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 This book on Ladakh is about ones own feelings in a terrain not so easy to access yet blessed with ethereal beauty, peace and serenity. It is all 
about how one sees things- through the soul or though the eyes. It is a travelogue of a solo rider who feels connected to the elements to the extent that he 
feels indeed this is heaven! A motorbike only helps him gain access to those stretches that are otherwise not easy to reach; the photographs are just an 
outcome of this divine feeling.  Undeterred by the difficult terrain, the rider set himself a challenge of traversing the region in 16 days and showcasing all 
the photographs in this travelogue on a real time-scale!

.....I have great pleasure in commending this book to all those who love mountains. Packed with 

photographs, there are short notes which are useful.                                                                                    

            Dr. Karan Singh
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360 degree view of Moreh Plains
   19th June , 03.45 PM IST.



“ Climb, if you will,

 but remember, that all the courage and strength are naught without prudence,

do nothing in haste, 

look well to each step, 

and 

from beginning, think what may be the end. ”
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Dr. Karan Singh was born as the “Yuvraj” (Crown 
Prince), i.e. heir-apparent to the then ruler of the 
state of Jammu and Kashmir Maharaja Hari Singh. 
He has been in active politics since the age of 18. 
In 1967 he was inducted into the Union Cabinet. 
Thereafter he was elected to the Lok Sabha in the 
Parliamentary elections of 1971, 1977 and 1980 
and held several major Cabinet posts. He was 
also the Indian Ambassador to the US in 1989. At 
present he is an MP in the Rajya Sabha. Education 
has been his life long interest and he has been 
Chancellor of several universities like JNU and 
BHU. Also a conservationist, he was Chairman of 
the Indian Board of Wildlife for many years and 
head of the spectacularly successful Project Tiger. 
Currently head of the Peoples Commission on 
Environment & Development (India) and a Trustee 
of the Green Cross International he has been active 
in the environmental and global consciousness 
movements and also in interfaith dialogue.

He received the Padma Vibhushan in 2005.
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Moreh Plains
  19th June , 05.05 PM

From Pang the road climbs 500m up to 

another wide, flat valley plain - the Moreh 

Plains. So this is the Moreh Plains, the much     

talked about “roof of the world”; the world’s 

highest plains, with endless flatland of green, 

complete with sand traps and bunkers, I 

recollected. As I rode in apprehension, my 

eyes roving for sight of another life form, I  

sensed a dash of mystery in the air.

At an altitude of 4,700 m Moreh Plains 

is seemingly not suitable for any form of 

life. On this entire stretch not a speck of 

civilization is in sight and there is no water 

either.

The perspectives are all subtly distorted 

due to lack of oxygen and extremely clear 

air, letting us see much further than we’re 

used to.

I had a rough idea that Tso Kar was 

somewhere here but merely ended up in 

futile circles. Fortunately I sighted a herd 

of sheep and then the Changpa (nomads) 

huts. A resident from one of the huts helped 

me out. He pointed at an adjacent mountain 

and informed that Tsokar was right behind 

it. It did not seem too far away and I was 

sent with the assurance that I would be 

given night stay here in case I returned 

from half-way. 

Grateful for that assurance I headed towards 

the mountain creating my own path as there 

seemed to be none. Once closer I spotted 

the breathtakingly beautiful patch of blue. 
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Tso Kar
  19th June , 10.15 PM

It was not as near as it seemed. It was a 40 

km long ride and the last thing I would have 

expected was company. 

There were luxurious tents and housing 

there was a group of bikers from Holland! 

The group was led by a 70 years ‘young’ 

guy and each had an enviable 500cc classic 

bike. Attached to them were two caravans 

carrying their paraphernalia! I was as pleased 

as punch exchanging notes with them. 

I requested for a room (if I may call it so) 

and also managed to slash the exorbitant 

tariff on the pretext of being merely a biker. 

A deal struck I was amazed at the kind of 

services offered including a relaxing body 

massage! 

The view from the tent was awesome, but I 

longed for a closer look of the lake in order 

to capture it better. Nobody however showed 

any enthusiasm to take that 8km ride late in 

the windy night especially with the outside 

temperature dipping every few minutes. So 

solo I rode again to the lake. 10.15 pm I was 

there eyeing it like a dog with two tails. It 

left me nonplussed- the twinkling stars and 

the glowing full moon and their reflection in 

the water! In my exhilaration I was oblivious 

of the cold and my inadequate clothing. I 

liked what I captured with my camera for 

I knew that the photographs can never do 

justice to the actual beauty.
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Tso Kar
  19th June , 10.17 PM

Tso Kar is known as the “White Lake” because 

of the salt deposited all around it; the water 

becomes brackish since there is no outlet 

from the lake. Tsokar means salty lake in 

the local language. Salinity of the lake is so 

high that salt extracted from the banks is 

sold by the local nomads  all over Ladakh 

and Kashmir.

Tso Kar is at a distance of 155km from Leh 

and approximately 45 km northwest of the 

Tsomoriri Lake. You can camp at the nearby 

Thukje village and also visit the monastery 

of Thukje. You can see the hot springs at 

Puga. 

It appears that birds like Bar-headed goose, 

the great Crested grebe, the Brahmin duck 

and the Brown headed gull find the lake 

water congenial enough to breed there! 

Thankfully  for human beings Tsokar is not 

a very comfortable place to live in.

42



sunrise at the peaks near Tso Kar
20th June  05.26 AM



 Tso Kar
20th June  07.42 AM



Karzog village
  1st July , 06.20 PM

Nearby is the village Karzog, a few camping 

sites and tented accommodation and a 

meditation centre. Karzog is supposed 

to be the oldest village of the civilization 

nesting its own storehouse of mystery. 

This of course is a very personal belief to 

be explained at the individualistic level 

till science reveals its side of the story. 

The inhabitants of Karzog are somewhat 

different from the other Ladakhis. They 

trace the roots of their ancestral tree to the 

Germans, informed some locals and tourist 

guides as well. But was their settlement 

the first in the sub- continent, is yet to be 

confirmed. “There has to be more to this 

place,” I had an un-nerving feeling, “why 

else would the first settlers choose this as 

their home after wandering through most 

of the region?” 

Shrouded in mystery this place left me 

restless even in the night.
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Karzog village
  1st July , 06.22 PM
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Karzog village
  1st July , 06.23 PM
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Karzog monastery
  2nd July , 07.18 AM

2nd July 2008

The Karzog monastery was not to be 

missed. Early in the morning I made it a 

point to be there. The monastery is perhaps 

two hundred years old but its foundation 

is said to be one of the oldest in the 

civilization. The place was being cleaned up 

before the public started trickling in. The 

Lama sweeping the prayer room displayed 

a non-complaining, calm attitude: the 

basic attribute of Lamas everywhere. The 

monastery was dimly lit, my pupils dilated 

to enable a better look at the intricate wall 

paintings and then my eyebrows shot up 

in appreciation. The use of additional light 

or flash being denied, I was satisfied at the 

clarity of my photographs of those paintings 

in that dull light.
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Karzog monastery
  2nd July , 07.22 AM
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Karzog monastery
  2nd July , 07.23 AM
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