
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

India/Nepal Diary 
 

November 7, 1999 
through 

December 2, 1999 



NOVEMBER 7, 1999 
11:02 AM EST 

BURLINGTON, VT, USA 
 
Well, it looks like I’m finally going to Nepal. At the Burlington Airport. Flight leaves in an hour. 
Have some stomach cramps. I’ve been to the restroom 3 times this morning and think I may 
need to go again. Hard stools. 
 
Packing did not go as I hoped. I brought everything on my list, but could not put in backpack. 
Most things are in duffle bag. My daypack alone is heavy—mainly my camera I think. Took off 
my tennis shoes and put sandals back on—feet need to breath. 
 

NOVEMBER 7, 1999 
2:13 PM EST 

BOSTON, MA, USA 
 
Flight from Burlington was non-eventful. Had a solo window seat so no one to tell where I’m 
headed. 
 
A six hour layover in Boston. Stool now loose—butt sore. 
 
Paid $3.94 for orange juice—and I had to have ice in it whether I wanted it or not. 
 

NOVEMBER 7, 1999 
5:19 PM EST 

BOSTON, MA, USA 
 
Doing okay on food. Still going to restroom. Stool very loose. Bleeding. Wonder whether I can 
take the “traveling trots” medicine before I leave the country? 
 

NOVEMBER 7, 1999 
11:29 PM EST 

MID-ATLANTIC OCEAN 
 
Swiss Air is perhaps the best airline I’ve ever flown. Free wine. Free movie. Okay meal. Stomach 
is better. Somehow I’m calmer—more relaxed (and I’m a fairly relaxed guy anyway). Feel like 
I’m finally going home. 
 



NOVEMBER 8, 1999 
10:11 AM CED 

ZURICH, SWITZERLAND 
 
Arrived safely. A bit confused on “Duty Free” shops, mainly because no one can tell me the 
amount of duty on a bottle of wine. 
 
Finished present fantasy novel. No sleep yet. Hope to sleep a little on flight from Zurich to 
Delhi. 
 
Many more smokers in public areas here then in Vermont. 
 
I did look at some wines. There were no good ones in the “duty free” shop. There were several in 
the “Caviar House.” The one I priced was $297. But it was a very good bottle. 
 

NOVEMBER 9, 1999 
2:09 AM INT 

DELHI, INDIA 
 
I’ve arrived. On the flight from Zurich I had a seatmate from India—but one who has a business 
in Austin, Texas. We had some good conversations. 
 
Drank too much water today—I think at least 2 gallons. 
 
Delhi Airport was minor. Got $100 put into rubies. Met taxi driver. My room is on the cheap 
side, although not as cheap as those in the hallway. Had no idea how much to tip taxi driver. 
Decided on 40 rubies and gave bellboy 20 rubies. A bit uncomfortable with both but what can 
one do? 
 
Repacked a little. Used extra lock to lock bags, then locked into closet. It’s that type of place. 
 
Need to get up at 5:30 AM for Taj Express train. Running on very little sleep. It’s 2:20 AM. 
 

NOVEMBER 9, 1999 
6:47 AM INT 

DELHI, INDIA 
 
Got up on time with a phone call—also had my alarm set. Slept well. Got up three times for rest 
room, which had a wet floor. 
 
Taxi driver tried to take me to the wrong train station. I made him stop and showed him on a 
map where I needed to go. I think there are 4 train stations in the area. I had asked the charge at 



the hotel before I left—thus although the meter read 290 rubies I only paid him 100 rubies—
which was the 90 rubies + 10 rubies tip. 
 
The train station was interesting. I immediately found myself in a queue (line) for a ticket. 
Indians in a queue stand very close together. I had two people cut in front of me before I 
realized I needed to be touching the person in front of so they would not. 
 
I got to the head of the line only to find I could not buy a 1st class ticket in the line I was in—
only 2nd and 3rd. Decided to simply get a 2nd class as I did not want to try another queue. 
 
Waited on platform. I could find no difference in the classes standing on the platform. 
 
There was a rush when the train came in. Got a nice window seat. I have no idea which class I’m 
in. 
 
In repacking before sleep I decided if sandals were good enough for the Indians they were good 
enough for me. Thus I’m in sandals, shorts, t-shirt and hat—plus I’m carrying my daypack and 
walking stick. 
 

NOVEMBER 9, 1999 
11:07 AM INT 
AGRA, INDIA 

 
Arrived in Agra. Either the train was late and the tourist bus left—or I got hustled by an auto-
rickshaw driver. After some discussion I agreed to have him drive me around. Drivers name is 
Ricky. 
 
Lens came out of glasses. Luckily I found it—and the very small screw that kept it in. Ricky 
stopped and quickly got it fixed. 
 
Dropped camera. Broke at least the 35MM lens. Ricky took me a camera store which seemed to 
have no idea how to repair it. I finally put my telephoto lens on and thought it might work. 
Decided to have them attempt a repair and go to lunch as they are trying. Ricky took me to 
Maija, a restaurant. We’ll see. 
 
I should add that for the last hour I seem to be very awkward. Not sure why. 
 



NOVEMBER 9, 1999 
11:00 PM INT 
DELHI, INDIA 

 
Lunch was fine. I ordered a curry. It was good but did not come with rice, so I ordered some. 
 
Decided I’m very tired and thus will continue writing tomorrow about the rest of today. 
 

NOVEMBER 10, 1999 
9:40 AM INT 

DELHI, INDIA 
 
Let’s finish yesterday. 
 
Went back to the camera shop. They stated they could not fix the camera. Went to a second 
camera shop. They said there was nothing wrong with the camera! Purchased another camera 
filter. Also discovered the first camera shop had taken out film that was in the camera. Went 
back to the first camera place to get film. 
 
Went to Taj Mahal. Before I got into the complex I thought it was a different set of buildings. A 
set that looked very worn down. Fortunately I was wrong. 
 
The Taj Mahal was very nice. I can see how it’s one of the wonders of the world. I took 
numerous pictures. Left my walking stick while taking pictures for others—obtained from 
police. Stayed there quite a while. It does provoke peace and is quite impressive, although it 
would be nicer if I was with someone. 
 
Went back to the second camera store to get film developed as I was not sure the camera was 
really working. Dropped off film. Bought 17 postcards next door. 
 
Wrote all postcards while waiting for film at an outside court of a hotel Ricky knew. Had a drink 
while doing so. Found post office was not open to get stamps. Obtained film. Pictures were fine 
so I assume camera is fine. 
 
Ricky gave me a choice of three crafts to look at since I still had a lot of time before I needed to 
get the train back to Delhi. I decided on rugs so that I could ask questions on what I should look 
for to obtain a rug in Katmandu. 
 
Bottom line is I purchased a rug. The rug is 6 foot by 9 foot and cost $700. Original price was 
$810. I think in the U.S. it would cost at least $1,500, maybe $2,000. Shipping would have cost 
another $200+, thus I took it with me. 
 



Ricky took me to the train station. He had his brother purchase my ticket so I would not need to 
be in queue. Then Ricky took me out for Indian coffee as we had a couple of minutes. After 
coffee be bought me some bananas and peanuts. They turned into my supper and breakfast. 
 
Got on train. Found I was on a sleeping car—it may have been first-class and I only had a 
second-class ticket. The police at one time stopped to ask me where I got on, where I was going, 
and whether I smoked. I offered to show my ticket, but they said it was not necessary. Guess I 
will never know whether I was in first class. 
 
Arrived in Delhi. I should have got bottled water on the train platform, but between the rug, 
daypack, and walking stick it seemed too much to handle. 
 
Got taxi driver. He seemed to agree to 150 rubies and stopping to get water. He did not stop for 
the water though. I thus had a minor disagreement with him—although he did not seem to 
understand about the water. Finally paid him. 
 
I was mildly upset. In reflection I should not have been as why anyone would want to stop for 
water could be beyond him. And I should have realized taxi drivers say “yes” to anything to get a 
fare. 
 
Back at the hotel did learn to use my water purifier. The water turned yellow, but I really felt the 
need to brush my teeth. 
 
Went to bed about 11:00 PM as very tired. 
 
 
Got up. Paid for hotel. Found out post office does not open until 10:00 AM and thus I cannot get 
stamps and mail postcards. Took taxi to airport. 
 
Plane delayed. Security took walking stick but informed me I would get it on the plane—I’m a 
bit unsure of that, but they are the police. 
 
 
Impressions. 
 
Delhi. Not impressed. Too expensive. Does not seem very friendly. Too much pollution. 
 
Agra. I liked Agra. A bit slower. Cattle on streets—also pigs and ponies. Interesting to see a 
bicyclist carrying his wife side-saddle while she holds their child. I’m sure that also happens in 
Delhi, but the flavor of Agra feels different. 
 



The rug person called Agra “the city of Love”—because of the Taj Mahal. Still it felt better than 
Delhi. 
 

NOVEMBER 10, 1999 
12:03 PM INT 

INDIA - NEPAL 
 
Well, I’m in the air on my flight to Nepal. I think I’ll actually get there. 
 
Window seat—although I can see little due to the pollution. 
 
Relaxed. 
 
 
A meal! The flight’s an hour and ten minutes long and they actually serve a meal—and free 
liquor if one wants. And no problem with a vegetarian meal—they ask everyone whether they 
want a vegetarian or non-vegetarian meal. Simply amazing! 
 
Mountains! They Himalayas are very much above the few clouds in the sky. The snow line is 
very clear. I even seem to have the perfect seat. I’m on the left side of plane, next to door (so no 
one is in front of me), and in the window seat. And my seat was chosen by the airline—not me 
since I generally ask for an aisle seat. 
 
Below I can see what appear to be dry river beds—I assume due to the monsoons. Still some are 
quite wide. 
 
If anyone thinks I live in the wilderness and mountains they should see the places below me. 
 

NOVEMBER 10, 1999 
4:09 PM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Arrived. Long line for VISA and customs—it took an hour and a half I think. Mainly because 
our flight was late and 2 more arrived at the same time. 
 
Car was still waiting for me. Got to hotel—all is fine. Since I decided on the cheapest room, i.e., 
$8/night, I don’t have a private bathroom. Still the room itself looks much better than the one in 
Delhi. 
 
Walked to Himalayan Mountain Bikes. Got a little lost, but it took only minutes to ask someone. 
Decided to talk to Peter as my emails were with him. He was (is) in a meeting for an hour. 
Therefore am at Northfield Café (started by someone from Northfield, MN) listening to some 



good jazz and just ordered some Mexican food. (I was informed of this restaurant in Northfield, 
VT by someone from MN thus it seems a reasonable place to eat—it’s also in the guidebooks as 
a good place to eat.) [To confuse issues more did I mention I’m re-reading the Bhagavad Gita?] 
 
Time! Kathmandu is on a quarter time zone! DELHI is on a half time zone, i.e., you subtract -5H 
hours from GMT [Greenwich {England} Mean Time]. There are actually several of these I’m 
aware of—aware due to astrology. But Kathmandu is –5I hours from GMT. I’m not sure how 
many of those time zones exist. 
 

NOVEMBER 10, 1999 
6:10 PM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Met with Peter. Two bike options would work—both about 5 days. The more expensive one, i.e. 
e., $400 vs. $250, has better hotels and shows more of the country and it goes to Chitwan 
National Park. I’ll probably decide on it. 
 
Peter did tell me that it is no longer necessary to get a trekking permit—at least for the more 
popular treks. 
 
Walked around town for awhile. Bought map for trek. Brought stamps and mailed postcards—
Taj Mahal, Agra, India postcards mailed from Kathmandu, Nepal. 
 

NOVEMBER 10, 1999 
9:36 PM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Checked maps and determined I could cut a few days off of trek if I wanted—I’ll see how time is 
going. 
 
Walked around Kathmandu a bit more. Found meditation bells for Jean and got 3 pair—the 
extra pairs for Beth/John and myself. Paid about $4/pair. Jean gave me $20 as a very small set in 
the US costs over $40. 
 
Got more postcards. Left addresses at postcard place, but went back and got them. 
 
Doing fairly well, but a bit tired. 
 
 
Wrote some postcards. Ready for bed I think. 
 



NOVEMBER 11, 1999 
7:21 AM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Slept poor. Not sure why. Realized that I have destroyed my sandals. They were a WalMart 
special made in China. I think the reason they were destroyed in partially due to the extra 
weight of my daypack. 
 
Took quick shower. Water was hot. Found out I lost my comb along the way. Can replace also. 
 
Wrote most postcards while having breakfast. 
 
From my room’s window I can see over the roofs of several buildings. Many of them have small 
temples on their roofs where people go for their daily mediations and rituals. 
 
Going up to the roof of the hotel one can also see how the city (at least in this area) is laid out—
and how many of the building are in disrepair. 
 

NOVEMBER 11, 1999 
11:26 AM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Got new sandals—about $5 I think. Bought 2 more postcards. Met to look at bikes. I may be 
going with just one couple and a guide, i.e., 4 of us. The husband did not think the bikes were in 
very good shape and is a bit upset. I could not figure out how to ride mine due to the shifters. 
This could get interesting. 
 
Talked to a couple of people about the Jomsom weather—they all think I need a down jacket. 
Shucks! 
 
Tried to find out whether my Air India standby tickets would work. It looks like I need to go 
down there in person. The desk manager will take me down for free—but I need to find my own 
way back. 
 

NOVEMBER 11, 1999 
1:29 PM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Desk manager left and forgot about me. Went to see Peter. The other couple was there and 
working out a different route. Decided to stick to my original route—but looks like I’ll be 
alone—maybe with a guide. 
 



Walked to Air India—a bit amazed I found it. They were closed for lunch from 1 until 2. Now at 
a real Nepali restaurant. Coke and whatever I ordered (Vegetable Pakuda Snake) will cost less 
than a dollar. Still the coke was bottled and the meal should be hot so I should be okay. 
(Whether I can eat it will be another story.) 
 

NOVEMBER 11, 1999 
5:33 PM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Lunch was fine, although more as an appetizer. 
 
Got to India Air and was able to change my ticket back to Nepal from Varanasi, India on 
NOVEMBER 19th. 
 
Tried to walk to Durbar Square. I asked several policemen and even showered them my map. 
Unfortunately they did not understand English and myself plus the map were only English. 
 
I finally asked a person who looked like an American who had moved here. I was about 3 blocks 
away. 
 
Durbar Square was interesting. I purchased another 5 + 1 meditation bells. I purchased the 5 for 
200 rupees apiece and the one for 500 as it was much nicer. 
 
Walked back to hotel, exchanging another $50 US along the way for Nepali rupees. I stopped at 
a hospital for the poor and gave them $40 ($20 from someone in Vermont, $20 from me). They 
reacted like it was the greatest thing in the world. The hospital was actually closed, but a 
caretaker found someone to open it for me. Then I needed to go into a special room for 
donations. It was kind of nice. 
 
I must have walked 5 miles in the new sandals. Feet hurt a little which I should have expected. 
 
Made arrangements with hotel to pick me up at the airport on the 19th. I’ll also need to check 
out later this evening. 
 
Took short nap. It did help. 
 
Realized I left my itinerary at Peter’s office. Went and picked it up. 
 
Stopped at K. C.’s for supper as it was highly rated in the Nepal annual. Had Spinach Fettuccini 
Allapana and some Nepali wine—no bad, not good. Ate downstairs—should have probably 
eaten upstairs. 
 



I’m amazed at the number of tourists here. I think most are American, then European, then 
Japanese—but I could be very wrong. Still this place is crowded with tourists. Glad I’ll get away 
and start bicycling tomorrow. 
 

NOVEMBER 12, 1999 
7:09 AM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Took another nap when I got back to the hotel. Finally got up and repacked. Brought duffel bag, 
walking stick, and hat downstairs for storage. 
 
 
Slept poor again. Got up at 6:30 AM. Paid for hotel. 
 
Got to Himalayan Mountain Bike (HMB). They wanted $400—I had agreed to $249. Paid cash 
rather than an extra 4% credit card fee. I may be starting to run out of money. 
 
It looks like a porter will cost $10/day including food—I’ll need to see how costs go. 
 
Ate breakfast at Northfield’s as I was right there. 
 

NOVEMBER 13, 1999 
7:10 AM NEST 

DAMAN, NEPAL 
 

Picked up bicycles in a van and drove several miles before we got started. 
 
Started to bicycle. It was all uphill for 35 km (21.7 miles). The road was not steep, but 20+ miles 
of up did get to me. The roads were all tarred and my touring bike would have been much better 
than the mountain bike I was on. Also my clipless pedals and seat would have helped. 
 
The views were fantastic! 
 
After the 35 KM up we had a wonderful 8 KM down. The problem was we then had another 10 
km up and it was starting to get late plus I was very worn out. A major problem was the 
camera—it simply weighed too much. 
 
I finally decided to start walking the bike and carrying my daypack on my bike. My guide 
decided he could take my pack. That helped a lot but I still needed to walk then ride then walk 
again. 
 



I forgot to mention the guide had brought cheese sandwiches for us to eat along the way. The 
sandwiches consisted of a demi-french loaf with a piece of cheese—that’s it. 
 
It’s difficult to describe the last 5 KM. It got dark, my seat and back hurt, my stomach was in 
minor pain. In other words, I was not in great shape. 
 
Got to the “hotel”. The sleeping room was more like a root cellar with steep steps down. The 
“bed” did not have a mattress. It was more like a rock with a thin cloth on top. The pillow was a 
rock. 
 
Since I needed to do this poop thing I asked about toilet paper. They had none. 
 
 
Daman is at 2,322 meters (7,618.1 feet if my math is correct). 
 
 
Back to my arrival at Daman. When I found out they did not have any toilet paper I sort of gave 
up., Although it was only 6:30 PM I decided to skip supper and go directly to bed. 
 
During the night I slept poorly. I really needed more blankets and an air mattress. I also realized 
that my rump had blisters, thus it would be impossible to continue on the bike as the blisters 
would just get worse. 
 
Got up and informed the guide about 6:45 AM. Had two cups of tea and I wrote this. The bus 
should be here about 10:15 AM. 
 
It’s interesting as the Lonely Planet Nepal guide describes the ride as “one of the most 
spectacular (and grueling) mountain bike routes in the world.” 
 

NOVEMBER 13, 1999 
8:45 AM NEST 

DAMAN, NEPAL 
 
Still not sure what went wrong with the mountain biking. I would consider attitude sickness, but 
I don’t think that’s it. The main problem seems to be that Peter did not provide me with 
adequate information. If he would have told me to bring my own pedals, seat, panniers, bike—
that might have made it durable. If he had told me to bring my sleeping bag and air mattress 
and toilet paper and a warmer jacket; that would have helped. If he would have told me it was 
one of the most grueling mountain bike routes in the world I would not have even started on it. 
 



NOVEMBER 13, 1999 
5:54 PM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Read a little of the Bhagavad Gita and relaxed until the bus arrived about 10:30 AM. I ended up 
on top of the bus on the road right side and outside of the cage. I needed to hold on for dear life 
as it was easy to slip off—and with a the twisty, curvy road down the mountains I thought it was 
close once or twice. 
 
Fortunately about 10 km down we came to a small town and a number of people from up top 
got off. I was able to move within the cage on top. 
 
The bus was very slow as it continuously stopped to pick up or drop off passengers. It was also 
somewhat uncomfortable inside the cage as it meant I was sitting on steel bars. In addition to 
that the bags on the inside center kept moving out as people sat on them—thus I had less and 
less room. 
 
Finally arrived in Kathmandu after about 5 hours. We had to get off the top and into the bus at 
that point. I assume due to pollution. We were stopped by the police, but no one seemed to 
know why. 
 
I went directly to Peter’s office. Peter had left for a tour and will not be back until the 18th. I 
leave for India on the 17th. He also left no one in charge to give refunds. 
 
My baggage is also gone and will not be back for several days. 
 
Went to hotel. My old room was the only one left in the whole hotel. 
 
Just ate a “real” Nepali meal. My first real meal since breakfast yesterday. 
 
Oh! At the hotel I got my duffel bag from storage and finally got the poop out of my system. 
 
 
I’m a bit out of it. I’m walking like I’m drunk. Not sure what the problem is—all the pollution 
from being on top of the bus maybe. Or it could be altitude sickness in reverse. Or maybe the 
food as I’m getting less careful and thus ate the lettuce. 
 
Took another poop. It’s 7:00 PM and I’m ready for bed again. 
 



NOVEMBER 14, 1999 
7:36 AM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Not much to say since last night. Slept, got up, took shower (still have not purchased a comb), 
brushed teeth. 
 
Went down to HMB but they are closed. 
 
My plan is to simply sit in the HMB office and discourage clients until I get a refund. I’m 
kicking myself for not paying with a credit card, but it would have been 4% more. Sometimes 
I’m penny wise and pound foolish. 
 
So far my feelings about Nepal are mixed. The mountains are truly beautiful, but in a real sense 
that is physical and thus unimportant. I’m sure the people are fine, but I’m not really a people 
person. I’m ready to leave for the US and home today as I’ve seen enough. I’m not even sure I 
want to do the trek. It seems the soul of Nepal has withdrawn and thus what I thought I would 
find is no longer here. What is left is a personality suffering under the glamour of the physical 
beauty. What is left is superficial. What is left is sad. 
 

NOVEMBER 14, 1999 
4:09 PM NEST 

CHITWAN, NEPAL 
 

NOVEMBER 14, 1999 
5:59 PM NEST 

CHITWAN, NEPAL 
 
Let’s try again. Went to HMB a few times before they were open. Bought comb and Friday’s 
USA Today. (I believe it’s Sunday.) 
 
HMB opened at 9:00 AM. I did discourage a few people not to go on rides. I did not stop anyone 
as everyone did decide to go, but I think they were a bit more careful. 
 
I simply waited in the office and read my newspaper. The “office manager” attempted to contact 
Peter, but the place where Peter was uses solar energy for a phone and the local system does not 
allow for calls outside of town. Seems a total mess. 
 
Right before Peter called I started to talk to the office manager about whether we could work out 
something so that I could go down to Chitwan today, spend 2 nights, and fly back on the 16th. 
(One problem is that there maybe a transportation strike on the 16th—at least bus and taxi—so I 
might not be able to get a taxi from the airport. Then again my original plan was to take the bus 



back to Kathmandu from Chitwan on the 16th and those buses might not be running—and I can 
probably get a rickshaw from the airport if nothing else.) I had checked another tour group and 
it seemed the cost would be about $170. 
 
Peter called about 10:45 AM. I’m sure I came across as a cry-baby—or a spoiled American. The 
bottom line is that he stated he would give me a O refund—or $164. I worked in out with the 
office manager for a taxi ride to Chitwan, 2 nights in Chitwan, and a plane ride back on the 16th. 
 
I rushed off to the hotel to restore my duffel bag, check out, and get my stuff ready. I broke the 
zipper latch on the duffel bag and still did not get everything in. 
 
The ride to Chitwan with the taxi driver was interesting. The main problem was my luggage was 
on a bus to Kathmandu and I could see no easy way to stop the bus. As it turned out I think we 
were very lucky as we found the bus at a rest area. Then again I could be wrong and it could 
have been a three hour rest stop, although I don’t think so. 
 
So I got to Chitwan and got to the resort. I got here about 4:00 PM and they served me a light 
lunch. Then I went for a walk with a guide around native huts and saw some elephants. I seem 
to have a choice between the national park or a community park for the elephant ride. The 
community park ride is 2 hours as opposed to one hour. After talking to someone from England 
I decided on the community park as it seems I’ll have a better change of seeing more. [The 
community park ride helps the local economy, while the national park ride provide funds for 
the national government.] (I also learned that mosquito’s don’t like people who eat hot foods 
and drink—especially wine.) 
 
Watched a nice sunset. Came back to the resort and started this. Had supper at 6:30 PM. Talked 
to the tour guide. Looks like I’ll do the elephant ride, canoe ride, culture program (dancing), and 
a nature walk tomorrow. 
 
I understand the nature walk can be dangerous as several people get killed every year by rhinos, 
tigers, and sloth bears. The Englishman I talked to said he did it once and never again. He also 
said his partner did it three times but still has nightmares about it. 
 
I keep thinking I’m not in control and that has me upset since I truly prefer being in control. I 
keep thinking the natives are seeing me and thinking “Another fat dumb American. Someone 
else we can easily take to the cleaners.” 
 
An example just happened. I was writing about the national vs. community elephant ride and 
decided to read about it in my Lonely Planet guide. According to it you’ll see much more on the 
national ride as the community ride is too close to the community for the wildlife to come. Also 
the community one is run by private companies and thus does not help the community. Lastly, 
the community ones cost less—not the same. 



 
The point is that I’m not relaxed because I keep thinking I’m missing too much. For example, 
this resort is not even listed in Lonely Planet—does not mean that the “deal” I made with HMB 
was a poor one or a good one. I have no idea—and that bothers me. 
 
I keep trying to make the right decisions but cannot because I don’t have time to gather the 
information I need. 
 
Also I keep needing to be in control. I’m not sure what to do about this as it’s my problem. I’ll 
need to think a lot about that. 
 
I guess it’s time to put up the mosquito netting and think about sleep. 
 

NOVEMBER 15, 1999 
5:55 AM NEST 

CHITWAN, NEPAL 
 
Awoke at 5:45 AM to go to something—maybe the elephant walk. 
 
Slept okay although the pillow was extremely hard. I’m beginning to understand why people 
bring their own pillows when they go on trips. 
 
Put on sock liners, trekking socks and hiking boots. It’s a bit tight for my feet. 
 
Back to this issue of control, since I’m here to explore myself as much as the country. I’m not 
even sure what the question is I need to work to answer. 
 
The question is not how can I accept not being in control all of the time, since I think I actually 
do that. If something happens I cannot control, i.e., the electricity goes out, a person is not 
home when I call, the car breaks down; I generally accept those happenings fairly well. 
 
Aside: dreamt last night about Mike Robbins, Lisa Anderson and some others. We were having 
a gathering (conference?) but it was not an SRI meeting. In fact in the dream it was discovered 
Mike was no longer in the SRI as it had been taken over by someone else (Niklas?). At any rate 
Mike was finally ready to start a group which at its core was integrity. Interesting! 
 
Just pooped. A little loose, but I think I’m fine. 
 



NOVEMBER 15, 1999 
11:09 AM NEST 

CHITWAN, NEPAL 
 
Went to the elephant ride. It was a little hard on the back sitting as we were four in a cage on 
top—one per corner. I did see a couple one-horned rhino and some deer, although the deer 
were very fleeting. 
 
Picked up a few (5) postcards, wrote the cards, went to post office and mailed. The post office 
put 20 RS on 2 cards, 19 RS on 2 cards, and 17 RS on 1 card. Then they rubber stamped them. 
As I was leaving they laughed. In Kathmandu it was 15 RS per postcard. Is it more here? Was I 
taken for 25 RS—about 40¢. Does it matter? 
 
It’s fairly hot here. It feels like the mid-80’s. My feet seem okay while I’m walking, but a bit hot 
when I stop. 
 
My camera still seems a little iffy, although it’s hard for me to tell. 
 
I should mention that the guide said today that mainly the Dutch come to Chitwan—along with 
many Indians. Still English is the language most people use. 
 
It’s really somewhat of a surprise to see the influence of the US. In order to get your visa you 
need to pay in US dollars—not the local currency—and not any other currency. 
 

NOVEMBER 15, 1999 
5:30 PM NEST 

Sauraha, NEPAL 
 
Sauraha is in the Chitwan Valley but is a more exact location as to where I am. Did I mention 
you cannot get here by car? The taxi dropped me off on one side of a bridge, a porter then 
carried my bag across, and I then took a taxi the rest of the way. 
 
Had lunch. Took a short nap. I went on the canoe ride. Saw a few crocodile. One gave everyone 
a quick scare when it attacked the boat. The pole man was quick enough to poke it in its mouth 
with his pole. 
 
We then went to the elephant breeding ground. It was okay. 
 
Came back in the jeep that took us. Jumped out of the jeep (it was stopped) in town and walked 
around. Stopped to see the sunset again and took many pictures. In fact I think I took about 3 
rolls of 36 pictures today. 
 



Still working on control. Let’s try to keep it simple, although it seems I’m trying to do this 
through a fifth ray mind. 
 
Decided to have a beer while writing this—it was a large beer and tasted good, at least to begin 
with. 
 
Talked to two German women sharing the room next to mine. I’ve been talking to them off and 
on. There will be a strike in the Kathmandu Valley tomorrow—it looks like the bus from here 
will not be running. Luckily my plane will still go to Kathmandu, although I don’t think I’ll be 
able to get a taxi. I still should be able to get an auto-rickshaw or a rickshaw though. 
 
Okay, back to the simply control example. Let’s say the post office over charged me by 40 cents 
and they knew it and they laughed at me. 
 
First, they are creating bad karma for themselves. That is unless I owed them the karma and I 
was thus getting rid of an old debt of karma. 
 
Second, is there a difference karmicly in the proportion of the action for each individual, i.e., 40 
cents to me is very little, whereas 40 cents to a Nepali may be a large amount. Does this 
therefore make a difference or not? Can one action have a different proportional karmic result 
to different individuals of the action? 
 

NOVEMBER 15, 1999 
9:09 PM NEST 

Sauraha, NEPAL 
 
Tried to talk to Jog, our tour guide and a Hindu, about the proportional karma using post office 
example. His response was that when money was involved religion was disregarded. 
 
In fairness Jog also pointed out that when an individual—or a country—is in survival mode it is 
hard to consider religion. I think we are back to Maslow’s Hierarchy of Needs. 
 
Went to cultural dance show. It was okay— the stick dance especially nice—but it would have 
been better if they said what each dance represented. 
 
Came back to resort. I have minor stomach cramps and loose stool. I probably ate something 
wrong. 
 
Time for mosquito netting! 
 



NOVEMBER 16, 1999 
5:55 AM NEST 

Sauraha, NEPAL 
 
Slept okay—not good, not bad. 
 
This morning I’m off on a nature walk through the jungle then on to Kathmandu where a 
transportation strike is happening. 
 
The nature walk should be interesting. I suggested to Jog last night that at least one of the two 
women from German go on the walk since their bus is on strike and thus they cannot leave. He 
stated it was too dangerous. Still I expect most of it is just strange sounds. 
 
Put on my trekking socks without liners. We’ll see how it goes. 
 
Tried the coffee black this morning. What I’m drinking is black and hot, but I’m not sure I 
would call it coffee. 
 
Stool is still loose—nothing to concern myself about though. 
 
Packed so I’m ready for Kathmandu flight. 
 

NOVEMBER 16, 1999 
10:49 AM NEST 

Bhartpur, NEPAL 
 
Realized at the last minute this morning that I was taking HMB’s red daypack and it would be 
better to take my black one. Switched fairly quickly. 
 
Went on nature walk I jungle. I saw very little—a few monkeys, tracks for rhino, deer, tiger. It 
was simply two guides and myself, although I did not think the guides were very good. 
 
Came back to resort. Talked to the women a little. Repacked. Took jeep to bridge, walked the 
bridge, waited a little at Jog got people on bus, took taxi to airport. 
 
The airport is a grass strip. I don’t think I’ve flown out of a grass strip since I was learning to fly 
in Dayton, Ohio in 1965 or 1966—some 33 or 34 years ago. 
 
Numerous people—close to 50—seem like they are going on the plane—and we still have 50 
minutes before the plane leaves. 
 



NOVEMBER 16, 1999 
3:40 PM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Some days the gods are in your favor. I found a Nikon lens cap in the jungle this morning which 
fit my camera. At the airport I lost my own lens cap. Fairly surprising. 
 
The plane was 25 minutes late. There was no security to speak of. Our luggage was gone through 
in a cursory manor in a hand search. I was the last on board, but some gentleman was nice 
enough to give me his window seat, although I was on the wrong side of the airplane and there 
was (is) a lot of pollution. 
 
The airport was a mess, but maybe less of one if the taxis were not on strike. As it was I was still 
mobbed by many taxi drivers. They started at 500 rupees—at 300 I accepted. 
 
Got to hotel. Check in for the 3rd time. Asked to talk to their tour person. Made arrangements to 
get to the airport tomorrow. Had duffel bag moved up to my 4th floor room. 
 
Bought water. Talked to tour person. Looks like a 10 day trek will cost about $401 if I use this 
person, but everything seems included. 
 
Took red daypack down to HMB and dropped off. 
 
Talked to second tour person and his cost was $420. 
 

NOVEMBER 16, 1999 
6:10 PM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Called hotel’s tour person and asked a few minor questions. 
 
Looked at train from Varanasi to Bodhgaya plus plane schedule. I may have some difficulties 
here. It looks like it’s at least a 5H hour train ride and my place leaves at 12:55 PM. I need to 
hope I can get a couple of sleeper cars. 
 
Also checked funds—I’m definitely running out. I have $110 in travelers checks plus $65 in US 
cash. Then some Indian (55 rupees I think and the train will cost more than that). Close to 3,000 
rupees in Nepali—but 1,000 will be spent on food and export fee plus taxi before I leave 
tomorrow. 
 



Ate at an Indian restaurant—again I need to order rice, but asked and ordered with the rest of 
the meal. I might mention that in Kathmandu any ethnic restaurant will server anything as I just 
heard another table order Chinese and Italian. 
 
I put on my sandals at the Indian restaurant and they broke—so much for going the cheap 
route. 
 

NOVEMBER 17, 1999 
7:41 AM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Packed most of backpack for trek before I went to sleep. Slept okay. 
 
I’ve made the decision to use a porter and guide service. The decision was actually fairly easy to 
make when I finally realized that everyone was saying the same thing. Thus this time I’ll follow 
all of the suggestions. Next time I might do it without a porter—might! 
 
It’s a bit cool this morning. I expect cooler still in the mountains. I should consider a sweater, 
but have no idea where I would put it. Also my down jacket is on the bottom of the pack—thus I 
need to remove everything (not that much) to get to it. 
 
Bought a nice sweater for $15. At that rate I should purchase more and give them to friends. The 
problem is how to get them back to the states. My present problem will be how to get it into my 
backpack. 
 

NOVEMBER 17, 1999 
10:42 AM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Made arrangements for trek and paid for same. 
 
Packed sweater into backpack. Needed to do some rearranging but got the backpack to close. I 
think the only things I need to add are sandals, additional socks, pants, and shirt. It will be hard 
but I think I can do it. 
 
The local tour person and hotel manager suggested I buy my sandals in India, thus I’m back to 
my old WalMart sandals. 
 



NOVEMBER 17, 1999 
1:38 PM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Walked around for a while. The idea struck me that I should consider buying a good daypack 
for the trek as I would then be able to easily carry what I need. I priced several and it looks like I 
could get a good one for about $15.00. 
 
I also purchased a $3 pair of sandals as my feet were starting to hurt. 
 
Got ride to airport. Waited in one queue. Waited in second queue. 
 
Just switched pocket money from Nepali back to Indian, although I know I’ll need more Indian 
funds. 
 
If I get a daypack I might even be able to bring a couple more gifts back, although I have no idea 
what. 
 

NOVEMBER 17, 1999 
3:18 PM NEST 
NEPAL/INDIA 

 
Waited at airport continuously checking sign to determine if we were boarding while watching 
an Indian movie on a monitor. It looked like the plane was going to be late as the arrival sign did 
not even state the plane from Varanasi had landed. 
 
At that point an official asked whether I was going to Varanasi as everyone else was already on 
board! Thus I was the last person on board. We actually left a few minutes early, and, to the best 
of my knowledge, the departure board never did state the plane was boarding. Strange to be 
picked out from hundreds of people at the airport as the one who should be on the plane but 
had no clue. Then again I am a bit strange. Nice they took the time to find me. 
 
I’m in Business Class. I seem to remember there were no regular class seats available. 
 
Business Class (probably the same as First Class on this flight) is nice as the seats are a bit wider. 
Still on a flight this short (50 minutes) I’m not sure it really makes much difference. 
 
We were served a nice vegetarian meal. We’ll land soon. Then customs. Then currency 
exchange. Then try to find train station to see what can be worked out. 
 



NOVEMBER 17, 1999 
6:50 PM INT 

Varanasi, INDIA 
 
Life changes—sometimes moment by moment. 
 
Arrived in Varanasi. The airport currency exchange was not open—and may not have been 
open for a long period of time. 
 
Worked my way through many aggressive taxi drivers—which I was semi-proud to be able to 
do—and got to the pre-paid taxi. Got a taxi to the train station and somehow also got a semi-
guide (different from the driver) for 210 rupees. It was very lucky I still had about 450 rupees 
left from DELHI. 
 
Stopped at “official” money changer and got $50 changed to 2,100 rupees, rather then the 2,125 
I should have gotten. Still it helped to have rupees. 
 
The train station was a total mess. The taxi driver parked about a block away and on the back 
side of the train station for some unknown reason. 
 
I went to the tourist area and they said there were 4 trains each way I could take. They then 
directed me out the door and somewhere to the right. 
 
My “guide” then took me to a second station building and I waited in a queue there. After a 
while the guide decided I was in the wrong building and brought me back to a second area of 
the first building to yet another queue. But when I finally got to the ticket counter I found that I 
could not get a ticket. 
 
Then things got interesting as I seemed to be taken to a local mob leader. He stated he could get 
me first class tickets as the second class tickets were standing room only and I did not want to 
stand for 5 hours. I agreed, filled out some forms and was then told it would cost 1,500 rupees. I 
thought the ticket would cost about 500 rupees—thus he was charging me 3 times what the real 
cost was. I thought about it and saw no choice but to agree as it was still cheaper than the $50US 
my guide told me a taxi would be. 
 
The mob leader than did this and then did that and then whatever—at one point going to a 
female street vendor and getting his cigarettes—offering me and my guide one—I turned it 
down, my guide took one. 
 
We ended up back at the second building and were informed that, at least on the first part of the 
trip it would still be standing room only. At that point I decided for another 600 rupees it made 
more sense to take the taxi. Luckily my guide got all of my money back. 



 
Before I gave up totally though I went back to the tourist area where they told me to go to yet 
another room. I went there and waited again only to be told there were no trains to Gaya that 
were not standing room only for the next two days. I asked about a taxi and they told me it 
would be much better to get on the train and stand, but would not really say why so I decided to 
try the taxi. 
 
Got out of that room and my guide was still waiting. I told him I needed water and he took me 
back to the taxi which was still waiting. I’m sure we had been an hour and a half—although it 
was a little hard to tell as every clock at the train station had a different time. 
 
At this point it looked like I was going to need to stay in Varanasi so I told my guide—and the 
taxi driver—to find me a hotel. Based on the knowledge they would get a commission from the 
hotel they gladly took me. 
 
The hotel said that all rooms with air for 350 rupees were booked, thus I needed a room for 600 
rupees. I told my guide we would go someplace else. The hotel somehow found a room for 350 
rupees. 
 
Went to the room for a minute or two. Came downstairs to ask the desk clerk about water. He 
said I could get it in the dining room at the same price as outside, i.e., 15 rupees. I went to the 
dining room and waited, but could find no one to get water. 
 
Finally went outside thinking I would just walk until I found a shop with water. My guide was 
still there. He took me to a general store for water. After getting the water he insisted I go to the 
shop next door which sold silk. 
 
I really did not need anything, but knowing Varanasi is noted for silk I thought I would look. 
Bottom line is I got two shirts—one long sleeve and the other short—plus a scarf for Julie’s 
daughter, Susie. Cost was a little more than $52 after going down from about $60. 
 
Guide finally left and I walked back to the hotel. Ate and wrote these notes. 
 
Had butter scotch ice cream at supper. Not even remotely close to what ice cream tastes like. 
 
Took a short shower as no (or little) hot water. 
 
I don’t think I mentioned last night I took a very long shower which flooded the 4th floor 
hallway. 
 
It’s after 9:00 PM and I need to get up early, thus time for bed. 
 



NOVEMBER 18, 1999 
6:31 AM INT 

Varanasi, INDIA 
 
Slept off and on. I would say towards the poorer side. The fan (overhead) and pillow were fine, 
but the mattress was an inch or two of foam rubber. 
 
Tried to call Operator or Reception Desk about 11:00 PM to confirm my time was the same as 
local time. I could not get anyone to answer. Found out after I got up that I’m 15 minutes fast—
thus I had time for breakfast before my guide arrives. 
 
The cheese omelet I ordered was fairly good. It tastes like the chef added some onion and other 
spices. The tea is too hot to drink and they boiled the milk that came on the side so that does not 
help to cool it. 
 

NOVEMBER 18, 1999 
7:24 PM INT 

Between Varanasi and Bodhgaya, INDIA 
 
Was picked up by the guide and another taxi driver. The guide stated he would not be going but 
the driver could either take the funds or I could find the guide at the airport. 
 
I was driven to Bodhgaya. It was a long and very bumpy 7-hour ride with much pollution. Long 
would be best as a descriptive word. 
 
The road was terrible. Much of the time we could not go faster than 20 mph. It was the main 
road between DELHI and Calcutta, but was only two lanes and had thousands of trucks on it. All 
of which destroyed the pavement. I saw many, many trucks (and cars) which were on their side 
seemingly abandon. (I later learned that the car Dot and Rae was in broke an axle on this road—
and they need to take a bus. Their car was much better than the taxi I was in.) 
 
I also learned that the Japanese had paid to repave the road, but it was never done due to 
corruption. (The Japanese bringing their goods into India via Calcutta as a shipping port and 
then need to truck it to the rest of the country.) 
 
I have never seen as poor a road used as a main highway. 
 



NOVEMBER 19, 1999 
3:25 AM INT 

Varanasi, INDIA 
 
Stopped at what I thought was Dot and Rae’s hotel. The hotel did not have them listed, but I was 
unsure of who was registered and who had reserved rooms since Dot and Rae were traveling 
with two elderly women. I left a note though. The hotel suggested I go to a second hotel, but the 
second one did not know of them either. 
 
Went to temple and Bo tree where Buddha was enlightened. (It’s my understanding that it is not 
the actually Bo tree, but a shoot from the actual Bo tree.) It was nice and peaceful, although 
somewhat gaudy here and there. Walked around a lot. I took many pictures. Meditated a couple 
of feet from the Bo tree. 
 
At one point I was walking around the temple area in a counter-clockwise direction. A priest 
non-verbally pointed out that one should always walk in a clockwise direction. Thus I changed. 
 
There were many Buddhists who were praying, most by prostrating themselves on mats. 
 
Came back to the taxi after awhile and was informed Dot and Rae were around—maybe in 
temple area. Went back to look for them for another 45 minutes. 
 
Went to Dot and Rae’s hotel and found them. It seems the 2 other women they were with got 
sick and went back to the US. We had a long early supper and chatted away—partially about this 
proportional karma idea. 
 
Left with the taxi about 6 PM. The ride back took 9 hours—that’s 16+ hours in the taxi in one 
day! I say 16+ as I’m still in the taxi as I write this. 
 
The taxi did break down on the way back. We pulled into a roadside hut about midnight and a 
mechanic repaired the alternator with only some minor tools. 
 
Since we arrived in Varanasi about 3:00 AM—and Dot & Rae suggested I see the sunrise on a 
boat in the Ganges—it seemed foolish to get a hotel room for an hour or two. Thus I write and 
the taxi driver is asleep in the front seat. 
 



NOVEMBER 19, 1999 
10:51 AM INT 

Varanasi, INDIA 
 
Woke the driver at 3:45 AM, although he had suggested 3:30 AM. I think he took me to Bachraj 
Ghat, not Dasaswanedh Ghat which I told him I wanted. I needed to therefore pay 300 rupees 
rather than the 45 rupees set per hour by the state to take a boat on the Ganges. 
 
A boy with candles got in the boat with me and wished me to spend more funds to put a lit 
candle in the Ganges. I didn’t because I was a bit upset that I was at the wrong ghat. 
 
Still it was a very interesting site seeing thousands of people taking a bath in the river while 
others were washing clothes by beating them on stones after getting them wet from the river. 
 
I did get a tour of Manikarnika Ghat. It is the main burning ghat (crematory) and a most 
auspicious place for a Hindu to be cremated. It really was quite interesting. I got with a few feet 
of one of those being cremated. The whole process seemed to ritualize the grief process quite 
nicely. 
 
While at the Manikarnika Ghat I was taken to meet several elderly ladies who had no one to pay 
for their cremation. I did make a donation for them. 
 
I also got a minor tour of the Golden Temple (Vishwanath Temple). One can see the golden top 
from a second story window after going through many back alleys. Non-Hindus are not allowed 
in the temple (or the wall around it). 
 
I went from there back to the taxi driver by the boat guide—since it was all back alleys I refused 
to pay him until I was at the taxi. 
 
We then went to purchase some silk for Susie. I ended up spending about $50 for 3 yards. It 
seems a bit high and I got a god-terrible mix of colors so I hope she likes it. (I have no idea who 
else might want it.) 
 
Went on to visit Sarnath (Deer Park) where Buddha gave his first speech after enlightenment. It 
was not open but I could walk around. I went to the Dhanekh Stupa, Main Shine, and 
Mulgandha Kuti Vihar & Bo Tree. I mainly just walked and took some pictures. It felt very 
peaceful and better (maybe just less touristy since I was the only one there) than where Buddha 
was enlightened. 
 
Went to airport. Paid “guide” for taxi driver and gave driver a tip. The tip could have been 
more, but I left myself only $1 (not counting the $100 bill for emergencies) and 90 rupees. 
 



The taxi driver should get some good commissions though. 
 
Spent the 90 rupees on a cheese sandwich and mango juice. Got in queue for boarding pass and 
got same. 
 
We then had another 3 queues to go through. The first required an Embarkation Card which 
was to cost 150 rupees. Since I spent all my rupees I thought it might be interesting. I saw the 
worse case one where I needed to cash one of my two remaining $20 Travelers Checks. As it 
turned out they asked me to complete the card and did not even mention the 150 rupees. (I’m 
still not sure whether it was needed as it was not in Delphi, but all of the other passengers paid 
it.) 
 
Now waiting for airplane. It seems to be late, but I’ve given up trying to figure it out. 
 

NOVEMBER 19, 1999 
3:34 PM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
The plane was a little late. Then it aborted the first take-off as a jackal was on the runway. 
 
Arrived in Kathmandu. The manager was waiting for me, but now I’m waiting for two guests to 
arrive on a domestic flight. It’s a 20 minute flight and I’ve been waiting 39 minutes so far. 
 
 

NOVEMBER 19, 1999 
7:17 PM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Arrived at the hotel. Called Chandra, the hotel’s tour operator, and he stated be would be over 
about 5:00 PM. Got all my luggage to the 4th floor. Started repacking for trek. 
 
Chandra arrived about 5 with the porter. Unfortunately Chandra forgot the file and thus I’ll 
need to meet him again about 7:00 PM. Talked to the porter a little. He seems to understand 
some English. He does not look like I thought a Shurpa porter would. He looks like he’s in his 
early 20’s and in very good shape. 
 
Went out and purchased a very good daypack. I went to a dozen or so places. I finally decided to 
go with a fairly big daypack as it will provide better support for my back (which I’ll need with 
the camera) and the day pack on my conversion bag will do fine for a small daypack. 
 
Came back to hotel and took duffel bag into storage once again. 
 



(Oh, the daypack cost about $15.50 and I’m sure would have cost me $45-55 in the states.) 
 
Chandra came back and wrote, at my suggestion, where I would be on what nights. The porter 
also came with him, although I still did not catch his name. 
 
Called Dot and Rae’s hotel in Kathmandu (they will be coming to Kathmandu in a few days) 
and left a message suggesting we get together for supper on the 29th when I get back. 
 
Looked at information on their hotel—it’s a 5 star hotel. Mine might be a 1 star, maybe 2 since 
it’s fairly clean and a lot of Japanese stay here. 
 
Ate at Northfield Café and had Mexican as I figure I’ll be eating mainly Nepali for the next 10 
days or so. 
 
It’s 8:08 PM. Waiting for check for supper and falling asleep. 
 

NOVEMBER 20, 1999 
6:55 AM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Slept well. Got up at 6:09 AM. Kedar, the porter, arrived about 6:25 AM. Finished packing. On 
bus and ready to leave. 
 
Kedar was a bit surprised when he did not see any straps on my pack, as it seems he does not use 
a basket but carries my pack normal on his back with his pack—a smaller one—reversed on his 
front. 
 
It is a very good thing I got the larger pack. Since I’ll mainly be in a bus today I decided to 
simply wear my sandals. I therefore needed to put my hiking boots in the daypack and I’m not 
sure a smaller one would have worked as easily. 
 

NOVEMBER 20, 1999 
9:38 AM NEST 

Road between KATHMANDU and Pokhara, NEPAL 
 
The bus is small. Seats are small. It does stop for breaks though. This is our second. I just 
ordered breakfast, although Kedar thought it should be lunch. 
 
I’ve never had French Toast without syrup—or even butter. I should say I think most people 
ordered chow main. 
 



If I’m not careful I could gain weight on this trek as I decided to get both a cheese omelet and 
the French Toast for my meal. 
 

NOVEMBER 20, 1999 
12:32 PM NEST 

Road between KATHMANDU and Pokhara, NEPAL 
 
Continued for a bit too long on the bus. Now stopped for 30 minutes for what was to be a 10 
minute stop. Had a Pepsi but did not eat. The Pepsi—in a bottle—cost about 30¢. 
 

NOVEMBER 20, 1999 
5:52 PM NEST 

Pokhara, NEPAL 
 
Arrived in Pokhara. Mailed one postcard to Sheri. Could not find Kedar thus bought myself a 
cheese sandwich. 
 
Took shower. Washed clothes (hope they dry). Walked around Pokhara and wrote a few more 
postcards. Found a couple of places for supper. 
 
Came back to hotel. Found I needed to use my toilet paper as the hotel was close to out. 
 
Used water purifier to fill water containers. I figured as long as I have it I should use it. Wish I 
could figure out how to use the carbon with it as the water after the filter is still yellow. 
 
Got packs ready for tomorrow although clothes still very wet. 
 
Oh, I cashed my $100 emergency bill. The rate was a little poorer than in Kathmandu, but I 
figured I would need a little more funds if only to give Kedar a tip at the end of the trek. 
 
What I did was to keep $60 (3 twenties) in U.S. funds which I’ll consider my contingency cash. 
 

NOVEMBER 20, 1999 
8:50 PM NEST 

Pokhara, NEPAL 
 
Went to supper with Kedar—although he was not supposed to eat with me. He did accept some 
of my food. Watched some cultural dances while eating. Kedar explained some of them and 
seemed to enjoy them even more than I did. 
 
 



NOVEMBER 21, 1999 
11:43 AM NEST 

Between Naya Pul and Tikedungha (or maybe Ramghai, Kaski), NEPAL 
 
Slept through alarm. Kedar knocked on my door at 7:15 AM to wake me. 
 
Slept poorly—partially due to the index finger on my left hand. The finger has a minor 
infection. It’s been infected since before I saw Dot and Rae, but I was hoping it would just go 
away. 
 
Also slept poorly as the spread on the bed was too heavy. I finally gave up and slept in my 
sleeping bag. 
 
I had breakfast. I ordered corn flakes and toast. The corn flakes were in a very large bowl, but no 
milk. The toast did not have butter or jam. I then ordered both and got them. I also had Kedar 
get me some hot water to soak my finger in. It started out too hot, but I hope will help. 
 
Got a bus with others. The bus took us to where we started the trek. I’m now at lunch. We 
stopped at a place Kedar suggested although it seems a little early for me to eat. 
 
I was brought an onion/tomato salad which consisted of only onions. 
 
I did soak my finger in very hot water again. 
 

NOVEMBER 21, 1999 
5:22 PM NEST 

Ulleri, NEPAL 
 
Trekked along. Met a young lady from California, Lisa, who was walking alone. Talked to her 
until I needed to take a break due to the climbing. 
 
We were to stop in Tikedungha, but it was 2:15 PM so I decided to press on. Went up “the 
endless stone staircase” according to the “Trekking in the Nepal Himalayas” book. It was close 
to endless, but I made it up. 
 
Talked to Lisa a bit at her hotel—mine is a different one. Since we are in different hotels it seems 
we cannot eat together as you need to eat at the hotel you’re staying at. 
 
Soaking my finger in hot water and waiting for supper. Ordered mint tea, garlic soup, and a 
vegetable burrito. Not sure what I’ll actually get. 
 



It’s a little cool here. Everyone else is in jackets, hats, long pants. I’m in a short sleeve shirt, 
shorts, and sandals. 
 
One good thing is that in going a bit further today tomorrow we should be able to go to where 
we will stay in Deorali (right beyond Ghorapani) and then backtrack a little to go up Poon Hill 
(3,210 meters, e.g., 10, 531.5 feet). Poon Hill should give me an excellent view of the Himalayas. 
 
I may also try a day trek out of Multinath towards the last day into Thorung La pass—which is 
at 5,416 meters (17,769 feet). 
 
Reading about the pass in my book I’m not sure I have warm enough clothes. As importantly, 
Kedar may not have the right clothes. 
 
Food was a bit strange although fine. I think I might have had too much mint tea (especially 
with the garlic soup). Hope I don’t need to go to the restroom too many times this evening since 
I have no idea where a toilet is. 
 
Found toilet—needed to walk through the dining room with toilet paper. The toilet consisted of 
two places to put your feet alongside a hollow in the ground to do whatever. 
 
I have no idea how women manage as I needed to take my shorts completely off in order to not 
poop in them—and I think I would have had more problems if I had long pants on. 
 
It’s 6:58 PM. Writing by candlelight as no electricity (or water or heat) in room. 
 
 

NOVEMBER 22, 1999 
6:28 AM NEST 
Ulleri, NEPAL 

 
Started to attempt to sleep about 7:00 PM but could not sleep. My index finger is better but still 
hurts. Seems I also sprained (mildly) a muscle in my back left shoulder. 
 
Thought I solved the bladder problem about 10:00 PM. Next to the window there is a 2H' tall by 
2' wide door which leads to the outside—although I’m on the second floor. If I open the door 
and squat down and put my right leg outside it’s possible to empty my bladder directly outside. 
 
When I tried this at 12:30 AM though I found that in the squatting position it was my tail side 
that wanted to move more than my bladder. The good part was that I realized the proper 
squatting position. I needed to be on my toes rather than flat footed. 
 



Tried to sleep again, but the tail end had other ideas. Got up, got dressed, went downstairs 
through dining room, outside, down the walkway, to toilet. Did my thing and the “on my toes” 
squatting worked. Went back up to room. 
 
Realized in room I needed to go back to toilet again. Did. 
 
About 2:30 AM, still without real sleep, I realized I needed to go to the toilet yet again. Got 
dressed. Did same. This time I realized in the dining room I needed to go back and did so. 
 
Still could not sleep though. Part of the problem was very thin walls. The men on each side of 
me continuously coughed through the night. Finally I decided to get out my air mattress. 
Somehow I then got to sleep. 
 
Got up at 6:13 AM, as there was too much noise around me to sleep any longer. Sunrise was 
beautiful. Immediately went to the toilet. 
 
Ate breakfast—oat portage with banana and toast. Immediately went to the toilet. I should 
mention that this was at least half expected, especially as I’ve been going things like ordering 
salads, but is really what I consider a mild case of “traveler’s trots”. 
 
Decided, as my pack was mainly apart, to use the first aid kit. According to some young women 
here all I needed to do was put some iodine on my finger, so I did. 
 
Packed. Went to toilet once more and left about 8:00 AM 
 

NOVEMBER 22, 1999 
2:48 PM NEST 

Poon Hill, NEPAL 
 
Walked quite a bit all morning. At one time my right knee went out for about 10 minutes but it 
seems okay now. 
 
Got to Deorali—being very slow at the end. Kedar really wanted me to stay at the Mountain 
View, but the guidebook and Lisa (who was well ahead of me) suggested the Super View and 
Lisa and I had agreed on the Super View. 
 
Thus I insisted that we go to the Super View first. Lisa was already there and said it was 
excellent. Better bed and pillows, running water in the toilet, shower, good food. They make you 
take your shoes off as they have new carpet—but provide you with slippers to wear. 
 
Walked up Poon Hill. I would say with Kedar and Lisa, but they were very much ahead of me. 
 



Poon Hill is at 3,210 meters (10,531.5 feet). It may be as high as I get this trip. We’re actually 
above the clouds—maybe by as much as 1,000 feet. We have a wonderful view of the mountain 
range. 
 
I might mention here that Lisa is, I think, 24. Her dad is a pilot for a US airline and she gets free 
air travel until she is 25. Thus she has taken a year off to travel the world. I think she started out 
by going to South America, is now in Nepal, and will be heading to Thailand after this. (It 
seemed that many on the younger people I talked to were heading for Thailand after Nepal and 
planning on being there for Christmas and New Years.) Lisa will be meeting a boy in Thailand 
that she met in India (I think). Lisa and Kedar seem to get along well. 
 
Lisa took some pictures of Kedar and myself. 
 

NOVEMBER 22, 1999 
5:26 PM NEST 

Deorali, NEPAL 
 
Walked down Poon Hill. It was much easier than going up. Lisa and Kedar stayed on top. 
 
Took shower and washed clothes. The main room has a wood stove make out of a large tin 
drum (50 gallon?) which is what the clothes are put around for them to dry. 
 
I might add that I did a poor job of washing my clothes—mainly I got them all wet while I was 
taking a shower. 
 

NOVEMBER 23, 1999 
6:22 AM NEST 

Deorali, NEPAL 
 
Opened my index finger with a safety pin. Got out some puss. 
 
Had supper with Lisa. Kedar sat with us although he’s not allowed to eat with us. Not sure 
where Kedar will sleep and that bothers me. It seems this lodge does not provide for porters or 
guides. 
 
Slept okay. Index finger is a little better. 
 
Got up at 6:12 AM to watch the sunrise from the lodge. I had easily decided yesterday there was 
no need to walk up Poon Hill a second time to watch the sunrise—although Lisa did and I 
understand that it is beautiful. The sunrise from where I am is also beautiful. 
 



I don’t think I mentioned that in the conversation with Dot and Rae we solved the “Can one 
action have a different proportional effect on each person involved?” We decided the answer is 
“Yes”. 
 
Our logic was fairly simple. That is if the same action is committed by an enlightened person 
and a non-enlightened person it karmically effects them different. The enlightened person 
naturally needing to be more responsible—sort of like a child and an adult. 
 
This does not solve the problem of me needing to be in control, although it does solve an aspect 
of it. 
 
Also I’m not really sure it’s a control issue. It may be something more like my personality not 
wanting another personality to get the better of me. That sounds a bit petty, but then the 
personality generally is. 
 

NOVEMBER 23, 1999 
9:21AM NEST 

Phalate, NEPAL 
 
Started walking about 7:15 AM. It’s fairly easy for me as it’s mainly downhill. 
 
I’ve been thinking about whether I would come back to Nepal. I think I would—maybe in 5 
years. 
 
I would stop to see Buddha’s birth and death places. Visit some places outside of Kathmandu. I 
would probably go river rafting. 
 
I would need to think about the bicycling. 
 
I would also consider another trek, but would do some things differently. First, I would not 
carry a pack. As it is I’m carrying my camera, water, and my pack. The pack has a change of 
clothes, many socks, books, toothbrush and paste, sandals, etc. It’s actually somewhat heavy and 
has nothing in it I actually need during the walking part of the trek. 
 
I think all I might carry would be my camera—and I think it would be lighter camera. Maybe I 
would also carry my water. 
 

NOVEMBER 23, 1999 
11:39 PM NEST 
Ghapa, NEPAL 

 
I started from the hotel about 7:15 AM. Walked for a few hours mainly downhill. 



 
My index finder had turned purple this morning after I worked on it with a safety pin. Kedar 
suggested we stop at a local pharmacy. They allowed him the use of a curved needle—which I 
needed to sterilize as Kedar did not consider doing it. Kedar put some alcohol on it, used the 
needle, got a fair amount of puss out, used the needle again to get more puss out, then alcohol, 
then iodine, then gauze, then a band aid. 
 
It hurt quite a bit but I think it will be better. 
 
I found out in talking to Kedar that he can only spend 500 rupees per day on us—that includes 
room for both of us and food for both of us. Five hundred rupees is about $6.00. I am paying 
about 1,100 rupees per day—or about $15 for the same. (Of course my cost also includes Kedar.) 
 
One problem is that if we go over budget than Kedar does not eat—thus I am now insisting that 
Kedar eat with me, order before I order, and show me on the menu what he ordered. (Kedar had 
been eating in the kitchen whatever he was fed I expect. I’m still feeling bad that the Super View 
did not have a place for porters—although I’m thinking of Kedar as more like a porter/guide.) 
 
I did have some difficulty getting Kedar to accept eating with me as I understand that is not 
done, but it makes more sense to me as he’s certainly a fellow human being. 
 
A second problem is that Kedar made me pay this morning for a piece of Apple pie at lunch, 
pudding at supper, and a small pot of milk coffee at breakfast. (Kedar thinks I should order a 
cup at the time, which is actually more expensive if one gets more than one cup.) Since Chandra 
stated I could order anything on the menu except liquor, mineral water, and soda; I see no need 
for me to pay for deserts or coffee. I’ll need to talk to Chandra when I get back. 
 
I just noticed they sell cigarettes individually here. An interesting concept. 
 
Calculated how high Poon Hill is in feet. It’s 10,528.8 feet if my math is correct. I think I live at 
about 1,700 feet in Vermont. 
 
Lunch has taken well over an hour to prepare and we’re still waiting. At least I expect everything 
will be fresh. Then again I was careful to make sure Kedar ordered first and I ordered exactly 
what he ordered. In this case it was Dal—mainly rice with some potatoes with greens on the side 
and a small cup of curry on the side. (According to the guidebook the curry is lentil soup.) 
 



NOVEMBER 23, 1999 
3:39 PM NEST 

Tatopani, NEPAL 
 
Arrived at Tatopani about 3:20 PM. The place we wanted to stay at, Dhaulagiri Lodge, was full. A 
second place, Trekkers Lodge, only had a double room. Thus we’re at the Old Kanala. 
 
Kedar did buy me an apple right out of town which I ate. 
 

NOVEMBER 23, 1999 
5:44 PM NEST 

Tatopani, NEPAL 
 
Went to the hot springs here. There are actually two springs. The “hot” one no one was in as 
people thought it too hot. I went in and found it to be a bit cooler than my hot tub. Someone 
said it was 45° C., but that would be about 113° F. and I don’t think it was that hot. 
 
I stayed in about 15-20 minutes. Most everyone seemed a little shocked that I did. After the 
“hot” spring I tried the “warm” spring. It was crowded with 30-40 people in it—and much too 
cool for my taste. I went back to the “hot” spring for a little while. 
 
Took a very welcome nap until about 5:15 PM. 
 
Ordered pumpkin soup, a bean burrito, and lemon tea for supper. The pumpkin soup tastes 
fine, but nothing like pumpkin. The bean burrito has so much rice I don’t know whether I’ll be 
able to finish it. The hot lemon tea is fine. 
 
Tomorrow is to be a rest day, but I’m not sure if I need the rest therefore I’m planning on 
continuing. 
 
I am concerned about tomorrow as I think it might be the hardest day and it’s mostly uphill 
which I do terrible at. I think we’re about 1,200 meters now and we’ll be going to 2,600 meters 
(that is almost 4,600 feet of climb). 
 
We’ll probably simply not go as far as we should tomorrow—thus being maybe I day ahead of 
schedule. 
 
I might mention that my butt heats a lot in the “crack” area. Not sure why, it’s like it’s been 
rubbing and has thus developed a rash. 
 



My index finger feels a little better. I think Kedar is planning on opening it again tomorrow 
morning. I may also check my first aid kit for a cream for my butt. Checked and could see 
nothing at a quick glance. 
 
Looks like Kedar will be sleeping in my room tonight. We just refilled the water bottles and he’s 
gone to get some blankets. 
 
Finished another chapter is the Bhagavad Gita. 
 

NOVEMBER 24, 1999 
9:24 AM NEST 

Tatopani, NEPAL 
 
Kedar did not sleep in my room last night. 
 
I did not sleep well at all. First it was this butt crack being sore. Then a stomachache. 
 
When Kedar came at 7:15 AM or so I decided that my body was saying that it really did need a 
rest day. I therefore told Kedar we were going to do the planned rest day, although I wanted to 
move to the Dhaulagiri Lodge as I thought the food where we are was not good. 
 
I finally got up at 8:40 AM and went to the rest room. I half decided I should go back to bed, but 
thought breakfast would help my stomach. 
 
Half way through breakfast I needed to go to the restroom again due to loose stool. My body 
does not seem to know what it wants to do since I’ve also been throwing up. It may be the apple 
I ate on the way into town as I expect it was washed with regular water. 
 
It’s now right after breakfast and I’m sitting on the toilet again. It’s not too bad as I still have a 
half roll of my very soft toilet paper left. 
 
Did I mention I saw the local ambulance yesterday? Three men taking turns carrying a sick 
female on their backs along the trekking trail. It can easily take from 3 to 10 days to get someone 
to a hospital that way. I’m not expecting that’s what I’ll need. 
 
Well, it’s off to bed for a couple of hours in an attempt to sleep. 
 



NOVEMBER 24, 1999 
(Thanksgiving in the US) 

2:10 PM NEST 
Tatopani, NEPAL 

 
Slept most of the morning and early afternoon. Not sure what that will do to my sleeping 
schedule. 
 
Still not feeling well—mainly stomach. Ordered coke, mushroom soup, and a chocolate milk 
shake for lunch. The chocolate milk shake tastes a lot like chocolate milk. 
 
Not worried about schedule at all. We were actually planning on going through Jomson and 
heading north of it to another town then to a different town northeast of Jomson. I think 
Jomson itself is a 2-3 day walk and we will have 4 days to get there. 
 

NOVEMBER 24, 1999 
11:46 PM NEST 

Tatopani, NEPAL 
 
An interesting couple of hours if you call having diarrhea and throwing up at the same time 
interesting. Mainly slept. Since I was throwing up it seemed foolish to have supper so I didn’t. 
Nice Thanksgiving. 
 
Interesting dreams. In one I was taken through a ritual to be a prince, although I had not been 
born to that position. 
 
Not sure what I’ll do tomorrow. Either press on or take another day of rest. I’ll decide in the 
morning after checking my strength level. 
 
Hope I’ve been through the worst and have a 3-5% weight loss. At least I’ll be able to remember 
this Thanksgiving. 
 

NOVEMBER 25, 1999 
6:52 AM NEST 

Tatopani, NEPAL 
 
Had an accident at 4 in the morning. Thought I needed to pass some gas and found it was more 
than gas. Luckily my sleeping bag was easy to clean up, although I got out of it so quickly I 
scatter “stuff” over much of the room. Ran out of toilet paper at the same time. 
 
Kedar came about 6:20 AM. I immediately sent him off for toilet paper. 
 



It feels like it will be best to spend another day recovering here as I just had a light breakfast and 
my stomach is acting up. 
 

NOVEMBER 25, 1999 
11:59 AM NEST 

Tatopani, NEPAL 
 
Slept after breakfast until about 10:00 AM. Then, at my insistence, moved hotels to the 
Dhaulagiri Lodge. The place I was staying did not seem to have the right energy for me. 
 
After moving I read a couple of chapters in the Bhagavad Gita then I slept a little more. Energy 
still low but I managed to keep breakfast down and do feel better. 
 
Went to dining room and met the couple I was to go mountain biking with. It seems that they 
had an equally bad ride. In fact the husband is planning on writing letters to all of the mountain 
biking magazines warning people what to expect. They are going the other way, i.e. Jomson to 
Pokhara. 
 
Not sure where Kedar is, although he just showed up. It’s 12:34 PM and I just ordered lunch—
tomato soup, cheese sandwich, apple lassi, and milk coffee. 
 
The soup was fine. The cheese sandwich (which was to be vegetables and cheese) had vegetables 
but no cheese. The apple lassi turned into simply lassi as the electricity is not on at the moment. 
(The electricity is only on for a few hours per day.) The milk coffee was fine. 
 
After lunch I went out with Kedar and purchased a book for him—Lost Horizons. I thought it 
would be nice for him to be able to do something while I slept. I also got a book, Shopping for 
Buddhas, for me as I thought something light to read would be good. 
 
Took a short walk to take pictures. I am better but not 100% yet. 
 
Read first couple of chapters in Shopping for Buddhas. I had not realized that Buddha was the 
ninth (and most recent) incarnation of Vishnu (one of the triad of Hinduism (properly called 
Brahmanism) with the other two heads of Brahmanism being Brahma and Shiva. Buddhism is 
thus an extension of Brahmanism. 
 

NOVEMBER 25, 1999 
6:58 PM NEST 

Tatopani, NEPAL 
 
Went to dining area to have coke and read. Ran into Barry and Shauna (sp?) from mountain 
biking, thus I talked to them for a few hours. Had supper with them. Gave Barry my card so he 



can email me the letter he’s writing on why Nepal is poor for mountain biking. There are several 
reasons including that the trails are made for walking and animals—and neither expect bicycles 
on the trails. 
 

NOVEMBER 26, 1999 
6:44 AM NEST 

Tatopani, NEPAL 
 
Read until about 8:52 PM when the electricity went out. It seems during several hours during the 
day they turn off the electricity here as they do in Chitwan. The loss of electricity last night 
though was more like a Vermont power failure and only lasted about 20 minutes. 
 
I got up about 11:00 PM to spend considerable time on the toilet and continued reading. 
 
I got up again at 5:00 AM to use the toilet, found the one on my floor (without a seat) was being 
used. Searched for others without luck. Then ended up only having some gas—but after the 
night before I did not want to take a chance. 
 

NOVEMBER 26, 1999 
11:35 AM NEST 

Rupshee Chkahara, NEPAL 
 
Started to trek this morning about 7:45 AM. Trek so far has not been too difficult. I expected 
something like “the endless stone staircase” or the walk up Poon Hill, but it has been much 
easier than that. 
 
Stopped in Dana and gave the school teachers there the 3 pens I brought for the students. I did 
instruct the teachers through Kedar to give them to the students who needed them the most. I 
hope the students get them rather then the teachers, but that’s the best I could do. Not a lot but 
it all helps. 
 
Ordered potato cheese soup for lunch as I’m still not 100% fit. I will say that my shadow with 
the trekking clothes and hat does seem to resemble Indiana Jones! 
 
The potato soup with shredded cheese on it was good. 
 

NOVEMBER 26, 1999 
3:40 PM NEST 

Ghasa, NEPAL 
 
As I expected the second part of the trek today was much harder. At one point I think I had a 
two mile (at least) climb at a 45-50 degree angle. 



 
At any rate I made it and I think tomorrow will be a bit easier and the last day of the actual 
trekking still easier. 
 
I might add that we have been using the PÛR water purifier right along. Getting water from 
water falls, streams, or villages. It seems to be doing a good job. I think I was sick because I kept 
pressing what I could eat, i.e., I started eating salads among other things. In fact Kedar gave me 
some apples from a stand right before we entered Tatopani and they might have done it. 
 
Tomorrow I think we’ll just do to Larjung. The last day of trekking will then be to Jomson. 
 

NOVEMBER 27, 1999 
6:38 AM NEST 

Ghasa, NEPAL 
 
Finished Shopping for Buddhas book last night. It was fairly good for a light read. I may even 
decide to now buy a Buddha. 
 
Health-wise I’m better. My left index finger is still a bit swollen, but not too bad. 
 
It looks and sounds like we’ll have quite a wind today. It’s my understanding that there’s a 
constant valley wind here. Luckily I think it will be mainly at our back. 
 
Ordered a vegetable omelet and corn bread for breakfast. The corn bread is hard to describe. It 
looks like 2 oval flat breads (thin) cooked together and hollow in the center. 
 
On the other hand they do not have ovens here so everything is cooked over a wood stove or 
open flame and many things come out a bit different. Every time I’ve ordered lasagna it’s been 
cooked in a small frying pan. It tastes fine, but not like traditional lasagna. The same is true of 
pizza. 
 

NOVEMBER 27, 1999 
11:24 AM NEST 

Kalopani, NEPAL 
 
Started out at 7:33 AM. Trekked all morning. At one point went all the way down to the river. 
That meant we had a very long climb to the top. I think the walk this afternoon will be easier. 
 
Ordered vegetable spring roll, potato salad, and some form of tea Kedar was somewhat unsure 
of. (Kedar just bought a tea after watching it being made. He said it had a little of everything—
including salt.) 
 



Not sure why I keep trying all of these new foods. I think it’s just my nature. I’m simply curious 
as to what is new—possibly my Aquarian ascendent. 
 
I think I have lost a little weight, although I’m unsure how much. Unfortunately I don’t think 
I’ve lost any around the stomach, which is where I need to lose it the most. 
 
The “spring roll” was filled with potatoes and greens. It tastes okay with “chili garlic” sauce. 
 
I’m eating in an open court yard with the white tops of the Himalaya’s shinning above me and 
the musical bells of the passing ponies sounding off to the left. It’s pleasant indeed. 
 
At the last Police Check Point when signing in I noted I was the oldest person, although I’m 
fairly sure I’ve seen older individuals on parts of the trek. I thought it interesting though. 
 
The Police Check Points are a minor stop. They note where you’re coming from, where you’re 
going, nationality, age, sex—and have you sign it. 
 
The potato salad consisted of sliced boiled potatoes. It had some “pickle paste” on the side, 
which was a little hot. 
 
Decided I had too much potato for lunch and ordered a piece of apple pie. The pie took a little 
longer than I expected as it was fixed more like a croissant. 
 

NOVEMBER 27, 1999 
3:24 PM NEST 

Larjung, NEPAL 
 
Fortunately most of the afternoon walk was fairly easy. The last hour or so on a riverbank which 
was very flat. 
 
At one point we needed to forge a small stream. The water was mid-to-upper-calf high. All 
other people (mainly those in a Dutch touring group) were taking off their shoes, socks, and 
rolling up pants. Kedar though brought my pack over (the one he’s carrying) and then insisted 
that I ride him across. I hesitated just a little. I did take off the pack I was carrying, my camera, 
my hat, and my walking stick. I figured that way if he accidentally dumped me in nothing 
serious would be damaged. 
 
Kedar got me across fairly easily. Then got the rest of my stuff. I think he generally does this, but 
made a bit more of it because of the Dutch porters who did not consider doing the same. 
 
Just took a shower. The water was warm, but certainly not hot. Steam kept coming off my body 
due to the cold. 



 
Tomorrow should be a fairly easy day. I would expect to get into Jomosom (or Jomson it’s 
written both ways) about 2:30 PM or 3:00 PM. 
 
I talked to Kedar today about what he would do if he had a choice. He said he would go back to 
medical school. It seems that he became a porter as he did not have enough funds to continue 
medical school. By medical school he meant something like a nurse. He would have liked to 
continue. It seems his brother is in the medical field and he did enjoy working on my finger. 
 
Some of the tables at the trekking lodge we stopped at for the evening have a gas heater under 
them. I’m sitting at one, although I have no idea when it might be turned on. 
 
Read more of the Bhagavad Gita. Kedar read his book while I was reading. He seems to be 
enjoying Lost Horizons. Kedar got us some popcorn as the local owners were having some. 
Decided to put on my sweater and socks as it’s getting cool. 
 
Kedar took me to the Kanti gampa, which is a Buddhist temple, although the local Hindus also 
use it. It was interesting. I was allowed to go inside with the local head person, i.e. priest. 
 
Came back and 3 others had sat at the table we were using so we joined them. They are a couple 
and a man on his own—all from England. 
 
Ordered sautéed vegetables and a pizza for supper. I expect the pizza to be a bit strange. Decided 
against the egg mayonnaise salad as I’m very unsure how you keep mayonnaise fresh here. 
 
Somehow became the center conversationalist at supper talking about esoteric philosophy. The 
conversation seemed to go very well and I think everyone, including Kedar, got something out 
of it. I felt for a little while like a teacher—or maybe a guru. 
 

NOVEMBER 28, 1999 
6:44 AM NEST 

Larjung, NEPAL 
 
Slept okay. In the middle of the night I heard sounds like a child in pain. Turns out the dog 
killed a goat. 
 
This is the last day of the trek and should be fairly easy. I’m not sure if I did not take the 2 days 
of break whether I could have done the original route. I do know that if I took the original 
planned day of rest that it would have been very hard if not impossible. I’m not in my teens, 
twenties, thirties, or even forties anymore. Starting to slow down I guess. 
 



I noted before that I’d consider coming back to Nepal in 5 years or so. I will say that having 
done it on my own it would be nice to do it with another. 
 
Not sure who though. I’m not sure who would be in shape to do the trek. Of my male friends 
probably Mike Robbins and John Beauchamp are the only ones. Of my female friends maybe 
only Dot Maver and Mary McGovern. As to relatives I think Greg & Dar, Sis & Tom, and John 
Carey might be it—well maybe Doug. Of course someone new could always enter my life. 
 

NOVEMBER 28, 1999 
3:52 PM NEST 

Jomson, NEPAL 
 
Left at 7:52 AM. The trek, as expected, was not that difficult although the wind near Jomson was 
probably 30-50 mph for the last 2 hours—but mainly at our backs. 
 
We actually should have stopped at Marpha for lunch as we were there about 11:00 AM when we 
generally eat. 
 
As it was Kedar thought we should push on to Jomson. I think he thought the wind would get 
worse—and he was probably right. Still I could have really used the break as my back was 
starting to hurt. 
 
We arrived into Jomson about 1:15 PM and quickly ate. I then purchased a stone for Jaha (her 
daughter and boy-friend are taking care of my house). The stone is from the river and has fossils 
in it. It’s several thousand years old and cost 400 rupees. I also got yet another meditation bell 
($40US + 500 rupees). I thus have $40 ($20 cash, $20 traveler’s check) + 1,045 rupees left. Not a 
whole lot—especially if I give Kedar $20. 
 
How do I feel? Well, a little like I’ve walked through the Valley of the Shadow of Death. We took 
several days to walk into the Kãli Gandaki Valley. I got sick in the middle (at Tatopani) for a day 
and had a second day to recover. (By the by those were the only two days which were cloudy.) 
Then took a few days to walk out of the valley. Preaching to those who would listen (4 counting 
Kedar) on the last evening. 
 
Reconfirmed airline tickets. They think the winds look fairly good for tomorrow so our flight 
should happen. We need to be at the airport by 6:30 AM. 
 



NOVEMBER 28, 1999 
6:27 PM NEST 

Jomson, NEPAL 
 
I think I’m doing fairly well. I’ve got 2 rolls of film left and what’s in the camera. A bit more 
than $20, if I discount $20 to Kedar. Close to running out of pages in this booklet. And, lastly, 
two full days left. 
 
Kedar just came in and gave me most of the farewell talk. He wants me to put in comments to 
Chandra that he will be a good guide. I will be happy to do same. 
 
I would actually like to do more for Kedar. I talked more to him about education. It seems there 
is an American type university. It costs roughly $350-500/month—and includes room and 
board. I might be able to do that. Maybe even through a non-profit organization. Dot and Rae’s 
Institute of Visionary Leadership perhaps. 
 
Still I would probably start by purchasing books for him over the internet—mainly biographies, 
autobiographies, and history, science. Then maybe have him do a book report. After awhile I 
would consider sending him through school—with the only provision that he do the same to 
another in the future. 
 
I should mention that Kedar’s last name in Tamang. 
 

NOVEMBER 29, 1999 
7:26 AM NEST 

Jomson, NEPAL 
 
Slept very poorly. Mainly thinking too much about all of the things I need to do when I get 
home. 
 
Got up at 5:30 AM. Packed. Breakfast did not taste quite right (we may have been too close to a 
very smelly bathroom), therefore I only ate a little. 
 
Walked to airport. Same general mess as normal. Wait for it to open, wait for boarding pass, 
wait for hand search of regular luggage (which was done so poorly it would not find anything), 
wait for search of hand luggage, wait for plane. 
 
Told Kedar I’d purchase him more books and correct his English if he emailed me a book 
report. Gave him $20. 
 
A bit sad at starting to leave, but it’s getting time. 
 



NOVEMBER 29, 1999 
8:24 AM NEST 

Jomson, NEPAL 
 
The plane was to have left at 7:40 AM. So far no planes have arrived. I expect at best I’ll miss the 
plane from Pokhara to Kathmandu. The problem is the winds—not here—not at Pokhara, but 
somewhere in between. 
 
We have just been given an option if the plane does not arrive of taking a helicopter—for an 
extra $250. The flight to Pokhara generally costs $55. 
 

NOVEMBER 29, 1999 
1:42 PM NEST 

Jomson, NEPAL 
 
No planes—four different flights from four different airlines—none arrived. Our flight was 
therefore canceled. Rescheduled for tomorrow. 
 
Called International Guest House and informed them I would not be there today. I had them 
call Dot and Rae. 
 
Checked into a different hotel. I had hoped to find one with better food, but I need to now pay 
for my room and board thus I found the places with better food too expensive. 
 
Finished Bhagavad Gita. 
 
Went to see local museum for 50 rupees. It took about an hour as I was slow. 
 
Starting to read Teachings of the Buddha. 
 

NOVEMBER 29, 1999 
9:18 PM NEST 

Jomson, NEPAL 
 
Took a short nap. Walked around town a bit. 
 
Came back to hotel and read. Two young ladies from California were playing cards. Kedar 
joined them and then I did. The four of us played cards from late afternoon, through supper, 
and up until about 9:00 PM. 
 
Read a little more of Teachings of the Buddha. 
 



Today seemed like something of a waste. I’m fairly sure no day is really ever wasted, thus it must 
be that I could simply not comprehend what of importance occurred today. Then again some 
days may be meant for reflection. 
 

NOVEMBER 30, 1999 
6:02 AM NEST 

Jomson, NEPAL 
 
Slept well. 
 
Waiting for breakfast and ready to try this again. I could stay here until tomorrow and still make 
my plane to the US, but it would be close. Thus I do hope the planes they are a traveling today. 
 
I might add that I’m enjoying the Buddha book, although it seems a little simple. 
 

NOVEMBER 30, 1999 
7:09 AM NEST 

Jomson, NEPAL 
 
At airport in the waiting room. The wind seems lighter this morning, although whether lighter 
down the valley is hard to say. 
 
I should mention that my sex drive has almost ceased to exist while on this trip. It’s something I 
simply have not thought about. Since I generally have a very healthy sex drive I thought it 
should be noted. 
 

NOVEMBER 30, 1999 
8:01 AM NEST 

Pokhara, NEPAL 
 
Made it to Pokhara. Said goodbye to Kedar—although I may see him tomorrow. Funds tight. 
Last time I took a taxi from the airport to the International Guest House it cost 300 rupees. I 
have 270 rupees on me. 
 

NOVEMBER 30, 1999 
1:44 PM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Arrived at International Guest House about 10:45 AM after getting my own taxi. Immediately 
called Dot and Rae. They were just about (20 minutes) to leave for the airport as they needed to 
go on a different flight due to some mix-up. They wanted me to meet them tomorrow night at 
the Radisson in New Delphi, India. I told them I could not afford the taxi cost as I was very close 



to being totally out of funds. After some discussion they decided to stop over to lend me some 
funds as they headed for the airport. 
 
Took all of my stuff up to the fourth floor. Quickly changed and took my dirty clothes, sleeping 
bag, and hat to the front desk to get dry-cleaned. Asked about reconfirmation of my air flight. 
They asked which airline. I said India Air. They said I needed to go in person. 
 
Decided I could catch a ride with Dot & Rae. Went to room and got ticket, passport. 
 
Dot & Rae quickly arrived. (I did not even have time to put on my belt.) Dot lent me 300 Indian 
rupees and $50US. They agreed to drop me at India Air on their way to the airport. 
 
We had a nice short chat going to India Air. Dot slipped me a 100 rupee note to give to their 
guide when I got out. I thought it was a bit much. 
 
Getting out of the taxi I felt very healthy and good. I was almost skipping I felt so wonderful. 
 
Waited at India Air. Checked my tickets and realized I was on Royal Nepali Airlines. Left. 
Found the Swiss Air location and reconfirmed those flights. Got directions to Royal Nepali. 
 
Started walking back to the International Guest House. Picked up a very small Buddha for 120 
rupees. Then got a second from a street person for 500 rupees. 
 
Took shower and caught up on these notes. 
 

NOVEMBER 30, 1999 
5:04 PM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Went out to spend a little money and did. Purchased 2 sweaters—one for each person looking 
after my house, Lonely Planet’s Nepal Guide for Kedar, a CD, and ordered a t-shirt. I even got 
some incense. Most were put on my credit card. 
 

NOVEMBER 30, 1999 
8:56 PM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Took a nap. Decided to get up for supper. Ate at a vegetarian Indian place. Started reading Miss 
Seeton’s Finest Hour—a mystery. Stopped in at a dance bar and had one drink. It was 2 women 
and one man dancing on stage with full clothing. Nothing to get excited about. 
 
Considered purchasing a meditation bowl, but they could not accept credit cards. 



 
Forgot to mention I also purchased a video of Nepal earlier today. 
 
Might also mention at the dance bar I was immediately asked “Are you lonely?” I said I was not. 
Unsure what would have happened if I had answered differently. 
 

December 1, 1999 
7:41 AM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Slept someone on the poor side—no real reason I can think of. 
 
Meet Kedar for breakfast. I gave him the Lonely Planet’s Nepal guidebook, which he really can 
use to help him become a guide. 
 

December 1, 1999 
4:36 PM NEST 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL 
 
Decided to walk up to the “Monkey” Temple. “Up” is the correct word as it’s on a hill and you 
need to climb many a stair—it felt like 1,000. The view from the top would be excellent except 
for all of the pollution. As it is you can barely see anything. 
 
Purchased yet another set of meditation bells for about $25, partially because the sales person 
had such a wonderful smile. (If I were in Nepal longer I would have strongly considered asking 
her out for supper.) 
 
Also purchased a very good singing bowl for about $70. It seemed about the same as the $85 
priced singing bowl from yesterday. 
 
Came back to hotel and somehow followed an elderly women. She needed to remind me by her 
actions that when walking around a shine (something like a stone wall in the middle of the road) 
one should always walk on the left hand side. I did this continuously on the trek with Kedar as 
it’s a Hindu custom, although not all Nepali’s seem to do it. 
 
Packed. I was able (with some effort) to get almost everything into my duffel bag and backpack. 
Which meant I had room in my new daypack for more stuff. 
 
Checked out of hotel. Picked up a USA Today to catch up on world news. Ate and read the USA 
Today. 
 



Shopped a little more and picked up 2 pair of pants (one for Rae as she mentioned she wished 
she could have purchased a pair) and a shirt. This filled my daypack. 
 
Went back to hotel. Started to read USA Today. Realized that the book I started last night I had 
packed—oh well, I still have the Buddha book. 
 
Got asked to join a conversation with Chandra and a potential client. Did so and talked very 
positively about Kedar. It looks like Chandra will send him to “Guide” school next year. 
 
Took taxi to airport with driver and Dennis, the manager for International Guest House. I 
checked my regular luggage to Boston. I’m allowed 40 kilograms. I had 50.4 (or 110 pounds), 
but no one said anything. 
 
Finished reading USA Today and caught up on these notes. I might mention I have no Nepali 
rupees left as the little extra I had I put in the “tip” jar at IGH (International Guest House). 
 

December 2, 1999 
8:03 AM CED 

ZURICH, SWITZERLAND 
 
The flight to DELHI went fine, although they ran out of vegetarian meals so I and one other 
person did not eat. I took it as a sign I should eat with Dot and Rae. 
 
Arrived in Delphi. Went to the Radisson to see Dot/Rae. The front desk took 10 minutes to 
acknowledge they were there. Went to their room. They were finishing eating so I simply 
ordered from room service. 
 
Dot left about 8:50 PM to head off for Australia. Rae and I stayed and watched some television. 
Mainly news on WTO (World Trade Organization) riots in Seattle. 
 
Went to airport about 11:00 PM. Waited around. A minor loose stool problem. A minor 
problem with my luggage. I guess I was to identify it at customs and get different Swiss Air tags. 
It worked itself out. 
 
Plane from DELHI to ZURICH was an 8 hour, 45 minute flight. Then one from ZURICH to Boston 
is only 8 hours and 35 minutes. 
 
Picked up a bottle of Grand Manier (sp?) and some chocolates at the duty free shop. Picked up 
one bottle of wine for $80.20. I hope it is very good. My daypack is now stuffed and very heavy. 
 
Rae’s napping. She seemed to sleep coming here. I might have napped 10 minutes on the plane 
in the restrooms due to my legs. Only a couple of hours before we head to Boston. 



 
 

December 2, 1999 
2:10 PM EST 

BOSTON, MA, USA 
 
Arrived in Boston. Picked up luggage and realized that my duffle bag had been cut in a 6 inch by 
6 inch corner. Unfortunately my rug was therefore damaged. Somehow went through customs 
without paying anything as I was thinking about my rug and therefore not paying attention. 
Talked to Swiss Air personnel and found I would need to telephone them on the rug. I feel really 
bad, but I’m not sure what can be done about it. 
 

December 2, 1999 
3:40 PM EST 

BURLINGTON, VT, USA 
 
Arrived back in Burlington. John picked me up. 
 
================================================ 
 
Notes 
 

¥ I took the rug into a rug shop in South Burlington. They sent it to New York. It was fixed 
perfectly. Swiss Air paid the complete cost. 

¥ I had all 30+ rolls of film developed by Seattle Film and found out that my camera was 
not working right, thus some pictures did not turn out. Got camera repaired in 
Burlington. 

¥ Had numerous emails with Kedar. Tried to send him to medical school (for medical 
technician as he wanted), after Sis pointed out to me the $350-500/month for an 
American type university was much more than an actual college for Kedar would cost. 
But by the time I figured out how it might be done (with help from Sis, Adele, and Greg) 
Kedar was in Guide School and decided he could make more money as a guide. I did 
purchase several books for Kedar through the bookstore in Kathmandu and did a wire 
transfer to him when he got married. 

¥ Considered also building a small clinic in Kedar’s village but that ended up not working 
as Sis insisted that some organization needed to monitor it and the project was too small 
and out of the way for any group I could find to monitor. 

¥ Lost about 20 pounds on the trip. Felt much better when I got back to Vermont. (Of 
course I’ve gained it back since.) 

¥ There were numerous problems with my house when I got back. Everything from part of 
the hot tub broken to much of my food in the basement eaten. I never got any good 
response from those who stayed at the house. 



¥ The sweaters that I bought for those who stayed at my house I gave to Sheryl and Gary. 
¥ The Singing Bowl I purchased I did not pack well enough and therefore it broke. 
¥ Most of the postcards I mailed back to the US did not make it. 
 
¥ It’s now the fall of 2006 and I’m still emailing with Kedar. Nepal has gone through some 

changes and still is. I did help pay for Kedar to open a Cold Store. It’s a small store where 
they mainly sell items needed on a daily basis, e.g., milk, flour, etc. Kedar still works as a 
guide. Kedar did get married and I’m also helping their little girl go to a private school. 
(Nepal’s females generally drop out of public schools very rapidly.) 


