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Riding through villages
near Orange River (South
Namibia, next to the border
of South Africa).

by Manu Torres of Around Gaia

O

f all the sacrifices we’ve made after the decision to turn
our route around the world into our “home,” the biggest
was losing our roots. We’ve met and been influenced by so many
different cultures that we’re losing our sense of where we’re from.
But… not in a bad way!
Ivana holds a Himba baby of the
Northern Namibia tribe.

During the years we’ve been away, those we
Traveling in Namibia was like therapy;
once called “our people” have grown older,
by traversing this wonderful country
and many have all but forgotten us. And our
it seems we discovered more about
concept of “friends” has become so abstract
ourselves than about the place.
that it no longer consists only of people we
The first thing we experienced was
know, but is more often a memory of each
an almost spiritual sense of slowing
country we’ve visited.
down. Even if we wanted to go fast,
Traveling has opened our eyes to reveal so
the sandy Namibian routes insisted on
much more of the world we live in—not so
being crossed in slow motion. From the
horrible and not so beautiful—but incredibly
beginning, Namibia both exhausted and
special. So much wisdom, so many reflections
intimidated us. It made us dizzy, seeing
and experiences, and so many changes in our
how truly special we were. Namibia transpriorities—many of which have given way to
formed us into what it wanted—lonely,
constant, if not inevitably more, change.
exhausted and vulnerable travelers in
We arrived in Namibia, the 44th country
the middle of a vast desert. It was like
on our journey, at just the right time for it
entering an oven, crossing the country
to show us where we were and what we
at 40ºC temperatures while allowing its
were becoming—whether we liked it or not.
magic to reach our deeper selves.
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Checking maps, searching for the
junction that will take us to Lüderitz.

At the border arriving in
Namibia from South Africa.
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Camping along the gorges of the Orange River, we began to
understand the true immensity of this country. Its size equals
Germany, Italy and the U.K. combined, but with a population one
hundred times smaller. Curiously, there are no words for “assistance” or “urgency.” We had to calm down and depend upon
ourselves—no one was coming to solve our problems.
When the trip became almost too difficult to continue, we had
to ask ourselves what we were doing there. Then, we remembered the young couple we were when we began this journey,
excited to be traveling the world, daring to heed and follow our
instincts. A couple of dreamers who ignored their inexperience
with motorcycles, who without even gloves or boots began
their trip ready to face any challenge thrown their way.
Since then, we’ve learned to overcome the nearly insurmountable, to learn from those experiences, and to grow.
What we were experiencing first drew in our families
and friends… then their friends and relatives… then
magazines began offering to publish our stories which, in
turn, attracted brands offering to sponsor us. Everything
happened without planning and it seemed so natural
that we did not allow ourselves to question it.

But like the diamond mines of Kolmanskop in Lüderitz,
there are lands not made for the luxurious lives of
Europeans. Here in the desert there is only one king; his
name is Sossusvlei and he will send his army of dunes to
defeat those who try to tame the Namibian environment.
Turning what once were rich men’s clubs or elegant shops
where you could buy the best perfumes in the world into old
buildings swallowed by sand, a ghost town that warns the
visitor of the consequences of going against nature, going
against our instincts.
Although the people who once seemed rich and strong
succumbed, the poor nomads, the Himba, still survive with
smiles on their faces to remind us that the desert is not a ruthless
king, but something more akin to a kind judge.
The Himba walk almost naked through these harsh lands, and
they do it barefoot because they prefer to remain connected to
the earth. They let the red sand climb up their bodies, covering
their skin to protect them from the sun and mosquitoes, and
reaching the hair of their women, giving personality to its people. The Himba allowed the
land to conquer their bodies; in return the

We met these Himba girls fetching water.
They made fun of how we were dressed
while they loved sitting on the bike.

High on the top of the huge dune in
Sossuvlei. The Namib Desert is not only
one of the oldest deserts, but it has some
of the highest dunes in the world.

A road crossing on the way to
Sossuvlei, Springboks.
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land rewards them with animals to hunt, underground
water, and the wisdom to know how to find them both.
When we came upon the Himba toward the middle
of our route, they seemed to laugh at our astronaut-like
appearances—thinking that we were ignorant, that we
forgot that the protection the universe offers to those who
know how to listen to their instincts is much better than
the protection of the most expensive riding gear.
Seeing how the Himba came so far with so little again
reminds us of that couple we once were, but also how
we’ve let them down. So many journeys are judged by
numbers and not sensations. But Namibia arrived just in
time, like that friend who does not care what we think and
causes us to blush by showing us that we have taken the
wrong path, to tell us that it’s time to stop being so blind
and to be more honest with ourselves. And all this seems
to come just at the right moment as we face Africa, our last
continent before returning home to finish this travelers’
dream with a perfect photo.

Places not to
miss in Namibia
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Lüderitz —Element Riders
Orange River
Fish Canyon
Sossusvlei
Solitaire
Otjikandero Himba Orphan Village
Opuwo
Popa Falls
Epupa Falls—Kapika Waterfall Camp
Caprivi

Manu Torres and Ivana
Colakovska are a Spanish and
Macedonian couple who started
the Around Gaia Project (“Gaia”
is the term for Earth as a living
organism) with the mission of
traveling the globe by motorcycle.
Their goals are straightforward: “We intend to prove there’s no need
to be frightened of the unknown. That we can break the misconceptions, mistrust and fear of danger of faraway people and places.
And, we want to show how the world is a much nicer place than
many believe it to be.” AroundGaia.com

Our first day in Namibia. We just wanted
to camp in the wild, so we left our route
paralleling the Orange River and found this
dry river bed where we felt completely alone.
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