
  
    
      Bicycle Diaries

    


    
      Lohi Choichi Koran

    


    
      Published by Lohi Choichi Koran, 2025.

    

  


  
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    


    
      BICYCLE DIARIES

    


    
      First edition. December 24, 2025.


      Copyright © 2025 Lohi Choichi Koran.

    


    
      ISBN: 979-8232076849

    


    
      Written by Lohi Choichi Koran.

    


    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


  
    
      Also by Lohi Choichi Koran

    


    
      Bicycle Diaries (Coming Soon)

    

  


  
     


    
      To


      the countless 


      people


      animals


      birds and trees


      cheered us on our way

    

  


  
    
      The path was an endless, unmoving landscape, until we pushed the bicycles upward. Then, the road became a philosophy, measured not in kilometers, but in the small, unbelievable acts of grace found between the scorching heat and the fading light.

    

  


  



Bicycle Diaries

Nature Connectedness Bicycle Journey

Into the hills and forests of Andhra and Telangana

From Araku Valley to Pulicat Lake



2000 kms of bicycling through the hills and forests and the most remote roads of Andhra and Telangana





Lohi Choichi Koran

























Nirvana Books

Kakinada,Andhra Pradesh,India



Bicycle Diaries

Nature Connectedness Bicycle Journey



Lohi Choichi Koran

(c)Author

Gmail: lohianlohi@gmail.com



Epub Edition

November 2025



Nirvana Books

Price Rs. 100/-

































































To

the countless people animals

birds and trees

cheered us on our way









































Contents



1.Freedom from Eternal Boredom       

2.Hero and Hercules       

3.Rolling on the Hills.        

4.Road Stories       

5.Bicycle Man, Bees, Bagatha       

6.The Young Widow of Bokkellu       

7.The Bible Shed        

8.Cabbage Leaf Bowl        

9.Elusive Raingauge        

10.Oh..O..Ye..       

11.Savitri Teacher       

12.Seven Sisters and Fallen Berries       

13.Crossing Godavari       

14.Into the Wild Roads of Eturunagaram Forests 

15.Impossible Painting       

16.Thiryani Forests       

17.Mahuwa Tree        

18.Nagoba Temple        

19.Madan Mohan Maharaj       

20.Don't Feed Monkeys       

21.The Girl from Bodhan       

22.Mandir and Mosquitoes       

23.Goosebumps of Manjeera       

24.Dinner from the Last Century       

25.Tombs of Kohir       

26.Pethuru        

27.Sayamma        

28.Men of Kondadoddi        

29.Tamarind Tree        

30.Shepherds of Gopalpeta        

31.Hiking the Roads of Nallamala Forests       

32.Rooms for the Old       

33.Bhavana Creative School       

34.On the Banks of Penna       

35.Swamys of Penchalakona Forest       

36.Sangavaram Teashopper       

37. Into the Islands of Pulicat Lake       

























































































Freedom from Eternal Boredom































































Day 1

Enkayyapalem

26 January 2017

The Mount Track rucksacks were heavily bloated—one in orange and the other in black. The Hero bicycle tilted for a few seconds when Jayati tried to pedal, and then the heavy things behind pulled the bicycle to the ground. She had filled her orange rucksack with loads of very ‘essential items’, including her collection of pebbles tied in a cloth bag!



"Are you okay?"



I asked her as if I had already said it before.



Our house owner Chowdary, his wife Bhagyamma, and their daughter Santoshi were present to flag off our bicycle journey. Seeing Jayati fall, they told us to postpone the journey until she had enough riding practice. It had only been three months since she learned bicycling. For the first three days, I pedaled alongside her, holding the bicycle behind her, running and gasping in the early wintry mornings. For the rest of the three months, she worked on the pedals by herself, riding enthusiastically before sunrise.

She could manage her fall without getting hurt. She confided to the Chowdarys that she would get the practice while on the journey. There's 2000 kilometers of roads waiting ahead for her as per the road plans she made. Her confidence was an inevitable outcome of the passionate preparations she had been making for the last few months.



"You have to reduce the things. It is impossible to push up this much weight on the uphills of Araku." Chowdary said it convincingly. He initiated to lessen things from the sacks.

We unpacked the stuff. There were things beyond excess: heavy cooking vessels, plates, and extra pairs of dresses. The heavily stuffed rucksacks also held many invaluables: years of precious, emotional collections in the form of material objects. She had even packed an elephant! The wooden elephant she had carved once upon a time stood heavily inside the bag. She had, for a moment, no option but to present it to Chowdary’s daughter.

"Unbelievable! Is it for me?" Santoshi was very happy to get an elephant.

We had been slowly decluttering the things tied to us prior to the journey: selling newly bought home appliances on OLX for throwaway prices, and leaving all our clothes in a bag on the roadside of Vizianagaram during one of the early morning preparation rides. Finally, we vacated the house itself before sunrise.

To get a start, the first challenge was how to liberate ourselves from the material stuff. Possessions always tied us inside the four walls, and inside those walls, we repeated our days and postponed our dreams. We had worked long years to clutter ourselves with things, confusing what we truly wanted and what we didn't. Neither of us had the slightest idea of how to pursue life while holding things together. To us, life was a sort of compromise with infinite boredom. To go for a bicycle trip was an inevitable outcome of a strong thrust to be free from it.

The refreshing early morning appeared after a long wait and preparation. The morning for which we longed felt unreal after a miserable start. We couldn't have afforded an unfortunate morning; we had already vacated our rented house. We were determined: no turning back—we would live or die on the road.

The sun had yet to rise, and that was the morning for which we had been waiting. We had already jumped into the flood of excitement as the days approached.

How many days? We had no idea. We rolled the bicycles to the road.

"Are you okay?"

I watched her closely, riding just behind her. She was still in learning mode, facing the town's narrow roads for the first time.

"Yes, yes, I am fine, no need to worry," she said very confidently.



Slowly my restless soul and static body got redeemed as the wheels of the bicycles rolled farther. Consoled myself that we were total strangers to the onlookers. A sudden enthusiasm crept in my indifferent life. Fear of insecurity and silted prejudices melted on the roads. Subsequently, I could dream with the moment in which we were in. A couple pedalling happily on their bicycles ran on the celluloid of my mind.

The Chowdarys were deeply concerned for us. Since the beginning of our stay with them, they had been trying to figure out what was happening to us. Mrs. Chowdary was a bit bewildered by the adventure, yet she always offered her innocent smile. Anil, her youngest son, was a bit skeptical about our adventures.



"One way it's incredible, but how safe will it be?" Anil often asked when he came home after film shooting. He was mentioning about people factor and exposure to other vulnerabilities on the unknown roads of remote lands.



Jayati had been learning to ride a bicycle since November. She hadn't tried much on the roads except in some idle layouts of Ayyappa Nagar Colony of our residential area. She had not seriously faced any oncoming vehicles till then. Her bicycling was limited to some early morning rides on empty roads.



While working on the pedals, we were followed by two men on a motorcycle. We had crossed the town and reached a fairly empty road. They had a video camera with them.



"Please stop near the field ahead, we would like to ask you a few questions." The man riding a motorcycle pointed to a distant green patch on the roadside.



After taking some visuals of riding, one of them asked, "What's the purpose of this bicycle ride?"



"No purpose, just wanted to ride without any particular purpose." To avoid those usual sorts of questions was tough. They needed a story that should be catchy. We didn't have any messages. However, they didn't bother much about whether we had any messages or purpose. They knew how to make their own stories out of anything in their own style.



Her fall at the start terrorized me. The terror lurked on the road. I kept on watching her behind. She was not steady on her handle, and shaky as well, by the weight behind. She encountered oncoming vehicles in a wavering manner and escaped from them not being bumped into. I saw what sheer luck was before my eyes.



After an hour or so, the baggage started unsettling on her bicycle. Some things might have been displaced inside to loosen the rope tied to the carrier. The things menacingly tilted to the right side.



"Stop, stop!" I incessantly rang the bell. We rolled to mango groves on the wayside. Leaned the bicycles on a mango tree as they wouldn't stand their own as the heavy baggage tied behind. The things inside collided with each other and ended up in bizarre positions. The rucksacks were almost out of the ropes.



"We have to know how to fix this, already re-tied everything twice until now," we said to ourselves. Tying baggage on the bicycles consumed our time. There must be a proper way to tie and to fix the things intact. We didn't know what to do. It was already noon. No food we carried as we repacked the things to lessen the weight.



I had no inclination to bicycling for a long distance. She made a plan for bicycling from Araku Valley to Pulicat Lake selecting remote roads in the hills, valleys and forests of Andhra and Telangana. Though I encouraged her and fully participated in the plan, I thought it would remain a plan as it was unthinkable for me to ride a bicycle even 50 kilometers. I couldn't have even imagined where we would be sheltered at the end of the day. However, we had a regular talk about it for many days. I found something interesting in planning as it would simply enable us to overcome the infinite boredom. But the passionate plan was making the way for something unimaginable.



Often all affairs seemed to me, life was made to live in its repeated cyclic motion inside the four walls. To be free from the four walls wasn't easy. The walls sickened us when days and weeks stagnated in it. As if our lives meant to be confined to the walls. Days and nights became monotonous, just living to work and work to pay rent and bills. While it went on for many years, it created a void in us. Then we brood, we introspect, we realize the absurdities of being taught how to live. The meaning of things we were shown since our birth turned out to be meaningless when we started living our own.



In fact, things changed for us every moment. We dared not to acknowledge it. Pursuing a bicycle trip could be a sort of catching up with the change that came to us inwardly.



Meanwhile, living within the four walls, for the walls, and by the walls gave me a damn thudding on the walls of my heart in the form of an ischemic stroke. The god of four walls painted a red dot somewhere in the flesh of my brain. I came to know that my partially dead right hand had something to do with my mind. Though I was unable to pick up even a safety pin from the floor, I realized that all hands, weak or strong, were profoundly connected to the mind.

Within a week, the doctors erased the god’s red paint from the flesh of my brain. I started connecting my body and my mind by getting up early in the morning and doing some exercises. The arguments about which is more important—body or mind—suddenly became impertinent to me. In fact, in a life like mine, the mind and body had been perpetually disconnected. They weren't operating in any hegemonic, egalitarian, or philosophical order toward each other.

Her plan for a bicycle journey didn't remain just a plan, unlike other past plans made merely for their own sake. It materialized and got its start because we both wanted to connect our minds and bodies by traveling through the wilderness fearlessly and purposelessly.

To be free from the four walls wasn't easy, but it turned out unbelievably so when we started living on the road. Impossible things became unbelievably possible. The difficulties were naturally surpassed by the innermost demands of unlearning those difficulties.

We untied the baggage many times and left some more things from Jayati's bags on the wayside to lessen the weight. Even rolling just the bicycles uphill had been strenuous. As the bicycles were pushed on the Araku roads, our legs were numbed and our shoulders strained.

The evening of the first day suddenly appeared as a dark empty road curved up the hills. In the misty dim light we felt the thickness of cold. There were no traces of anything humans on either side of the road.



Where do we put up tonight? Let's see. Somewhere we will.

I was worried all the way about the night. However, I had a strong feeling that we would certainly survive until the next morning. Wherever or however the night had to be spent, we knew we would wake up for the next morning.

The worries of finding a safe night stay deepened in me as wheels rolled on. Pedaled or pushed intermittently as the road was found curved slightly up and then for a short distance to downwards. It went on with the light disappearing on the hills. Saw a lonely hut in the growth a furlong away from the road. She wanted to try the hut for a night stay. As I stood on the roadside holding the bicycles, she disappeared in the woods. I heard dogs barking like they were in hell. I saw her faintly moving through the thickets to reach the hut.



The only woman in the hut was baffled and reluctant to speak seeing Jayati. The woman might be indecisive of seeing an unwanted stranger in an unexpected moment. When she returned, the road seemed to disappear in the darkness. Continued riding in the dim glow of the road for sometime. At some distance,we saw two women standing in the middle of the road.



"Where to with these cycles at this time?" one of them, Sooramma asked.



"It's now getting dark; we don't know where to put it up?



By the way, where are you both?" Jayati began talking, and talking at that moment relieved us.



"Going to collect firewood,'' they said. "It's too dark, how do you collect?"



"For us, there's no light or dark," said Sooramma.



"We are looking for a place to get through tonight. Any place here?"



"Go there, find my hut," Sooramma pointed down to the road. A stretch of mud path seemed visible to us. Rolled the bicycles down. The women walked up the hill for firewood.



Enkayyapalem is located on one of the lower hills of Shivalingapuram. Innumerable streams sing the songs of the distinct gravity. All those singing streams in the end would ceremoniously embrace the river Gosthani. Sooramma's hut stood in the midst of the sound of trickling waters. Her husband got up with a cheroot between his lips when he saw two bicycles rolled towards him.



"Met Sooramma on the road. She told me to. "



He just nodded. Then asked us to relax.



Sooramma's husband lives in water on most of the days. He digs sand from the nearby rivulets for the middle men of the nearby towns. Enkayyapalem has a few houses. Most of the men are engaged in sand mining. A large chunk is carried day by day for building smart city for the smart people.



As early as six in the evening the cold wrapped us with its thick blanket. It had descended from the distant hills.



Having exhausted completely the body craved for rest, muscles numbed. The terrible cold had already pushed the stomachs inside. What we ate in the afternoon had not been enough. We erected our all-weather 2 person Coleman tent. Sooramma's husband asked us to sleep inside the hut. But we preferred the tent outside. The cold will turn you both into logs of wood, he said.



Sooramma returned with firewood in the darkness. She prepared rice and egg curry with some hill greens. It tasted wonderful. It gave us huge energy without which we couldn't have stood against the freezing cold. I wriggled bitterly despite the all- weather sleeping tent. My right hand was frozen, it lost its sensation as it was paralysed again. The fear of recurring strokes haunted me. I clenched my fists and released my fingers many times in half sleep to ascertain my right hand was still with me. On the frozen earth, in sleep or awake we waited for the morning. When it arrived, the rivers of lights had been flowing down from the distant hills.



















































Hero and Hercules





























































Day 2

Tyda

27 January 2017



Folded the sleeping tent, repacked the essential gears. Hit the roads after tying and retying the things on the bicycle carriers. The sky had been torn apart emitting yellow fluid. The yellow river sprayed silver dust in the sky



The morning appeared unbelievable after an uncertain evening of the previous day. All the worries and fear of insecurities of the previous day looked strange to us. Sooramma and her husband gladly sent us to the road.



As we rolled up hills it became a different world on the bicycles. The world appeared in clear frames. We started seeing things, and the things started seeing us. Some hidden things started murmuring. "Don't be in a hurry." The denizens of the woods were invisibly visible to us. We had travelled many times on the same roads before. We lacked seeing them, then.



Being exhausted from pushing the bicycles upward with the baggage, we took rest upon rest. Since morning we had been hiking the hills, in the afternoon we felt that our legs were getting numbed. In the evening we felt that they were getting stronger. At night we felt our breath enter each part of our body.



Whether pushed or pedalled, Jayati's bicycle looked unsteady. Though a brand-new Hero 18 Speed Dirt Terrain Bike, the fact that it couldn't bear the excess weight behind. My Hercules 18 Speed Mountain Bike needed the support of a tree every time as its stand had got bulged by the weight of the baggage. Whenever I wanted to rest, the bicycle had to be supported by something.



After Enkayyapalem, a couple of times we got fairly smooth riding. The roads and shades favored us. The first day's bicycling revolutionized the mechanism of my stomach. It asked for something heavy. My stomach went down in a single day. In a single day my static body started showing some flexibility. Literally bicycles became the only useful machine invented by man. And Hero and Hercules transcended the limitations of machines.



We ate nothing except a few dates and dry fruits mixed in honey. On reaching Shivalingapuram, scaling up Ananthagiri hills began. On the sloppy narrow road, we relied on the road culverts to take rest, holding bicycles together lest they would slide away. We snailed the hills by taking more rest than pushing bicycles upwards on the roads.



Seeing us, some motorcyclists wanted to stop to have a few words, yet they didn't do so. Because the speed of the motorcycle was faster than their curiosities. No wonder, I used to do the same for years, riding through the woods in such hurries, not knowing where to.



With all our might we moved up, with exhaustion and fatigue. There were no thoughts, no botherations of where we had been heading to. There was nothing waiting for us except the moment-next. Each slope and each curve of the road reflected the moment in us. It was she who captured the fleeting things to recreate them lasting. Or the things that captured her?



In all our exhaustion and numbness, the past didn't follow us for more than a furlong. Amid the new experiences of bicycling, Jayati’s face glowed with a new birth. It comforted her that we had no home to return to and no one waiting for us. And at that moment, we had no idea of our own endurance.



Rejuvenated by the fact that my right hand was growing stronger and gaining a controlled grip after just two days of pedaling, I scaled the hills with extra vigor and rapture, forgetting hunger. We mutually agreed that we need not look for much food; drinking a lot of water would be enough.



We had been making small leaps on the roads of the high hills since morning. The monotonous life blessed by the infinite boredom started melting into the hills and valleys. She had lost herself in her world of woods. She couldn't believe that she could have existed like that.



"How refreshing actually life can be," she cheered.



We rolled the bicycles the whole day to the uphills. We covered that day for about ten kilometres from dawn to dusk. When we reached Tyda, we were in complete exhaustion, and in terrible hunger. On the edge of the hill a few men were digging the earth. They stopped their work for a moment and looked at us.



"See the mud road down there. You can find Padmakka's tea shop." One of them pointed towards the gravel road down the right, after we enquired them for a tea shop.Rolled the bicycles down on the loosely scattered stones. The rolling down stopped us beside a railway track. It was quite unbelievable that the railway could have existed in such terrain. Rolled further along the railway track that curved far along the hill side. The curvature at distance opened to a sideboard in yellow. We could see a few yellow buildings on the hill slopes below. 



There were no people around. Everything seemed silent and standstill. The distant railway platform looked abandoned. Like a post-apocalyptic movie set. As we rolled along the tracks, beside one of the railings we found a thatched makeshift hut and a cement bench inside. After resting the bicycles on the iron post, we went inside the hut. A firewood oven was still in smoke. A rooster was tied to a wooden post.



"Ku ku ku ....." seeing us it clucked.



Two men came to us from nowhere. They looked at the bicycles closely and wondered how we ended up there. That was the first time they would see bicycles in Tyda. They were dumbfounded when they heard about our adventure. They were railway men from Bihar working in Tyda railway station.



"How did you make it? Even travelling by vehicles is tiresome on these hills," they lamented. Then, "Are you doing it for your names to be entered in the Limca book of world records?"



Makeshift tea shop proprietor Padmakka arrived with a few provisions in her hand. She was running the tea shop for the railway people. She had been running it for many years just beside the tracks. Blending steamy tea with the milk, each day she waited for one or two passenger trains. She had nothing for us in her shop. The snacks she prepared in the morning had finished by afternoon.



"Wait for ten minutes," she said.



"Shall I help you in something?" Jayati wanted to give her hands. We were so hungry that we would bite anything.

