Pilgrims

Through

the green

channel

and 

out

into the night

where mobs

of expectant

eyes

pierce

through dusty glass,

around corners,

over railings,

to see the new,

the few,

who dare enter

the center

of this

maelstrom.

Flying in

from the edges 

of flat maps

and the curves

of globes,

“foreigners”

come

souls

naked,

for experience.

Seeking visions

for their mind’s eye,

foods

for eccentric tastes,

sound

for their

restless  hearts,

and most of all

to relearn

touch.

They pay

their weight

in pounds,

their freedom

in francs

and their

desperation

in dollars

to be

here.

Caring not

so much for the portal

itself

as the place

on the other side.

The opportunists

awaiting

know 

that if travel agents

had airport

codes 

and fares

for the ultimate

destinations

these travelers

sought,

if round trips 

could be booked,

and hotel reservations

made

to the place

where only India 

takes people,

then

no one

would ever

visit here.

So

they

capitalize

as seen on TV,

shipping 

and handling

these fresh faced foreigners.

From one scam artists

to the next pick pocket

with sticky fingers

and greasy smiles

offering

advice, 

goods,

and services

for small fees

not including

tax or licensing,

but always

a large gratuity.

Most who come

for their first,

second,

and perhaps even a third

time

are so busy

cataloging

their sensory

overloads

numbering

their visceral “rushes”

and

mapping the

routes

of their emotional roller coasters,

that they don’t pull

their heads

out of their

lonely planets

long enough

to let the

knowledge

gained

turn

into wisdom stored.

Behind every

scheming and gleaming

eye,

there is a fear

of the day

when the explorers

figure out

that this land

is 

but a mirror

letting them

see within.

It journeys

these bodies

to 

parts of themselves

once veiled

by suits,

and hidden by deadlines.

It ferries

these wanderers

to parts of their beings

drowning

in corporate cultures.

allowing

a

resuscitation

a

resurrection

a

revival

a 

renewal

a

rendering

of 

the place 

within.
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