I have just returned from 7 weeks in India where I have travelled the route we plan for the August trip, from Shimla to Leh and Nubra Valley. 

My nearly new Royal Enfield Bullet 500 and I started from Shimla, a hillstation in the foothills of the Himalayas, in the morning. The first part of the trip was on relatively good roads through lush forests and villages where apples and other fruits grow on the terraces of the mountainside. I was not alone on the road, but shared it with many animals. Donkeys, monkeys, calm, whimsical cows and calves kept my concentration driving up there. I arrived in the evening at a hotel that is located at the top of Manali, and got a great room overlooking the village and surrounding mountains. Manali is a hillstation about 1900 metres above sea level, and was the starting point for the climb up to the greater heights. I drove late in the season and knew that it could be snow on the passes so I checked this out with the hotel and was told that the Rohtang La (3988moh), that is the first pass, was open. 
The road up to the pass offered great views of snow-capped mountains. When I approached the top, the road was blocked due to a combination of landslides and road works. The cars were left standing but my Enfield and I got through the mud and could continue to the top. The road was bad the first stretch down on the other side, but it was a beautiful scenery. After the petrol filling in Tandi, which was the last gas station before Leh, I continued in the sunshine on the winding roads and across rivers to Jispa, which was the goal of the day. The hotel did not have heated rooms, but it had showers, hot water and good food. 
The next day started with varying road towards Baralacha La, which is 4918 meters above sea level. The bridge across the river was disassembled, so I had to cross the river with the motorcycle. Cameras and PC were packed in waterproof bags, and that was good because I was about to roll on the smooth drop stones in the river and had to be down with a foot and was wet far up the leg. 
The sun was shining and I was in good shape so I continued up the Gata loops. That is 21 turns up to Nakeela La on 5077 meters and over the top of Lachulung La (5077 m.) The trip was an amazing experience of nature and the way down to Pang offered many great and special rock formations in the form of columns, archways and holes in the rock. The night was spent in a tent that was run by a Tibetan woman and her two daughters. They served food and drinks and entertained me with dance and laughter until the late evening. 


The night was cold and there was frost on the saddle when I drove out on the Morei Plains. (The Tibetan plateau). This is a vast delta without any real road. The plain is divided lengthwise by a canyon with special sandstone formations. After crossing Morei Plains I turned off from the main road and drove into the mountain wilderness to Tso Kar Lake. I decided to stay overnight in a tent run by some nomads. After negotiating the tent rate, I went down to the lake. This was for me one of the highlights of the trip! I was totally alone, next to the lake, and saw the colours change as in a kaleidoscope, when sun and wind cooperate as two graphic artists, each with a brush in the precise interaction on the same surface. After breakfast with the nomads next day, I drove back to the main road and over Taglang La, the world's second highest pass (5300moh), and then down to Leh. 


After two days in Ladaks capital Leh, I was finally on my way to the highest motorized pass in the world. I started early in the morning towards the pass and felt that I was really on the way to the main goal for the trip: Khardung La and Nubra Valley. The road was good until the South Pule. From that point and up and for a few kilometres on the other side, the road was bad. I could hardly drive 30 km/h. The views and mountain formations on the north side was even more spectacular than on the south side. To experience this amazing scenery gave me tears in my eyes and chills down my back. Everything is so big! Here, human beings are small! As I got further down, the road got better with less holes and the curves came closer. Turns with no signs of stretches between. Great mc roads! When I passed a left turn, the entire valley opened up below me and I saw the highest cliff I have ever seen. It was like sitting in a plane and looking down on the valley below me. It must have been at least 1,000 meters straight down. Almost unbelievable! Here you do not forget to honk before the blind bends! 

After a number of turns I was down in the valley and experienced something strange. I have never felt so small and alone (not lonely). The valley was incredibly wide and reached as far as the eye could see and on the two sides the Himalaya Mountains towered up. I think it is this feeling an ant must have in a human environment. A man alone on a motorcycle is a barely visible dot in the bottom of the valley. Not a single man to see anywhere, just the enormous nature!! The feeling of having crossed over the Himalayas, having that mountain range on the left side, and seeing China's enormous mountain range to the right, being in the middle of a desert and without a living soul to see anywhere, gave me the feeling that “now for sure I am far away from home!” The sight of a diesel-stinking, Indian military truck was almost welcome since that was a proof that there were other people in this giant world. At the “Snow Leopard Guest House” I spent the evening together with a nice family from Calcutta. 


The next day I went to the sand dunes to ride on the rare two- humped Bactrian camels, which only live in the Nubra Valley. The camels were long haired and looked proud. The rest of the day I climbed a mountain on the border to China. From the top I had great views to the mountains towards China. 

The next day it was time to head back to Khardung La and Leh. The first kilometres were on the roads down to the river delta, and I had great fun greeting children in uniforms on their way to school. The children waved and smiled! Then I climbed up the mountains again on my Enfield where dizzying roads had to be run with full concentration. The road itself was without snow but with snow on both the sides. When I approached the top I had to stop for a military convoy. While waiting I climbed up the mountainside and saw some trucks that had driven off the road. What was left was twisted steel lumps that reminded of balls of crumpled foil. It was a clear reminder to drive carefully! 

The trip over the pass to Leh is like thousands of turns, for several hours, before arriving back in Leh again. I went straight to the airport and went by air back to Delhi. The flight itself was a great experience! It was terrific to fly at a low altitude with great views of the white Himalayan peaks and K2, which rose above the range of snow capped mountain tops. 

I can hardly wait until August to come back to these amazing mountains! 

