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“This is the moest powerful experience |
have had while sitting on my bike.”

peesd bestweser srmall |
gh apart for to bicers.  Latle hary
local children |

the valley. The sch

attered and the i
faded under the TITIS, QriEys, Stark
shadows and piercing highligh 3
thee: warld's kallest e

rrsking the dec
wias the word Mepal.

Jurst say it Mepal

of the mystery, scale and wonder that
fill your deepest curinsities. Think
people.  Think of the ndscape




Itis & concept | have encountered before,
anad wwen beooms wsed 1o st trmes, but this
waas different. This was the Himalaya, These
winre the tallest mountaing in the world,
Cwarfed by named and nnamed pesks, |
wiondered how people could survive here,

| wondered how they manage i brwtal
winters and barren landscape, and how self:
suifficient they must be to do so, As my mind
puzzled over these questions that a westemer
with fo issues & few Laps on an iPhone sonesn
can't fix, we came 10 a place of answen.

Blaybe not direct answers, but 13

urderstanding

Through conrections made by our locsl
guide and lixer, we found cursebes riding
inlo a ceniuries obd village tucked away
behind ralng hills and the overpowering
HEmalanyan backdrop.,

BB || weommeeti sine

Far jess bustling and populated than the
previously mentioned village, this one
seemied more like & ghost town, Most of
the cosmimunity was out tending their felds
when our little convay stopped and our local
guide gave a kmock on a small woaden dooe
It opened and there stocd the man of thi
house, greeting us with hands together, a
bow of the head and a warm “Marmast™,
He showed us into the carthen home. 1L was
dark, bul a3 our eyes adjusted, it reminded
mee of the storage area undemeath my own
house; stacks of firewood from ground o
cedling. 'We followed owr host up steep clay
steps to the oentre of the home where 28 of
the roems, stainaays, ladders and doorways
el Thiors, we vaene lod up a ladder

made from a single wood k4. to a reoftop
awerlooking the village ard surcunding
mounkaing,

Prayer flags whipped in all dinections, so
numergus that they created their own
symiphony over the powerful dissonance of
the wind, Others wene on their roofiops
too, knacking the dust out of rugs, stacking
firewenod, Rendng Lefn pants and any
number of other household chores. Villagers
even kept their chickens on their reoftops,
kind of Bke a fenced in backyand. Fermoed
with firewesodd, of courss

Asked Lo sit and enjoy a combortable rug, our
small group collapaed in smiles. Guanded
Trom the wind by a wall of firewood and
warmed by a cloudless bliee sky, we all
struggled for waords. Infact, | remember a
long, silent period when cnby our eyes could
sy wihat was on our ménds

Then came the iea

Swectened with yak milk and a side of
apples and seasonings, we sipped. |8 was as

iF the tea itself had become a gyl of the
experience we were taking in. Ve all sipped
oy experience dowly, in Tear of ending it one
pwaliow ton soon. Mane of ul could bear the
thought of keaving that moment. Then mone
ted came oul and we all breathed a sigh of
relief that it would bt one cup longer.

Seeing the volume of wood on our host's
roaf (and in his house), as well as everyone
else’s roof in the villsge, | asked whene they
get all of their wood,

“Here, We gather B all arcund here,™ was
Ehe franddated response,

Loaking "all arcund here,” | didn't see a
singhe forested area. I just didn L teem B
8 place whene trees would grow,
50 | gathered that our

definitions of “arsund

here™ were very \\:

different.

Tl




Basically, kfe Is difficult and everyone had
spent every cpportunity since last winter
gathering wood from arywhoere they could
fird . That wars my understanding of the
CoveTiaian

Likewise, on a tour of the nevt of the house,
which had been lived in for hundreds of years
by the same Ramily, Wi A Fows Upom rows
of yak meat drying [mam the ceiling,

Again, lile is tough and 3l preparations must
be made.

‘We bid farewell to our gracious host,
thanking hém repeatedly, and then
apologizing after an swkward, dow moton
ower the bars (handle bars) experience on our
way out,

Dwr ride up to the village had been
strenugus but pleasant, We slowly worked
OUr way past people singing in their fields,
bells dinging arcund yak's necks, seying
“Mamastd” 1o all we passed. SH, of course,
surrounded by intensely il mountains.

Ouir ride down from the village, an the other
hamd, was the exact opposite. Fast and flowy
singhetrack that made sure you were paying
attention. There was cortainly no time for
loking arcund and Mamastés, in fact, ol of
Eh dhescents were Box that.

B wias a msuntan biler’s. paradise.

The: acirenakineg pumping downhill woulkd
ihen peter cuk inbe anather maze of stame
and cla:,-wgllway;_ siqueznd befween bed
aned sormetires thresstory bulidings, The
sunless damp air between tght earthen
edifices smelled of livestock while the chily
shide promized a runmy nose and visible
proof af your own breath

Ralling slowdy and kecping an eye oul for
hazaeds like the usual stray chicken of missing
stone covering the village's water dust
(typically undermeath the village's walwans),
you couldn’t help but notice how quiet and
Al it was, 1r's as @ e had stopped, or just
nol affected those aseas yel. Things were

s theey abwiays e e and shaort of sitting
on space age technology, we all et a litthe
further back in the histary of things as well
After a long day of riding, | setthed into the
ne=w rhretihm of time, tranguility and reflection
and dlic what the locals do,

| sat down bor mone bea.

This time | sipped with 2 man named
Mukhiya, or Snow Monkey as he prefers.
Snow Monkey, it tums out, would be more
accurately called something along the Bnes
of Mr. Mepal. Between hot shaps | found
out that over the las1 twenty or 5o years,
Snow Monkey has done everything fram
bead alpine clmibs o many of the regions
highest peaks, Act a5 & porter on other trips,

B | wemsmii case

take point in conservation effors for the
snorw leapand as well as onganioe and lead
logistecs fior filrn crews, Last year b played
@& preatal robe in rece logistics for the Yak
adtack mountain bike race, a 400 lom off-read
suller hest that crosses the workd's highest
oidntain pass. M thene is someans b kncw
in Mepal, it is Snow Monkey,

it shauld alio cofse 85 no feal winpdise that
he even bie his own lire of Surdy, and quite
stylish, wool pants. And for 200 Ewros, he'll
guarantoe that they last longer than you do
A seldescribed “orary walker,” Snow
Monkey told me of a walk, or trek, he
complsted from Pokhara to jomsom in tao
days. We opled for the flight and having
done my own share of backpacking, | don't
think | could have covered that terrain in
aweek, He i abio the only one (o ever go
over Thorong Pass, then back in one day
simply because he decided it would be nicer
i spend the night at home.,

“1 like to do things that ane difficult,” he told
e, = e o e my bocy,”

Like all Mepalis, Snow Monkey & one tough
dude, | think you have o be when you
GPEW Up wa:h,ﬂg averal .?..?ﬁ'] font pass
Just 1o sy B b pour neighbours.

T\umg in iy last sips o nicew tepid mint

1ea, | reflected on the [adt that whether it
WAL & COPVEraLion aboul woaol pants with

& mourtain begend, kids running by my

ke whille | rolled through thesr village,
mounitaing Bop | have never seen or a spiritusl
ERPERENCE 0N A strangers roaftop, that teo.
syllable word had defiwered

M-l

The crazy thought is that | have only
descrined one day from a lwe-lw-de.:,- g,

In an age where schedules are full, tme
atways seems short and the digital workd
keeps alfedng us secomd-hand experendes
at the towch of a sereen, neal exploding is stll
the ultimate teacher. And real eaplaring on
a bike is one unique way to leam about your
syrroundings. It allews you the ability to
cower @ Iot of ground, while always having
the chaoice to slowr down and look arcund, It
ghves you a sense of accomglishment equally
in mileage and exhaustion, It chabendges you
and it reveands you

hiost impartantly, iU introduces you Lo people
youn might not otherwise meet, and takes

you 10 places you might not otherwise go.

I this cae, it took me to Mepal - where

| toa, had “the most
powerful experience
I hawe had whils
sitting on iy biks.*




