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DLC 1: My Life In Kathmandu


The following DLC (Downloadable Content) covers the time I spent in Kathmandu, Nepal. This occurred in the month of January, 2024.






Note that this story references actual locations in Kathmandu, but it is nonetheless an entirely independent work.






This book is not affiliated in any way with any external entities, whether they are based in Kathmandu or otherwise. Everything written here is comprised entirely of  the personal experiences and opinions of the author.






All photographs used are of public places and taken by the author on site.




6 January 2024






The beginning of 2024.






My 2.5 years of living in Sweden have come to a sad end, as I've been booted out of the country due of lack of employment.






The only real place I can return to, well, that can only be Singapore, the place where I've held a residence for almost two decades.






And so, return I did, on the 6th of December.






Now, a month has since passed, and I am already forced to confront yet another visa crisis.






As you are no doubt already aware by now, this is effectively the origin of the whole Exodus India concept. Of course, you would also know that extending my visa is a simple option that exists for me.






However, it seems pointless to play my extension card right now, a card that probably comes with a cooldown.






Because tournaments are not far on the horizon.






Not just the yearly event in Bengaluru that you’ve already read about






But also a brand new affair which has sparked off in Kathmandu






Yes.






A Scrabble tournament indeed, dubbed KHANUM.






Needless to say, my curiosity has been well and truly aroused.






And so, here I now find myself, heading off to the airport with parents in tow.






I confess, none of us have ever been to Nepal before...






So it definitely makes sense to seize this opportunity to engage in a spot of tourism.






KHANUM here is after all not scheduled to begin until the 19th of January, which leaves two weeks available for fun.






Getting through the airport and into the plane is as standard as it always is.






However, I make the ungodly mistake of filling up my bottle immediately after going into the departure area.






You see, I had completely forgotten that Singapore had its security check at the gate itself.






By contrast, for all the times I’d flown in the past few years, the security check was stationed before even entering the departure area.






Certainly not happy about wasting a liter of water, but hopefully I’ll keep this in mind for the next trip to the airport.






Once the plane takes off, I’m surprised to find a lack of inflight entertainment system for a 5 hour flight.






But then realize that the system can be accessed instead through our own devices for free.






Huh






A much more environmentally friendly option, isn’t it?






At least I would assume so.






Time passes.






Prior to landing in Kathmandu, the pilot announces the temperature to be eleven degrees.






Even though I’d just left a brutal cold snap behind when leaving Sweden, I can’t help but feel a tinge of excitement.






True, I certainly wasn’t a fan of negative temperatures.






And true, I felt extremely comforted at returning to Singapore’s tropical climate,






Buttttt, I can never forget the strong relationship I’ve built up with the single digit range.






I’d sure as heck be lying if I said I wouldn't miss running shirtless in 6°C rainfall.






Of course, even though 6°C existed here, that seems to be only for a few hours just before sunrise... and the chance of rain is literally zero.






Let’s see how it goes though






After landing and clearing immigration, we have a pickup waiting for us at the airport.






Surprisingly, our hotel provides this pickup as a complimentary service, so getting to our rooms for the night is easy enough.






With the time almost midnight, sleep is the only thing left on the day’s agenda, but there are some notable discoveries left to be made.






First, while the air quality is nowhere near as bad as expected, it’s still somewhat poor and annoying






Second, the room is not fully sealed. There’s a small hole in the window to let some tubing out... but this means the outside air can mix with the inside air.






Third, the tap water is not suitable for drinking. Not all regions of the world have a solid plumbing system in place after all. 






Sure as heck sucks when you are used to living with clean tap water readily available...






But it can’t be helped.






I... do not wish to rely on plastic bottles though, the evil scourge that they are. May as well shoot myself in the head before it comes to that.






Fortunately, it really shouldn’t have to come to that.






There is an electric kettle in the room to boil the water. This will remove microbes, but admittedly cannot remove inorganic contaminants. The water looks mostly clear, but there are definitely still little particles suspended in it.






Ok, any other plans?






Hmm






Oh






Right






Even *more* fortunately, using the kettle isn’t necessary, because there is a water cooler in the lobby.






Good.






This means I am spared from ever having to commit the atrocious sin of *gulp* bUyInG a PlAsTiC wAtEr BoTtLe.






The fourth discovery to be made regards the temperature.






They do indeed drop to their lowest point shortly after midnight and maintain form until just before sunrise. Numbers like 6 and 7 are expected.






With the sun’s solar energy added to the mix though, they appear to soar rapidly, reaching highs close to 20°C.






Fifth, the hotel is open air, which means the low temperatures are immediately available right outside the door, and even in the eating area downstairs.






Fantastic.






Well, whatever the case, there is likely much more to learn in the coming days, but for now it’s time to fall asleep.








7 January 2024






Waking up at 7am, I happily step out into the corridor to remember what six degrees feels like.






No doubt about it.






There's nothing but happiness to be found.






I think I’ll have plenty of fun here after my parents leave.






Well.






That is *if* the roads here pass my rigorous inspection...






And if cursory glances out the window during last night’s taxi ride have anything to say about it...






Yeah.






No.






The roads have thus far more than failed to impress.






But.... we’ll see. 
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I guess we’ll see.






Today’s itinerary mainly involves prowling around the city center, where many world heritage sights can be found lying around.






Good news is that the hotel is *also* in the city center, so the day’s travels can be made entirely on foot.






Our first stop is a nearby art museum. It’s a small space but has plenty of artwork related to local gods, religions, practices and other deities.






The next stop is the Garden of Dreams, one of the few green spaces within the capital.






Walking on these roads is, as expected, not terribly pleasant. The roads are typically narrow and lack proper pedestrian pavements. The drivers are also talented stuntmen, which doesn't make life any easier. Still, it doesn't stop me from fooling around with an popular AR Mapping game whenever I’m able to. There are actually plenty of nodes scattered around, and many - or at least some - of them do seem to have decent enough activity.






The garden of dreams is a, well, garden.
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True to its name, it indeed has countless dreams, or dreamy characters rather, cawing, cooing, chirping, and flying around.










[image: ]






In other words, more than good enough for me to wind up endlessly gawking into the treetops.






The time is also about 11am now and the sun is just coming out, providing a warm embrace, which once experienced, is hard to let go off. It is also possible to feel the temperature gradually march upwards.






Following this, we head to the royal palace, which is a large stately building with plenty of rooms and exhibits to view






Of note are several statues proudly displayed inside.  One is of the king in 1956, who was actually a rhino. The crown prince in 1956 was a tiger, and the queen in 1957 was a deer.






I am surprised to see that in the past, humans were humble and mature enough to finally see other species as equals, even letting them rule.






Suddenly, while walking around the palace, I begin noticing something... sinister.






Honestly, I suppose it was bound to happen sooner or later...






But finally...






The air quality has gotten to me.






I am now facing difficulties breathing and getting enough oxygen.






The time has thus come...






To wear the same damn face mask that conquered the world back in 2020...






But as an air filter instead of as a virus filter.






Wearing the mask quickly makes breathing feel much more comfortable.






Next up is the Sky Tower, a more conventional tourist attraction. I guess most cities pretty much have to have at least one observation tower somewhere.
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This tower, though, has gratings surrounding the viewing platform instead of glass which makes taking photos cumbersome.
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I notice that my shadow always seems to be longer than me, a strong indication that the UV Index here is not too much of a concern.






That being said, I’m certainly not going to complain about hiding indoors to eat lunch, especially at 1pm.






I guess there isn't much left after lunch. Kathmandu sadly only has a handful of parks, which was made all the more painfully obvious from my vantage point atop the tower. Needless to say, it's crucial for every city to be as green as possible, and there are like a hundred reasons why.






Ratna Park, our next stop, is one of the scarce few green spaces available.






And sadly, it’s pretty much just a small playground. Nearby is Tundikhel, a large field, but from briefly scouting it out, I find that a large chunk of it is already in use and not available for the public.






Still, the public section may come in handy as a running area in the early morning when foot traffic is minimal.






Durbar Square is our last stop of the day, and we reach it by weaving through narrow crowded roads typical of busy Indian shopping districts. What’s ridiculous though is the fact that motorcyclists deem it necessary to use these roads already packed with pedestrians.






You really do have to wonder why there aren't a thousand accidents daily in places like this…






Durbar Square is a largish area filled with over a dozen temples and heritage sights. 
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It is also filled with suspicious characters who pretend to have your best interests at heart…






But would love nothing more than to pocket your money.






And of course, persistence is their most powerful and annoying skill.






We visit a few random locations and I purchase a customary flag, just about the only souvenir I’ll ever buy.






….






Well.






Okay, fine.






I do buy soft toys as well when the opportunity presents itself.






If the toys are of cute birds…






Anyway,






At around 6pm, it's time to head back…






But I choose to walk the 2km instead of riding in a taxi with my parents.






Now you know I don't walk just to save money.






Finding the hotel turns out to be easy because I just have to follow a single road…






THAT and the awfully recognizable node in the AR Game.






Not the best idea to casually walk around and play though…






For some bizarre reason, I reach the hotel BEFORE my parents, and am peeved to see that the aircon had not been switched off.






I don't remember who left the room last but it could jolly well have been me. I’d better be careful next time.






I have a vague idea of waking up at 6am to run… but well… probably not going to happen.






Mainly because my legendary dinners take like 5 hours to finish as always








8 January 2024






Today’s plan is to visit Chandragiri where there is a hill station complete with a cable car.






It seems like every morning at 7 am is when the temperature is at its lowest.






7 am also happens to be the time the breakfast opens downstairs.






I’ve always dreaded the idea of sitting still and eating when the temperature is at 6 or thereabouts…






And well…






Today I end up doing just that to see how it goes.






The dining area has seats both “outdoors” and “indoors”, though ultimately both have a roof and both are fully open to the outside air.






Obviously, Kathmandu is mostly warm year round so this setup makes sense.






Surprisingly enough, there isn't any shivering or discomfort.






Though the hands will indeed begin lightly numbing after a while.






But I think this only works because it's a warming trend and the humidity isn't especially high.






If it was a stable or cooling trend or if the humidity was 100%, I would likely start feeling the coldness much faster.






We grab a taxi and move over to Chandragiri base station.






The ride takes a good 30 minutes or so and the changing scenery outside proves interesting to look at.






However, the taxi driver’s constant conversation with my father creates discomfort for my sensitive ears.






Note to self: do not sit in front anymore.






Unfortunately, during my 3 month vacation in Europe, I mostly stayed at dorms.






And well, unfortunately for me… humans are noise loving creatures, even though it simply damages their ears.






I probably won't ever stay in dorms anymore unless I have no alternatives…






Or unless I’m in Japan. Japan is nice.






Chandragiri is a town located about a dozen kilometers west of Kathmandu.






But… even though it's a short enough distance to walk, traffic makes the ride take much longer than it should.






Along the way, I notice a handful of cars spewing out disgusting black smoke from their exhausts.






Yeah, it's pretty clear where all this air pollution comes from. What's worse is that during the winter, the massive cloud of cold air concentrates and sinks, intensifying the pollution that all organisms breathe in.






I can only hope that the humans here can clean up their acts as soon as possible, and maybe start greening up the place while they’re at it.






Well, at least the mountains still look green.






There doesn't seem to be a crowd waiting in line here so we simply buy a ticket and hop into a cable car. There are 3 of us so a staffer joins in for the sake of balance.






Even from the base station, the view was already decent, but it only gets better as we slowly begin ascending in altitude.






I’ve always been afraid of cable cars but I suppose it's an irrational fear.






The ride takes about 15 minutes, passing through about 8 towers and climbing a considerable height. And by considerable height, I mean at least one kilometer. So this isn't just a mangy hill but a full fledged mountain we’re dealing with here.






Hmmm






I wonder how much cooler it's gonna be up here…






I failed to take that into consideration, huh?






*Evil grin*






Immediately after exiting the upper station, I can tell that this whole thing isnt some funny joke. The temperature does indeed feel cool and the views are simply astounding. What’s more, the air feels so much cleaner up here. Guess the whole cold mass sinking thing is working in our favor now.






In the distance, I can spot mountain peaks capped with snow. Yup, these are the legendary Himalayas all right.
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We begin climbing up a ramp towards the main square where all the attractions are. Along the way, I spot a zipline which doesn't seem to stretch for long, but sure feels like a weird thing to be doing at an altitude of 2500m.






Or maybe it's just me.






Other than the zipline, the attractions here are a view tower, a cafe, a temple and an amusement park. I’m pretty sure there are hiking trails as well, including one that leads all the way to ground level.






I notice some random trails breaking off from the main path, but it's hard to say where they actually go.






The temple looks to be a nice piece of architecture, but that’s about all I can say, really.






I have zero business with religion after all. 






What I DO particularly care about are the adorable pigeons strutting around…
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And eating grain that humans toss to them in a carefree manner.






Sigh






Can’t be very much good for the pigeons






But what to do?






Suddenly, as I’m admiring pigeonite beauty…







PIGEONITE - An adjective meaning like a pigeon. Also a noun referring to a brownish mineral with a formula of Si2O6. We would call this a PYROXENE, or more specifically a CLINOPYROXENE. Since pyroxenes are igneous rocks, pigeonite is mostly found in volcanic environments






Uhhh






Right…






SuDdEnLy, as I’m admiring pigeonite beauty, a random westerner just jogs into the temple with shoes on.






Apparently, shoes are not allowed in temples, though I don’t know what sin they committed to earn such a status






Regardless, as someone who often runs shirtless, I’m not one to judge clothing breaches as offensive, seeing as harm isn't caused to other living beings. 






Of greater interest is the fact that someone is *running*.






I finally realize that the pathways here look fantastic…






And have a divine temperature…






Yeah, this certainly looks like a grand place to stretch my legs.






No idea how that will ever work out, but at least this option exists






So… this temple has several balconies where posters of the surrounding mountains are displayed, giving information about which mountain is which.






Everest, properly known as Sagarmatha, is also displayed, but is sadly not visible.






I think there’s a lot of mist or fog hanging around the mountains, probably a residual effect of all this urban pollution.






According to the posters, there should be full visibility, but right now only the peaks of *some* of the mountains are visible.






Sad, but you can see how much damage humans have done to nature.






I mean, have you seen how much rubbish is on Everest itself?






Have a look on the internet when you get the time. At least cleanup efforts have been going on recently.






Meanwhile, according to my *highly accurate* thermal sensors, I can sense that the temperature is hovering around 7 or 8 degrees.






The sun is bearing down strongly on me though, so any coldness is easily mitigated. I would gladly rip my shirt off and go for a nice long run here…. As long as I get a signed promise that I won't be thrown into jail.






Regardless, the temple also has a thermal sensor affixed to its facade.






Cool, let’s see if my internal sensors are functioning properly…






Uhh…






Oh.






The temple’s sensor is sensing 5 degrees instead.






…






Uhh…






I am starting to question my entire existence now.






I guess… sun and wind really do mess with the perceived temperature.






Sure, the UV Index is low here but all you really need is an index of 2 to feel smoking hot in direct sunlight.






I know because I spent the entire spring in Visby sunbathing on almost every clear day that showed up, regardless of the mixed reactions I got from my classmates.






And they only saw me like one or two times too…






But yeah sure, I can't actually *deny* that it's 5 degrees. Maybe it really is. My breath is visible. My hands rapidly freeze up when washed and are mildly numb, so… yeah. Maybe it is indeed.






Now, you may be wondering “What the [censored] is the big  freaking difference between 5 and 7 or 5 and 8???”






And well






I’ve exposed myself enough to know that every degree matters.






I can casually walk around shirtless in 7 or 8 degree rain, but 4 or 5 degrees necessitates running.






And yes, I’m not saying this without having *done* it before several times.






Even between 6, 7, 8 and 9, you get noticeable differences.






Ultimately, the hands are typically the most reliable thermometer.






After dealing with the temple, all that's really left is to climb up the rather short view tower to try and get a closer look at the Himalayas.






The tower has some periscopes in place for our viewing pleasure, but the mountain peaks, the ones poking out from the clouds, are readily and clearly visible without aid. You can truly get a sense for the majesty of these places.
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While my parents sit down to lunch, I go wandering around and discover a nicely paved and wide road heading downhill from the tourist area. It first passes through the sparse amusement park where I see a building proudly displaying a “Free Fall” sign.
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Yeah.






That's exactly the main thing that humans at 2500m want to do. As if ziplining wasn't already bad enough.






Moving past the park, the road simply keeps going on and on. Checking the map, I realize that this is the very road that connects this hill station with ground level.






A devious plot hatches in my sick depraved mind.






Maybe






Just maybe






I could run all the way back down to the ground






Such a nice thought, isn't it?






Sure, I have no idea how long the road will remain nice and paved like this






And I have no idea if cars actually use this road






But sure, it's an idea.






Quickly, I struggle back uphill to the cafe and relay my newfound plans.






Obviously, my parents are against the idea.






And well, I haven't had anything to eat since breakfast… so I don't argue the point. I think the strain it will place on my water supply is another issue, though I’m sure there are coolers at the base station.






For context, the road is about 9 km long. Being downhill, it will easily use up no more than an hour.






Back at the cable car station, we realize to our anguish, that the cars are currently on break. Its 1220pm now and the break is from 12pm to 1pm.






Well then.






That makes running look even more attractive. I will literally reach the ground station at the same time as them.
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