plugged and sorted, and about an hour later, I’m back at Otukpa 
branch and finally settle into Lokoja for the night.

AMARA’S 
TOUR STORY 
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March 4th and 
I’m all risen at 
the break of dawn 
to another flat. 
I make frantic 
efforts and calls 
to Abuja for rear 
tyres, but it’s 
Sunday, so no one 
is open. I resort 
to SOS mode, and 
this means tyre 
puncture sealant, 
and mushroom 
plugs. 

Then my heart 
sinks as I discover 
that my rear pads 
have disintegrated. 
I’m thinking 
maybe this is the 
sign that I should 
just quit. There’ll 
be TT 2019; but 
Gomez comes 
through saying, 
“Just reach Abuja, 
we go find solution.”  
Two patches later I’m in Abuja 
with an extra three hours lost 
and no lasting solution. I brace 
myself with the encouragement 
from Alhamid, who says, “Without 
rear brakes and that plugged tyre, 
I would go all the way.” He also 
sends this via WhatsApp for my 
future reference. 

With all these troubles, I set forth 
my thoughts that Eiceps (my bike) 
and I would see Kontagora even 
if it’s to flag off the others. I get to 
Minna before 6:00pm after going 
through two more plugs and all 
the sealant right in the middle 
of nowhere, through tortuous 
roads with the comical relief from 
two ‘Okada’ riders that look on 
despondently wondering what 
magic is happening with a small 
canister inflating such a huge tyre. 

All tourers have checked-in and 
the question everyone is asking is, 
“Where is Amara in Minna? 

The TT is an experience that 
fuels your passion to see nature’s 
beauty embodied in a single entity 
- Nigeria. It is an exploration of 
Nigeria’s vast lands, cultures and 
people. 

I will always wear my TT pin with 
pride, for the destination was truly 
the ride and the birth of my wall 
of fame. As a traveller you learn 
that a meme often tells a story that 
is only heartfelt to those who have 
journeyed along the same path, and 
is folklore to those who have not; 
but it is also an encouragement to 
those who dare.

I say a big thank you to my wife 
Frances who keeps the fort whilst 
I gainfully suffer my passion, the 
TT 2018 finishers - Lawbay, SAN, 
Daniel, Kelz Mama, Learner, FD, 
and Wande. To Alhamid -Yes we did 
it.

Amarachukwu Adiukwu aka 
Specie  is a Port Harcourt based 
entrepreneur, motorcycle touring 
enthusiast and member of the 
HardRidaz MC. He rides a Honda 
2012 VFR 1200F codenamed 
Eiceps.
His quest for adventure on two 
wheels has taken him across the 
West African borders as far as 
Abidjan, Cote d’Ivoire and several 
corners of Nigeria. He started 
riding in 2014 and within three 
months, made his first interstate 
trip to Ado-ekiti, Ekiti state for 
the National Bikers convention in 
October and shortly afterwards, 
he rode to  Ghana in 
November/December of 2014.

I make a stopover for proper 
vulcanizing of the tyre and it’s 
straight on to Kontagora. I arrive 
to a welcome platter of grilled 
catfish and handshakes from other 
thoughtful TT 2018 participants.

Hopes Fulfilled
My heart is filled with the hopes 
of travelling these northern 
roads I have always heard about 
and indeed, we tour the vast 
lands separated by roads that 
meet the horizon, unusual high 
temperatures that have me taking 
off my boots at the slightest stop, 
water dousing that wears off  in 
minutes, camels, donkeys and wild 
goats that dominate the roads; and 
bewildered inhabitants in their 
impoverished settlements. All these 
leave me wondering “What was 
Lord Lugard desirous of?”

Once again I have experienced 
adventure touring on two wheels 
into faraway unknown lands.

My heart sinks as 
I discover that my 

rear pads have 
disintegrated. I’m 

thinking maybe this 
is the sign that I 
should just quit

“

”
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Learner’s Lessons
I sign up with Tough Tourers with 
the aim to try and get to know my 
country better, but the main aim 
for me is actually the opportunity 
to get to ride and to explore a lot of 
the nooks and crannies of Nigeria 
within the routes plotted by Tough 
tourers.

As a result of my TT Tours, 
I’ve made some good friends, 
experienced great camaraderie 
amongst bikers and non-bikers, and 
I’ve seen some wonderful places in 
Nigeria, which I would naturally 
not get to see. I’ve also tested my 
own endurance in terms of my 
ability to ride in certain terrain, to 
the extent that I now know what 
my bike is capable of and its limits.

The general organization of the TT 
has been extremely good. From 
the routes, the use of the TT app 
for clocking in, so no one can cut 
corners,  It’s a very well thought 
out structure, so anyone who wants 
to ride, whether within Nigeria or 
outside, I would recommend you 
take a TT Tour. 

You don’t have to put yourself 
under any pressure, you basically 
do your thing. I’m a total novice 
when it comes to my bike, but there 
are so many things I’ve learned 

about my bike from these tours. 
It’s just phenomenal, everyday 
you learn something new. I know 
where my sensors are, how to clean 
them; I know how to deal with my 
tyres, I know how to sort myself 
out if I’m alone. I know how to do a 
proper loop chain, how to enhance 
my bike’s performance, how to 
conserve fuel so it lasts a little 
longer than it would usually do on 
a super sport. 

It is tough no doubt, there are 
tasks you need to accomplish. I’ve 
been fortunate to do the Nigeria 
Cross Tour, Nigeria Bridges Tour, 
Nigeria Parks Tour and the Tough 
Tour 2018. At the end of the day, 
the destination for me is the ride. 
It’s helped me mentally, physically, 
and emotionally, because I’m now a 
calmer person.

This initiative is for people who 
really want to ride for adventure, 
see places and learn different 
things. 

Thanks to the organizers.

Sheyi Adebayo

44



What do you call a laughing motorcycle? A Yamahahaha.

MOTORCYCLE 
ONE LINERS

There are drunk bikers. There are old bikers. 

There are NO old, drunk bikers.
A mechanic was removing a cylinder 

head from the motor of a motorcycle 

when he spotted a well-known heart 

surgeon in his shop. The surgeon was 

there waiting for the service manager 

to come take a look at his bike. The me-

chanic shouted across the garage, "Hey 

Doc can I ask you a question?"The surgeon, a bit surprised, walked 

over to the mechanic working on the 

motorcycle. The mechanic straight-

ened up, wiped his hands on a rag and 

asked, "So Doc, look at this engine. I 

open its heart, take valves out, fix'em, 

put 'em back in, and when I finish, it 

works just like new. So how come I 

get such a small salary and you get the 

really big bucks, when you and I are 

doing basically the same work?
The surgeon paused, smiled and 

leaned over, whispering to the mechan-

ic....."Try doing it with the engine run-

ning!"

A police officer pulled 
over two nuns riding on 
a motorcycle, and said to 
the rider, ‘Ma’am, you’re 
driving much too slowly, 
could you please drive 
faster?”
 And the nun says, ‘Oh, 
I saw the sign with the 
“21” and assumed the 
speed limit was 21 km/h”
The officer explains: ‘No 
ma’am, the speed limit is 
80. The highway number 
is Interstate 21.”
Then the police officer 
look at the passenger and 
see the other nun shak-
ing like a leaf.
“Excuse me sister, but 
what’s wrong with your 
passenger?”
“Oh, that’s probably 
because we just got off 
Highway 205.”

1 2
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Take on that road trip! 

WE’VE GOT YOU COVERED 
WITH OUR STOCK OF GREAT BRAND APPARELS & ACCESSORIES 

ICON /ICON 1000, AGV, SHOEI, PIRELLI, CONTINENTAL, BIKEIT, 
R&G, MOTUL, MHRIDER & MORE 

,  

13 celestial way, ogudu ori- Oke, Lagos 
Shop Online- www.metallichorses.com  

Contact - 08056671922, 08162469463, 08077514272 
       

                                         …Where Safety Meets Style 

AWESOME SEASONAL DISCOUNTS      
AVAILABLE. JOIN OUR MAILING LIST TO 

GET NOTIFICATIONS AND REWARDS 

NEED HELP PURCHASING YOUR BIKE? 
TAKE ADVANTAGE OF OUR MOTORCYCLE 

RESOURCE CENTER 

Phone: +1 713530062 Email: bike4me@mhrider.com 



Ayodele Akintunde’s 
(SAN) Story

In 2017, I decide to join Tough 
Tourers - a group which prides 
itself as Nigeria’s toughest tourers. 
My objective is to challenge myself 
mentally and physically by riding 
my motorcycle to remote places I 
would never drive to.

As TS Elliot said: “Only those who 
will risk going too far can possibly 
find out how far one can go.”

I sign up for the Tough Tour 2018 
(TT 2018), which will take place 
over five days, from March 5th 
to March 10th, 2018, covering a 
distance of over 3,000 km. The take 
off point is Kontagora, Niger state, 
and with this, my first challenge is 
already upon me. 

My first task is to free my diary 
from any work-related assignments 
for that period. As a Senior 
Advocate of Nigeria, my work 
requires me to regularly appear in 
court, attend meetings or speak 
at seminars, etc. Keeping the ride 
dates free is no small feat, but I 

succeed.

I gradually start preparing my 
mind and body for the tour, which 
for me, is like no other ride that I 
have been on. It is a tour that would 
require a lot of fitness, but I am 
not wavered. With a determined 
and steadfast spirit, I begin early 
morning walks and spend more 
time playing tennis to improve on 
my fitness. 

My next task is selecting which 
motorcycle to ride for the tour - my 
BMW F800 GS Adventure aka ARA, 
or my BMW K1600 GTL Exclusive?  
That is an easy choice to make, 
as I know that many roads in 
Nigeria are in an appalling state. 
So obviously, the BMW F800 GS 
Adventure wins.

A few weeks to the start of the 
tour, it’s off to Auto shop in Ikeja 
for a tune-up service. I also order 
an engine protector, highway pegs 
and additional lights. The bike 
is serviced and the extra items I 

ordered are fixed the following 
weekend. ARA is now fully ready 
for the tour.

I also contemplate riding solo 
from Lagos to Kontagora and even 
throughout the tour. That plan 
changes when I receive a call from 
Tolu Akintimehin (Lawbay), who 
is also going to be on the tour. We 
both agree to ride together, and 
this turns out to be a very wise 
decision, as Lawbay proves to be an 
invaluable ride partner.

Then comes the most daunting task 
- telling my wife, my son and my 
mum about the ride. This would be 
my longest ride till date, as I have 
been on many long rides in and 
outside Nigeria, but no ride has 
ever lasted a whole week. Little by 
little, I prep them about the ride. I 
tell them some of the cities that we 
will be passing through, but not all. 

The night before we set out, I make 
sure all my gear and necessary 
items are packed and loaded. I have 

Leaving The Comfort Zone
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an early night but spend it tossing 
and turning thinking about the 
ride and the dangers ahead, but I 
strengthen myself with the Bible 
passage that says, “Blessed is the 
man whose hope is in the Lord, if 
God be with us who can be against 
us.”

The Take Off
Lawbay and I decide to leave Lagos 
early on Saturday, the 3rd of March. 
We arrive at the rendezvous point, 
Conoil Station on Addo – Badore 
Road in Ajah, Lagos at about 
5:45am. We spend a few minutes 
discussing our route, our formation 
and stop over points. I enter our 
destination on Google maps and 
it gives me a travel time of 10 hrs 
49 min, and a total distance of 599 
km. The trip would take us through 
Ibadan, Oyo, Ogbomoso, Ilorin, 
Jebba, Mokwa, Zugurma, Eban, 
Kagara and Kontagora. We say a 
word of prayer and by 6:05am we 
are on our way. 

We reach the Lekki-Epe expressway 
from Badore, pass the Lekki-Ikoyi 
Link Bridge, get on the Third 
Mainland Bridge and then the 
Lagos - Ibadan Expressway. Our 
epic adventure has begun.

We get to Berger and traffic 
welcomes us. The traffic stretches 
from Berger to the Mountain of 
Fire Ministries (MFM) Camp on 
the Lagos - Ibadan expressway. 
Since it’s the first Saturday in 
March, MFM is holding its “Power 
must change hands” monthly 
service, and this also intensifies 
the traffic. Once we pass MFM, 
the traffic eases a little, but as we 
approach the Redeemed Camp, 
we meet some more traffic. 
Redeemed parishioners who 
attended the Friday Holy Ghost 
service are heading back to Lagos, 
and are taking turns with traffic 
coming from Lagos to get on 
the expressway. Relentless and 
resilient, and by the grace of God, 
we make our way through the 

traffic and the journey continues. 

We make good speed on the newly constructed portions of the Lagos - 
Ibadan expressway but not for long. After Ogere, we run into heavy traffic 
and have to go off road. A lot of heavy trucks have blocked the road and 
it is difficult for me to maneuver between the trailers and trucks with my 
panniers. 

We forge ahead until we get to the diversion which is the cause of the 
traffic jam. One of the bridges on the Lagos - Ibadan expressway has been 
removed entirely, and traffic is being directed to a makeshift dusty road 
by the side of the bridge. Being on motorcycles, we manage to navigate 
our way to the front of the queue until we are passed to go. Lawbay goes 
first, since he has no panniers. 

As we pass the flyover at Iwo Road, I notice a biker in black riding 
gear taking pictures on the bridge. I toot my air horn and he waves. 
Lawbay and I continue towards the Ojo end of the expressway to link 
the expressway to Oyo town. Riding on, we see another set of headlights 
behind Lawbay. I later discover that it is the same biker who was taking 
pictures at the Iwo road fly over. He follows us for a while, but after some 
time I don’t see him anymore. 

The road to Oyo is good except for the occasional pot holes and reckless 
cab drivers switching lanes haphazardly. Nonetheless, we continue at a 
good pace. 
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I just want this 
daymare of 

off-road riding 
to come to a 

quick end

We pass Ojo junction and get on the expressway leading to Oyo. At some 
point, we see F.O and another rider on the other side of the expressway. 
We toot our horns and wave. F.O. is supposed to be part of the tour, and 
had gone to Ilorin the day before, but had to cancel the trip and return to 
Lagos to attend to some urgent family matters.

We get to Oyo in good time and as we ride though the ancient town, we 
pass Olivet Baptist High School. I signal to Lawbay to look at one of the 
top schools in Oyo State when I was growing up. We proceed and link 
up with the Oyo – Ogbomoso road, where we turn into one of the filling 
stations to top up, hydrate and take a break. After we fill up, we park our 
motorcycles and the station attendants are kind enough to give us chairs 
to sit. I ask Lawbay about the rider we saw in Ibadan and he tells me 
that it is Wande Olaifa who has also signed up for the tour, but is riding 
solo. We buy water and refreshments and as we relax, a small crowd of 
children, okada riders and mechanics from the neighbourhood gather to 
admire our motorcycles. After about 30 minutes, we kit up and are on our 
way.

We arrive Ogbomoso in good time and carry on towards Ilorin. After 
some bad patches, we link the Ogbomoso – Ilorin road and continue at 
good speed. When we get to the Ilorin - Jebba - Kaduna sign, we  stop 
to take a picture. Lawbay is so impressed with the quality of the road, 
and because we have made good time, he suggests we continue to Jebba 
without stopping. I concur, and that is how we  promptly cruise through 
the excellent road. Google maps is our tour guide and we are on course 
and in good time. 

We travel for several kilometers on the Jebba – Mokwa road. From Pako 
to near Lafiaji, the road is bad and full of brown dust. We have to seal our 
visors and make sure our noses were are well covered with our balaclavas 
so that we don’t inhale the dust. At this time, the sun has come out and 
it is getting hotter, but we forge on. We make a stop at the Niger bridge 
at Jebba to take photographs. Lawbay is not so interested as he has taken 

pictures on the bridge before. I 
relish the moment and take as 
many pictures as I can and we 
continue on our journey.

Still with Google maps as our 
guide, we get to Mokwa at about 
1:05pm and continue on to 
Zugurma. At Zugurma we fill our 
tanks, hydrate, snack and use 
the restroom. As we fill up our 
tanks, a number of young boys 
swarm around us begging for 
alms; elderly men and women too. 
The children do not understand 
English. I inquire from the petrol 
attendant as to why the children 
are not in school. He tells me they 
are Almajaris and that they are in 
Arabic school, but they are sent 
out by their scholar to beg for alms 
in order to survive. After our rest 
break, I give the petrol attendant 
some money to share amongst the 
Almajaris and we move on. 

Off Road Saga

We pass Sheshe and get to Eban. 
At Eban, Google directs me to take 
a right turn, which leads to a dirt 
road. It is now about 2:00pm, and 
I am a bit concerned why Google 
maps has led us to a dirt road. We 
ask the locals if the dirt road leads 
to Kontagora and they say yes. We 
clarify this information with a 
phone call to Daniel (Sponge) who 
has experience with the road. He 
tells us that since we are riding 
BMW GS motorcycles we could 
pass it. I am excited by the chance 

“
”
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to ride off road for a while, but the 
danger and trials that lay ahead 
are unknown to me. I ride ahead 
of Lawbay and after a kilometer, I 
lose signal on my phone and Google 
maps stops responding. I am 
worried, but I continue. 

The dirt road is challenging as 
there are several portions with 
sand and dust, but we continue to 
endure until I meet a rough patch, 
lose control and fall! Fortunately, 
I have been riding slowly, so when 
I fall, I don’t sustain any injuries, 
but one of the hooks of my right 
pannier gets busted. Lawbay and I 
get the bike up, I patch my box and 
we continue. 

After my fall, I zero in on the road, 
determined not to fall again. I feel 
my crampbuster contributed to 
my fall by putting power on the 
engine when none was required, 
so I cancel it. My concentration is 
so intense that I am not checking 
my mirrors, but when I finally 
do, I realise I can’t see Lawbay 
anymore. I look for solid ground 
and dismount. I start to walk back, 

when I see some of the locals on an 
Okada, riding towards me. I wave 
them down and ask if they have 
seen my partner behind. They tell 
me they have seen him, and helped 
him to pick up his motorcycle 
and that he is okay. I heave a 
sigh of relief then go back to my 
motorcycle to wait for Lawbay. 

A few minutes later, he appears 
and confirms that he is okay. We 
proceed, and I continue to ride 
in front until we get to a fork in 
the road. Do we go left or right? I 
slow down to look at Google maps, 
but the screen is not that bright 
anymore because the battery 
power is low. I am also thinking to 
ask the locals for directions, when  
Lawbay rides past me and turns 
right. I signal him to confirm if he 
has asked for directions already, 
but he doesn’t notice. I follow 
slowly behind. 

We go on for almost 8 km on the 
dirt road, and I am constantly 
looking for a village or a 
settlement, but none are in sight. I 
only see herdsmen and their cattle. 

Occasionally, I see locals on okadas 
riding in the opposite direction. 
By now, dusk has fallen and I can’t 
even see Lawbay anymore. I have 
no intentions of falling again, so I 
keep taking things easy.

After 10 minutes of meandering, 
to my surprise, I see Lawbay 
squatting by the left side of his 
bike. As I get closer to him, I hear 
him yell out,  “SAN please come 
help me, I am stuck”.

After parking my bike on a solid 
patch of ground, I help Lawbay, but 
the incident has left him fagged 
out. He takes off his gear and finds 
a place to rest under a tree.

I have a bottle of Lucozade and a 
Fab energy drink, which I offer to 
Lawbay first. He  opts for the bottle 
of Lucozade. I am deeply worried 
for him. As we wait under the tree, 
some locals riding okadas approach 
us. One of them tells us that he had 
tried to signal Lawbay that he was 
taking the wrong turn. He tells 
us that it would take us five times 
the distance we have traveled to 
get to Kontagora, and because the 
road is bad, we would get there late 
into the night. There is no doubt 
that we have to go back, as I have 
no intentions of traveling a bush 
path which has proved treacherous 
during the day at night.

I ask the policemen 
why we have to 

accompany them, 
and that if we 

have committed an 

offence they should 
disclose it
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As more locals come to meet us, 
I begin to get more concerned.  
Some of them have machetes, 
and secretly, I hope we are not 
in a herdsmen and farmers flash 
point. There are more than nine of 
them, and only one of them barely 
speaks English. He serves as our 
interpreter.  They are quite helpful 
after being assured that we are 
simply lost travelers. They agree 
that we ride back to the village 
where we turned off and offer to 
guide us.  
As my guide rides ahead of me, 
I begin to have a clearer view of 
the motorable portions of the dirt 
road, and see why the locals are 
riding with ease. I observe that 
they choose the firm patches on the 
road so that their bikes are getting 
better grip and they also use their 
rear brakes instead of front brakes. 
I rarely use my rear brakes on the 
road, but this terrain requires more 
use of rear brakes. Yet, despite all 
the new lessons and how careful I 
am riding, I fall again when I hit 
a big sandy area. I do not struggle 
with the bike. I just allow it fall. 
Surprisingly, after the fall I am 
not in a hurry to get up. One of the 
locals riding with us comes to help 
me up, and we both carry my bike.  
I start the engine and we continue. 
I am told that we are almost out 
of the bush, and at this point, I 
am super tired.  I just want this 
daymare of off-road riding to come 
to a quick end. 

Once we are out of the bush, we 
park and evaluate the damage our 
motorcycles have sustained. My 
right side box needs to be fixed 
so that the cover can fit over it 
properly. 

Thereafter, we notice a shop not 
far off from the road. My heart 
leaps for joy because I have run 
out of supplies. We go over and 
order for water and soft drinks. 
My smile turns upside down when 

commerce because we have bought 
refreshments from the locals 
and we have patronized some of 
the artisans in the community. 
Lawbay tells them he is a lawyer 
and that I am a Senior Advocate 
of Nigeria. The policemen plead 
with us that they are acting under 
the instructions of their Divisional 
Police Officer and that we should 
please follow them to the station. 
After much thought, we finally 
agree. 

The policemen have come on an 
okada, so we follow them to the 
stations on our motorcycles. We 
get to the station and meet all the 
senior policemen and the DPO 
outside waiting. I dismount, take 
off my helmet and introduce myself 
to the DPO and his colleagues. 
Lawbay declares that he is too 
tired to get off the bike and that 
they should spare him. The 
DPO immediately tells us that 
some of the locals have come to 
complain about our presence. I 
assure him that we are tourists 
on a motorcycling adventure to 
Kontagora, but we  lost our way. He 
tells us that the off road used to be 
a road to Kontagora in the colonial 
times, but it is no longer in use. He 
advises us to go back to Mokwa and 
proceed from there to Kontagora. 
We exchange pleasantries and 
commence our ride to Mokwa. 

We travel at good speed, but I 
notice that Lawbay is falling 
behind, which prompts me to 
slow down so I can see him in my 
mirrors. After a while, I notice the 
wide headlights of a super bike 
approaching from the opposite 
direction at top speed. It is Wande! 
I try to wave him down but he is 
going very fast, and doesn’t appear 
to notice me. I hope he will be able 
to see Lawbay who is behind me, 
but alas, even Lawbay is unable 
to draw his attention. We get to 
Mokwa and fill up at the Total 
station on the Mokwa – Jebba Road. 

luke-warm drinks are offered to 
us, but we have no choice; we are 
dehydrated and famished and there 
is no other shop in sight.

We take our drinks and rest under 
the shade of a tree. I ask one of the 
locals to help me find someone who 
can fix my pannier. He comes back 
with a panel beater. I detach the 
box from the motorcycle and we 
go to his workshop to try and fix it. 
What the panel beater does is good 
enough to hold the cover of the box 
and seal it from the weather,  but 
I need  to get the right screw to fix 
the busted hook.

In my absence,  policemen in plain 
clothes have approached Lawbay to 
find out his identity and mission in 
the community. I ask them to give 
me a few minutes to fix my side 
box. After I am done, they ask us to 
accompany them to their station.

My legal instincts instantly kick 
in, and I ask the policemen why we 
have to accompany them, and that 
if we have committed an offence 
they should disclose it. I declare 
that as Nigerian citizens, we have 
freedom of movement and that we 
have not committed any offence 
by stopping in their community. 
I further add that our stopover in 
their community has increased 
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It is now 7:05pm. After filling up, we call Daniel 
(Sponge Bob) and tell him about our plans to get 
to Kontagora, but he advises that we spend the 
night in Mokwa because the road to Kontagora is 
not good, and at night it would be dangerous.  We 
follow his advice and check into Supa 4 guesthouse 
near a trailer park in Mokwa. The hotel consists 
of bungalows with neither a restaurant nor 
refreshments.

After we are handed our room keys, we park our 
bikes in front of our rooms and settle in. After 
freshening up, I locate a store outside the hotel and 
buy some water, Lucozade and fruit juice for us.  We 
agree to set out at 6:00am the next day and retire to 
our respective rooms. 

My room has a small air conditioner and a ceiling 
fan. I increase the speed of the fan to improve 
the circulation of the cool air in the room. Dinner 
comprises a drink of water, some juice and a pack of 
cashew nuts, as that is all that is available. I send a 
text to my wife that I am okay and I also go through 
my unread messages.

As my body hits the sheets, the stress of the day 
starts to take a toll on me. It is only 8:30pm but it 
feels like 11:00pm.  Anxiety suddenly starts to slip 
into my mind, as I think about the state of security, 
as the hotel is practically on the Mokwa – Jebba 
road. I utter a few prayers and I am assured. God is 
in control. 

The temperature begins to get cooler and I drift 
into sleep. I wake up at 2:00am and check my phone 
for any new messages and updates. I have been 
following another tough tourer - Kelz Mama - on 
the tough tourers WhatsApp platform. She left from 
Port Harcourt on the same day we left Lagos but 
she has also been unable to get to Kontagora, and 
has stopped over in a town near Abuja. She sends 
us pictures of her hotel room, and I  am happy 
she got a nice hotel to stay in. Our rooms - are to 
say the least - crappy, but I am grateful for shelter 
nevertheless. Minutes later, I drift back to sleep. 

I wake with my alarm ringing in my ears. It is 
5:00am already. Day two, a new challenge, I say to 
myself. Feeling relieved and energized, I am ready 
to go at 5:45am. 

Reunion

I step out and see that Lawbay is already loading 
up. I inquire about his health and body pains, and 
he responds that he is feeling much better. I set our 
destination to Kontagora on Google maps, and it 
gives us a distance of 170 km and a travel time of 
3 hrs 24 min. The route takes us through Takuma, 
Bokanj Kabogi, Rafigora and finally Kontagora. 
After saying our prayers, we ride out into the 
bleakness of the morning with only the lights of 
our motorbikes tearing into the darkness. We are 
Kontagora bound. 

The journey is relatively smooth until we turn onto 
the Pizhi-Kagara-Kontagora Road. The road has so 
many bad portions with a number of articulated 
vehicles on the road throwing up so much dust, 
which makes things more difficult. There are 
at least three bridges on that road undergoing 
construction, so traffic is  diverted to makeshift 
roads alongside the bridges. Given our experience 
the previous day, we are extra careful not to fall. 

As we roar past villages on our way, children and 
adults wave and hail us. We don’t have any rest 
stops, and soldier on till we see the Kontagora 
sign at the outskirts of the town. We stop by the 
sign and take pictures before riding into the city.  
We get to the nearest petrol station to fill up our 
tanks so that we would not need to look for fuel 
the next morning. Surprisingly fuel is sold to us 
at the regulated price of N145 per litre. I suspect 
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the attendant thinks we are policemen because of 
the lights blinking on our motorcycles. Most of the 
other stations in the towns we have passed sold to 
us at between 160 and 180 Naira per liter. We call 
Sheyi (Learner) who is already at the hotel reserved 
for us in Kontagora, to drop a pin on the Tough 
Tourers WhatsApp platform, so we can locate it. 
We have no problem locating the hotel, which is 
on a large expanse of land. It consists of chalets 
connected by a network of well laid out asphalt. 

We get to the reception, check in and collect our 
keys. I go to the restaurant and order for a meal to 
be delivered to my room. A concierge takes us to our 
chalets and assists with our luggage. Immediately 
I see our room and note the ambience,  I heave a 
sigh of relief knowing that I would have a proper 
nap and a good night’s sleep before the Tough Tour 
starts. I thank God for journey mercies, freshen 
up and change into comfortable clothes.  I lie on 
the bed for the next 30 minutes just chilling and 
reminiscing about our  journey so far, especially 
our off-road experience. 

The waiter brings my meal of wheat with vegetable 
sauce and chicken. This is my first proper meal, 
and in no time I finish it. After my meal, I decide to 
go and say hello to FD and Learner at their chalet. 
Getting there,  I meet FD, Learner, Roland, Lawbay 
and Wande at the sit-out in front of FD’s chalet. 
We hug and exchange pleasantries. I ask for a cold 
drink and FD goes to his room to get me one. I down 
it within minutes, and ask for another, but there is 
no more, but FD tells me that Daniel has gone into 
town to get more. Wande tells me he arrived the 
night before. We share our off-road experience with 
the group and we all have a good laugh, especially 
at the part about our falls. 

Daniel arrives with more drinks and suya and we 
continue talking about our experiences. FD, Daniel 
and Learner are monitoring Kelz Mama who is 
now close to Kontagora. In less than 20 minutes she 
checks in and joins us. I tell Daniel that I would 
need someone to have a look at my pannier. We all 
agreed to ride out to wash our motorcycles around 
3:00pm and all those who need to do one thing or 
the other on their motorcycles are to come along. 

Daniel takes us to the bike wash area. I still don’t 
find anyone with the expertise to repair the hook 
for my box. The vulcanizer at the bike wash calls 
a panel beater on the phone to come and have a 

look. When he gets there, I explain the problem 
to him and he asks a child to bring the box to 
his workshop. He is able to provide a temporary 
solution, since the right screw for the hook is not 
available. I am very impressed and reward him for 
his ingenuity. After my bike is washed, I attach the 
box and return to the hotel. 

I have dinner in my room and go out to join the 
group, who are gathered in front of Wande’s room 
this time. With a serving of drinks, barbecued fish 
and suya, we talk for about one or two hours. We 
agree to set out at 6:00am the next morning. 

 My alarm rings at 5:00am. I get ready and load up 
my stuff on my motorcycle. I take the pictures of my 
odometer and motorcycle, as part of the check-in 
procedure using the Tough Tourers app. 

I check out of the hotel, and I’m joined by FD, 
Learner, Lawbay, Roland, Kelz Mama, Daniel and 
Amara, who rode in late the previous night. Tough 
Tour 2018 officially kicks off with eight riders.

We have a small briefing led by FD – our destination 
for that day is Gusau, the capital of Zamfara State. 
Daniel hands us packs of electrolytes to mix with 
our water and help with hydration. He tactfully 
tells us about the conditions of the roads we 
will encounter on the tour, so that we don’t get 
discouraged. We are required to check-in on the 
Tough Tourers app at Shagari Village in Sokoto State 
before proceeding to Gusau, Zamfara state. Roland 
suggests a detour to Sokoto town for those who have 
never been to Sokoto. Sokoto town is about 60 km 
from Shagari village. Lawbay and I agree that it 
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will be a good opportunity to ride to Sokoto, but we 
would decide when we get to Shagari village. I chart 
our route on Google maps.  It would take us 9 hrs 
and 24 min over a distance of 622 km. The journey 
would take us through Ibeto, Yelwa, Shanga, Koko, 
Kuchi, Maiyema, Jega, Ailero, Tambuwal, Malissa, 
Shagari, Dagwa, Sokoto, Shuni, Dange, Bimasa, 
Talata Mafara, Sado, Bungundu, and finally Gusau. 

We say prayers and ride out. FD leads the pack 
followed by Kelz Mama, Learner, Amara, myself 
and Lawbay. As we leave the hotel, my  exhaust 
sounds unusually loud, and then it occurs to me 
that I am not wearing my ear plugs. I stop to put 
them on, and Lawbay stops too, but the rest of 
the group doesn’t seem to notice we have stopped 
and continue riding. I try to catch up with them, 
but I am unable to. I conclude that they have 
either stopped, or taken another route. Since I 
have already charted a route for us, Lawbay and I 
proceed as planned. The road from Kontagora to 
Ibeto is good and this allows us make good time; 
but from Ibeto to Koko is very bad, as we experience 
potholes upon potholes, sandy roads, dust and bad 
patches. Yet, we see other taxis and overloaded 
vehicles speeding on the bad portions of the road. 
We stop at Koko to fuel up and hydrate. Again, we 
are swarmed by Almajaris with their bowls. We 
give them some alms and continue on our way. The 
road from Koko to Kuchi is also very bad but we 
soldier on. A little after Kuchi, the bad patch ends 
and we are on a first-class highway, well tarred and 
magnificent. It is newly constructed and has very 
light traffic. It is a big relief, considering all the bad 
roads we have been travelling on all morning. We 
enjoy the different sights all the way to Jega, from 

vast farmlands, to small villages, groups of farmers, 
herdsmen, and trucks loading farm produce. 

As we enter Jega, we see large irrigated rice farms 
and we stop to take pictures. The temperature is 
now very hot, as I register an outside temperature 
of about 40 degrees centigrade on my odometer. We 
ride through Jega and link up with the road going 
to Tambuwal. We pass Ailero and get to Tambuwal 
in good time. In Tambuwal, there is so much traffic 
near the town’s major market, and I suspect it is 
a market day. My panniers make navigating the 
traffic difficult. It is all the more difficult because 
the locals do not give way even after hearing my air 
horn. Lawbay turns on his siren, and this produces 
the desired response, as they create a path for him, 
but I am still stuck. My phone even goes off after 
showing a message that it is too hot for it to operate.  
I manage to get out of the traffic totally fagged out 
and dehydrated. I spot Lawbay  parked under a 
tree and resting. I park my bike under the shade 
and remove my gear. I take some water and the 
electrolyte mixture. Lawbay pours water on himself 
from a nearby well to cool off and also gets some for 
me to do the same. I lavishly pour the water on my 
head and my t-shirt, and this cools me down. We 
rest for a while and continue our ride to Shagari. 
When we see the Shagari sign at the outskirts of the 
town, we stop to take pictures and do the required 
check-in. My phone is very hot and its camera is not 
coming on, so Lawbay checks in, but I can’t. So I 
open one of my side boxes and put the phone inside 
my cooler bag, as this is the coolest place I can find 
in the midst of all this heat. We don’t wait for the 
phone to cool down, but continue our ride into into 
Shagari town. As we enter, a dog was barks wildly 
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and chases after me. I increase my speed until 
it can’t catch up. Strangely, the dog did not even 
bother Lawbay. 

Shagari is a small town, and little children wave 
and hail us as we pass through. I notice a big river 
near the town and we ride towards it. We stop to 
take pictures by the river, and the children gather 
around us, but stay at a safe distance. We decide to 
go back to the check-in point, and as we ride out, 
the dog chases after me again.  This time, my check-
in is successful. We notice some strange movements 
of people in a building across from us, but we do 
not pay much attention. 

We decide to look for something to eat and drink. 
There is no eatery in town so Lawbay and I settle to 
have bread and egg from a mai shai (a Hausa man 
selling eggs, bread and noodles). I am not interested 
because I do not want to risk having a stomach 
upset. Instead, I have a bottle of Coca Cola. 
While we wait for Lawbay’s meal to be prepared, 
a police truck with four armed police men and a 
plain clothes officer parks in front of where we are 
seated. The plain clothes officer introduces himself 
as the Divisional Police Officer and asks us to 
identify ourselves and our mission. We tell him we 
are tourists on our way to Sokoto and we stopped 
for refreshments. He tells us that he has received 
complaints from the staff of the Area Court (where 
we checked in) that some people on powerful 
motor bikes are in the town to bomb it. Due to this, 
the area court staff have locked up the court and 
closed for the day, waiting in their homes to hear 
an explosion. We have a good laugh and inform the 
police officer that we have no such intentions and 
that we are law abiding citizens and even lawyers 
for that matter. 

Now assured of our mission, he asks his 
subordinates to return to the station, while he joins 

us to have a drink and asks questions about our 
journey, and our motorcycles, to which we provide 
answers. 

After Law bay finishes his meal, we exchange 
pleasantries with the police officer and carry on 
to Sokoto. Shagari to Sokoto is a distance of 59 km, 
with a travel time of 48 minutes. Our route takes 
us through Dagawa and Sifawa. It’s a good road 
and we arrive in good time. We drive through the 
city, passing some of its historical sites. We stop for 
lunch at the Victory Canteen in the Mammy Market 
of the Army Cantonment in Sokoto. There isn’t 
much variety, so I settle for white rice and beef. I’m 
the only one eating, as Lawbay has eaten earlier. 
I also need to charge my phone and the owner is 
very helpful, as she turns off the television in the 
canteen to enable me charge my phone. We rest a 
little before heading to Gusau, and on our way out 
of Sokoto, we take a picture at the City Gate, which 
is about two kilometres from the army cantonment. 
It has the words, ‘Farewell from Sokoto’.  

Gusau to Sokoto is a distance of 206 km with a travel 
time of 2 hrs 38 min. It’s a good road, which takes 
us through Dange, Bakura, Talata-Mafara, Sado, 
Bugundu and finally Gusau. We make good time 
and arrive Gusau before 7:00pm. We stop at the 
Gusau sign and take pictures. We search for our 
hotel on Google maps and follow the directions. 
We also fill up our tanks at a filling station nearby 
before we get to the hotel. FD, Learner, Kelz 
Mama and Amara are already in the hotel. Wande 
is staying at another hotel, Roland had engine 
problems and Daniel is on his way.

Gusau is predominantly a muslim town, so the hotel 
does not have a variety of drinks. FD arranges for 
us to go over to the Army Officers Mess, close to the 
hotel to have refreshments. We are warmly received 
by the soldiers at the Mess. We order drinks and 
pepper soup. The pepper soup is nice and tasty. We 
recount the day’s experiences, after which we head 
back to our hotels to sleep. Day one and the first leg 
of Tough Tourers 2018 in the bag. 

To be contd.

We are mistaken for 

terrorists who have come 

to bomb the town“ ”
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