
Trekking with Teresa 

Trek report cultural safari 2015 

 

December 4: 

First to arrive, a few days ahead of the pack, were aŀǊȅΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ; daughter Deb, son-in-law 

Lee and grandson Jesse. Mary did this same trip last season and also trekked to Muktinath 

with us in about 2006, at age 75! What a legend.  

They took ages to emerge from the airport having trouble locating all their bags and, in the 

end, one was actually missing. It turned up two days later, thanks a lot Silkair!  We walked 

ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ .ƻǳŘŀ ŦƻǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΦ {ƻ ǎŀŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƳŀƎŜŘ ǎǘǳǇŀ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǾƻǳǘ 

Buddhist community from coming out in droves each evening to circle the holy site. Lots of 

Sherpa, Lo Pa and Tibetans wintering over in Bouda made a colourful procession which we 

happily joined, spinning the prayer wheels with the chanting throng. Mary has injured her 

back somehow and stayed tucked up at home. The new arrivals delighted in everything 

they saw. Great to have such enthusiastic visitors. 

 

December 5: 

With time to spare before the rest of their group arrive we decided on a day trip to 

5ǳƭƛƪƘŜƭΦ aŀǳǊŜŜƴΣ LǎŀōŜƭΩǎ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊ ŀǘ .ǊƛƎƘǘ CǳǘǳǊŜΣ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ǇƛƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ wŀƳΩǎ 

comfy silver Toyota Hi-ace which was to become such a familiar sight over coming weeks. 

²Ŝ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛƎŀƴǘƛŎΣ ƛŦ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƪƛǘǎŎƘΣ Ψ.ƛƎ {ƘƛǾŀΩΦ Lǘ ǊŜŀlly is BIG! Ram recommended the 



Dulikhel Lodge for lunch. While sadly there were no views of the Himalayas, the lunch was 

good on a sunny patio overlooking terraced hillsides. On the way home we went for a 

wander around Thimi where we watched traditional potters at work in the narrow lanes.  

December 5: 

Dorje and Maureen took the three new folks up to KapanGomba via the paper making 

workshƻǇǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎƘƳƛƴŀ ŦŀŎǘƻǊȅΤ ŀ ΨōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŜƴŜǎΩ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƭƛŦŜ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ǎǳōǳǊōΦ I think 

ǿŜ ŀǘŜ ŀǘ {ƘŀƳōŀƭŀ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ŀƎƻ ƴƻǿΚΚ 

The poor Shambala has no gas and the electricity goes off every five minutes, making it 

rather difficult to run a restaurant. We tried ordering the spiced peanuts to jazz up the 

limited offerings. They did make us fried veg. momos though. Picked up Jane, sister of 

Louise (Langtang 2014) from Sydney, late tonight. 

6 December:   

Picked up our last two guests, Russ and Julie from Melbourne around 1.30 this afternoon. 

They were aƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦŜƴŘ ƻŦŦ ƘƻǊŘŜǎ ƻŦ ΨƘŜƭǇŦǳƭΩ ƭƻŎŀƭǎΦ 

Feet up for a couple of hours and then over to Bouda again for a fab feed at the Roadhouse 

with Isabel and Maureen and the rest of the gang. Great pizza on a terrace overlooking the 

stupa.  άSex on the BeachΩ ǿŀǎ ŀ Ƙƛǘ ŦƻǊ WŜǎǎŜ ςand we teased him about it mercilessly for 

the rest of the trip. 

7 December:    

We woke up early today and vƛǎƛǘŜŘ LǎŀōŜƭΩǎ .ǊƛƎƘǘ CǳǘǳǊŜ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ WŜǎǎŜΣ ŀ ōǳŘŘƛƴƎ 

ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƛƻƴŀƭ ƳǳǎƛŎƛŀƴΣ ǿƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƛǾŜƭȅ ǎƻƴƎǎΦ L ƭƛƪŜŘ ΨIŜǊŜ /ƻƳŜǎ 

¢ƘŜ {ǳƴΩ ŘƻƴŜ ƛƴ ŀ ƳƻǊŜ ΨǊƻŎƪƛƴƎΩ ǎǘȅƭŜΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ƭƛƪŜŘ Ψ{ŀŘƛŜΣ ¢ƘŜ /ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ [ŀŘȅΩΦ So, 

with a full complement on board Ram picked us up just after breakfast (yes, we are still 

eating French toast with fried tomatoes) at Muna Cottage, our home away from home in 

Kathmandu . We were dropped at Swayambunath Temple. Dorje brought Laki along. The 

monkeys were EVERYWHERE! Deb made the mistake of getting her tobacco out. First one, 

then another monkey jumped on her, thinking she had something to eat. A helpful 

!ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ǿƻƳŀƴ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ΨƭŜǘ ƎƻΩ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƭǳǘŎƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ 5Ŝō ƘǳƴƎ ƻƴ 

valiantly. Eventually the cheeky monsters let go but Lee swore he later saw a monkey in a 

tree smoking a cigarette! 

²Ŝ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ .ƛƴŀΩǎ ƧŜǿŜƭƭŜǊȅ ǎǘƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƎŜƳǎΦ 5ŜōΩǎ ΨŎƘŀƴŘŜƭƛŜǊΩ 

earrings of silver-mounted  citrine are gorgeous.  Lee is acquiring a collection of hippy 

ŀǊƳōŀƴŘǎΦ /ŀƴΩǘ ǊŜǎƛǎǘ ŀ ōŀǊƎŀƛƴΦ ²Ŝ kept walking down to Thamel where we exchanged 

our dollars for rupees ς at 77 to the dollar!  Good lunch at The Weizen bakery.  Dorje took 

ǘƘŜ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿŀƭƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ 5ǳǊōŀǊ {ǉǳŀǊŜΧ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ the pagodas are just 

gone!  Smashed to pieces on April 25th when a massive earthquake shattered vast swathes 

of Nepal.  We had a  quiet dinner tonight, some at Shambala, some at home with a stash of 

ΨōŀƪŜǊȅ ƛǘŜƳǎΩΦ 



I think this was the day Mary joined the ladies sewing group to show them some new ideas. 

She decided they definitely needed an over locker and has decidedto donate one. I hear 

Isabel pushed Mary in the wheelchair up the hill at the end of our street!! 

December 8:   

Said goodbye to Maureen this morning before we headed off in wŀƳΩǎ ōǳǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ 

to Pathan Durbar square which was a bit less damaged but still had a few large gaps due to 

the earthquake. Picked up a nice local guide and wheeled Mary about in her newly-

acquired wheelchair. Under one hundred dollars and a little ripper. The Golden Temple 

never disappoints. I always forget how beautiful it is.  All that glowing brass and so much 

detail in such a small space. We had a cuppa in the palace grounds and then drove on to 

Windy Hill for lunch. It was closed. The next option Ram showed me was a dive but we 

went back into the up-market ex-pat area to 8 Degrees. Very nice food indeed. The 

Chardonnay was chilled and Australian which is always a good combination. 

We tried to visit Bungamati and Kokarna. The first was so earthquake-damaged we thought 

better of it and the second was, sadly, really badly smashed to pieces, especially the 

beautiful old town square. Really heart-breaking. 

Baht Bateni supermarket on the way home and another fairly Spartan meal at the 

{ƘŀƳōŀƭŀΣ ƳŀŘŜ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ƴƛŎŜǊ ōȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ŀƴŘ LǎŀōŜƭΩǎ aŜǊƭƻǘΦ Home to pack for 

ǘƘŜ ΨōƛƎ ǘǊƛǇΩΦ 

December 9: 

What a huge day this has been. Pretty tired as I sit up in bed typing this at eleven pm. Sorry 

if my recollection of the past few days is less than perfect. Up at seven this morning.  Netra 

and Isabel came down to say goodbye and we got away around 8.30.  Not much traffic due 

to fuel shortages. Passed several huge fuel queues but rumour has it that the negotiations 

are getting somewhere. We live in hope. (False as it transpired) 



 

DǊŜŀǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ YŀǘƘƳŀƴŘǳ ±ŀƭƭŜȅ ǿƘŜǊŜ LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǊ ǘǿƻ ǿŜŜƪǎΗ  LǘΩǎ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ 

be in a smoggy city. Nice cuppa at RivertopCafé and then lunch at Riverside Springs Resort. 

The burgers were not the best choice on the menu but at least the guests have now figured 

ƛǘΩǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ƻǊŘŜǊ bŜǇŀƭƛ ƻǇǘƛƻƴǎΦ  {ŎŜƴŜǊȅ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘǊŀŦŦƛŎ ŀƴŘ ǊƻŀŘ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴǎ 

were a bit startling at times.  

 

 Jungle Villa Resort is a delight. Beautiful rooms, pleasant surroundings, barbecue food for 

dinner and then a concert of music, drumming and dancing from local youngsters. Top day.  

Early start tomorrow so time to sleep in my soft bed. M-m-m-m-m. Night-night. 



 

 

December 10:    

Woke early to the sound of a trumpeting elephant. Rounded up the group for a cuppa 

before headiƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ΨƳƻǳƴǘƛƴƎ ȅŀǊŘΩΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ŎƭŀƳōŜǊŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ΨƘƻǿŘŀƘΩ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ƴƛǎǘȅ 

dawn light and headed off into the jungle in search of wildlife. Back nearly two hours later 

ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǎŜŜƴ ŘŜŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǊƘƛƴƻ ōǳǘΣ ǎŀŘƭȅΣ ƴƻ ǘƛƎŜǊΦ aŀȅōŜ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΚΚ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǿŘŀƘΩǎ 

ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ŀ ŘǊŜŀŘŦǳƭ ƭŜŀƴΣ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǎŜƴƎŜǊǎ ǎǇŜƴǘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘƛƳŜ ΨƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŦƻǊ 

ŘŜŀǊ ƭƛŦŜΩΦ bŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛȄ ǘƘƛǎΦ  

 



 

 

!ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜ ŀǘǘŜƴŘŜŘ ŀƴ ΨŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘ ōǊƛŜŦƛƴƎΩ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 

chance to get up close and personal with two beautiful middle-aged  female elephants.  

After lunch we boarded an open jeep for a twenty minute ride through Tharu villages to a 

riverside spot for embarkation onto long dug-out canoes. Local fisher-folk, wood-gatherers, 



bird life and finally crocodiles were spotted along the banks. Actually, one croc was, in my 

opinion, way too close for comfort. I may have used some colourful language urging our 

boatman to get going. After a jungle walk to the crocodile conservation project we walked 

out through more jungle, very quietly, to our waiting canoes and were quickly paddled 

across the Rapti River to the lodge. 

 



 

 

There was an extremely informative sƭƛŘŜ ǎƘƻǿ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ōǳǘ ǿŜΩŘ ŀƭƭ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ŜŀǊƭȅ 

start so there was no trouble sleeping tonight. 

December 11: 

After an early morning bird-watching walk it was onwards then, slowly at first, on dusty dirt 

roads through farms and hamlets. Rice harvest must have been good this year if the size of 



the haystacks is anything to go by. Once we hit the main road the travelling was quicker and 

smoother ς though always something interesting to see along the way. We had a packed 

lunch from the lodge which we ate at a modest café by the roadside. Would consider eating 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦƻƻŘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜΦ ²Ŝ ǎŀƴƎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅ .ŜŀǘƭŜǎ ǎƻƴƎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ wǳǎǎ ǎŀǘ ǳǇ 

front and played DJ.  

Late afternoon saw us pulling into the rather too fabulous Buddha Maya Gardens.  Super 

rooms, decent food but no water pressure and the power was off on arrival. Expect a little 

more for the price. The stroll through the Lumbini Bazaar was a treat at dusk. Local  people 

were extremely friendly. 

 

 

December 12: 

Ram and Lahar took our guests around the temple complex nice and early this morning as 

we needed time to visit a nearby village to obtain more fuel. Due to a blockade of fuel and 

gas supplies at the Indian border the black market is thriving and the border, not far from 

here, is fairly porous away from the main towns.  We spent a very pleasant hour in a tiny 

village where locals were earning more cash than they had from farming for a while. While 

Ram and Lahar haggled and filled the jerry cans we mingled with the locals who probably 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳŜǘ Ƴŀƴȅ Ψ.ƛŘŜǎƘƛΩ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ 

 



.  

Onwards then to a lunch stop on the edge of Bhutwal. The Nanglo was not open (booked 

ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎύ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ǘƻ ŀ ƭƻŎŀƭ ΨŘƛǾŜΩ L ƘŀŘ ǳǎŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ {ƛƳǇƭŜ ōǳǘ ǘŀǎǘȅΦ 

Lots of momos.  The road then wound very quickly up into the hills but not before Ram 

made one more ǘƻǇ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǾƻǳǊƛǘŜ ǎƴŀŎƪ ƘǳǘΦ ! ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ΨǊǳǎǘƛŎΩ Ƨƻƛƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŀǎǘȅ ǎƴŀcks, much 

favoured by ƭƻŎŀƭǎΩ en-route from Thansen and beyond. The road was seriously winding, 

steep and scenic. Great. We arrived in Thansen Palpa a bit earlier than planned but, sadly, 

no views of the Himalayas. Maybe tomorrow? Lovely dinner tonight as we work our way 

through our stash of Australian wine. It is cold up here at 2000 metres! 

 


