
Miles apart 
By Melissa Hekkers 
 
“I come from far” said a young looking man. “I need somewhere to sleep. Do you have a 
room?” 
A little further down a young woman was sitting. Not quite clear where she was from, she 
sure looked exhausted; maybe drugged. Personally I think she was waiting for something. 
Sitting with her legs tucked to her side her gaze looked empty, blurry, inexplicit. The worn 
carpet she was sitting upon said as much as her clothes. Faded they where, fatigued. I 
anticipate they where simply well used and pondered where they had been. Under the warm 
summer sun of India it’s hard to say. What was for sure was that their once vibrant tones and 
patterns had gradually faded. 

This scene did not stop the shuffling around coming from the reception area. The young 
looking man wearing three quarter trousers and tattoo on ankle was still standing at the 
entrance of the guesthouse. The patio was filled with shoes of owners which where absent, 
probably found somewhere within the building. 
“This way” said a local as he picked the traveller’s bag. They disappeared.  
The city outside was very close to chaos. Cows where eating out of litter cans. Little children 
where taking their first baby steps on pavements bearing sewerage pipes of the guest house 

I was now very much a part of. People where everywhere and night was beginning to fall. 
After making my way to the rooftop, I felt like a spy wanting to know what all these people 
where thinking, how they perceived things and how the hell I was to understand all this in 
the short three weeks I had to spare. I decided I would only know on my way home. 
Adverts in India are nothing less than hand painted pieces of art. Given the time I had spent 
pondering about what was going on around me, I didn’t have the chance to read one of 
these paintings splashed across the wall opposite. It took a while before it dawned on me; it 
was an advert for floor tiles. In a distinguished calligraphy the wall clearly screamed, “They’re 
not just floor tiles, they’re lifestyles....” I smiled and realized; there was nothing to 
understand, enjoy was the key word.  
Still bearing a grin on my face the streets hadn’t calmed down. Vendors were cooking and 
selling foodstuffs on the spot. People wandered and took no notice of the Rickshaws beeping 
their way through the busy streets. Women wore bangles, coloured saris, and men sold belts 
displayed on the back of their shoulders. Others looked out into space thinking about all the 
things I wanted to know. All took place there and then. Eating, talking, cleaning, selling, 
buying, mending. Colours, cows, spices, materials, monkeys, sounds of Hindu… 
“A banana Lassie please” asked Yatin, the young looking man who had now settled in his 
room and had, just like me, made his way up to the rooftop. 
The exhausted looking girl softly answered. “You should drink water, this water”, she said as 
she lifted her glass well clutched between her hands.  
A querying Yatin couldn’t stop himself. “Is that tap water? How long have you been drinking 
that stuff?” 
Softly the opaque-eyed-girl continued. “You can drink this water; the tchai you drink is made 
from this water you know”. 
Yatin looked at her strangely. Drinking tap water wasn’t recommended here, although local 
people drank it. As he thought about it he looked out into the endless view. There, just below 
gushed the river. People where bathing, others were washing clothes, fishing, peeing, 
mingling…there was no hope. 
For a while now, I had noticed lights approaching us. These looked like two lanes of candles 
wobbling form one side to the other. Before I knew it, sound was added to the setting. I 
decide to part from the rooftop. 
Making my way down the rigid steps people where speaking loudly, drums where banging 
and Hindu music was playing. As I turned the corner I was pushed to one side. Two rows of 
young girls were holding wooden blocks illuminated with light bulbs. Each of them was 
connected to each other with a wire which stretched for a couple of metres. Between them 
danced an array of men and women in coloured dressings and shining jewellery. Something 
was going on… 
 



As I walked further along in search of the end of this party and passing the array of lights 
and young girls, I eventually reached the end: a man sitting rigid on a white horse looking at 
the people below enjoying the company, the music, the atmosphere; behind him a chariot 
holding a generator feeding the lights, pushed by younger boys who obviously had to wait 
their turn to enjoy the party. Aghast, two men approached me and invited me to join the 
inside circle. There was no way back, I was part of a Hindu wedding. 
As I danced I thought of my compatriot watching from the rooftop. We had come from the 
same worlds and had chosen the same destination; the single difference was that we 
perceived things from a different perspective. We were miles apart. 
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