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About the Author

Malcolm John Teasdale (born October 22, 1955) grew up and was educated in Coventry, England. He attended Caludon Castle High School and continued onto Coventry Technical College studying Electrical and Electronic Engineering and Telecommunications.

His career began 40 years ago in the telecommunications industry from initially burying telephone cables and climbing telegraph poles to holding various engineering and management positions with some major corporations in the industry.

Apart from the daily eight-hour routine of a regular job, his experience of managing a business began in his late teens and early twenties with running a mobile discotheque and a night club. This also included playing disc jockey a few days during the week. 

That lasted for about eight years until 1982, when he moved to Ottawa, Canada for two years, before his company relocated him back to Great Britain where he lived in Llandogo, South Wales. Itchy feet made him pack bags again. His company offered to relocate him to Boca Raton, Florida in the USA in 1985 pre-empting a three year job commitment in Papua New Guinea.

He currently resides in Destin, Florida with his wife Susan, and has one son, Daniel. 

In 1991, he took a voluntary lay-off package from his employer and co-founded a software development company with two partners that enjoyed moderate success throughout North America. That experience helped him to move forward.

In 1998, he co-founded a successful Contact Center Software Development company, which he eventually sold in the summer of 2013. Because of the global nature of his company’s products and his position as head of Sales and Marketing, International business travel was a necessity. He has traveled extensively around the World on business and for pleasure and has been responsible for selling technology into over 70 countries Worldwide. His focus was to generate sales through the creation of business relationships and opportunities in the industry.

These days, traveling is strictly for pleasure. With no more work commitments that were generally centered on large cities, he is now able to travel to places that are less frequented or classed as “off-the-beaten-track” and may beg the question, “Why on earth would you want to go there?”

He has had three books successfully published prior to this one:

	Travel Diaries of an Atypical Businessman

	Asia Specific

	The Mid-Life Crisis Continues


In addition to traveling and writing, he can occasionally be seen performing public speaking engagements on cruise ships.

For more information on his travels and candid opinions, visit:

www.malcolmjteasdale.com
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Up front, I would like to say that I do not follow a particular religion, neither do I subscribe to any organization that supports one.

I pondered overusing the word “Religion” in the title, because it basically focuses on Buddhism in the context of this book. However, in Nepal, over 80% of Nepalese are Hindu, while less than 11% are Buddhists.

Saying that, my tour guide from Bhutan told me that Buddhism is not really a religion, but “a way of life.” In general terms though, Buddhism, Hinduism, Christianity are all religions that are a way of life in some respects. Many people conduct their lives in strict accordance with their religion of choice, however stringent or exacting the scriptures may be.

I am by no means an expert on any religion, so there is no attempt by me to even describe them. In my opinion, they are just too complex for me to understand, which means in this book, there is no deep dive into any of them. What I learnt about Buddhism and Hinduism was just a very small amount of the whole picture, but it was educational enough for me to appreciate how religion affects the citizens of these countries in how they conduct their lives.

This book is about my experiences while visiting Nepal, Bhutan and Tibet or “The Big Three” as I like to call them. That is, two nations and one autonomous region of China that are deeply religious which are located in the Himalayas. In addition, I added Myanmar to the mix, even though I never went to the Himalayan region in the north of the country, but I did experience its rich culture and priceless Buddhist Temples in southern city of Yangon. 

It may beg the question of, “Do Mountains have a way of influencing people in the way they conduct their lives from day to day?”

My venture into learning a little about Buddhism made me realize that the subject matter is massive, something that demands a lifelong commitment of learning. If “Enlightenment” is the ultimate goal of understanding Buddhism in its entirety, well there is no set time for this accomplishment, except that it can go beyond a person’s lifetime and maybe a second lifetime or more. Just by making that comment, it really messes up the average human’s brain cells, because it is beyond our capacity to understand something which seems so illogical beyond how we conduct our everyday lives. 

I ventured into these lands with an open mind, in a quest to become educated and fulfilled, and whatever I experienced emotionally or witnessed above and beyond what I expected, was all a wonderful bonus. 

The experiences and memories from my visits to Nepal, Bhutan, Tibet and Myanmar will always be with me, and as much as I try and explain it all to anyone who will listen, I still cannot find the words to do it justice.

This book is not entirely centered on religion or the mountains, but in addition it details my experience in absorbing the culture and mixing with the locals. I spent time in the congested cities as well as the remote areas in the mountains.

With regards to Tibet, I also describe the long journey there, including the strange procedure to obtain permission to visit, plus the layovers in China along the way.

The chapters about Nepal, Bhutan, and Myanmar are taken from the book “The Mid-Life Crisis Continues.” The new chapters include “The Road to Tibet” and ‘Connecting the Dots”.

For me, it made sense to put these stories together in their own book because of the similarity of the subject matter.

Travel makes you realize that no matter how much you know, there’s always more to learn.
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The summary of the chapters are as follows

KATHMANDU- RELIGION, Temples, Bars, Chaos and Pollution dissects the culture of a country that is steeped in history and wrapped up in religion.

Soul Searching and Trekking in Nepal, an unforeseen relationship somehow came about when I pushed the limits of myself physically, and personal thoughts of life’s achievements, failures and doubts occupied my mind.

Keeping it Sacred in Bhutan shows a country that is ready to move into the 21st century, but at its own pace. An unforgettable experience in a country that has not changed its way of life for centuries.

The Road to Tibet was carefully planned with two stopovers in China along the way as to not feel the effects of jet lag and altitude sickness when arriving in Lhasa and spoil a once in a lifetime experience. Potala Palace itself made the trip worthwhile but there was so much more to see and feel in this spiritual place.

Like a Sudden Hope in the Dark Night of the Soul fulfilled my ambition to visit Myanmar and experience a 3rd World country with priceless treasures of gold and exquisite architecture.

Connecting the Dots brings the previous chapters together in order explain why the people who live in these Himalayan regions depend so much on their faith to get them through life.

Book cover pictures

Front cover and back cover: Picture taken from the balcony of my mountain lodge in Nagarkot, Nepal

Back cover inserts: Potala Palace, Lhasa, Tibet; Durbar Square, Kathmandu, Nepal
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INITIAL RESEARCH SHOWED it to be an imposing city, where the main challenge was to find a hotel to stay in a location that was central to places of interest. Walking around the neighborhood needed to be safe and accessible to everything I wanted to experience. With the help of TripAdvisor and Google Maps, I nailed it down to an area that seemed to be in the middle of all of the action, called Thamel. 

The Thai Airways flight from Bangkok to Kathmandu arrived at about noon. A cabin staff member told us to adjust our watches to the local time, which is 45 minutes offset from most time zones in the World. India’s time zone is offset by 30 minutes, but for a place to be on a time zone that is 15 minutes adrift from the top of the hour is quite rare. It gets confusing when talking to someone on the other side of the World when comparing the time of day.

Everything was calm up to the point of the plane pulling up to the gate, but once I arrived at immigration and baggage claim, it all changed to an environment of chaos. It was too early to judge Kathmandu airport, but could it be actually worse than Delhi? I approached one of the official taxi counters in the arrivals hall and handed over a wad full of rupees for my ride to the Ambassador Garden Hotel. 

It was a comfortable ride for the time we spent on the highways, but as soon as we entered the city limits, the congestion sucked us in and kept us there, like a small bug caught in a spider’s web. For the rest of the journey, we were traveling at a speed somewhere between a snail’s pace and a dead stop. A more appropriate animal term to use would be a cow, as not too unlike some major cities in India, there were a few mingling with the traffic, free to stroll around at their own leisurely rate, totally oblivious to their surroundings. Wherever they were going, they were getting there sooner than anyone in a car.

I knew it was going to be a rich cultural experience, with numerous temples and historic buildings in support of its religious population that consists of 81% Hindu, 11% Buddhist. 4% Muslim and other small groups. Christianity makes up less than 0.5% of the population.  Religion in Nepal is very important to its people and it became obvious to me fairly quickly that its significance, plus the country’s history, mean everything to their way of life. That is not a bad thing at all, and in my opinion, it is admirable.

My first impression on entering the Thamel area, was that everything is incredibly cramped. The streets are narrow with no footpaths. Shops and business were squashed together like sardines in a can, as though they were all vying for the ideal square foot in this small area of the city. Cars and pedestrians barely avoided each other as they shared the roadway, but even if there was a collision of sorts, it’s doubtful whether there would be anyone hurt or visible damage to the vehicle. In fact, some streets provided a faster passageway on foot than on wheels, as many pedestrians walked past my taxi.

With some difficulty the driver pulled up outside my hotel, but as it was setback off the road by 20 yards or so, it was barely noticeable. 

“We’re here,” the driver said

“Where?” I replied, as I looked around in search of a sign displaying the “hotel” word that would indicate we had arrived at our destination.

The car door opened, and I was greeted by one of the hotel staff.

“Welcome to Kathmandu” he said, “Please follow me.”

I had booked the room via Agoda, the on-line travel agency, where I received a better rate than if I had booked with the hotel directly. I received a nice greeting from the hotel manager, who personally escorted me to my room. It was surprisingly large considering I was in a place where space was at a premium. 

Even though I had a street map of the immediate area, it wasn’t detailed enough for me to confidently venture out too far from the hotel on foot and maybe get lost. I could not read the street names from the map as the print was too small. As I found out quite soon after stepping out of the hotel, it was difficult to see any visible street names, either because they did not exist or they were obscured by shop signs, telegraph poles or the massive amount of electrical and telephone cables that were strewn between buildings. I had to use landmarks and remember shop names to prevent me from going astray.

By far, the main business in town catered for the tourist industry in the form of trekking paraphernalia. I was looking for a lightweight jacket with a hood that was waterproof. Bargaining in stores is expected, so I visited three or four before purchasing one that filled my needs and would keep me warm during the cool evenings while in the mountains trekking. After starting out at $35, I negotiated down to $20, which seemed like a bargain compared to anything I could purchase back home. At least that’s what I thought after talking the shopkeeper into a more than 40% discount. Competition is a good thing.

As the cool rain started to fall and the streetlights and neon signs lit up, it was time to return to my room for a nap.

Jet lag was not an issue as the time difference between Bangkok and Kathmandu is only one and a quarter hours. Nevertheless, I was able to sleep for a solid two hours. After a warm shower, I was ready to sample the local nightlife.  With the help of Google, I located a couple of pubs close by, which was ideal as I didn’t want walk too far away from my hotel in an area I wasn’t familiar with, especially at night.

The streets were lively. Shopkeepers were negotiating with customers, electricians were repairing cables above street level, and market stall vendors were vocal in selling souvenirs and clothing to passers-by. Cars and pedestrians did their best to maneuver past each other in the cramped narrow streets. To add to the atmosphere, the numerous restaurants were now open for business. I didn’t notice them during daylight hours as their signs were not clearly visible, but now the streets were ablaze with lights. The city had come to life.

I found Sam’s Bar, but not until I had walked past it two times, as their sign was hidden behind others. So many businesses, but so little space to advertise and I wondered if there was a rule or law that determined what signs would receive visibility priority. Sam’s Bar is located on the second floor above some shops. After climbing some old rickety stairs, I sat in a comfortable chair and ordered one of the local beers. I took a deep breath and took time to gather my thoughts and accept the realization that I was in Kathmandu, a city that is so far removed from the culture of my homeland. The walls are covered in people’s names and quotes from the past, some dating back more than 15 years. Most of the quotes pertain to trekking and trekkers and I even found a couple that alluded to the writers actually climbing Everest and Annapurna. It was quiet during the time I was there, which suggested that it wasn’t the height of tourist or trekking season.

I had no specific plans for dinner that night, but after I left Sam’s Bar, I noticed an area set back off the street called Northfield Restaurant Plaza. It seemed like an unusual name for a restaurant in Nepal, more North American-like, but it turned out to be a food court rather than a single restaurant. I was in luck, as there was an Indian restaurant at the rear of the property. It wasn’t the best Indian food I have tasted, but it went down very well after a long day of travel. As well as the native décor, there was an authentic Nepalese band playing music for the diners, which created a decent ambience. I didn’t know the tipping protocol for Nepal so I just left 15% of the total amount, which in turn brought a smile to the waiters face.

After dinner on the way back to my hotel, I came across an Irish Pub named Paddy Foley. I was amazed that I didn’t notice it before having walked past it at least twice, but not surprised that there was one in the city. Of all things to miss, a place that would normally get my attention immediately. I had to stop for a nightcap. Like Sam’s Bar, it was upstairs above some stores. It looked nothing like an Irish Pub, but it didn’t matter. I bought an Everest beer at the bar and found a seat close to the back of the room, away from the band that was just about to take the stage. The pub wasn’t too crowded, but as with Sam’s Bar, it confirmed that it was low season in Kathmandu. The live music was pretty good, as they played renditions of rock songs from British and American bands. Their version of The Doors, “Break on through” lasted for about 10 minutes. Wherever I go in the World, even in small towns or large cities, if there is a band playing, then the chances are close to 100% that they will be playing rock music from an era I can relate to. It seems that music from the 60’s, 70’s, and 80’s is still relevant in many countries, outside of where it was created.  It was 10:00 pm, late for me, early for some folk, but I needed to sleep in preparation for the long day ahead.

The hotel had kindly arranged a tour guide for the day to take me around the city. I normally do not like anything organized, but in this case, I did not have time before I left home to get educated about the culture, religion, and the way of life of the Nepalese people, plus the significant places to visit. Note that there are literally hundreds of tour companies
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