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chai und chai wnd chai

This ‘zine contains three separate accounts of a tri
to India that we took together in March/April 2010,
We hope you find it interesting, entertaining, amd not
too repeﬁﬁve

made in portland, or, and in india (obviously). summer 2010,



Welcome

WI‘H\U\ )/ou WI“ ‘Flncl my
observa+ions on +ravelin3
in +he Republic of Indio n
March/ April of 2000.

N amaste P

Joe



T wos o wee lod I would 90 +o multi-culfural
donce Pr'c 3r'o.ms ™My morm or o.nized ot the miJAIe
school where she +aught ESL. The 3ouen +hreaded
saris ond head swiveﬁ?\ 9 motions were c‘l‘hérwaruly
ond the music was MQSMerizihj. The immijron‘l'
'Fo.miﬁes wouu ho.ve o 'Yuhdroiser' be—?or'e ~H\e Ao.hc.e
show, se”inj foods from their different cultures
ond of course the Indian sweets were killer. Tn hi 3}\
school T was introduced to ve getarian curries, bha ji
and Ravi Shankar. So, India has alvays been very
high on my list of countries to visit. T imojined o
lus\?\ +ropical land filled with smooth skinned, polite
and nicely dressed FeoFle who smelled of +emple in-
cense and treated animals with Jeep resPec-l- Geell

T didn’+ really expecl- thot, but i+ was +he dream).
OF course T realized India is bo.sic.o”y o +hird world
country, still reelin g from struqgqling in o post-colo-
nial mo{le but T wo.gn'+ PrePoreﬁj'F 09 t+he thoHen ges

we were 4o face.

When I

—"




Scot+ cosua”y nvited me on his tivo week +r'|[>
+o IhJio 'For' -H\e Kumbh Melo (o. Hthu il r'imaje
4o the l'\oly Gohjes River in Nor+hern ],ania +haot
only ho pens every Il year‘s) o few years ago ond
I Ath,f 'H‘\lhk muc}‘\ obou+ l+ sihce I Aonq' even Plah
my life 4wo weeks ahead. When the time drew more
nigh T researched the Mela and watched a film
called “*Shor+ Cut +o Nirvana’? about i+. The film
made 1+ look Insanel crowJeJ, schmaH'Zy, hyFocr'H'-
jical ond hot. T+ looKeJ like Burnin 9 Mon but with
ditches instead of Por'*l-o—loo‘l“l'ies ond women with
lon g skirts and covered heads instead of faux fur
on bon Poivvl-. T didn’+ +hink T would wont 4o g0
4o the mos+ FoPulo-fQA event in +he l'\is*l'or'y ot +he
F,O.he"" ih -Foc.e meH‘lhj ,OO Je ree heo.“l' CScme“l'imes
uP +o Lf'O mi”ion Feo[)'e a‘l' one t?imé). I hod also been
heo.r'inj obout o friend of a friend who was ot
+he Melo ond howw he had his camera broken bejn 9
crushed in the crowds there, as well as contractin
ho”ucinaﬁon-inducinj heot stroke ond +hen 3e++in3
o stomach bug while he was recover’inj from the
heo.+ s+r‘ol<e. §u+ I lwos r'ead 'For' an koeh+ure,
so eventually T si 3ned up for 2 weeks in India with
Scott and Ryan (4ivo trustworthy, witty and ca-
Foble +rovelin3 mates).



T hod my reservations obout beinj o tourist In
an therJeveloPeA couh"l‘r')/. I hoJ +ou mysel-F "H\Q‘i‘ I
wouldn’+ be a tourist a gain without doin g some volun-
feer work while in on underdeveloped coun+r>/, but +his
+ri[> Wwas only 2 weeks ond T didn’™+ +hink +here would
be +ime. Last +ime T +raveled +o Mexico was to Plo
in the ocean at my friend’s dad’s beach house and T
was completely destroyed emotionally by the border
crossing. | he TiJuomo destitute (bobies ot thejr hiP)
stru Pe 4o be g in +the heot and car exhaust. But T
felt T could mi?ija+e my juiH' in Indio by +rovelin3
res onsibly ond 3ivinj money 4o People. Really T Jus+
couldn’4 4urn down an op or'+unH-y 4o 4ravel with my
best friends +o a Place E olwo.ys wonted 4o go. T sHill
hod o lot of fears about +ravelin3 ocross the world.
Feor of stranqge sicknesses, fear of my cot or my
jranAFarevvl-s Ayin while T was gone. I wanted 4o
say yes. So o-H-en? say no to +h|njs thot T find
Ch&”éhjihj. I did end up 36‘H‘|h3 some voccineés he-
fore joihj since T believe an ounce of Preveh“l'ior\ Is
W°r+h [6 OuhA O'F cureée.,

We has+ily mode Plons for +rains and a hotel
ot ter we realized +hot we were leovinj in less thon
4o weeks. Ryan wonted +o surf in Goa so T PlonneJ
o +rain route with o mion.y S“l'oP n +he middle of
India in o little +on near an UNESCO World Heri-
+o.je SH‘e (AJavvl-a Caves). Theh wé wouH head bock
north +o Harjdwar for the Kumbh Mela. T wanted
to avoid overly tourist Places like the To Mohal.
Also I Pr'e'Fer' South Indion 'Yood, climote and culture
so I wanted to make i+ as far south as Fossible. My
comPanions, bein —Freewheeﬁnj 03€h+5 ot 'For'+une,

o 3reeA with 'H‘\élluéPPiw{'S.



We boarded our Delta £li 3h+ from PDX for Am-
sterdom. Schipol oir'Por'*l- was o unexped-edl
cr‘aFPy. The seor{-s weéere uncom—For“{'QHQ, -H\er-e were
no PUHIC Fower' ou‘He+s QhJ -H\e ih+erhe+ lwas reo.”y
exFensive. They hod o seconJar')/ sec.ur'H-)/ check-
pont ot the gate to board the plane and they
contiscated the $I0 water bottles eople bou3h+ ot
the o.ir'Por“l-. T was in +the middle of a middle row
for the 8 hr 'ﬂij‘ﬂ' to Delhi feelin very cromPeJ.
We arrived in Delhi in +he middle of +he niagh+ and
ot o hotel Pickup to the AJovvl-o Hotel in Pahar
an_j, the heart of t+he seedy Por‘+ ot Delhi. Pahar
Gon | is loaded with ourist hotels and market stalls
filled with knock-of ¥ clothes and Junk. OFf course
{+he room we booked was mysteriously not ovailoble
so -H‘\ey Jown r'erA us o.hJ oné o‘F us had ‘l‘o sleeP on
o cot. Qur bogy clocks were comPle+ely reversed now

ond so s‘ee[’i“j was difficult for me.

I wake u ear'l ahJ lo
o.nxiouslyPin ~H'\eybed %Z
[ 'Few hcur‘s wl‘\ile Sco++
wotched Venture Broth-
ers on hls IPOJ; Ryan
Wwas slee[)inj like o lo
ofter +ol<|n3 some /Rela—
fonin. T did some yo9ga
stretches since my ‘?635
were r-eaﬂ +| “\“l‘ 'Fr'om o

solid Joy of +ravel.
This Fho+c is o.c.+uo.”y

'?r'om oné o’F our las+
Aoys ih IhJio.. We weéere

all Yuckered out.



When Ryah woke we went 4o +he lobby ond

o+ [ ‘l‘on 0'? monéy chonjed, haJ con‘l‘iheh ol s-l-yle
greak-?oer ih ‘H‘\e ho+el res+ourah+ (o‘? courseée +he
roo‘F“l‘oP r‘es+our'0m+ Promo+eJ on H\e web Wwas ho+
oPeh), ohcl bookeJ [ +our' o.r'ouncl +he cl+y WI“H\ -l-he
ho‘l'el 'Yor' [} shor‘ed car 'For' -H\e 3 o‘F us. We se+ ou+
with some si3h+—seein in mind. Qur driver was a small
Nepo.ﬁ man who set the standard for our exPeriences
with the tourist inJus+ry in India: smiles and accom-
modatin 9 statements but lit4le 4ricks and +r'ops
evervihere. He was o +y jcal commissioned tout. T
telt really AuPeA since [ +l:\ou ht I was over 3e++in 9
“laken for o ride’’ becouse T had done the whole
company shoP H\inj in T hailond oand learned quickly
how 4o avoid 1+. Qur quide didn’+ wont +o take us +o
Flo.c.es we requested zecause he said i+ was oo hot
ond crowded in those places. We would +ell him where
we waonted 4o go and he would +ell us where he was

oing to take us instead. He liked o Poih+ out ‘H\injs
ﬂ<e he ar'k er\ -H\e b|3 BuJJho s+a~l—ue wher'e }'\Uh—
dreds o PeoPle o each hi3h+ 4o have sex with pros-
+itutes. Lookin g back T +hink he mi 3h+ have sub‘Hy
been offerin 3?\is services as a pimp. He also probably
Fu”eJ o mild scam on us.

A while af4er we 30“' bock $rom our lchj 4our
of the city we 364- o knock ot the hotel door and i+'s
the driver with Scott’s sun 3lasses in his hond say-
i“j ‘H\o*l' Sco*H‘ le—H— ‘H‘\em in -H\e car. U on Sco+ ’s
reflection +he driver most likely took them out of his
ba 9 when we were out walkin 9 around some +emple
knowinj +hot we would +|P him for returning +them
(which we did). The terrible +hin q was thot because
there were so MANY SCAMMErs [T lvas so hord 4o +ell
if someone was beinj help—Ful or +r'>/in to r'iP us of .
I+ made us all For'omoiJ ond distrustful af+er only
o few Joys n coun+ry. Advice for +ravelers: avoid

Delhi.



Delhi is o shithole. There T said i+. You will
never find a more wretched hive of scum and vi”oiny
(k). I feel really terrible that PeoFle have 4o live in
cities like Delhi. The smo 9 wos terrible, the roads
were forn up, the people were rude and the stray
3035 weéere s+ar'vih3 ahJ wotheJ 'Fr'om e-H'ih hl‘l‘ by’
cars and motorcycles. T expected seediness, Yakirs,
and con artists but it was just filthy, corrupt and
full of 4outs. T+ didn’+ feel like one of +those ancient
Asion cities where new development nestles into over-

rown ruins ond ancient walls. Every+hin seemed
ﬁ<e it was from the 1970’s. We had hijg hoPes +haot
outside of Delhi we would £ind o more welcomin3 envj-
ronméh‘i‘.

squa+ br'eak

My life never felt in don ger but +hin gs definitely
jo+5hysica”y uncomt ortable. Disaom;ou% Is o key
here. I O'H-eh -FeH- uhccm'?or“l'ob‘e 'Fcr‘ +r'ove,-
ing around when PeoFle ond animals were borely alive
around me. T knew what T was 3e++ih3 into with
the crushinj Pcver“l-y but +here were other unFleas—
ont sarPrises around every corner. For exom le, the
coaste system was in full effect. T *H\oujh“‘- +hot hod
oné ou‘l’ o-F s+ le wl“H‘\ Br‘|+|sh Rule. I Jovxq' khow why
didn’4 ex ec‘Z/‘H'\is but rocism, sexism, Jinjoisrv\, and
r'elijious ihfoler'o.nce were in full force. T never fel+
hke I c.ouu Jo an ‘H\lhj +o.n3il:>le +o helF H\e PeoPle
su'F'Yer‘inj or'ouhj/me which moJe |+ +ho+ much more

brutal.

lor



Takin 9 another
high speed fuk

fuk ride. This
lunotic driver liked
+o 60mmen+ on
women’s Friva-{-es
ond sinj 4o us.

[
o

Delhi was Jus+y ond Jir"l-y ond smelled of feces. T+
seemed like most of the Western tourists were +oo
scared to +ravel far from one |ittle street of Pa-
hor GonJ where there were alleys of bazaars. The
boazaars all sold +he same +ourisz crop with knock-
of § desj grer ba 9s ond Hindu 4rinkets and saris and
shirts. In one r'eo”y hidden back o”ey Scott found

o +r'ul>/ unique artisan sellin honAFoin+eJ +-shirts of
his owwn Jesijn (Mohinder S?njh) Here is me modelinj
the shiri.

I+’s o super +i 31‘\4’
Reebok tonk ond
the ox is soyin
“SMILE ALO
COST NOTHING™



Well, we '?iha”y 3o+ +he £ out of Delhi by c.o.“l'c.hinj

o +rain headin g south for Bhusaval. We were in 3rd
class air conJi‘F?OheA which wasn’t so bad exceF+ for
the family of & who sat across from us in o space
'?or' 3 PeoPle. We are 3 +a” Judes wl‘H’\ lcmj lejs o.hJ
|+ WwAS oncé Ojaih uhccm'For‘“l'oHe {o be so jommed n.
A'F‘l'er‘ some hour's o‘F our 7 hour' r'iJe I S‘l‘or“l'ed +0”<—
ihj 4o the Auh+y who was +he head of +his 'Yomll)/
unit. She was a nurse from Puna and her Enalish was
Fr‘é-H-y ooJ. S|Ae ho+e: Lo+s O'F Feo le wouu oc+ hke
+hey Jl V\"‘l‘ khcw E_h hsh bu+ H\en wEeh 'H\ey lcoseneA
uP ‘H\ey wouu sPeak 20 us. She o'Y'Fer'eJ us some o‘F
her thali; makin g plates tor us with curry, chapati, a
huje FickleJ “H\ins ond julabi. This was our first real
Jro.s~l-e o'F homemoJe Ih iQh '?ooJ o.hJ |+ as ooJ. I
consciously ote o bite of Julalm even ‘H’\cujh knei
it had milk in it. T+ was yummy. Another side note: i+
was really easy for me o eat vegan even thouah T
Fr‘obo.bl)/ hod ghee uhih+eh+i0ho.”y o Yew +imes. The
Aun“')/ Wwas réeo ‘y hic.e bu‘l‘ her‘ ll‘H‘le neé hews "\QJ Nno
boundaries; H\ey crowled all over Scott and were
‘ouJ. Sc.o“H‘ S‘l‘r'ujjleJ +o keeP hls c.oo' ohA suceeJeJ
even H\oujh I knew he was ho.vinj o bad time. T
admired his dedjcotion 4o o”owinj himself 4o be chal-
Ienjed; I 4end 4o escape from hard situations any-
oy T con.

We made i+ 4o Bhusaval which was o dry and
Aus+y bockwater +own +hrown up around +he +rain
station in an area known for growin g bananas. Here
is where my Plonninj started 1o fal apar"i-. After
some hard ho.jjﬁnj we 3o+ o jeep to Yake us 4o
Jo.ljoo.h, o closer town +o the XJQY\“"Q Coves. But of
course +he Caves are closed on Momloys so we were
in +his Ploce thot fourists only 90 fo for this one
“H‘\ihj ond the one “H\inj was closed. T+ wasn’™t ter-
rible +hou gh. Ryan 3o+ o hajrcut for 50 cents and
we s+ayef in on all-white Poin‘i'ed hotel run by o truly



helP'Ful man. I did find o bed buj on me +here ond
+hot was gross.

mo+or‘bikes ih Jaljoan

A“)/WO-)/: we missed +he caves and went back 4o the
+ro.in s+a+ion H\e nex+ Joy. We wo.H-e.A some hour‘s
for our 4rain 4o Goa and when i+ was due 4o arrive
we went +o the 4rock where i+ was suPPoseJ 4o Pu“
up- A different 4rain QFPFOQC"\QA ond we watched
our 4rain number JisaFPeo.r £rom +he electronic
board. We were contused but +hou3h+ +hot our $rain
was Frobo.bly Jus-{- lote or some'i'hinj. When we went
4o ask someone where our +rain wos they 4old us i+
Just lef+ a minute a 9o on the track right behind us.
We were stuck in Nowheresville. T +hink we all felt an
equal share in the responsibility ¥or this EPIC FATL.
Qur oF-Hons for further +rovel were ver
limited. The +rains needed 4o be booked ot least
a month In advance. We H\oujh'{' we might need +o
qu"' 3e+ our‘selves +o Mumbo.l by’ s+o.n |n3 room only

rain or bus.



As we debated in +he station a group of
toxi-wallahs ond touts had surrounded us and were
+ryinj 4o 364‘ us to let +hem take us Floces. Fmo”)/
Ryon no+iceJ oné )/OUY\ mMman s+ePFeJ uF +o us o.hJ
+0H us h0+ +c “s+eh +02he +hese uv's who were
sayin H\ey would helP us. He walked us over 4o +he
+icl<ef counter and helPeA us buy o ticket for Mum-
bai 4hot ni jHr. We were wary of his assistance but
he seemed 3enuinely nice ond his En glish was much
better than everyone else’s so e could understand
what he was +r'>/in3 to do. His name was Rahul, he
lwas ,8 ohA he o'Y'Fer'eJ +c +al<e us +o hls hcuse 'Yor'
food. We embraced the fact that we might be

e-H-inj into another riF-o-F—F mess but T hod o 3u+
:?eelin he was o solid uy who was Jus*l- curjous about
whot fhese omoateur white guy's where doin 9 in his
‘H“He +Ok/h.

Rahul ook us +o his aunt’s house where +he
women of his '?amily were on +he roof Fref)arin
FoPoJ (yummy SQH‘)/ qu h ‘H\lhjs “H\o‘l' +os+eA ﬁke
cheese Fu'F'Fs) 'For' H\e anumaon (monkey jocl) l‘\oli-
day that day. They lived behind a temple and Rahul
Yook us there 4o meet +he Fr’ies+ ond his nejahbors.
A 9roup of kids surrounded us and we 4ried to jm-
press +hem with our Ain'oJ Pic+ures and dollar bills.
One of the kids had o Michael Jackson shirt on
ond wos obsessed with American wejght lifters;
he s"\owecl us viJeos o‘F ‘H\em on l‘\ls P 3—lil<e Aevice.
There were o bunch of cute pu Pies ond i+ was Pr'e+—
+>/ cool J'us+ hon i“j out with +[:ese PeoPle who had
never even seen e/es*l-er'her‘s before (according 4o
Rahul). They seemed to be middle class and +o have
chill lives livinj bock on these labyrin+hine dirt roads.
compared to other families. They were really proud
of their state of Maharashtra and ~H'\6y sPoke
Moarothi ond Hindi. Rahul offered 4o take us 4o the
AJOm“i'o. Coves in his dod’s car. We were stoked ond



his dod Pu”ed up in o little volvo lookin g 4 door car.

His dad was o quiet no-nonsense ex-military uy who
didn’+ knotv much Enjlish. The caves were kind of
for ond i+ was 100 Jejr'ees so I+ was really o bij solid
favor -H\ey did for us.

The caves were Buddhist monasteries cut
out of sheer rock clif{s, some as old as Ist centur
BCE. I+ was o very serene Plo.c.e ond inside +he caves
Wwas o r'e'Fuje 'Fr'om H\e l‘\ecﬂ'. The huje BuJJhos
were cool and +the frescos were really ancient but
t+he heot moade the hikin 9 oround exhaustin g. Rohul
o.nJ hls AO.J 'ookeJ bor'eJ as he” ‘l‘oo. We Ie-? bu+ hO+
before all 3 of us 30+ separately ripped of ¥ by the
exit+ ji'ﬂ- shops sellin g little 4rinkeds. We all boujh“l‘
+he same +y e of little elephow{' ond cup "H‘\lhj from
3 equally P“SEY salesmen. Rahul and his dad seemed
con}used and embarrassed for us since our souvenirs
were only wor+th like o dollor and we Poid much more
+hon +ho+t.

We ate ot a reall Jinjy roadside cafe +that
was +os+y with locals who were kind of shocked +o
see some ner'Jy white dudes. Rohul’s dad insisted on
+reo+in3 us ond keP+ orderin g us more chopcﬂ-i every

5 mihu+es. We jo‘l' back +o B usoval ohJ sPeh+ some

awkwaord moments with Ra-
hul’s mom, AO.A QY\A sis+er

wo.+c.hin3 Rahul’s dad’s dvds



ot his wedc{inj viJeOSrthy (his J'ol)). The brides
looked like they were It year old 3irls who were ter-
rified ond +he arooms were agross S50 year old men
with creepy stares. Rahul’s Aaad's video eAH-inj ef-
tects were awesome though; lots of keyhole wipes
ond Psychecleﬁc +ronsitions thot lasted [onger +han
+he scenes. Fina“y we were driven +hrouah Bhusaval
o the 4rain station on a 4ruly epic (relatively) hi 31’\
sPeeA ride -{-hr'oujh +he most narrow side streets
where we would miss hi++in -{-oJJlers, chickens, build-
i“35; sc.oo-i'er's, Joas ond 4he elderly by millimeters.
One of the hi Nij"\'{'s of thot ride wos the conal of
sewaje 'H\Orl' lowecl -H-\roujh H\e +own. Ro.hul some-
how 30-{- us onto a 2nd class AC and we re re++abl>/
saicl ooc”;)/é +o +he nices+ Aude in IhAiQ. e r-ea“y
save&g3 our butts in o ime when e felt lost and frus-

froted.

The 2nd closs AC 4rain car is hi Hy recommended.
OQur bunk nejghbor across the ais?e was o shar'f)ly
dressed SikR‘ij-h full beard ond furban (na+urolly
for a Sikh) who was o CaP+oin of some+hin3, maybe
in +the army. He sPoke +he Queen’s Enqglish and was
suFer' help u' obcu‘l' thwerihj our qués?ions obcu‘l'
Mumboi. I wouu have l|l<eA +o hove SPoken +o hlm
more but we needed fo sleep only +o wake up ot HFom
to disembark with hundreds of other PeoP,e in Mum-
bai (Bombay). The air was thick and jun 3()/; the



c-H'y looked niri uihj with lots of strun up colored

I 3h+s but we had decided +o dramatically chonge
our Plons ond 'ﬂy to the Beochy stote ot Kerala in
the forthest southwest 4o chonje +hin as up ond +r'>/
4o catch some waves. Here is where e ?r‘uly were
treated fo an impressive, if somewhat unsophisticat-
eA, scom.

Immedia“i-ely after disembarkin g from the
4raoin +his guy started 'Fo”owihj us o.thoskih us ¥
we needed a ride. We +ell him no but he keF+ ailin 9
us as we walked +oward the station exit. We s+oPFPeA
ond deliberated on our Plohs with Indion families
sleepinj on the 4rain station floor all around us wait-
n 9 for their 4rains. The £ riendly taxi drijver keP+
+f'y'ih3 4o help us ond talk +o us ond we were Jus+ so
tired. Finally T just gove in ond ojr'eed 4o hoave him
toke us +o +he ajrport. The COP"“Qih hod 4old us how
much 1+ should cost 4o +axi 4o the airFoH- ond also
+ho+t the +axis use meters so we shouldn’+ have a

roblem get4inag ripped of £.
P Hogever? sfffuu have stuck 4o my rules and
not taken the first +ax; guy who QFProacheJ us. The
{+oxi-walloh showed us the rote board on the 4rain
station and told us he olwo.ys used the meter. We
,3°+ ih+0 h|s oH—’FoshiOheJ ye”ow c.o.b ohJ he +OH us
about how much 1+ would cost +o the airPor"l-. He hod o
buJJy with him and the buJJy ended up Jr‘ivinj while
the 9uy keP+ chot+4in g with us. He asked us for our
NnoMmes ahA he “H\oujh Sco-H' soiJ Skype, so he wen+
with 1+. T had seen on o mop thot the airPor"l- Wwos
fairly close 4o +he train and so when why we were

oin g the direction e were 3oih 9 he said oh, well
rzoquhere is o sign there for +he airPor+ ond he was
ri3h+, the -Fr'eewo)/ had sijns saying we were heod-
i"‘j foward +he airPor“l-. However, T :?hink he drove
o.r'ouhcl ~H\e lon Wway. Wheh wé wereé ver')/ clcse +o

the o.ir'Por"l- the ca s+oFPeA ond +he 9uy tells us his



—Friend heer +o e+ ou+ her-e +o c.o.‘l'c.h A bus ‘l‘o hls
house and he would drive us +he rest of +he WaY ..
but we needed 4o poy him now. T knew here +hot we
were basically bein 9 held hosta 92 when he asked
'For' wo.y more movxey “H\Qh |+ lwas suFPosele +o be.
We were in o sketch lockihj neijhbor'hooJ ot Hom
with no real sense of how to walk 4o the oirPor+. He
{old us there was a seForo.+e cho.r'je for the hi3h+
—Fee. I +0H hlm he lwas ho+ [ hice rer'sm\ +o chor‘je
us so much money but be arud agin we werée gojn
4o ay because Z//e were :?i ezp ov:ay jus+ wan+2A +2
jef somewhere we could relax. Sccﬁl‘ ond Ryon Pu”eJ
ou‘l‘ ,OOO r'uFee ho+es ohJ hohJeJ -H\em +o +he juy’s
'Fr'iehJ. Moglco.”y ‘H\ey become ,OO rupee bl”s o.hJ -l-he
guy said that we only handed him 100’s. All +he bills
T2 InJio ho.ve Gohc“\i on 'H\em so Ryo.h ohJ Sco-H'
thought for a second i+ was FossiHe H\ey unJer'Po.iJ.
Really i+ wos Jus+ cheoP slej 31‘\4- of hand and R and S
knew i+. We were so fed up with +his routine we +old
+hem we weren’+ oin3 4o pay anymore unti] we were
ot the airPor+. TRe 9uy drove us up the o.ir'Por"l- ond
Was oskinj us for more money. When he s+oPPeJ we
30+ out and Jus*l' ook of f. He was sill oskihj us o
Fo)/ hlm more bu“' [ secur‘H')/ 3uord comeé oveéer ohJ he
drove off. The only +hin g we did r|3h+ was kep+ out
bo gs in our loPs nstead oX in the +r'unl<, so we could
e:? out and Jus+ toke of £. T felt like shit for je‘l'—
:?mj so scammed but lookinj bock on 1+ now 1+ feels
'Fuvmy 4o have that bo.Jje ot honor of je‘H‘ihj so

suckered in Mumbai.




So anyway, we forked over some serijous
Aoujh (n Indion +erms) 4o 'ﬂy 4o T rivandrum (real
name of the c.H-y Is Thiruvonon+ho[>urom) in the
communist state of Keralo. Ih‘{'eres-{-injly ehcujh
Kerala is the most successftul and literate and sup-
Fosedly cleanest state out of India’s 28 states.
The faxi +o our beach hotel in Varkalo was FrePoiA
(no haj [in necessary) ond was a sPi—F-Fy [960’s
white ca lifze some+hin3 Elvis would ride in with o
Folice escort.

Varkalo was Furo New A 9e paradise with
Ayuverdo. every+hin 9 ond yo 9o classes n ever
hotel. The local Malayalis were PolH'e ond |aid Zack
o.hJ -l-he meén lvoreé c.o,or"Ful soronss. T}\ls Wwas r'eo”y
o highlight of +he +r'iP in +erms of relaxation as we

o+2o 8003ie boord (nho surfing waves) in +the Aro-
gion Sea oand be away from +he constant hchkihj

of horns and masses of PeoPle.

There were +ons of Tibetan exiles with res-
tauroants and handicrof+ shops. T+ was almost Impos-
sible +o £ind real Indion food so we ate strange ver-
sions o‘F Pizza anJ Eur‘o eon 'FooJ. I }\O.J someée ood
Tibetan momo there + oujh. I+ was in a Tibefan
E_ur'o res+ouroh+ wher'e I over‘hearcl o conv&rso.*Hcm
which encapsulcﬂ-ed the yoqga tourist Psyche. A 40-ish
French mon with full bear is sithing with a 20 some-

"H‘\lhj Americon womon.



They were +a”<in3 obout yogo ond she said in
sugary tone, ““That is why yoga is so amoazin g; i+
makes the imPossiHe Possi le.’r?ayom, Scott and I
o.” c}‘\uck'ed +o our'selves o.+ ‘H\Q‘l‘ oné. A -Few mihu+es
later the dude said, “I dreamt of you last nijlﬂ-
before we even met. T think i+ is fate thot we are
both here.”” He was so obvious and cliche in his ot~
+emp+ 4o downward A03 his oy into her pants i+ was
hilorious. She didn’+ like +ho+t line +hough because she
1Uicl<|y' excused herself and cur“H)/ so.ia[jH- was nice to

meet him and +hen bolted.

Ryan really likes tea. Actually i+'s beer on +he
DL ‘Fr‘om he c.oPs.

Our last day in +his little tourist enclave was
where T o.shamedly lost my cool and T would like to
o.Polosize here +o Scott+ for beihj on ass. | gqot uPsé‘i‘
over o +rivial detalil of our loumlr'y not beinjﬁ
becouse T +hou3h+ we were oihj 4o miss our chance
+o -l-ake a houseboo‘l' ‘H\r‘ou E+he bockwa+ers o'F
Kerala. Sorry, Scott and Ryan, I am embarrassed
b)/ my behovior ‘H\Q‘l‘ Ja .

But we did make i+ +o o traditional thatched
roofed boot on the backwaters of the Jun le where
€ sOlv someé c.oo‘ s+u’F'F. \A/e were onJo,o—e 'H\r'ou h
canals of a fishin 9 villoo 9e on Monroe Tslond where

oneé



h++le boys wouH run u +o us anJ oJle o.sk us 'Yor'
“oné eh.” The r'eal )/ woh+eJ Péhs ‘For‘ someé reo-~
son. Jn'?or“l-una-{-ely we had none to give them. T saw
the only PeJr do gs we hod seen in Inﬁio.. We hod the
mos+ delicious and colorful South Indion meal on the
boa+t.

Bu‘l‘ l+ os ho+ o.” 'fuh -{-imes on *H'\ls houseboo‘l'. The
sweH-er-injly hum|A o.hA mosc]uH‘o—’Fi”eA hi h‘l‘ come
upon us as we drank Officer’s Chojce w iskey ond
Pfoyed cards. We retired o +the cabin 4o find +thot
+he AC did not work ond Scott had occidevﬂ-o”y bro-

ken +he fon earlier.



We were forced +o open the windows o the
mozzie-filled nj 31\4— with no breeze and e oll Yelt as
¥ we were ben g +ortured as we couldn’+ sleeP. My
mottress PoJ on the hard floor was squishy and hot
os it was utterly soaked by my sweat. Scott hod
~H\e wor'S“l' +|me o'F |+ as he }\O.J o ccH ohJ he AiAn’Jr
sleep ot all. T also —Forjcvl- 4o mention that he had

just had his wisdom teeth removed rij 3h+ before the
frip so his mouth was feelin g weird +oo. The next
mor‘ninj we could not wait 4o 3e+ of ¥ +his boot thot
hoJ become [ Joll 'For' us. Tl‘\e morneh‘l' +he bozrl-
Aockecl e hc PeJ o‘F'F omJ o‘l‘ ou+ H\ere be{\ore ~H\e
captain hod 4ime 4o notice "?is croppy fon was bro-
ken since we fjqured he would +r'>/ 4o 'Fino.jle more
money out ot us and we had olready PaiJ o pretty

enny for +he boot ride even by Western standards.
C/e still had o _jom FackeA s-l-andinj 4rain ride 4o
Trivondrum before we could find a hotel and res+.
How sweet that air-conditioned Princess Inn was with
4v and o shower when we -fino”y arrived.

The hard parts and +hequrney as o whole
made me r'oAic.alry oPFrecia+e the Privi‘€3€A luxurijous
[ife I lead in America. Every+thin 9 seems easy here
now. T hat is probably the L{; 9 3es+ benefit I recejved
from India. Bein g reminded and humbled by how
much of +he war‘a lives hond-+o-mouth. The Pover“l-y
o.hJ Un‘l‘ouc}‘\o.ble bejjor‘s H\ere mer +he Jes+i+u+e
in America seem like yuPPies n ccmpo.r'ison (this is an
unt ajr analoay but T have never seen 4rue starvation
in Americo).

For our las+ le g we flew back north 4o Delhi
ond 4ried our hardest 4o je+ out of there as fast
os we could for Rishikesh and the Kumbh Melo but
of course e“H'ihj out of Delhj involved Aece[)+ion ond
runaround. We ended up waH-inj n the scariest and
nastiest bus station T have ever seen for like & hours

only to £ind out that +here was no such ‘H\ihj as on



AC bus 4o Hardiwar or Rishikesh. Qur las+ 3r‘eo+ 4rial
involved +his overnigh+ humid bus ride ~H\r‘oujh ond
endless hijhwoy o—P exho.us+—s[>ewin3 +raffic and Fo+-
holes crammed into the back of o sojled bus where e
couldn’+ move our le gs for 8 hours. T considered +his
a form of voqga, basically having o keep my body in
one s+r'oine§ f;?osH'ion £ oréhe whgle ride. P\A/eyor'r-ivyed
in the br'eezy mountain Hindu ton of Rishikesh ot

5 om ond mindlessly wondered +he monkey ond cow
'?l“ecl s+r‘ee+s WQH‘ihj 'For' A hc‘l'el +o oFeh +o r'es+ our

wear'y "\QQAS.

Rishikesh was fascinatin 9 in +hot is o ma_jor Hindu
Filjrimo. e site and also where +he Beatles came 4o
sta Wimt?\ the Maharishi before they became dis-
enchonted with his womanizing. T+ is the home of
modern yoja ond sH's on 'H‘\e Falé Hue Gahjes River
where |+ -Feeds ou+ o‘F ‘H\e Himalo.yo.s. The Plljr'lms
would rH-uo.“y bothe ond +hrow devotions of jrains
into +he river but T saw some of +he same peo le
+hrowin g their water bottles and 4rash into +he river

minutes loter.



The monkeys of Rishikesh came in +ivo varijeties.
Brown-faced which would hiss and +r'>/ {0 bite you
ond grey with black faces who were cute, serene
ond monk-like. In the c.hi”y morninjs locals would
feed the monkeys and cowvs the day old chopcrl-is
ohJ -H\e monkeys wouu come SWihPih Jown on +he

Jerry-r‘ijjed electrical lines 4o steal from +the cows.

We +ool< [ “-{'r‘ek" ‘For' o sunrise +r'| +o [6 SMQ” Mmoun-
+ain-top temple lookin 9 toward the f‘ﬁmo.layas ond
hiked s+ro.i3h+ down cow +rails and culverts H\roujh
o rural villo 92 don 4o o small waterfall. T+ was not
+hot imPressive of scenery ond 1+ was +ricl<y 4o £ind
‘Foo+in3 on loose r‘ocks 3oin Jown s+ee incﬁnes. Our‘
juide was o silent +een-a ged Vi”o.je kid who hiked i+
n ‘ﬂlP ‘ﬂoFs wl‘H'\ H\e ‘Foo“:?nj o‘F o moun+ain oa+. On
+his downivard hike we did meet 4o Fleaso.n men In

Pro‘Fessiono.l ottire Cllmbl'\j up +he rock s+er ot +he



of +he mountain. They were +eachers ot +he high
school which was ot the top of the mountain ampev—
eryJoy ‘H‘\ey hlkeJ moreé + an an hour‘ uP H‘\ls cr'ozy
elevation to +each Enjlish ond Math. The Enqlish
feocher wanted 4o Prac+ice his Enjﬁsh ond also +ell
us thot we should pro ot the li+tle shrines +hot
were everywhere on the path. That we could just
ask for blessin gs and make wishes of +he 3045.

We saved +he Kumbh Meloa in Horidivar for
our Penul+ima+e day and I was kind of scared about
whot millions of People +r'>/in 4o con r'ejo“‘-e around
o river would feel and smell ﬁ?<e. Did T mention every
town we hod been to smelled of humon waste? T
hove a sensitive nose but luckily o s+rcn3 stomach.

I was pleasontl sur‘PriseJ t+hough as we saw a
parade of ago So hus (weird nokeg yogis; some
who warshiP the Death Goddess of Kali) ond color-
'?u”y uniformed morchinj brass bands on 4ricked out
floots. Some Bossy guy's herded us into an outdoor
+emP|e o make us line up for the sunset ritual but we
30+ out of there oand found our owwn Place on +he rijv-
er where o teena ge Brahmin kid lead us in the ritual
4o liberote us from +he cvcle of reincarnation (for
a few dollars in ruFees). 4 sun se+t everyone Pu+ out
thejr pu_jor or ritual offerin g of banana leaves with
flowers ond incense bur‘ninj n o little pyre on +hem



and set them afloat alcnj the river. T bathed in the
river and i+ was blue, cool and refreshing. The priest
kid 4ried to get us 4o drink the water but while T was
okoy with o -feol-inj +he Hindu rites T was not oihj
4o j:'ink water from o river used 4o JisPose ot ‘?he
deod ond sewa 9e (Sorry Shiva). T+ was o mellow end
4o our hectic and mis quided Pil r'imo.je. The sun went
down ond +he neon “3 4s s+or':?ed 4o glow. We were
very Pleosavay surFriseJ ond T felt Blissed out o bit.
There were Probobly less thon o million Pe°P'e +hot
Aoy ohJ I —FeH- someé measureée o'F accomP“shmén‘f 'For'

havin 9 Fushed my boundaries.

One of Scott’s goals was +o take a picture with o
o gl who looked [lke Dhalsim ¥rom Street Fi 3M—er

iu?a” the yojis hod lonj hair ond beards and

oddly seemed more Pud 9y +han the 3ener~ol PcPulace

(Dhalsim is bony).

The nex+ morhih weé +ool< o ‘1 }‘\our‘ car r'iJe
back +o the Delhi airport. Durin 9 toke of § Scott
be gan barfin g into airsick ba gs. He spent +he whole
H‘ ours l)o.ck yo.kmj omJ swea-ﬁnj omJ —Yeelinj +er'-
rible. Oh yeoh, i+ was his blr“H'\Aay 4oo. The lonjes+
bir"H\Jo.y ever sinceé we keP+ crossinj +ime zones 9°-

i“j bock in 4ime. T felt so ihcr‘eclibly bad for him. We



hod consjdered spemlin o Yew days in Amsterdom
on the way back but with Scott’s iliness thot was
+o+o”y out. T made i+ +hrcu3h t+he 4rip with no real
stomach discomfort or jliness exceP+ or o few
hours where T couldn’™+ go far from +he bathroom.
When we londed in Portlond T have never been so in

love with a city, my 3ir~l—F riend, my cat, my bed, etc.

_Some misce"aneous obser'vo.“'ions:
—No+ ver MQV\)/ PecPle were smi“n or wouu r'e+ur'n
smiles. T+ makes sense due to the EQPJ lives so many
people were leadin 9 T don’+ +hink T would smile ot
some tourist ¥ *H\ey were watching me carry o
huje Air“l-y sock of rice on my bock onto o crowded
+rain in sweltering heat either.
-957 of Indion men weor full button down shirts
ond slacks even in 100 de grees, even when shovelin 9
colv Juhj. No 4o shirts are the same.
~Two weeks mokes -H\injs too Yast; +here is 4oo Bij
ot a ,eorninj curve in how not o aet ripped of £.
—Ver'y few people smoked cj ore-F?es _Ifﬁcﬂ- Wwos

W peop 9
outstandin 9
-There were a lot of people but besides waitin 9 "
lines ond on Public +r'o.nspor'+ T never fel+ my per-
sonal space was invaded. Absolu+ely no r'esPecx{- for
‘H‘\e “he.
-Hotha <P°si“3) yoga is really only practiced by
hardcore yogis an white Pe°P‘e‘
-When someone ubiquitously says :No Pr'oblem, Sir:
whot *H\ey really mean is no ond T am 3oih3 4o
jr'oclua”y convince you +O Por+ WI'H\ o.” O’F your' u-

Fees.



Womeh:

I fully understand thot America is not alvays the
bes+ Floce in the world for women and i+'s not neor‘ly
os ejolHorian os mos+ peo le think but the sexism in
Indio wos so overt ond Aisfur'bin . In +he northern
lands there just weren’t even alot of women on the
streets Aur‘inj the Joy ond a lot of the ones who
were had full vejls on. T only salv 3 women Jr‘ivinj cars
ond moybe 10 drivin g scooters. In +he south +hih35
were better but sHill +he 3enAer~ divide was huaqe.
This is Fr‘obo.H less 4rue n +he c.os:mcpcli‘l'on places
like Mumbai but havin q seen lots of Indion women in
hi ah PosH-icms n the US T was surprised by the lock
o1 lwomeén ih -H\e wor'k'?cr‘ce. Also fnclio hod o —Female

rime minister so i+ was SurPrisin 9 hot women were
freoted. Girls could have +heir hair short but +hen
obout 157, of adult women had lon q hair, usually cov-
ered. Men did lots of jowkinj om?cur' taxi drivers

would often comment on women JisPorojinjly.

Animo.ls:
Being a vegon I was Pr'e~H'y excited to travel +o the
mosT vege arian country on earth. However, the
4reatment animals recejved was very sad. Dogs were

J’us‘i' troffic Fr‘oblems for mos+ People ond locals



would like ot me like T was crazy when T wanted 4o
try to pet therm or feed them scraps. The cows
were revered n o s+ronje wayv. Some were beaten
er\ Blj s+icl<s +o 364‘ “H\em +o move onA weére
mosHy sickl lockinj. OJle T only saw one cat but
thonkfully Ke looked like o healthy pet.

Lessons |earned:
T should follow ™y instincts. Research more. Hire
o +rus+wor+hy local o 3uiAe around Places where
there is a lar 92 tourist scam industry. SPenA more
fime in o few ploces instead of +ravelin 9 thousands
of miles in tvo weeks. T feel like i¥ T had spent hal¥
of the 4ime I have sPeh+ on this zine actually re-
seorchih3 ond P'om\in this ‘l‘f'lF i+ would have been
muc}‘\ more educo‘Hovxo ohA enJoyoble. Bu“l‘ +he more
+ime 3oes by, +he more T value ‘H\ls +r'|f> for whot i+

Wwas.

Would T ao back +o India? Perhaps. I¥ T was asked
+hot while T was there or in the Yirst week back T
would have said ““no freakin woy" but now T feel
like +here is Frobably more ‘?o see there. T would like
4o see some wijld nature parks and some Jain and
Sikh +emPles. The Hindu +emples and mosque ruins
we explored all seemed kind ot sterile. T like +emples
ond ruins but mostly we saw newer temples. Jainism
Is 'Foscina“l-inj 4o me since the monks are nudists and
toke the ““do no harm’’ (AHIMSA) creed 4o ex-
+remes ke not ihholihj bujs.



The youn Sikhs I sow seemed r'eo”y urbon and kind
o‘F }‘\ocl a IP l‘\oF s+yle. Their' +ur'bohs OmJ clo‘H\es
were immaculate and (n great solid colors. T would
also have liked 4o g° 4o go”)/wood ond exP,ore Mumbai

more.,

So for all my complaining +he journeyv was certainl
an aJven+ure>2/ whefe I legrned ;)ome +>[\|njs abou+ m;—
self. I think if T hod o different attitude T min-
have been able 4o deal with some of +he challen ges
better but T fel+ very defensive ond rushed. ere
Wweéreé someée oocl ‘Hmes omJ someé kan PeoPle +o bal-
once out all +he con artists and ordeals.

My FhoJros aren’t the 3rea+es+. I am not a bi 9
photo 3rapher. I like 4o just snap as a memory aid.
Ryo.n IS o 3rea+ Pho+o ropher ond he brou3h+ 4o
cameras so I am thankful 4o him for thot since T
en lov looking ot good photos. Scott and Rvan are
alsi Zea“y +2‘en+251 wr‘fi)-"er‘s {e] I look ‘For‘way;'cl +o
readin 9 what they had 4o say about all +his mad-

néss.

I hoFe T didn’+ bore you.

An)/ qués*l'iohs? suenoverde@ 3mail.c.om
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Disclaimer (and spoiler): * India is by far the SiNgle worst place
T have ever beeN iN My enNtire life. Tt iS5 an abSolutely wretched COUN-
try. Because 0f this, T May USe SOMe StroNg/harSh lanNguage t0 deScribe
the land, and itS people. What T want you 0 KNOw thOUgh..iS that My
trip there was an iNcredibly cool experieNce that 1 would gladly do
a3ainN if given the chance. L May even VOIUNtarily returN to this place
SOMeday, if the right CircUMStance$ preSenNted theMSelves. S0, just KNOw
that even though I'M about to coMplain anNd USe a lot OFf variatioNs of
the word "awful" t0 deScribe what the SItUAtiON OVer there iS..there iS

NO deNyiNg that a trip tO INdia 1S aN adveNtUre that aNyONe who arew

Up iN the MidweSt OweS it tO theMSelveS tO experieNce. %

I'M NOt Sure OF the exact trig-
9er that proMpted My iNtereSt iN
traveling to India. If T were
forced t0 quess, I would wa-

9er it had SOMethiNg tO dO with
Indiana JoNeS and the TeMple

of Doom. T grew up iN a family
that treasureS things liKe Disney
World vacations (I am actually
WritiNg thiS ziNe froMm OrlanNdo
Florida..ON a returN flight £rom
Disney World..seriously). T had

& great childhood anNd Stuff, T
feel liKe T was expoSed t0 a

ot OF really iNtereStiNg thiNngs
abovt the world. ThiS expoSure
caMe throvgh a bOX thOUgh, Sweet
Sweet television. ANd, while T
love teleViSiON..a 10t..watchiNg

the box KiNd OF put Me iN a bOX.

T could see INdy'sS whip crack at
the face of a Kali worshipper
froM the cOMfOrt Of My parenNt’s
baSeMent, but L could Never ex-
perieNCe the harSh eNVirONMenN-
tal realitieS that drove theSe
worshippers to Kali iN the First
place. T think My ownN Mortality
haS beeN CAtChiNg Up with Me a
ot theSe days, anNd it feels liKe
it'S tiMe tO 90 OVt anNd dare the
world t0 do its worst. Kumbh Mela
timeS N INdia SeeMed liKe it'd be
a pretty iNteNSe phySical chal-
leNge..50, Why NOtY My beavtiful
anNd Sharp witted GF was Not up
for the journNey, but lucKily..SoMe
Of My tighteSt anNd MOSt truSted
bros were. With dollars iN hand,
and bacKpacKs ON bacK, we Set



oVt tO FiNiSh the job that the
British had begun Many years

prior.

March 2010
You KNow the trip yoU are about
t0 90 ON iS5 90iINg tO be really
900d wWheN it iS SUggeSted that
yOU UNderqo a battery Of three
ShOtS, aNd twO reqiMenNtS OF pills
iN Order tO COMe OUt OFf it with-
out a horrible diseaSe. Ryan and
I Met Up ONe day at a hilariovs-
Iy charMinNg travel cliNic N NW
Portland. We Needed to give our
IMMUNe SySteMS aN advanNtage
iN the fight a9aiNSt the UNKOlY
diseases India would deploy,
hOPING 0 thwart OUr health. I'M
NOt & "Shot guy".T hate them. At
the tiMe OF the Shot, L was of
the MiNd that there were few
thiNgS MOre painNful and Mentally
traVMatiziNg thaN haViNg a thiN
piece OFf Metal pierce My VeiNs.
Little did T KNOw, thiS woUld
tUrN OUt t0 be the leaSt painful
aNd travMatiziNg evVenNt OF the
whole INdia ordeal. There would
be MOMeNtS dUriNg thiS trip that
I would have gladly paid a Man

SOY rupee$ tO give Me theSe

...still actually excited at the prospect of]

traveling around in India

ShOtS a9aiN if it MeanNt that

I could be sSpirited away From
the awful MOMenNt duU jour that
India had Served up. The MOSt
NOtewOrthy part Of this leq Of
the trip were the OptiONS giveN
t0 VS for Malaria pills. We were
allowed eSSentially two roads.
ONe, a SMall NUMber OFf pillS that
were Said tO give you Vividly
horrible NightMareS. ANOther, a
daily pill that wasS SUppoSed tO
eNhaNCe your SeNSitivity to the
SUN. 1 100K back at thiS MOMent
NOw and SMile..Sort Of. T actu-
ally thOUght it Might be FUN/FUNNY
t0 haVe drug iNduced NightMaresS
N India. T thought 1'd be SOMe
sort of dollar store William S
Rurrouans. Luckily, T went with
SUN SenSitivity. India provided
all the waKiNg NightMareS I could

pOSSibly deSire.



March 26th

The big day. We were s0 #Ull OF
hOpe..the day, full OF promise. 1
liKe air travel, it's NOt really a
thiNg for Me. T complain SOMe-
tiMe$ becauSe L'M pretty tall,
anNd dJON't get a l0t OF leq rooMm.
Rut flights are fiNe, whatever. T
9UesSS the ONly Notable SceNario
OFf thiS flight was the SecONd
part. I was Seated at the

aiSle N a row with tw0 German
ladieS. Throughout the courSe of
OUr trip, they each 90t Up tO 90
the bathrOOM Seven (7) tiMes,
each, iN Staggered OCCASIONS.

T counted. Who has 0 90 to

the bathroOM 7 tiMeS OVer the
course of g hours? If My German
was better than it 15, 1 would
have SUggeSted that Maybe they
get checKed out for diabete$ or

SOMethiNg. I have a cool Special

This is a deceptively calm depiction of
Delhi streets. They are actually filled
with dying men, women, and dogs.

MoVe that allows Me tO NOt
have t0 90 t0O the bathrooM for
a really IoNy tiMe. T'M Not Sure
what the MOVe i5.bUt, 1 employ
it a 10t..50, I tenNd to NOtice
wheN peOple excUSe theMSelve$

t0 90 tO the bathrOOM.

We arrived iN New Delni at
Night tiMe. AS SOON as you exit
the CONFiNeS OF the airport, the
COUNtry Slaps you iN the face
with the reality that you have
JUSt paid 10 be a part 0f. Not
30 MiNUteS after lanNdiNg, SOMe-
ONe atteMpted tO Short chanNge
Joe ON sOMe waters..we Saw

a QUY with NO le9S..anNd we had
iNhaled a Salt ShaKer full of dust.
I feel liKe at thiS pOiINt N the
story 1 Should pauSe t0 give you
a few thOUahtS ON My (adMittedly
ShOrt-Sighted) perSpective Of

the type Of traveler that I am
PleaSe jOIN Me fOr that iN the

NeXxt paragraph.

T doN't cONSider MySelf a £roofy
traveler, at all. My father ha$
iMparted UpON Me the excelleNt
quality of "Sucking it up". I feel
liKe T get MySelf through Sub-



OptiMal SitUatiONS with MiNiMal
SpazziNg OVt SiMply by repeat-
iNg the ManNtra "SucK it up" over
and over iN My head. T also
JON't CONSider MySelf a road trip
complaiNer. When I travel, T do
SO with & heavy bacKpack, and
I stay N hostels. T also tend to
travel just for the experieNce
OFf beiNg IN anNOther place. T Jon't
Show Up with a [ONg [iSt OFf thiNgS
t0 d0, SO it'S eaSy tO roll with
whatever eNdS Up ShowiNg itSelf
aloNg the way. 1 quess just try
aNd taKe My word for that while
YyOU are redadiNg the reSt Of
this..because IT'M about t0 40 a

lot Of travel-ceNtric cOMplainNiNg.

0K, 50, we Started SeeiNg what
India was all about..and, L'
admit, at FirSt it wasS excitiNg,
Not to bring vp Harrison Ford
ayain, but it really was liKe beiNg
iN SOMe SOrt Of aweSOMe adven-
ture MOVie that L would iNStant
wWatCh. \/\/e 90t INtO a taxi,

aNd were treated to a MiSter
Toad's Wild Ride (RIP) of thrills.
ThiNgS were Still NOovel at this
POiINt, thiNgS were FUN. ThiS Night,
we Stayed iN the ONly hotel that

we had b0oKed N advance. Joe

t00OK care OFf thiS..he would
eventually take care of MOST
asSpectS OF thiS trip. \}\/heN we
arrived at the hotel, we were
welcoMed with what we would
later cOMe t0 realize a$ a clas-
Sic INdianN cON..the Switcharoo.
The rooM that we had booKed, iN
advance, wa$ SUddenly unNavail-
able. We were 0ffered More
SpartanN accOMMOJatioNS at a

Slight diSCOUNt. AN INNOCUOUS

power bggin’ -

chaNge iN plan, bUut a MOVe that

wovld evenNtually coMe t0 defiNe
OUr expectatiONS For what India
actvally had for VS, Versus what

it Said it had for vs,

We awoKe to a five dollar
breakfasSt, the MOSt expeNSivVe
breakfast we would have N In-
dia. Here’s My jam about travel-
iNg aNd beiNg a toUriSt anNd Stuff.

T expect t0 pay More £or things,



.anNd I don't Mind. Seriously, I'm
NOt just SayiNg that. IN INdia
thOVUgh, there iS a gaMe that

yoU MUSt play with people if you
JON't wanNt t0 pay 200-500% of
what SOMethiNg actually cOStS.
So, it's NOt really a Matter OFf
beiNg UNable 0 afford what you
wanNt to buy, it'S a Matter Of
NOt 100KiNg liKe a cOMplete chUMp
iN the eyeS Of the perSON tryinNg
t0 rip you OFf. At thiS pOiNt IN

the trip, L wa$ a cOMplete chuMp.

Fully a chump. T donN‘t want to

live N & world where I can’t

typical dog in India...not joking

trust frieNdly SOUNJING peOple
that Say they are trying to help
Me. WheN T'M iN Other cOUNtrie$
liKe this, T try t0 be cOOl with
eVeryONne. T+ sounds CheeSy, but
as a provd American, I love an
OpPOrtUNity t0 ShOw NON-AMer-

icanNs that people from the US

can be Mellow and polite. IN tiMe,
INdia would coMpletely wipe OUt
this quality froM My character.
It was either be a guarded and
jaded dick, or be takKeN advan-

tage OFf..0ver anNd Over again.

March 27th

More harsh realitieS were re-
Vvealed today, NO ONe wasS t0 be
trusted. T NOw KNOw that this iS
a Naive liNe OF thiNnKiNg.but, T
was Of the MINd that you had a
900d ChaNce OF NOt gettinNg ripped
OFff by a hotel that you paid
deceNt MONey t0 Stay at. We
had reServatioOnNS at this place,
they have a webSite, there is a
cleanly traceable path back to
the party reSpoNSible for quid-
iNg our choices. Well, INdia Said
sorry, NO dice..yoV will get ripped
OfFf NO Matter where you 90.
Today, the face OFf the rip-O0ff
was a SMiliNg cab driver who
t00K US ON a ride tO SOMe OFf the
crappieSt "bazaars" iN the enNtire
world. Tt's a traditioNal grift,
ONe that we were well aware
Of before lanNdiNg iN COUNtry,
vet.we were Still totally taKen
iN by it. We Naively put our-



SelveS IN the haNdS OF the hotel
CONCierge, aNd we were taKeN
for a ride arouNd all the bOrinNg
parts of New Delni. It wasn't a
total 1055 thoUgh, L t0ld MySelf
from the beqiNNiNg OF the trip
that My ONly twO 9o0als were to
tOUCh the Kumbh Mela water, and
t0 See a quy that l00Ked liKe
Dhalism (from Street Fignter IT1).
Reing held captive iN a taxi could
easily be SpUN INtO a hilariovs
advenNture throuan Delni’s ghet-
t0S..all From the coMfort of a
sporty Tata automobile (the
vast Majority Of the cars we
Saw Over there were produced
by Tata MOtors. They SeeMed

like 900d cars).

Today was also the day that L
learNed that My INternet plan
FOr the trip was a coMplete
failure. T thought T was being

a clever quy by purchaSiNg an
ipod touch before L left the US.
This little coMputer wa$ Sup-
pOSed t0 be MUSic/9aMeS/Vide0/
iNterNet all rolled up iNtO ONe
handy device. Little did T KNow
that INdia 15 basSically rUN by ONe
gigantic cellphoNe £rom 1499, Any

P T = g y
[ rolling three deep on the splitters

sort Oof wireleSS acceSS requires
yOU tO have a phONe capable Of
text MeSSagiNg NUMerouvs tiMes,
all the while NavigatiNg a Serie$S
Of aVthorizatioN webSiteS iN
Order t0 9et acceSS tO the pre-
ciovs INternNet Melange. Joe Said
that thiS iS SO the 90VerNMent
caN Keep tracK Of your brows-
iNg, Which added "iNvaSive 90v-
erNMent" t0 INdia’s growing list
0f offenses. Despite My poorly
plaNNed INternNet CONNectivity
solutioN, I am pleased to report
that the ipod excelled iN all Oof

itS Other charges.

At the eNd Of our guided tour Of
Delhi’s crappy tourist Stores, our
driver toOK VS tO the trainN Sta-
tioN. We aSKed t0 90 there SO

we cOVld SecUre train tickKetS to

OUr Next deStiNatioN. The driver



iNSiSted ON walKiNg US tO the
toUrist Office, bUt requeSted
that we follow a few feet
behiNd hiM. Apparently, if people
KNew we were followiNg hiM,
they woUld beat hiM up. I'M Not
SUre if thiS wa$s trve or NOt.

Tt felt true at the tiMe, bUt N
retroSpect doeSN't really MaKe a
lot 0f SeNSe. ANyway, he walKed
tweNty feet INtO the bUildiNg,
CUttiNg & Straight liNe tO the
SigN that read, iN large eNgliSh
letters, "tourist bureau”. SO, Uhh,

thanNk's dude.

[ Here I am, waiting to buy train tickets |

The ONly Other cOO! thiNg that
happeNed today was$ the OppOr-
tUNity tO bUy beer N InNdia. They
handle things OLCC style..the Sale
Of alconol iS tightly MONitored by
the g0VerNMenNt, aNd you have

t0 90 tO a Special StOre t0 9et

the 900dS. Well, tUrNs OUt that
people iN INdia love to drink,

SO the StoreS there are pacKed.
You KNow thoSe 0ld MOVieS
where they 90 INtO the StockK
eXChaNge aNd you See peoOple
crowdiNg aroUNd and yelling

aNd hOldiNg Up SlipS OF paper

and stuff? IMagiNe a crowd of
gNarly INdianN dude$ iN tattered
ShOrtS..crowdiNg arOUNd anNd yell-
iNg FOr whiSKey..50 rupee bills iN
hanNd..aNd theN throw a LY white
dude right IN the Middle Of it. It
was actually really fUN. I hate
crowdS of people, but thiS crowd
felt organNic SOMehow..a SMall
wave Of hUMaNity that craShed
9eNtly agaiNSt anN ancient
w00deN cOUNter. I Scored SoMe
beers anNd soMe "Officer’s Choice"
brand whiskey. Tt felt like T had

JUSt dONe a thinNg.

Leaving Delni, we had plans to
lay over iN a SMaller village be-
fOre catchiNg a CONNectiNg traiN
t0 Goa. The village was about
50 MileS away £roM this place
called the Ajanta Caves. They
are Super Old caves that Bud-

dhiSt MONK'S USed tO haNg OVt at.



They'd Sit IN there anNd pray Or
SOMethiNg. TheSe planNs were
dashed wheN we learNed that the
caves were NOt OpeN ON MON-
days. We were bummed..but, little
did we KNOwW at the tiMe, we
would eNd Up SeeiNg theSe caves
aNyway..aNd would Never MaKe

it to Goa.

March 28th

Today was our fiNal day N Delhi.
ThiS was a cool thiNg for vs,
becavse we really did NOT liKe
Delhi. Delni sMells like fire, poo,
pee, Nag chaMpa, SpiceS, aNd anNy
Of theSe thiNgs, it ON fire..eVeN
FIRE. Fire iv India SMells liKe
Jouble fire, anNd 1I'M Not talKiNg
about a Nice caMpfire fire..I'm
talKiNg poO bUrNiNg iN fire fire.
ON oVUr way t0 the train, we
cavght a tuK-tuk ride from an
iNcredibly Sexist Afganistani
driver. Tt was jarring 0 hear
hiM talK about "titS" anNd Stuff..
but, he played SOMe laMe dance
MUSic, aNd tried tO iMpreSS Vs
with hiS SOUNd SySteM..SO, that

was cool.

Refore vs Now, aNother INdian

phySical challeNge..train travel.
T+'s NO Secret that L JoN't liKe
babby. I £iNd babby t0 be rude,
deManNdiNg, aNd geNerally a Sap
ON My Spirit. SO, iMagiNe My
dismay when our 3AC train car
pUt Me tOe tO tOe with babby..for
almost an entire day. I would
later FiNd MySelf N MUch tighter
quarters that L currently was
iN, bUt at the tiMe thiNgS felt
rovsh. The area we were Seated
iN had twO beNcheS, with three
SeatS each, faciNg each Other.
The family we were Seated
with decided tO jaM Six people iN
there with VUS. We were clearly
over capacity. ITt's NOt that
theSe peoOple were rude Or any-
thiNg, they were actually pretty
Nice, bUt COMe ON guysS..capacity.

Respect capacity. My favourite

I’ll never forget the infinite chant of
“chaiunchaiunchaiunchaiunchai” emit-
ting from the chai guys walking the
train aisles. Their chai is top notch, and
their song has since become my mantra.




part OF thiS was babby ChOOSINg
to STAND oN the table that was
directly iN £roNt of Me. TMagiNe
yoU are ON aN airplaNe, and

YOU have your Seat tray dOwN..
NOw iMagiNe babby StanNdiNg ON
this Seat tray..£or HOURS. This
was My First train ride N India.
There wa$ a Secret bonNUS to all
OFf thiS thOUgh. The aUNtie OFf the
9roup brovght IUNCh FOr the en-
tire faMily, anNd they Offered to
Share it with VS, ThiS wa$ defi-
Nitely a cool mOMeNt, aNd T have
t0 give INdia credit £Or thiS ONe.
They had My favourite Indian
dessert 00, Jalabi. T proNouNced
it WrONg..aNd they all lavghed at
Me. But, that was cool, because
T lavah at ENgrish and Stuff..so,

T thought Maybe thiNgS were juSt

eVeNiNg OUt Or SOMethiNg.

. WYL

“long stringy donut, my heart is yours

ThiS wasS aN OVerNight train ride,
so0 I g0t to experieNce what it'S
liKe t0 Sleep IN & MOVINg lanNd
vehicle. Tt wasn't that bad at
all. T iMagiNe it feelS liKe what
beiNg N the Army feels liKe, and
that Made the whole thiNg coOler.
T ad t0 90 t0 the bathrooM

iN the Middle OFf the Night, SO L
walked barefoot iNtO the (at the
tiMe) 9rosSest bathroom 1'd ever

SeeN IN My life. Pretty cool.

March 29th
We arrived N Busava to a bum-
Mer.we were wait liSted for our
train to Goa. The thdr veriSon
Of the way trains work v India
iS, they baSically Never Stop Sell-
iNg SeatS ON theM, and it'S alMoSt
quaranteed that liKe a MillioN
peOple canNcel their trips at the
last MiNUte, I'M NOt entirely
SUre why they dO thiS, Or how it
eNdS Up worKing ovt..but, ap-
parently it does. Tt's terrifying
t0 baSe the plaNS OF your trip
ArOUNd the NOtiON that 52 people
WON't ShOw Up £Or their trip. So,
we had thiS floatiNg arOuNd iN
oUr heads. Goa 1S SUppoSed t0 be

a pretty 9ross place, S0 L don't



thiNK aNyONe wasS SUper excited
t0 be 90INg tO it. It'S hoMe t0 a
type Of Music called "Goa, which,
it played at a party N Detroit,
would aet a ManN beateN anNd

bloodied.

SO, with all thiS hanNgiNg OVer OUr
headS, we hired a car t0 drive
US t0 JalgaON £Or the Night..

with the hOpeS OFf retUrNiNg tO
Busava the following day to be
Zipped away t0 a place where
we were certaiN to bear wit-
NeSS t0 GerMan MeN iN Speedos.
ON the trip Over there, we were

treated t0 what 1 iMagiNe

bear witness to the measure of a hero

equates to Hindi classic rock,
played ON a tape deck. A sort of
cool MOMeNt caMe wheN the tape
decK ate the driver’s tape, and
Joe was able to save it USiNg

the Old peN rewiNd techNique. 1t

felt liKe two cVltures had coMe
tOgether, anNd car Vvibe$S were
eNhaNCed FOr the duratioN Of the

JOUrNey.

ThiS wa$S the pOiNt IN the adven-
ture wheN we all realized that
Joe was the ONly perSON among
US truly capable 0f Navigating
aN adverSarial cONVerSation iN
Tndia. Without Joe, Ryan and T
would probably have beeN broKe
WithiN 5 dayS.haViNg given all

Of OUr MONey tO MeN SqUattiNg
Over OpeN flaMes (theSe are the
MeN that have f00d that [00KS
oK t0 eat). Joe had the ability
t0 100K INdia Squarely iN the
face anNd Say "NO MaM.that iS
t00 expeNSive" Or "you arenN’t
beiNg Very Nice to Vsl Ryan

anNd T were constantly bucKling
UNder the variovs preSSureS that
were MercileSSly beiNg applied by

INdia’s cruel Merchants.

WheN we FiNally arrived iN
Jalaaon, it was Not UNIiKe the
OpeNiNg SceNe Of Mad Max:
Beyond Thunderdome. Small townN
INdia was cool, but defiNitely had

a Fremen vibe to it. At this



POINt iN the trip, RyanN had ripped
the Seat OFf WiS panNtS..Spectacu-
larly, SO we had OUr first official
MISSION: 9et Ryan SOMe awe-
soMe (and cheap) INdia-Styles
pantS. People Stared at Vs as we
Navigated a really cool 100KiNg
OpeN air MarKet, bVt we were
UNdaUNted, aNd eventually the
PANtS were ours.well, Ryan’s.
We £ollowed up this SMall victory
with & Ryan haircut (75 cents, T
believe). A FUNNy little MOve N
India (eSpecially the SMmaller vil-

lages) iS that they Shut JOwN the

pictured: parts of Ryan’s underwear
you may have not seen before

I totally should have gotten my haircut

liKe real dudeS..SittiNg at a bar

SOMewhere N Lndia.

here...Ryan scored on this

eNtire pOwer SySteM £Or hours
at a tiMe duriNg certain periods
Of the day. The charm Of thiS far
OVtweighed the INCONVeNieNce,
aNd we SpeNt this black Out tiMe
iN qUiet cONteMplationN. The day
wasS cONclUded by getting traShed
oN K'iNg Fisher beers. We felt

As far as bed tiMe 90eS, we
were basSically old ladieS duriNg
MOSt OF the trip. We'd 90 0 bed
at arouNd 9pM, anNd wake Up at
arounNd saM Tt was actually
pretty Nice. We Slept a little
eaSier thiS Night, becauSe we 90t
word that our Standby ticKetS
t0 Goa had panNed outl We were
all clear £or a 24+ hour 2AC trip.
2AC is tasically the Cadillac of
India train Seats, SO we were
SUper puMped. Little did we KNOw..
we would NOT board thiS train.
Qur trip was about t0 takKe a

tUrN dOwN INteNSity avenVe.

March 30th

We woke Up at YaM today, to
MmaKe ABSOLUTELY SURE that we



would MaKe our train to Goa.
We weren't MeSSiNg arOUNd..we
were OUr OwN Nervous Mothers,
MaKiNg SUre that we arrived at
OUr port Of exit with hours of
tiMe 10 Spare. I thiNK OUr train
was Scheduled to leave the Sta-
tiON at 7aM, we arrived at the
StatioN by SaM._iNcredibly proud
Of ourSelveS for quicKly becoM-
iNg SeaSONed travelerS iN thiS
UNhOly place. SOMethiNg yoU Need

+0 UNderStand about INdian train

StatiONS iS that there are NO
electroNic SigNS INdICatiNg what
iS arciviNg, anNd where it'S COMINg
iN at. You have to rely ON Sand-
wich boards, placed iN a SeeMiNgly
raNJOM patterN thrOUghOUt the
traiN StatioN. ON thiS MOrNiNg,
OUr SaNdwich board iNdicated that
OUr traiN wovld be arriviNg ON
tiMe at platform 2. So, we Sat
dowN at platform 2, bleary eyed,
MUNCKING ON 9roSS breakfasSt
curry burrito thiNngs, waiting for
oUr Victory t0 be coMplete. We
waited aNd waited, MaKiNg NOte
that SOMe trainNS were arriv-

iNg behiNd Schedule. Tt was this
obServatioN that IVlled VS iINtO

the falSe SeNSe OFf Security

that abated panNic whenN 7:15aM
rolled arouNd, aNd our train did
Not. FiNally, at abovt 7:30, we
decided that SOMethiNg wasS aMiSs.
S0, we Set OUt tO FiNd SOMeONe
that SpoKe eNoOUgh ENglish to quell
our fears. We walked about 19
yards behiNnd US WheN we Saw it..
our train to Goa, Speeding away

from platform 1. Crippling depres-

SION iMMediately hit.

_a i
I’m like “nawwww” and Ryan’s like
“I’m not even here right now”

ThINK OF how bUuMMed out you
feel wheN you ruN t0 catch a
bus, and it drivesS away MOMeNtS
before you reach the door. Now,
iMagiNe yoU are thOUSanNdS Of
MileS away iN aN iNcredibly hos-
tile, hOt, aNd CONFUSING COUNtry.
You just went throvah a day OFf
anNxiety, hOpiNg that you'd have

a Seat ON your ONly ticKet OUt



Of tOwN, aNd Now that ticKet
has left you. For the distance
that we Needed t0O travel, you
pretty MUch have t0 b0OK your
ticKet two dayS iN advance to
eVeN have a ShOot at 9ettiNg
ONe Of thOSe preciovs Seat$ that
people Order aNd theN iNexpli-
cably abaNdON. We had NoNe Of

that. We were vtterly defeated.

We went back 0 the ticKet
COUNter, anNd tried to (well, Joe
tried t0) fUMble OUr way thrOUgh
alterNative accOMMOdatioNs. No
luek. Tt was at thiS, our dark-
eSt hour, that the trve hero OFf
INdia preSented himsel. A high
School aged dude approached Vs,
aNd was iMMediately Met with
SUSPICION. At thiS pOINt IN the

trip, we'd beeN burNed t00 Many

tiMeS tO truSt anNyoONe that caMe

A :

the word “sailing” on it

This is Rahul. He’s wearing a shirt with

bearing the flag of help giver. IN
oVr Slap happy haze thOUgh, we
played ball. A few trips back and
forth t0 variovs ticKet COUN-
terS later, anNd we had StanNdby
ticKets to Mumbai. We decided

t0 break our rule Of traing

anNd buSeS ONly, anNd atteMpt O
arab a flight From MumMbai O the
Southern State 0f Kerala. We
were elated, aNd Offered the
YOUNY ManN 500 rupee$S as a
reward. To our coMplete ShocK,
he refused. We were liKe "woah..
What iS thiS quy’s Story?". Now
that we were paSt iNitial SUSpi-
CIONS, proper iNtroductioNs were
Made. Dude’s Name was Rahul,
anNd SiNce OVUr trainN wasSN't leay-
iNg UNtil later thiS eVeNiNg, he
wONdered if Maybe we waNted
t0 SpeNd the day chilliNg OUt with
hiM and his family. AWESOME.

Maybe 'S becavse I tend to
focus ON life’s MiSery rather
than itS rewards, or Maybe it's
because I KNOw that Joe and
Ryan will do a Much better job OF
e XplaiNINg how cOOl OUr tiMe with
Rahvl was.but I'M 90iNg t0 bullet
POINt OVt thiS day OFf the trip,

becavSe that feelS appropriate



tO Me fOr SOMe reaSON.

* We 90 t0 Ranul's Aunt’s house
anNd driNnk chai

* We 30 t0 the cool little temple
behiNd hiS houSe anNd Meet liKe 20
people £rom \is village

® there are puppieS ruNNiNg
aroUNd all over the place

® Rahvl's ex-Military dad drives
Us t0 the Ajanta Caves (which
you May recall we had given vp
all hopeS OFf SeeinNg, SiNce it was
closed the day we arrived iN
tOwN)

* I pay 200 rupeeS for SOMe-
thiNg that NOrMally 90eS for 50
rupee$

* We eat at an iNdianN truck
stop..Seriovsly. Tt was basically
plasStic FUrNiture Setup at the
Side Of the road

* We 90 back t0 the AUNt'S
hOUSe, 1 aM iNtroduced tO the
"SONNY", Which the Village KidS
refer t0 a$ the "iNdianN ipod"

* A 12 year 0ld Kid Show$ Me
liKe 5 videOS OF anN AuStrian
weightlifter ON hiS SONNyY, and
KeepsS I0OKiNg at Me expectantly
* We 90 t0 Rahul's house and
watch SOMe OFf the weddiNg Vid-

e0S that hiS dad MaKeS for Other

peOple N the Village..they are
aMaziNg
* We 90 ON aN epiC Car ride

thrOUgh the back alleys of Jal-

[

] a |
“Here I am, being mauled by a tiny
Indian puppy.

9a0N, anNd T see some National
Geoaraphic level 0f amazing
thiNas. Seriously, this car trip
covld be a ride at UNiversal

Studios.

After all thiS exciteMent, the
elephant 90d ViShNU SMileS UpON
S, and we board a 2AC train to
MUMbai. .hOPiINg aqainNSt all hope
that we'll be able to buy our way
OVt OFf theSe delayS by catching
a flight to Kerala. 2AC is every
bit aS aweSOMe as we heard it
was. It was basically 3AC, but
filled with bUSiNeSSMeN rather
than Babby. We Met an aweSoMe
Sikh dude that iNtroduced himself
as a CAPTAIN. IT'm Not Sure



o AVOID |
SLEEPING NEAR THE WINDOWS,
WEARING HEAVY JEWELS, LEAVING
THE LUGGAGES AS ABANDONED,
FRIENDSHIP WITH STRANGERS,

VICTIMS OF SPURIOUS DRINKS,

BE ALERT THROUGHOUT THE JOURNEY,

P ), |

[

Every waking moment of this trip was
soiled with the bummer of grift

what he was a captain of, but
the 9uy was SUper Nice..SUper
cool..anNd 100Ked liKe he walked
right out 0f a Wes Anderson
Mmovie. We all fell aSleep at
arounNd gpM, aNd arrived iN MuM-

bai Shortly after 3aM.

March 31st
ThiS MOrNiNg, we raN afoul of
the deepeSt aNd MOSt KhOStile
arift OFf the eNtire trip. It began
by waKiNg Up at 3aM, exhauSted,
anNd StUMbIiNg through the darK-
NeSS tO FiNd a taxi ride tO the
airport. We MUst have l00Ked
liKe the largeSt ChUMpS iN the
world, anNd were proMptly treat-
ed accordiNgly. The trick cOUNt
for thiS part Of the jOUrNey
paNNed out as follows;

1) Driven around N circles for

at leaSt half anN hour, all the
while beiNg reaSSured that we
wereN’t 90INg the wrONg way

2) Having t0 MaKe a quick Stop
SO that the driver could get out,
anNd have hiS frieNd taKe US the
reSt of the way

3) HandiNg the driver 2 500
rupee NOteS, aNd wWatChiNg the
driver drop them qUicKly t0 the
9rOUNd and pull up 2 100 rupee
NOteS..theN aSKiNg US tO hand
OVer the Other gUJQ rupee$ that
we Owe

y) Being asked to pay an ad-
ditioNal 500 rupeeS wheN he
Stopped the car (we had fiNally
had eNOVgh at thiS pOiNt, anNd juSt

JUMped oUt)

The beSt part OF thiS rip OFF 1S
that Joe MeNtiONed that. for

a MOMeNt, he wasS CONSidering
beiNg phySical with the quys. Joe
knows Karate, $0 it would have
beeN really cool. Fear, NihilisM,
polite UpbriNgiNgs, and fatigue

all teamed Up, aNd we Moved ON
Without a CONFroNtation. Damage
was dONe though, at leaSt £or
Me. ThiS was the MOMeNt OFf the
trip wheN L realized that this

COUNtry was OVt tO get VS, and



anNd I had t0 Make SOMe chanNge$
iV the way L coNduct MySelf
With the genNeral public. Also, Joe
Needed asSistance. I JonN't Know
it T 90t it across very well 50
far, but Joe was the ONly ONe
OFf US that had it N hiM tO be
CONtrary to the rip OFf artiSts
N anNy way. RyanN and T were
CONStantly beinNg dragged iNtO
CONVersations that we KNEW
would lead JOwN rip-Off laNe

but we juSt JidN't have it iN VS
t0 put a Shield Up and Say "NO,
STR". Well, this cab ride gave Me
My Shield, and T vowed t0 be liKe
RoSeanNNe iN that ONe epiSOde OF
RoseanNe wheN She 1S threat-
eNed with VioleNce at work, and
taKeS that Self defenNSe class
where She yells "NO" a lot. That

wasS 90iNg tO be Me,

LucKily, ONce we were iNSide the
airport, the threat Of rip-OffS
weNt downN t0 zero. We felt a
little Silly for 9ettiNg airplane
ticKetS, but we Needed t0 buy
SOMe tiMe back froMm the day
that we had [0St by MiSSING the
train. Besides, the airport was
paradise. It was there that I

experieNced the greateSt tOOth

brushing Of My life.

We left without & hitch, and
arrived iN the SOUtherN city OFf
TrivaNdrum at arOUNd spM the
SaMe day. ONe IONg car ride tO
VarKala later, aNd we were at
the coast. ThiS was to be the
Spot that we reSted anNd re-
stored. Also, a place that Ryan

could SUrf anNd Stuff.

April 1st
Today I SwaM iN anN ocean for
the First tiMe N My life. Tt was
shockiNgl T walked out iNtO the
ArabianN Sea and sort of had a
MOMeNt OF freaKiNg OoUt becauSe
T covldNt figure out why I sud-
denly tasted pretzel Tt was
JUSt Salt water thOUgh, haha.
We SpenNt MOSt OF today hana-
iNg OUt at thiS beach N INdia.
There was garbage all OVer the
cliffs, Nice. T'M NOt really Much
Of a beach person. I liKe Swim-
MiINg iN the water, but I have
absolutely NO iNtereSt iN the
StUFF that happeNS ON the actual
beach. Sand everywhere. Gross
NaKed peoOple beiNg NaKed befOre
My eyeS. ThiNGS IN the Sand that
Might attack My feet. ThiNgS N



the water that L canN’t See that
WaNt t0 tOUCh Me and theN My
SKiN haS reactiONS tO their tOUCh.
Tt's just NOt a cool place, at all.
Oh, aNOther UNCOO! thiNg about
the beach.l JidN't realize that if
you USe a boogie board, it will rub
the SUN tan I0tiON OFF Of your
b0dy. Are you KiddiNg Me, SUN tan
lotion? So, T walked away with
a boogie board Shaped SUN burN

that haUNted Me fOr the reSt of

the trip.

Here I am putting sun tan lotion on Joe

We Spent the remMainder oOf

the day playiNg GiN RuUMMy, and
IrinkiNg K'iNg Fishers out of tea
Kettles (a lot OF theSe places
werenN't legally allowed to Sell
beers, SO they had tO hide theM iN
tea pots). VarKala turNed out t0
be a New age-y tourist zonNe. I

SpeNt aN eNtire breakfast liSt-

eNiNg tO SOMeONe elSe’S CONver-
satioN. Tt was all about being
Spiritual anNd deStiNy anNd Stuff.
They talKed abovt how teleViSioN
was eVil, aNd how "the iMpOSSible
iS actvally posSible, that's what
yoaa shows vus. T DON'T THINK
S0, BUD. Joe poiNted out that L
was a dick for beiNg MeanN about
thelr CONVersSation, aNd he was

probably right.

T Lovght a y&¥ rupee SNicKer’'s
bar, anNd I JidN't even care.

April 2nd
Today T 90t Mad at Joe. Tt was
the first, and eSSentially only
CONFrONtatioN that occurred be-
tweeN aNy OFf US dUriNg the trip.
As you May recall from previovs
days, T was tryiNg to be More
assertive with India. T was only
& day Or SO INtO thiS MiNdSet
thOUgh, anNd Still had a [ONg way
10 90 before I could MaSter the
MOVes. ANyway, My MaStery
waSN't aS developed as it Should
have beeN, aNd Joe was VibiNg
ON thiS..91ViINg Me what 1 cONSid-
ered "a hard tiMe". So T told him

to lay Off. The 9iSt OF it iS...



I tried to handle our lauNdry
SitUation, but failed tO 9et an
exact tiMe Of delivery..or price
for ServiceS, anNd thiS had the
poteNtial OF MaKiNg US late tO 90
reNt a hoUSe boat liKe Joe had
wanted t0. So, Joe did some “you
really Should handle thiNgS this
way" Moves..anNd 1 did SoMe harsh
"LAY OFF" moves and it didn't

tUrN OVt 900d fOr anNyONe.

Then, T didNt have any clean
Shirts..50 1 walked t0 the
MarKet place withOUt a Shirt
ON, with the plaN to just buy
ONe there (thiS 1S a really 9ross
thiNg. I'M Not proud 0f walKinNg
arouNd without a Shirt on, ok? I
Swear t0 you though, it was a
MOre NOrMal thiNg at that beach
than it eVer ha$ beenN N My life).
Apparently I had soMe deodor-
anNt ShOwiNg ON My arMpitS..which
is usually a thiNg L can cover
Up with a Shirt. But, you Know,
ShirtlesSs right NOw. S0, Ryan and
Joe poiNted it OUt tO Me and

I 90t really Mad and was liKe
"yeah, I KNow..I don't liKe it
either”. ANJ then T was Mad for
a little bit, but T was OK after

breakfast. We 90t our laundry

they had dONe aN awful job.

back, aNd we tOOK a cab tO thiS
place called Koram We planned
t0 Stay the Night befOre catching
a plane back to Delni the £ollow-
iNg MOrNiNg. Qur driver was thiS
pretty c00l dude that worKs iN
the 0il fields of Iraq for Mmost of
the year. He Said he had a fat
AMerican b0SS that liKed 10 Sleep
with prostitutes, anNd would cON-
Stantly say the word "Fuck". So,
all the o1l field worKers called

hiM "the fuck Man". That was a

pretty 900d CONVerSation.

We ManNaged t0 get tO the hOUSe
boat place that we wanNted to
get t0. The boat l00Ked great to
s, and boasted AC iV the bed-
rooM. We were pSyched up. After
SOMe Swift NegOtiatiON, we were
Swept OUt tO a huge laKe thinNg
where we'd Sleep ON a boat. The
ride OVt ON the laKe waSN't aNy-
thiNg SUper Special though. Having
arownN Up iN Michigan, the great
laKeS State, I have to own Up
t0 beiNg a little UNderwhelMed at
the Navtical adveNture before
Me. The laKe was fairly pedeS-

triaN, anNd, if NOt for the Occa-



SioNal dead dog floatiNg aloNg
the Shore, 1 could have easily
MiStoOK it FOr SOMe Mid-weSt
weekenNd Spot. We t00K a canoe
ride throvgh a Vvillage, anNd a lady
Showed VS how t0 MaKe rope
OVt OFf the fur that's ON COCONVt
Shells. T'M still NOt really Sure
hOow it work's. Joe Kept the rope.
We Spent the reSt Of the Night
drinKiNg whisKey and playiNg GiN
Rummy. T thovant it'd be a clever
idea tO briNg the fanN froM the
bedroOM ouUt ONtO the decK Of
the boat. DuriNg the courSe of
this, L ManNaged t0 break the
fan. Woah, MoMent OF clarity,
Maybe %% was the problem

ON this entire tripl ANyway,

we wereNt StreSSiNg t00 Much,
becavSe we KNew we had AC to
fall back ON iN the bedroom. T
wasS 90iNg tO SpeNd a [0t OFf tiMe
talKiNg about how INdia iS the
hotteSt place T've ever beeN to
iN My life, but, T just came back
from QOrlando Florida, so T can’t
really say that aNyMore. Tt was
pretty hOt thOUgh, anNd there
were MOSqUitos all over the

place..USINg OUr bodieS without

I could have swam across this thing

perMiSSionN. So, we FiNally decide
t0 90 t0 bed. ANd, SURPRISE, the
air cONditiONer ONly work'S when
the boat’s eNgiNe iS rUNNiNgG. L
canN’t really call this a rip-Off
MOVe, but it Still left US feeliNg
pretty bad about the trip. We
fell back t0 our broKen little
fan. TMagiNe you are iNSide OFf a
tiNy bOX, aNd you can ONly crack
the wiNdOwS a tiNy bit becavSe
YOV have NO ScreeN Or MOSqVito
Net. Now, iMagiNe 3aM rolls aloNg
and all power tO the boat iS OFF.
FanN anNd everything. Tt was
100+ degreeS, anNd we were all
JUSt layiNg there iN OUr UNder-
wear, dyiNg. L reMeMber thiNKiNg
that the yoga ShOwS VS that the
iMpOSSible 1S pOSSible..aNd theN
tryiNg tO0 reMoOve My braiN froMm
the Situation. Eventually, MOrNiNg

caMe, a$ it iS wonNt t0 do. We



eMerged £roM oUr bOx, aNd rode

bacK tO Shore iN SileNce.

April 3rd
WheN we fiNally 90t back to
Shore, we daShed OFF the boat
befOre the crew Noticed that L
had deStroyed their bedrooM fan.
This tiMe, WE were the 9rifters,
aNd it wasS Not a feel quilty Mo-
MenNt. The reSt Of thiS day was
fairly Normal. We rode a train
t0 TrivaNdrum that departed
FroMm thisS FUNNY COMMUNISt train
StatioN. There were poSters all
Over the place abovut the people
beiNg SUper iMportanNt. There
were alSo public NOticeS about
people COMplaiNiNg that the police
were beatiNg theM Up £fOr NO
reda SON. E\/el\/tua”y, we eNded Up
at this place called the PriNcess
Hotel. We sprung for a pricier,
but MUCh Nicer rOOM..tO Stave
OFFf SOMe OF the MiSery £rom
the preViovs Night's Sweat 0dye.
Ryan poNied up a little bit OF ex-
tra MONey becauSe "he'" wanted
the Nicer accOMMOJations. I felt
quilty about lettiNg hiM dO this,
becavSe I KNew that I wanted

the Nicer rOOM juSt asS MUch as

he did. T aM adMitting thiS here
for the First tiMe, sorcy Ryan.
We SpeNt the reSt Of the Night
layiNg iN bed, watching a TV
show called "Dance India Dance".

It’s nice to see that the rest of the world
is not immune to awful television

April 4th
We #lew to Delni today. Our
FiNal "MaKe Up SOMe tiMe" MOVe.
The reSt Of the trip was to be
}(UMEh Mela-ceNtric. \A/e were
90iINg t0 MaKe OUr way NOrth, tO
the tOwN OFf RiShiKeSh (the place
where the Reatles went and
hUNg OUt with letchy yoga guy).
After a few days there, we
were 90iINy tO SaUNter Over tO
Haridwar, where we would assur-
aNCe OVUr SUpreMe reiNCarNatioNS
Via dippiNg OUr t0eS iN the hOly
river GangeS. The proMise of



deep Spirituality lay ahead, but
first, we would have to face-
off against Delhi iN cOMbat ONce
More. Gett’ml% OFff the planNe

anNd beiNg bacK N that city was
JarciNg, but we bravely Set out
fOr the train StatioN’s tourist
Office, hOpPiINg tO SecVre traiN
pasSage NOrth. OFf coVrSe, we
90t there 10 MiNUteS after the
Office cloSed, anNd were iMMe-
diately iNUNdated with thrONgS
Of 9ross dude$ trying to help US
get tickets. I told them all to

F off (actually, T just said NO
THANK'S), and we 90t N the
SUper IONg public liNeS that every
Nice INdianN perSON has t0 deal
with IN Order tO 9et their train
ticKetS. UNFortunately, people
dON't really care about liNeS iN
India. To be at the front Of

a liNe iN INdia doeSN't Mean
that you have beeN waitiNg the
ION9geSt aMOUNt OFf tiMe..it juSt
MedNS that you had the least
AMOUNt OFf trovble with pUShiNg
100 people OVt OF your way tO
get there. After about an hour
Of NOt haViNg the leaSt aMOUNt
Of trovble, we were Next, anNd

were qUicKly turNed away. The

traiNsg were all full,

Now, we were deSperate tO

aet t0 RiShiKeSh, anNd had abSo-
lUtely NO idea hOw thiS wa$ 90iNg
t0 happeN. The Mela attracts
literally MillioNS Of peoOple, and

& 900d pOrtioON OFf thOSe people
come £rom Delni. E\/ery pOSSible
“touriSt" FOrMm OFf traNSpOrtationN
SeeMed t0 be boOKed. Tt was
5pM, aNd we were iNStructed toO
wait at a bUS StatioN UNtil 9pM
iN Order tO catch the laSt tour-
ist coach out of Delhi £or the
Night. SO Sit we did. We Sat v

a burNed OVt hSK OFf a parKiNg
qarage anNd watched thouSands
Of people coMe and 90. I will
reMeMber this place MOSt by it$
bathroOM, a chaMber OF horrors
that currenNtly haUNtS My dreaMs
as the gnarliest bathroom I have
eVer beeN tO IN My eNtire life.
We Spent a IONG 4 hOUrS there. L
read abovut SOftware eNgiNeeriNg
(which SeeMed liKe ScieNce FictioN
wheN CONtraSted tO0 My SUrrOUNd-
iNgS). WheN 9pM came alonNg, our
bus did Not. We panicKed, and
were eveNtually toSSed ONtO
ONe Of thOSe buSeS that you See

ON TV and MOVieS where they



are tryiNg to Show you how F'ed
Up traveliNng iN InNdia can be. Tt
was at thiS pOINt IN the trip that
I realized anNother trap that we
had beeN cONStantly falling iNto,
the cOMFOrtable tourist Move. 1
dON"t thiNK thiS ONe iS eNtirely
MeanN Spirited, but NO ONe iN
INdia SeeMed t0 UNderStand that
we did Not REQUIRE our Mode of
traNSpOrtatioN tO be COMFOrt-
able. Sure, we were williNg to
Shell 0ut an extra §5 here or
there t0 have Slightly better
ACCOMMOJatIONS, but it certainly
WAaSN't SOMethiNg we required. T
thiNnk we [0St a ot OFf tiMe ON
the trip becavSe peoOple weren't
williNg t0 SUggeSt we travel
"With the peoOple”, which we were
totally fiNe doiNg. ANyway, the
bus. The wiNdows all had bars ON
theM, and the bus was PACKED.
We were all jaMMed iN a cOrnNer
For about |, hours while the bus
rolled Over UNKINJ buMpS, and the
bONeS Of errant dogs. Ryan Man-
aged t0 Save the day by playinNg
SOMe excelleNt Spaced OUt jaMs
ON hiS ip0d for Me (headphONe
Splitter), but Neither OF US Slept

a wink. We arrived iN RishiKeSh

at yaM, ONce a9gaiN, we were
beaten by India.

April 5th
RishiKeSh iS a really cool 100K-
iNg town. Tt'S Sort of Situated
ON twO facing cliffsS, with the
GanNgeS FUNNING betweeN theM.
There’s a huge, SKetchy SUSpen-
SION bridge betweeN the twoO
cliffS that I OftenN FanNtaSized
dyiNg ON, a la that laSt SceNe
iN the TeMple 0f DOOM wheN the
thUgee prieSt chaSeS InNdiaNa and
Short ROUN t0 their Near deaths.
The tOwN wa$ Nice thOUgh, and
the MOUNtaiN breeze wasS a
welcoMe additioN tO the harSh
INdiaN Mid-afterNOON. We 00K
it eaSy today, deStroyed from
preVious Night's lack of Sleep
and bus death ride. AS the town

Slowly came alive, we realized




that we were cOMpletely Sur-
rOUNded by New age yoya bros
FroM arounNd the world. This place
appeared tO be 9roUNd zero for
FiNdiNg yourSelf, anNd FiNd your-
Self the people did. AN iNFOrMal
SUrvey Of OUr NeighbOrs iNdicated
that the South AMericans were
the 9ro$SesSt, the GerMans were
the lamMeSt, anNd the AMericans
were the MOSt 105t/ CONFUSed
looKiNg. T feel like I'M being
overly judoMenNtal anNd harSh
here, T'M SOrry, this iS jUSt what
T saw. I'M sure MOSt OF theSe
peOple were perfectly well iN-
teNtiONed hUManN beingS, bUt when
they all get tO9ether N ONe
place liKe this, it'S hard to NOt
react t0 the MasSS of "awakKen-
iNgS" you are forced t0 bear

WitNes$S t0. SanNdals, everywhere.

Qur Mellow afterNOON CONclUded
with US bOOKiINg a "treK" for the
Next day. We were faced with
the chOice OFf Safari, trek, or
raftiNg trip. Spoiler alert, trek
Sucked. ThisS was ONe OF thoSe
MOMeNtS N life wheN T wish T
covld See what would have hap-
peNed if we turNed tO a differ-

eNt page N the adveNture boOK

thanN we actually did.

April 6th
We 90t Up at y:30aM t0 90 ON
a treK that proMiSed we would
bear witNeSS tO the SUN riS-
iNg OVer the Himalayas. After
AN hOUr race aainSt the clock
car ride Up ManNy wiNdiNg roads,
followed by the cliMbiNg OF a
billiON StepS tO 9et tO SOMe 0Old
teMple, the proMiSed SUN Showed
itS hateful face. After this brief
MOMeNt OFf Victory, all hope was
iMMediately reMoved from our
SPiIritS, aS we were SUbjected
t0 a brutal 4@ degree deScent
throvgh 19 MileS OFf rocKy awful-
NesS. T was liMpiNg for days
after this. After haVviNg driven
over aN hour, cliMbiNg the eNtire
tiMe, L thOoUght it was Sort Of
iMpOSSible that we were actually
90iINg t0 walk back to our pOiNt

Of Origin, but, we totally did.

Today was also our day of
great Kumbh Mela victory, where
we would all realize every
AMerican’s dream of eNdiNg their
reiNcarNation cycle. ThiS was

SUppOSed t0 be the piNNacle OF



the trip, bUt eNdiNg Up beiNg a
fairly quiet affair (by India

stanNdards at least). We were

Achievement Unlocked: 5G ananda

able t0 Navigate our way
throvgh the OceanN OF pilgriMs, and
Secure a Spot alonNg the Ganges,
where-iN we placed our feet
(except Joe, he weNt all the way
UNder). We even 90t t0 INVOKe a
traditional INdian prayer, while
we releaSed sMall boats filled
with flowers. ManNy SMall boats
filled with flowers gave their
liveS t0 the Sea ON thiS day, but
that SeeMed liKe a fair trade
becavsSe flowers OtherwiSe just
Sort Of Sit there anNd JO NOthiNg
bUt attract iNSects. We filled up
airplaNe-Sized liquor bottleS with
Mela water, aNd cavght a tuk-
tUK back to our hotel, completely
bypasSSiNg the carnival of Sadhus

and pilariMs that Made Up a large

teNt Village ON the OVUtSKirtS

OFf the feStival. IN retrospect,
thiS was My largeSt regret

0f the trip. We probably would
have SeeN MaNy MaNy aweSOMe
thiNgS if we SpeNt a few hours
WaNderiNg the §rounds, but we
were all MenNtally anNd phySically
Sapped at thiS pOiNt, aNd our
ONly thoughtS dwelled ON MaKiNg
Sure we had reliable traNSporta-
tiON tO ferry US tO OUr awaitiNg

flight IN a tiMely ManNNer.

April 7th
After SticKiNg oUr hotel MaNager
with the Soiled 500 rupee NOte,
we ruShed OFF tO where oVr car
would be. ONe laSt obStacle Stood
N OUr way. UNbeKNOWNSt t0 VS
at the tiMe OFf car SecUriNg, the
Street that we were SUppoSed
t0 board at was blocKed OFff by
Indian police officers. The Mela
wasS beqiNNiNg to taKe itS toll ON
the capacity OFf this SMall town,
SO accesSS was bedinnNiNg to get
cut 0fF. ArMed with ONly the
colour and liceNSe plate NUMber
Of the car, we Set Up a NUMber
OFf SMall checKpOiNtS wWhere we

could each deSperately try to 1D



OUr car withiN the enNdleSS Sea
Of Slow MOVING, aNgry traffic.
LucKily, cooler heads prevailed,
aNd we were able tO SucceSs-
Fully board the car and get

the hell oUt Of RiShiKeSh. There
areN’t really wordS to deScribe
hOw pSyched 1 was t0 be iN this
car..KNOwiNg that the hard partS
were Officially over. NiNe hours
later, we would Safely arrive
at the Delni airport, with tiMe t0
spare. AS Joe put it at the tiMe

"I MUSt have SeeN a MillioN

e
1
N

see ya later, creepy Indian avid Bowie

S0, we're at the airport. Life
1S 900d. TO celebrate, Joe and T
weNt JOowNStairsS to the airport

bar anNd Slammed SoMe K'iNg Fih-

ers. We had doNe it, we were

today". Tt was a IONg NiNe hours.
We only traveled about 150
miles..but it STILL tooK NiNe
hours. That's just how India rolls.
There are baSically NO express-
ways, just a SerieS Of iNtercON-
Nected roads that SNaKe through
VillageS and citieS with little

Variation.

escaping. LITTLE DID I KNoW
THAT THE NEXT SIX DAYS oF
MY LIFE WoulD BE A TRIAL UN-
LIKE T HAD EVER FACED. Yean,

all caps.

April 8th
Today was My 30th birthday. 30
years old. T've wasSted My life.
I'm grateful 10 be 30, becavse 1
feel liKe the 205 are eSSentially
a darK cloSet filled with the
occasSioNal iNdiglo watch face,
telliNg you how cloSe youU are tO
3. 1 feel liKe the 20S are a
reimagiNed Middle SChool, where-iN
SUddenly it feelS liKe aNythiNg iS
pOSSible. ThiS liNe OFf thOUght iS



Sedative. I feel liKe the 205
are a tiMe for MaKiNg coStly
MiStaKeS, aNd SPINNING your
wheels. UNFortunately, T feel
liKe the 39S are a tiMe toO
reflect back ON your 205S, and
laMeNt the head Start that you
have oladly haNded over to your
dreams. Tt's a Slap iN the face,
anNd it’s a Slap N the face that
T had t0 eNdure three tiMes. You
See, dVe t0 oUr 11:30pM depar-
ture tiMe anNd OUr weSternN fac-
iNg flight path, the cruel reality
Of tiMe zZONeS fOrced Me tO turN
30 three tiMes. Dark. I complain,
becavSe COMplaiNINg 1S eaSy, and
typically More iNtereStiNg to
read.but, T actually JON't MiNd
beiNg 30 that Much. Expectations
are lowered wheN you are 30.
The MeaSure Of a MaN 1S More
clearly defiNed duriNg thiS phasSe
Of ONe’s life..aNd it'S eaSy to
SKirt aroUnNd thoSe requireMenNtS
aNd eNd Up I00KiNg 900d ON paper
withOUt haViNg tO Sacrifice t00
MUCh OF what actually Matters

t0 you. 3¢ 1S fiNe.

So..T'M thiNKiNg about all this
JUriNg taKe-0FfFf, anNd it Occurs to
Me, LITERALLY a$ the plane S

SpeediNg Up tO begiN it'S aScent
iNtO Space, My StOMach iS NOt dO-
iNg 50 well. T turned 0 Joe and
Ryan t0 report this, and I quess
My face was$ greenN Or SOMethiNg
liKe that. Un Oh The Next 20+
hours Of travel are Sort Of a
blur t0 Me, but T do recall the

FollowiNg eVents..

® ThrowinNg Up NO leSS thanN 12
tiMeS ON the Flight t0 AMSterdan,
at leaSt four OFf theSe iNCideNtS
happenNiNg while I sat buckled iN

My Seat

® People arounNd US handiNg their

UNUSed barf bags to Me

after 30, there are no excuses |

® The half elf Jutch Steward-

e55eS..5tariNg at Me N diSqust

* Joe carryiNg My baas of barf

t0 the qarbage can (thanks, Joe)



® layiNg N the aiSle OFf the air-
plaNe, waitiNg fOr the bathroom

t0 becOMe UNOCCUpied

® 9ettiNg Up NO leSS thaN ONce
every 15 MiNUteS..fOr at leaSt
10 hOUrS..t0 USe the bathrOOM,

Gross, right?

® Staggering hoMe tO My hOUSe,
carryiNg all My travel gear.

Delirious, coNfUSed...

® takiNg the beSt Shower I've
ever taKen iN My life..falling
asSleep while watchiNng Preciovs:
Based oN the Novel Push by Sap-

phire

I fly at least twice a year, I'M
NOt a bad flyer. I JONt SUffer
FroM MOtION SickNeSS. L can read
N the car. I drank bottled wa-
ter dUriNg My enNtire teNUre "iN
COUNtry". S0, where did I slip up?
Initially, T suspected a piece OFf
ChicKeN-ceNtric pizza that L had
eateN at the Delni airport, but
the tiMiNg OF that Slice JoeSN't
really jive with the ONSet OFf the
ilINeSs. A siMilar plague would be-
fall Ryan a few days after we
returNed 0 beavtiful Portland

Oreqon. S0, T am Now OFf the MiNd

that we 90t SicK froM eat-

iNg yaK cheeSe SanNdwicheS N
RiShiKeSh. The reStavrant we
ate theM at had a Noticeable
rat populatiON titteriNg aroOunNd
the walls, but that's par for the
course N India. So, T suspect
that oUr SySteMs just werenN’t
prepared fOr cOMplex dairy prod-

uct liKe this.

ANyway, INdia 90t the last lavan
and T liKe t0 iMagiNe the whole
eVeNt happeNiNg liKe the eNd OF
a Brendan Fraiser Mummy movie
where the plaNe i flyiNg away
aNd thiS hUge Sand Shaped figure
that repreSents India Suddenly
FOrms anNd reacheS Up towards
the plaNe anNd ShoOtS StiNginNg
iNSects at vs, F you India.

F you INdia, forever.

Seriously thOUgh, the trip was
aweSOMe..anNd 1 hope that
SoMeday 1 get t0 90 back Over

there. NO lie.

Love,

Scott






Rank Smells, Car Horns, and Lots of Dishonesty: An Indian
Adventure with Friends Scott and Joe. By Ryan.

T+'s best to start ot the beginning. And the beginning begins in
America, woy before we embarked on the trip. For years Scott
had been occasionally mentioning the Kumbh Mela festival. “It's
like,” he maybe said, “Burning Man, except totally religious and legit
and Go million people turn out for it. I don’t know/care about
you, but T'm qoing!”’ And to that T would say, “Fine. Go then. No,
really, T mean go. Tt's your turn.”” And he would turn his face and
look at me, slightly puzzled, before realizing that T was “over”
the Kumbha Momba conversation and had switched over to talking
about Uniwar, a pretty fun turn-based strategy gome that we
play on our phones. T+ was his time +o move his quys.

But then one day it was crunchtime. Time to buy tickets and 90
or not buy tickets and not qo. Scott stepped up and execun‘eg
the necessarily clicks, and then boasted to me about his skills

at clicking and submitting forms. So, in a fit of jealousy and
thoughtfulness, T thought about my life and how I hadn’t been
abroad in aeons and how T had lots of vacation hours to use.
And thus, a decision wos made. THE decision, in fact. The decision
to q0. And then the next thing that happened is that Joe start
posing & series of questions and statements to Scott and me:
‘Should T 907" “Maybe T should go.” “What i T 90?" “Guys?
What it T 90, quys?” And so forth. Eventually these queries were



made moot by his purchase of a ticket. And thus, a three-pointed
triongle was formed, with one of us on each corner, and India in
the middle, and the rest of the world outside it, and some sott
fur running around the border. Kind of like that picture on the
first page.

While waiting for the months to pass so that we could board
our airplane, we filled out the appropriate paperwork to obtain
traveler YISAs. The application involved us taking passport-
like photos of ourselves. Joe’s was amusing because he totally
looked like a terrorist in his! And T had to retake mine, as my
first one made me look strung out and sinister. Here are pictures
of our pictures:

o o QI VRN =T ”
“let's do ‘H’\iS,” s0ys scot+ My 9ood one...

joe looks like a terrorist!

Some people are good at, and interested in, planning the details

of trips. I feel lke I am one of those people. However, how T
feel like T am, and how I actually om, Io not always correspond.
Basically, T did not spend these months leading up to the trip
planning much. T laid out some basic goals (go surfing, dip my feet
into the Ganges. um, ride a train? ang stutt), and then I read

a bunch of message board posts about surfing in India. Scott
had similarly simple goals and little attention to detail. But Joe!
Joe was a powerhouse planner. He thought of the details (train
scheduling and ticket purchasing, itineraries, vaccines to qet, what
food to eat and not eat, etc), and he presented them to us on a
reqular basis for us to discuss. T will state this at the beginning:
this trip likely would have been a total disaster were it not for
his careful planning. Scott and T's “wing it” philosophy would have
put us in some deep shit. The country, it furned out, was not
simple to travel around in, and things were constantly going wrong,
and so the knowledge we had beforehand helped us out a lot. T
mean, Scott and I were hoping to ride camels info a desert and
camp there and drink Mela Punch and stuff. But stuff \ike that
isn't as straightforward as one would fantasize. So, the planning
helped a lot.



Vaccines! That's something we had to do beforehand. Malaria,
Typhoid, Polio, and T think Hepatitis A. Because apparently all
thot stutf is rampant in India, which is a bad sign, right? Like, if
that stuff was rampont in the United States, T'd be like, “um,
hello the goverament, why aren’t you doing a lot to eradicate
these things and make our lives better? Helloooooooooo?”’ T
can tell you right off that it someone asked these questions in
Tndia, the answer would be, “...""* because there basically is no
government, and whatever is happening over in CentConm, if isn't
supplying the country with basic things like: sanitation, garbage
service, water, road work, etc. But T am getting ahead of myselt!

*Actually, the goverament would do a little head bobble, and then
say, “'Yes sir, no problem/ No problem, Sir!”

Here is a picture showing
Scott getting vaccines.
Scott hates getting shots.
But he bravez? this well
(note: he did not know I
was taking pictures... T
don’t think).

Joe went at a separate
time, and no one documented
his shot=getting. I know T
know...

Packing: This was a two week journey, and the goal was to pack
lightly. I borrowed a backpacking backpack from relioble friend,
Renee. Here is a very sma\rpic’rure of what I packed.

l Tt's not a lot of stuff.
§ T wos going to go for

¥ zcro electronics (the
@8 comeras were fully

8 monual), but Joe and

9 Scott convinced me to

@ bring on iPod. They are
wise sometimes, T left
some room in the bag
for presents and stutf.
| T didn't have any real
idea of what presents T




would be looking for. T didn’t even have a mental list of who to
buy presents for. But eventually I thought about it a little, and
T wos like, “I should probably get some presents for my fomily.”

Notice the tailet paper. For some reason (basically no
government/) toilet paper is a super rare item in India. So, we
were advised to bring our own stashes of TP.

The plane ride was a plane ride. T don’t know. You just sit there
for a lot of hours. I'm not sure what else to say about it. We
sat there for a while, and then we made it there. Well, we did
change flights in Amsterdam. T enjoyed looking out the window
as we neared Amsterdam. There were lots o% giant boats in the
water, and some ail derricks and whatnot. That was my first
time seeing the
main continent in
Europe. Here is
icture of Joe
ond Scott in the
Amsterdam airport. 1
It wasn't a
very impressijve
airport. But we
ate McDonalds, and
it wos kind of fun
ordering it from a
Dutch person.

joe & scott waiting in the amsterdam airport, opening bags
Onward! After the

final batch of sitting for a while in a plane, we landed in Delhi. My
dad recently asked me why it’s sometimes called “Delhi” and at
other times “New Delhi”. I didn’t have an answer, except to note
that there is a section of the city called Old Delhi, and, dunno,
maybe that section used to be called just Delhi, with the rest

of the sections being called New Delhi. But then maybe the “gov”
decided to rename Delhi to Old Delhi, and so decided that they could
safely drop the New from the rest of the place. Okay. So it was
nighttime when we arrived. Initial impressions are important. So
here are some. It felt like we had fraveled far - we were, after
all, on the other side of the world. So, it was late, and our qoal
wos just to meet our hotel’s driver, drive back to the hotel
with him, and then go to sleep. International airports are made
to make sense to people of all nationalities, and so everything
wos basically as expected. We weren’t immediately shoved into a
temple with floor tailets (although I did walk into a bathroom



in the airport, see a floor tailet, and then say, “too scon!” and
then walk out). Everything was mostly normal. There weren't a
lot of staff walking around, though. But it was midnight or so,
so... T can’t really remember, but I think we exchanged a few
bucks for rupees (like in Zelda!), and bought some water, and then
walked a very wide gauntlet of Indian people standing and looking
for their relatives or people to give rides to. Everything seemed
orderly. No one rushed up to us and inquired about where we were
from and it we needed to get to so-and-so, etc (T only note this
because after this these “helpful” inquiries were thrust upon us
multiple times per day every doy for the rest of the trip). There
were security quards wielding machine quns, though. We found

our driver duie - actually, we found a quy who then lead us to
our driver dude... weird = and then we were off/ Qutside, it wos
dark, pretty warm and humid, extremely dusty = the sky glowed a
dense orange - and not very well-lit. We passed through a tunnel
while qoing to the parking lot, and there were some destitute old
fellows wearing tattered white rags. I looked down at them and
nodded solemnly. This is what I was expecting. My prior impression
of Delhi was that it was like 80% slums, and those living in the
slums had little access to water, efc. So T sow these guys and
wos like, “that New Yorker article was right!”” and then T nodded
- forward nodded, actuallys no eye contact necessary.

For the ride from the airport to the hotel (the pace of this
narrative will speed up, don’t worry; and I'm going fo start
skipping chunks in exchange for describing the environment), we
stared wide-eyed out the windows. There were lots of palm
trees, and not a lot of retail stores, and small stone walls along
the road, plus lots of untinished road construction projects, and
bicycles and tuk-tuks and other people using the road and going
approximately 20x slower than us that we thought we were
qoing to kill (or the person behind us would kilD. And sometimes
there were cows in the road/! Also, T wasn't seeing any road
signs, and there were lots of roundabouts, and we drove for miles.
It felt dense (with trees, mostly) and closed in. T was completely
and utterly lost. Qccasionally there would be swatches of retail
and hotels along the road. They were mostly white, painted-
cement buildings lit up with big neon signs. I saw a cop on duty hop
onto the back of a non-cop motorcycle.

But then we got to the hotel. I+ was crammed up aqainst a row
of buildings in a narrow alley. The alley was all businesses, and
was fairly active. Ajonta Hotel. Recommended by Lonely Planet.
Scott anz Joe both had the Lonely Planet. This book proved



very very helpful at many times throughout the trip. We were
led in +o a room to discuss
room arrangements, Qur
bags were lef+ in the lobby
- something that all of

us very paronoid about.
But the place had like 10
staft members working in
the lobby, most of whom
were not doing much except
looking toward us and then
nodding when we made eye
contact. Joe dealt with
the room stuff. We can’t
ALL be the main man on this stuft! At this point we were unsure
about tipping. Plus we didn’t really know if a tip of, say, 20 rupees
(like 50 cents) was good or not. But, yeah, we got our room. It
had no windows, but it was okay.

joe and scott discuss the bed’s firmness

T turned on the TV. I got that impression that Joe was sticking
to his “TV is lame” principle, even though we were in another
country, and TV is a great way to get some insight about the
culture. I mean, hey, I don't really watch TV, but T think that
even though it's not a PURE way o experience the country,

it's still super inferesting to see what sort of programs they
have (really weird music videos with a VI segment in between
vids where people can have their text messages posted, cricket,
football, "go you think you can dance?”~type gameshows, little
children singing classic Indion songs in front of judges, and more!).
He flinched when T turned it on, and tried not to look at it. T
quess it's important to stick to principles about stuff... plus he
was, you know, reading books and planning our adventures. While T
was laying there watching TV...

The power in the building went out periodically throughout the
night. That was another thing I noticed while on the ride to the
hotel - massive jumbles of electrical lines running from building +o
building. Do electricians have to be certified in India? Does the
“government” have any involvement with public infrastructure and
utilities?

Tn the morning we wedged some brekkie, as they say, in the hotel’s
buffet. And then we procured a driver to drive us around the city
all day! Joe wonted to see some temples and holy shites (ha?).
And our plan was to leave the following day = GTFQ of Delhi and



onto a frain to the coast! But, one day in Delhi. Oh yeah, first we
needed a train ticket. It was a last minute surprise to discover
that le gov wouldn’t allow us to purchase Tndian train tickets
while we were still in America. And trains fill up fast, so buying
one the day before was risky business. But there were “tourist
ticket” cateqories, plus the Indian Department of Trains is really
nice about giving refunds when you don't use a ticket (which
means that when you get on a waiting list, there’s a good chance
someone will drop out and youw'll get their ticket). Here’s something
wejrd: before our driver took us to the nearby station, the hotel
manager told us that whatever we do DO NOT talk to the driver
as he leads us to the tourist ticket area of the station. There
will be people attempting to convince us to qo their own private
trave| office, or will charge us to reveal where the tourist ticker
otfice is, etc. It we talked to our driver while in public, those
people would beat him up because he was ruining their scam! Weird
and scary/ This really ramped up our parancio. We were already
worried about getting mugged. !E\us Joe had filled our heads with
examples of scams (a kid runs over and rubs shit on your shoes,
ond then someone else comes up and charges you to get them
cleaned, etc.). So we were on edge/

But it turned out to be totally fine. We marched through the
mass of people lounging or standing in the station, and headed
upstairs. At the top of the stairs, there was a long hallway,
but with only one active office area that I could see. Qur driver
looked at us and told us (he spoke!/) that this was the place.
Then he went back to the car. Here is a picture of the train
tourist travel ticket oftice. Joe kicked ass and got us tickets
for the next day on the
troin we wanted. The first
stop, betore going all the
way to the coast, was to
check out the Ajanta Caves.
Those caves are a national
landmark.
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The streets are absolutely
jom-packed with people
Mostly men. 90% of +Eev« have
mustaches. For the most part they dress wicely. They all seem
to be moving, walking places, or bicycling, not carrying much, and
wearing collared shirts tucked into slacks. Sharp haircuts, too.
T frequently wondered - sometimes stupidly, sometimes aloud -
where all these people could be going. There just seemed to be




no end o the movement. And most of them didn't seem to be
doing much = not holding items, or with backpacks or briefcases,
not carrying groceries, etc = they were just moving. In addition
to all the people, there were vehicles. The streets often did
not have lane markings or shoulder markings, but they were
truly multi-modal:
rickshaws, motorized 0
rickshaws (oka Tuk [
Tuks), cars, buses, |
motorcycles, bicycles, B¥
pedestrians, and
carts (sometimes
ulled by cattle).
@ehic\es ond people
were jn a constant
state of chaos
and near-collision.
There was no steady
stream of movement
= too many ditterent speeds, basically. So instead, they wove in
and out ot one another, and HONKED. Oh, how they honked.

joe and scott, acting normally. \ocaﬁov\':- parking lot.

Another notable thing about the streets was trash. I did not
see any frashcons on the streets or sidewalks. T just saw lots
and lots of trash on the ground. Plastic bottles, mostly, and also
bags ond other junk. In addition, many spots would have little
piles of bricks or dirt, or other remnonts of untinished projects,
or just broken carts or bicycles. To top this off, the trash-laden
streets were offen used as a bathroom. Dudes would urinate
right on the ground in front of everyone. And the smell of human
shit - note: the shit of humans who are fed only Indian foods it's
a distinct smell, indescribable, obviously - wafted to our noses
quH—e ¥rec(uen+\y.

| Qur driver was nice. He
spoke english fairly well,
and he qave us some fun
bits of data about the
things we drove by. We
went to a temple, and
then a tomb (national

{ monument), and to some
shops. We were hoping
to 90 to bozaars, but
he kept taking us to

printing error?? or scott & joe qot right possessed!



tourist shops that contained tons of pushy statf, expensive
fobrics, and kitschy items. Tt took us a little bit to realize
that he was intentionally not fulfilling our request while instead
toking us o these shops. He was, it turned out, paid to take
us to these shops. o mer

And what's more, LR o
he would be fined if
he didn’t take us to
them, and also if we
didn't stoy in them &
for a certain amount
of time (this is
what he told us). As |
objectionable as this
i5, we were still in a
“okay, let’s just see
what hoppens” type ‘

of mindset, and so we weren't getting angry about it. We were,
though, telling him that we didn't want to go to these places. He
wou\g respond by laughing a little, sort of uncomfortably, but
with objection, like, “haha, no, we are going there, you didnt just
say that.” It was surprising to find out that the driver we hired
with our hotel would push us through bullshit like this. And it
redefined our standards a bit.

We went to a small grocery store, and T qof Appy Fizz/ and some
chips colled Bingo! International Cream & Qnion. We also went
around the corner from our hotel and got beer. My impression of
India is thoat not a lot of people drink alcohol. But in the big cities
it's sort of different. More drug use. But barely any places sell
beer. So this place was jam-packed. Scott will likely describe it in
his narrative. Joe and I stood outside, and in front of us was

a girl, probably six, with shins shaped like boomerangs (TB?). She
was trying to get change from people. I+ was hard to imagine
that she had only been on ear+i for six years or so - she looked
so world-weary and street-smart, and it was a sad sight to see.
This was nighttime. And she was just sitting there in the middle of
the sidewalk. No doubt her parents make her do this, though I'm
sure they have little choice.

The next day we went to a real bazaar! Thanks Lonely Planet.
T+ wos only like three blocks away, too. Paharaganj Bazaar.
Basically, narrow alleys, with food cooking on the street, and tons
of little shops of many varieties. We marched through the alleys,
a little on ecr;e (what it some urchins popped out and stole our



bags?. Eventually we eosed up a bit and hit up some shops. Scot+
got a sweet homemade shirt from Mohinder [see business card]. T
was going fo bring my Mohinder shirt +o India (hardcore punk band
from Cupertino, CA, early ‘10s), to see if anyone would get excited
about it. But then T decided that I didn’t want to risk ruining if,
so instead I was wearing a Yaphet Kotto shirt.

For the most part
t+he women dress
quite nicely. They
wear colorful Saris
that drape around
them elegantly.
There wasn't a huge
distinction that T
could see between
the poorer women
and the wealthier
women, Colorful,
nicely-patterned " i

fabric is not that hard o come by/ We would see groups ot
schoolgirls sometimes. They would be dressed in uniforms. And
one thing I noticed is that they otten had really short, boyish
haircuts. Until, that is, they became 14 or so. Then they grew
their hair out. T saw only one girl over 14 with short hair the
entire trip. And I saw lots and lots of girls under that age with
short hair.

So these were the first couples days. And that means it's time
to present my thesis!/ And it is this (the next seven paragraphs):
First off, India is +he Mexico of the east. This statement is

not meant as an insult, per se. I just see a lot of resemblance
between the two. ITtems: both countries are heavily religious

and their gods/saints are depicted in colorful iconss both have
really fasty food that's often wrapped or scooped up with flat
bread-stuft; both are dusty; both ﬁave very similar architecture
(steel rod-structured cement buildings, squarish, painted white)s
both often have advertisements and signage painfed onto the
outsides of those buildings;s both have plateau regions; both are
really family-orienteds both have lots of povertys a lot of the
dudes have mustaches. T don't know if that's convincing or not. I
could qo on listing similarities. But just trust me! (or trust that T
believe it.)

And T think thot Indians are enormously repressed. And T think it



has to do with being super religious, traditional, and having a caste
system. And, to +ac?< onto that, I think this repressive, self-
denying religiosity is abetted by a super chaotic streetscape.

From observation only, one will quickly see that the facial
expressions of most Indians lean heavily toward blankness. The
don’t look solemn or grim, not in particular, instead they just \oon
empty. Total blank expression.

First: streetscape: This happened to me about a week betore
the trip started, while riding my bicycle on NE Broadway while on
my way fo the pharmacy to pick up malaria pills: T was in the
bi?(e lane, and there was lots of car traffic. So T was qoing
faster than the cars. But still, T wasn't qoing very fast; I was
robably qoing tmph faster than the cars, and they were going
ike 3mph. So I was passing a minivan, and while I was next to it
the driver decided to turn right, without a signal, onto the next
street. I basically furned with the car, so as to not collide with
the passenger door. But it was turning faster than I could turn,
and if the driver didn’t notice me, T was gonna get nailed. But he
did notice me! And he turned away about half a second before
T would have collided. He was sorry. And T was shaken up. While
in the Wal-Greens getting my pills, T think I texted two friends
(likely Joe and Scott!) to tell them about my narrow escape.
So, this was a thing. A notable thing. I almost got hit. I¥ I had
actually gotten hit, it would have sucked, etc.

So now imagine that near—misses like this happened to you, say,
G-10 times per day. Every other time you crossed the streetf a
raving cabbie wou"d barre| mere inches away, blasting its horn. T
think for a little while you would get shaken up each time, and
you would probably be afraid to cross the street. And you might
wonder what the hell is going on; why are so many people driving
like madmon, swerving, passing, passing while others are passing,
going on the wrong side of the road, honking constantly and never
yielding unless the vehicle about to barrel into you is capable of
hurting you more than you it? But then, atter a time, after you
see that it is not letting up, and it is & way of lite, and there is
no way to avoid it, you will just resign yourself to deal with it.
And why deal with it in a way that shakes you up each time and
makes your bload boil foward your insensitive ¥eﬁow citizens?
Why not just qo... blank. Blank it out. Resigned acceptance. Denjal,
essentially, of the cold chaos and danger. It is a defense!/ And it is
one that so many people in India have taken up.



Second: add to that this uber religious caste-based sacial
structure. The caste system essentially says, “This is your place
in lite, you cannot and you should not improve it. You have to just
accept it.” Extend this beyond the individual: there are gobs and
gobs of trash on the ground - accept it. Roads are in disarray
= accept it. Clean B B 4
water is scarce = }
accept it.

Accepting this shit
also means denying
to yourself that

it is bad and worth
struqgling o improve.
And, saying this
another way: denying
these realities means
lying to yourself.

And \ying to yourself
= everyone lying to themselves - creates a state where people
freely pass this on, and thus lie o one another. India has lots
and lots of lying going on. I'm sure it's particularly present
between local/tourist relations. Basically, with a smile and a nod,
we were lied to constontly. Everything is fine/ No problem, Sir. Sir,
no problem! We heard that so many times. Qne example: “T will
take you to the qovernment trave| office, this way, no problem.”
And no matter how many times we ask to verity that this is
actually where this kind fellow is leading us, he'll answer the same.
And he'll be lying. And it's not that he brings us to a place where
we get robbed. He gets little from it. He's just a quy walking

down the street who we ask directions to, and he leads us to

his second cousin’s travel office, and then he walks off (so he is
attempting to look out for friends/family, and that's fine ond all..
but it's taken to an insane level). And we go, WTF/ And we head
elsewhere. It's sideways. It's runs deep info the psyche. Smile,
nod, no problem sir, everything is right.

scott shares an example of a human facial expression

QOkay, that was my thesis=thing.

Back to the market. Not that we wanted to avoid all contact
with the locals, but when most interactions involves them
trying to get money from us, it can be a hassle to dive into
conversations with strangers on the street. The worst way
to avoid interactions is to stop moving. The moment you stop
wolking, someone will walk up to you and want your money.



Scott and Joe bought billowy shirts at a small shop. A lot of the
shops were super narrow with walls completely covered in stut.
Goods were cheap. Joe bought a backpack, too. One of the
reasons I packed so light was because T wanted to buy clothes
while in India. Ya
know, buy some
native duds to hel
me blend in. My goar
with clothes was
thus: T wanted to
wear billowy, flowing
linens. I bought a
shirt the day before
ot one of the
expensive tourist
tropshops. (the shirt
was still only like
#10 or something). T
forgot to mention that. The shirt had a semi-hokey pattern on ift.
But it wasn't too bad. But I haven't worn it again since arriving
back in the states. Joe and Scott also wanted some local duds.
Qur items procured, we took a tuk-tuk to the train stotion. We
were excited about the train rides. We figured that taking trains
would be a nice way to see stutf (from the sidelines), while sill
moving from one destination to the next.

corrugated roofs as far as the eyes could see. station.

We were early, and had hours to pass. The place was packed. And
= hey hey! = there were very little seats. Most people, us included,
had to sit on the ground. Lots of people slept on their bags,

and on newspapers. We saw some transvestite Hindus -~ T can't
remember their sect. But they're totally accep‘l-ed in +he country.
Pretty surprising, given the country’s patriarchal tendencies. An
oddly enough, their faces were pretty similar. Super masculinely=
boned faces. But, men in women's clothing, is what they were.

We stumbled across a bookseller selling, among other things, Mein
Kampt. So Scott picked that up, naturally. I ?m‘er read that
Hitler is super popular in India. Look it up. He’s big. T then bought
some water (exciting/!!). And - here’s something that happens a
lot in India = when you are polite and say “thank you™ 4Por stuff,
you recejve zero response in return. And, again, I attribute to
this weirdass castelife repression. This is his job, sitting in a
teensy booth in a train station, selling water. There are identical
booths every 100 feet. This is him, and that's it/ He accepts no



acknowledgment or thanks. He just sits, blankly.

But at least he’s not a step or two below - as an Untouchable.
There are no trashcans in India (generalization). The
Untouchables are the trashcans. All the litter that gets dropped
on the train platform gets swept onto the tracks. All the shit
shat while on a train gets dropped onto the tracks. The smell

is everywhere, the trash is everywhere. Down below, on the
tracks, these small, -

exceptionally dirt
urchin figures wa«(
back and forth, giant
plastic bags slung
over their shoulders.
They absorb the
trash. Everyone
ignores them. And
their faces are

blank.

Basic train into:
There are basically
three classes (that we saw) of frain cars. Sleep car - these
cars contain as many people as can be crammed onto them. It is
ditficult to sleep on them, and they are less safe. Tickets are
super cheap, though. ZAC. AC = big fans. Z = how many people
to a bench. The bench that serves as a backrest during the day
folds out to be a bed at night. 3AC. 5 = three fo a bench. With
an extra bed above the bed that folds out - so, less room than
2AC.

not wntouchables. just sleepyheads.

Qur tickets to Bhusaval were in the 3AC class. This was to be
an overnight train ride. Straight south. We boarded and ook our
bench. We were the only white people for miles. The only ones in
the Delhi station, and the only ones on the train. Guaranteed! The
train was boarded and boarded and boarded. If we thought for
a moment that we might have a chill, spacious ride, that thought
was erased a few minutes into the ride. People emerged from
wherever and took any patch of exposed nylon. 3AC was mostly
made up of families. They brought their own food, and their own
kids. Unluckily, our booth area had +wo four (or s0) year olds.
We were crammed in our spot, and these kids were climbing all
over the place. Scott especially dislikes annoying kids, and these
little runts were inpossigle toignore. I didn’t have a great

view of outside. And so T just read (Timothy Zahn's The Last



Command = the third in the Thrawn Trilogy.... Star Wars novels!),
ond listened to music. T did not take pictures or take audio
recordings, because T felt weird being this American quy busting
out thousands of dollars of electronics.

But not doing so is my big regret! There were these guys who
worked for the kitchen/catering service. They all wore the same
red/blue plaid shirts, and they walked by every few minutes saying,
“undchaiundchaiundchajundchai” over and over. Tt was sort of
hypnotic. (They were selling hot chai tea = actually saying, “Chai
garm chai garm ghai” = and other stuffs).

Tn addition to the family across from us, two dudes barged in and
had o mild arqument in not=English with the mother/auntie, and
then they helped themselves to a couple seats. Interestingly,
despite this argument, and despite the fact that it had a crappy
resolution (they took seats!), everyone was calm and normal

(like Hindu cows!) for the rest of the time. The guys were shady
businessmen of some sort. Joe noticed that one had major scabs
on his knuckles - likely from punching stuff. The one without the
scars was the quy’s protege. Scar quy spent hours giving him hot
tips.

Sometimes Joe and Scott and T would talk to each other. And
at some of those times the mom, or the scar guy, would chime in
and talk to us. They were all nice, and they gave us tips, too. But
then at other times they would mysteriously lose the ability to
answer us. We suspected this was so that they wouldn't have to
completely reveal how much English they knew. So they could still
listen to us, and maybe we wouldn't know if they understood us.
Quite interesting. Also, it took us the entire trip to figure out
what some of these peoples’ relationships to each other were,
Like, was this one guy a total distant and uninvolved dad (as dad’s
tend to be in India), leaving the mother to do everything, or was
he just a stranger who sat nearby and shared their food?

At dinner time they gave us some of their food. Very nice of them.
And damnit = GREAT food!/ I had been wary of buying pakoras and
stuff from the chaiundchaiunchai quys, since I had been told (by
Lonely Planet) o be careful about where T acquired my food, and
to not eat stuff that wasn't freshly cooked.

T+ was around this time that we noticed the head bobble. But
it took us a few days after this to figure out if it indicated a
neqative or a positive. When interacting with Indians, they would



frequently bobble their heads - exactly like a bobble head. At
first we fhought it meant, “no.” But then we realized that it
wos closer to a, “yes, thank you.” I have no deep insight about
the head bobble. Tt's just a learned behavior. Once you've noticed
it, it becomes hard not to look around at people on the street or
in shops and see bobbling heads everywhere.

We all slept with our bogs on our benchbeds. This made sleeping
ditficult. But it felt safer. T didn't bring a lock for locking my
stuff up.

Tn the morning we watched the passing countryside. We saw a
number of folks squatting down and taking shifs. We saw a weird
military installation. We saw shanty-looking towns and farms.

Tn Bhusaval we took a taxi to the next town over, Jalgoan.

Oh, I forgot to mention that the day before we discovered that
these caves would be closed on the day of our arrival. Major duh.
But they would be open the next day. But our next train (to
Goo) was the next day. So, we totally blew our cave trip. But we
couldn’t do anything else except still visit those fowns. The car
ride o Jalgoan was the typical psychoride, with nonstop honking,
passing, ond narrow misses. And this was a road through the
countryside.

In Jalgoan, we hit up the market.
T+ was behind a big clocktower,
and was made up of multiple open-
air giont octagons, multi-leveled,
with the shops in the buildings,

and hundreds of scooters and
motorcycles parked in the open
plaza area. That's a terrible
description. Previously, Joe had
\ookeg at my butt and noticed that
my pants were ripping, thus exposing [l
my ass to India. My only pants/ My  §
only ass! T knew what fhad to do.
T had to find a tailor and have him
moke me some billowy linen ponts.  Resel
And so that is what T did. But first

T had to buy the fabric from a
fabric shop. It was like a quest!
They told me it would take a week. here's one of the oPn-air giant octa-
Bu+... \ike, T needed them in four gons. please read story for explanation




hours. So we walked around the octagons with the fabric guy and
found the right tailor for the job. They fook my measurements
right then and there.

Then T wonted a haircut! So T found a barber and got a haircut.
Tt cost 25 cents. He asked me how much American barbers get
paid, and T told him like #20 per job. T felt bad telling him that.
Ik+ (\f/as a decent haircut. A little bit shorter than I would have
like

Then we hung around outside our hotel, watching the scene. T
saw my first woman driving a motorcycle. Previously, they were
only spotted riding - sidesaddle/ - behind men. While outside, T
busted out the beadies that I'd bought in the market in Delhi.
Beadies are rolled tobacco leaves, tied with a string. They are
illegal in the United States, likely because they are made by 8 year
olds in India. Anyway, they are really mild, and almost smokable.
However, smoking is pretty gross, so I had trouble finishing a
whole one at once. {brough‘l‘ them back to the states! T still
haven't finished them.

When T got the ponts, at pm or so, they were very nice. A little
bit baggy... but 'fha& wav\+ed billowy! So now wasnt the time to
change my mind.

We ate dinner at the same place where we had lunch. Tasty food!
This place had a wait. As usual, the Indian folks were all nicely=
dressed, and with nice haircuts.

The next morning at, uh, 5am, we hopped on a train and went
back to Bhusaval. Then we sat at the station, eating some
snacks, wondering what the woman on the speaker was saying. We
sot there for three hours As usua\ it smelled like shit. That's
because every

fourth train tie had
a smoking human turd |
sitting on it. When
the train we thought
was ours showed up,
we discovered that
it was not ours.

We then assumed
that ours would be
right after it. This
assumption was very




incorrect. Qur train, at that moment, was like 30 feet behind us
on another track. There are no signs that tell stuff like this,
and a few hours earlier we had verified with an attendont which
= platform to wait
on, and there was
il no obvious mad rush
happening around us
= 10 the new platform.
This train, which
e \would have carried us
== for a day and a halk
to a nice touristy
® oren on the const
called Goa, possed
us by. This discovery
was heart-wrenching,
and confusing, and scary. It took us a little while to process ift.
And then we went about getting new tickets. This was ditficult,
since the attendants barely spo?xe English (and we do not speak
Hindu and whatnot), and we basically +ailed at it. We bought
something... but I don’t know where the tickets were to, and
when the train would leave.

Looking confused and screwed, our cabbie from the day before
showe3 up from out of nowhere, and proceeded to launch into
the whole, “No problem sir, no problem sir” trip. He had a younger
fellow with him, ond this quy “no problem sirred” us a bunch, too.
But he actually put more work info helping us get new tickets. He
sold back the crappy tickets we'd just bought (like T soid, India
i5 super awesome about returning frain tickets), and then we
purchased some waiting list tickets for later that day. We were
50 happy that we offered to give this fellow all the noney from
the returned tickets (like ten bucks), but = what the hellt = he
refused the money. Um, this was surprising. This fellow, Rahul
was his name, was not after our moneys he was truly just being

a nice and helptul guy. He then invited us to his house to hang

out for the fay./ And we said okay! We had 12 hours to kill, and
Bhusaval isn’t even in the Lonely Planet, so this was absolutely
perfect. Qur old cabbie was still hanging out, wanting to take us
the caves. But Rohul helped us get a tuk-tuk ride (while Rahul
rode his moped), and we rode through town to his auntie’s house.
(note: it taok me like two hours to realize that Rahul and our old
cabbie were not actually friends.)

This felt new, and it felt good. The real deal - we were about



to venture inside of an Indian's home. After navigating through
a moze of dirf roads, we got there. I+ was a quiet area, with
houses that had some space between them. We took off our
shoes, went inside, and had some tea. The place was clean and
colorful. Quite small and simple, but nicely decorated, with lots
of pinks and greens. Yarious relatives walked around. And none of
them were alarmed :

by us. I am -?air\y
cerfain we were

the first Americans
1o set foot in their
house. They gave us
some fried rice noadle
things to eat. And we
wotched them make
+he noadles on the
roof. Rahul called his
dod, and set up o plan
+o drive us to the
Ajonta Caves,

+he inside of rahul’s auv\i-ie's house

For the sake of your eyeballs, T'm going to flutter past some
details of the day. Just get this/ I+ was a good day. Aside

from the gauntlet of pushy salespeople at the caves, it was

a pleasant site. The caves are mostly-Buddhist caves, dug into
the cliff along a bend in a river. Each one is fairly similar to the
next. While in them, I could imagine living, hundreis of years ago, a
pretty peaceful, solitary existence, just spending my days in a raw
cave thinking about Buddha and enlightenment.

4k N Ay ’r 1 This area was
i b pretty hot and
open. I sow some
exceptionally poor
;ﬁ Pe°Pr; who seemed
4g o be living in huts

along the middle of
nowhere, Rahul’s dad
was the grandmaster
of random car-horn
honking. A foot every
four seconds, no
matter what wos
happening on the road. It was a 15 minute drive to and fro. We

#F ] iy
hul’s homies. they played cricket in the street




stopped off ot a roadside diner-
thing on the way back. T+ was
dusty and open, with wind and birds,
and a farm nearby. Qur server
(mole) wore a mesh tank top. T
ate my favorite meal of the trip
at that unassuming cate. Matoo
Paneer. I+ was so oily and goaod,
with big peas.

We went to Rahul’s house on the
way back (Rohul was 14, just out
of high school, and wanted to move
to Mumbaj and pursue a career in
animation). We sot around with
him, his dad, and his sister. His dad
is a retired military quy, and now
does wedding photography and
videography. He showed us some videos, and they were fricking
totally amozing. Loads of crozy India-themed scene wipes,
exciting dance music, and super awkward portraits of arranged
couples, with the shots repeating over and over and over. They
would be the hit of youtube. Alas, T doubt they'll ever make if
there. T wonder if he would have given us a DYD, had we asked?

And then it was time to drive us to the train station, so we
w . could catch our frain to Mumbai.
w T think our plan at this point

) * » y wos to get info Mumbai, go to the
| airport, and then catch a flight
d to Kerala (skipping Goa). The drive
to the station was a surreal ride
through endless alleys lined with
% houses. Goats in the road, kids
playing cricket or soccer, rivers of
shif running between houses, weird
construction projects. This felt
like a close look at TIndia living.
I+ was amozing and chilling at the
same time. Fairly claustrophabic,
but everyone seemed harmonjously
connected to one another.

Qur train car +o Mumbai was 2AC.
This was much better than 3AC.

personal hero, rahul



We had our area all to ourselves. Qur ride was from 7pm o Sam.
So we went to sleep right away. I slept on the top bunk, and

it was terrible. There was a mystery express breeze from the
bathroom to my face, and so T was smelling horrible shit the
entire night. I was barely able to escape it by tucking underneath
the covers. It was a very lousy night.

At Bam, everyone disembarked en mass from the train. We had
been given some +ips by a military captain guy on how to get a taxi
from the station to the airport. They were not metered rides,
but were fixed-price, etc. So, harder to get ripped off in this
foreign land at 3am, right? WRONG! We got totally jacked at this
stage in the trip. And here’s how it went down:

We groggily marched toward taxi-land. While still a ways away a
fellow ook step next to me = T figured him for another quy who
had just gotten off the train. He casually asked me about blah
blah. We chatted some. Then when we got to the taxis, another
man walked up and chatted up Joe. He wos offering us a ride right
then and there. We were not so eager fo jump in his toxi, so we
doddled for a while. We were trying to scope out the scene, and
figure out exactly what we were doing. But eventually, his “no
problem, sirs” got the best of us, and we got in his taxi (he was
also casually mentioning the Lonely Planet — smoother talker).
Lo, this first character who'd chatted with me was his bro. He
9ot in, too. QFF we drove. Joe was very vocal about them not
taking us the long route. He was sure they were extending the
trip to get more money out of us. There was also a meter that
T couldn’t read, but I told everyone T could because T just
wonted to get on with it. I don't even know why there was a
meter, since these were supposed to a fixed-cost trip. Anyway,
us three were on edge. We were looking hard for a scam. These
two drivers were TQO nice and reassuring. It seemed like it had
tobea set-up. After 30 minutes of driving (following all the

“to airport” signs), we were almost there. By the way, Mumbo
at night looked pretty neat. It looked a little more modern and
open +han Delhi. With more nature, +oo. About half a mile before
Jrf\e airport, on an empty freeway, the car pulled over underneath
an overpass. The passenger explaiv\ec{ +hat the driver lived near
here, and he was getting out and going home. And that we needed
to pay him now. We protested, but they wouldn't budge. The
were also quoting ws too high a price = claiming some middle ot the
night rate and stutf. Eventually we let in. Scott+ and T handed
them a 500 rupee note each. And right before my eyes those 500
notes turned into 166 notes! “This is not enough!/” They said.



“You only gave us 200, it is not enough!!” Uk, what? Scott and

T both said. We locked at each other. It was late, and we could
barely see our wallets, but we were both sure we'd handed them
500s. Joe, not realizing this, took the side of the drivers. “They
needed 500s not 100s, you quys,” he said. Qops, confusion!/ Ma jor
confusion. The driver had the door open and wos holding Joe's

bag. Scott and I qot talked into giving them two more 500s. They
sﬂ?\ claimed this wasnt enough, etc. (like, we owed them 1,400
not 1,200, or something). One weird thing is that although these
guys were totally lying to us and had just ripped us off, they were
cayn and smiling (mostly). They were never going to escalate the
inferaction info a real arqument. They were doing well at managing
us and keeping us calm. However, Joe caught on that Scott and

T had just ot ripped off, and he started yelling at them. Thanks,
Joel We orgered them to drive us on, and said we'd talk about
the rest of the payment atter we got there. It was a messed up
situation. The guy handed back Joe's backpack, and then walked
off. When we qot to the airport, we all straight bolted out of
the car and ran away! YAY.

Tn conclusion, we telt crappy. But, it could have been worse. So
we lost $20. It was a learning experience. We were learning o
loathe India and not trust anything that came out of anyone’s
mouth (save Rahul's; he was the one good, true person in this
land). Onward!

Definitive sign that Mumbaiis 5x more modern thon the rest

of India: women in tight skirts. The flight attendants were all
dressed in tight skirts. This felt like an odd site to behold. But it
was kind of comforting. We brushed our teeths in the bathroom,
and then sat around until morning. Scott and T watched Venture
Bros on his iTouch, and we watched the same 20 minutes of news
repeated over and over on the TV. We were super parancid about
missing our flight. And even so, we got sort of close to missing

it. We'd been sitting on the wrong area the entire fime. Note: we
are three infelligent, diligent, and fairly neurotic people, and we
were quadruple-checking where our gate was... and still, we nearly
failed. They dont present this information clearly enough. It's
like, they will have two sections with the same departure gate
nome. Stutf like that. Also, it was illeqal to toke pictures in the
airport.

The plane to Trivandrum (also called Thiruvananthapuram), the
capital of the state of Kerala, was a nice plane. Atter this first
stage of the trip, we were very ready for getting a hotel on the



beach and lounging around for a couple days.

We cought a taxi to Varkala
Beach, about 40 minutes to the
north. This was my choice. This
part of the trip was “for me,”

to a degree, since T wanted to qo
surfing (and I'd read some books
about Kerala whilst in college -
communist state, highest rate of
literacy in the country, etc). This
is ot the southern tip of India, on
the west coast. The trees were
mostly all beautiful toll palm trees.
We drove by some nice lagoons
that opened up into the ocean. As
usual, there was gobs of trash
lining the road. Maybe someday some
entrepreneur will import frashcans
into India, and some influential
person will impart o sense of using
them... but until then.

scott exposes fonnypack to ocean

We used the Lonely Planet to guide us to a hotel. The place wos
called New Heaven, and our room was on the second story, looking
out at the oceon. It was tucked in like 50 feet, surrounded by
trees. Nice area, not the greatest hotel. But not totally horrible.
We donned our native garbs and dipped our toes in the Indion
Qceon. Immedintely south of us wos a pathway along the top of
a cliff, like half a mile long, lined with shops and restaurants and
hotels. This was the sorta-Bohemian low-budge touristy area

of Varkala. It had a nice tropical vacation vibe. Many of the
tourists were yoga-tourists, wearing billowy clothes and sporting
dreadlocks, looking smug and spacey. We got beers and watched
the sun set.

We spent the next day at the beach. The waves were not quite
gonny enough to surk. But there was a small south swell. T+
wos better for bodysurfing and boogieboarding. So we rented

an umbrella and a boogieboard, and then we hung out on the
beach all day and swom a lot. There was never a ton of wind,
and the water temperature was perfect. Despite all the trash
on the cliff (the beach was backed by a 6o foot tall cliff), the
woter was surprisingly clean-seeming. The beach seemed quite
international. Qut in the water, swimming near other people, you



would hear many
different lanquages.
And also, in standard
yoga-tourist fashion,
some folks on the
beach would be
practicing tai chi or
stick twirling and
stuff. T've spent

a great chunk of

my life in the ocean.
But since moving to .
Portland three years ago, T haven't swam much. So it was really
fun to spend the day in the water. And Scott was new to ocean-
swinming, so I gave him some boogieboarding tips. He seemed to
enjoy it.

Also, (this is going o sound sort of racist) there were India
dudes who would walk up and down the beach just to leer at
women. They were blatant and gross. Repressed people with
wacked social skills, tantalized and then let loose. And here’s the
racist-sounding part: where T grew up in California, dudes would
hang out on the cliffs or in the bushes at beaches - and lots of
beaches, not only the nude ones - and would stare at the women
in & most creep -eashion... and 35% of the time they were Mexicans.
So add that to the list of how India is the Mexico of the east.

Of course, we all got horrendously sunburnt from this, and spent
the next few days in a state of sweaty, prickly pain. T had even
reapplied sunscreen/ AND sot under an umbrella/ But dang, my
chest, stomach, and shoulders were ruby red. Tt hurt to wear
shirts. Oh, and T also had a bit of a cold at this point. Scott had
gotten a cold, too. It wasn't terrible, but my nose was running a
lot, and T felf sort of bad. But it wasn't enough to get either of
us down.

One downside to this infernational tourist scene was that it
was ditficult to find Indian food. Too many of the places were
specializing in German or English or wherever food. And it was
never that great. Still, it was wice to sit at tables outside
overlooking the broad Indian Qcean, drinking King¥isher beers, and
playing gin rummy. We played a lot of games.

Often, when walking past a shop, the shopowner would call and
advise us to check out his or her wares. £e$reshing\y, these



eople were usually pretty relaxed and not pushy. And T found it
notable that it seemed like more than half of the little clothing/
misc shops were run by women. Some seemed fairly young, like this
wos their start-up business. And their pitch was usually, “Would
you like to see my
shop?” It wos a
simple pitch, but you
could sense some
pride in their words.
Qverall, T found
the whole situation
= little shops and
shopowners = to
be cute. T bought
some more shirts,
and some trinkets.
And T got some pens
from some 8 year old
(or 50...7) girls. They would run up to us at our table and show
us their shops = which ot this stage were wrinkly bags filled with
little items. The restourant owner would usuwally pop onto the
scene and run them out of there. But then a few minutes later
they would come back. And +he owner would give up. And we would
buy stuff.

T I O / &

joe and scott scanning the horiz.on

That night while T was lying on my back on my side of the bed,
with no shirt on and the ceiling fan directly above me - nose
sniftly, chest burning red - a gecko that was stuck on the cejling
dropped a lizard turd onto my chest. I didn't know what it wos
at first, so I did a minor freak-out and turned on the light. And
then we all laughed at me, and then T sighed and fell asleep.

I'm sure that some people visit India and just hang out the
entire time at Varkala Beach. It would make for a good vacation.
Hang out on the beach, do some yogqa, watch the sunsets.

But that isn't our style! The next day we headed off to do what
Joe really wanted to do: ride a houseboat along Kerala’s famous
riverways, and spend the night aboard it. On the cab ride to the
town with the boats, the cab driver called his cousin who owns a
boat, and got everything ready for us. T+ would have been nice to
scope the options, and look for deals and stuff, but this is how
it usually is in India = i¥ you mention something o an Indian, they
will usually have a relative who specializes in that thing, and all
of o sudden you're roped info a situation.



The boat was nice-looking. They gave us a tour of the amenities,
and told us what was in the package (one bedroom, statf of
three, efc.). Joe negotinted some, and during the negotiations

T noticed that the guy wosn't looking at Joe, but was instead
looking at me (even though T wasn't talking). So T did some
calculations, and realized that he was avoiding Joe because Joe
was wearing sunglasses. Since he couldn’t see Joe's eyes, he didn’+
fee| comfortable dealing with him. Tnteresting/ And here’s another
exarmple of how I would monitor and correct Joe's interactions:
the English that Indians learn is very proper. And it you spoke
improperly = with your prepositions in the incorrect \ace = they
wou\j often not quite understand the sentence. T v\oﬁced Hms,
and then T shared my Findings/

The boat ride was pleasant. It felt nice to have a cool breeze
on my face, and to cruise at a slow pace, in no big hurry, on a
giant loke. We passed by scores of fishing boats parked along

the shore. The boat had a lof of lounge seats in the front. It
was Good Friday (or else it was Easter... T can’t remember), and
Kerala, due to Portugese colonialism, has a lot of Christions.
Qccasjonally we would hear sermons or music warbling through the
palm trees over PA systems, but we could never see any of the
action. It reminded me of Apocalypse Now.

After passing over a big lake
(it's where a number of different
rivers connect before feeding into
the ocean), the waterways got
narrower. This was closer to what
T was expecting. We parked and
hop ed into a cance. And then a man
ied us along a narrow network
o¥ canals that ran through a
lush island. This area was quite
paradisol. Birds chirped, folks walked
around on shore in sarongs (which
gave the impression that everyone
just stepped out of a refreshing
shower) veryone seemed to be
moving ot a slow, relaxed pace.

In the evening we parked the boat
along the shore. We played cards, and they made us a really great
multi-course meal. SCOH brought out the fan from our room,



and the stand broke. Qops. We managed o prop up the broken
fon when we were qoing to sleep, but then, woe, the power went
out. This resulted in a hot, crappy night. No power on the boot?
T+ was odd. Scott had an esPeciOX\y terrible night. He couldn’t
sleep ot all, and he referred to it as the worst night of his life.
And as much as it sucks to say this, the lack of power was most
likely due to one of the workers accidentally flipping a light switch
outside our door. Like, we could have just gone and turned it back
on, rather thon sutfered.

Tn the morning, we boated back to where we started. We quickly
got off the boat and took off down the road. We didn't exactly
know where we were going. But we saw an elephant! We finally
found a main road, and stopped a tuk-tuk and asked for a ride

to the train station. The guy fried to give us a high price, and a
passing pedestrian, likely seeing how grungy and pathetic we looked,
talked the quy down for us. At the station, we purchased sleeper
class tickets. Standing room only. I+ was fine for the 1 hour ride
back to Trivandrum. Qur plane (T realize that I stick to the
present in my writings, so you may not always know what our
plans are = but rest assured, we usually had a plan) was leavin
the next day, to Delhi. We would immediately leave Delhi and heag
to Rishikesh. After the lousy night in the boat, T was leaning hard
toward luxury. We found a decent hotel, and T talked Joe and
Scott into spending the extra #10 to qet a giant room with a big
fon. I do not regret this decision at all. The room was very nice.
After going out tor some pizza at a chain restaurant, we laid
under the tan, watching TV and then watching Venture Bros.

Note on Kerala: the mustache-to-man ratio is extremely high in
Kerala. I'm not exaggerating: I would say that over 457 of the
males who are capable of growing one haz one. ‘

For some reason this stop in Delhiis a little hazy in my mind.
The clamor and frenzy of Delhi was, again, overwhelming, and we
were eager to get out of there as fast as possible. We had a
couple options Yor getting to Rishikesh (which is about 250km to
the north, at the base ot the mountains that connect to the
Himalayas): either toke a bus, or hire a car. We had met some
women on our first day in India who got majorly oversold a car
ride, so we were looking to avoid that. Unfortunately, Delhi was
at its most lyingest this day, so we ended up going in circles. We
stopped info our old hotel, and got some instructions on how to
get a bus ride. These instructions were not very correct, and
they didn’t totally moke sense anyway. We tried to get a tuk-



tuk to the bus station, and the
quy took us to a cousin’s travel
agency. We walked off, asked a quy
for directions, and he took us to
HIS cousin’s travel agency (note:
these people were lying lying lying).
So we got a ride back to the hotel,
hopped on a fresh tuk-tuk, and
drove through old Delhi and made it
to the bus terminal. The terminal
& Wy \ooked \ike o bombed out post-
g soviet wasteland. Horribly dirty,
dilapidated, and confusing. At this

oint we had five different stories

or how to get on our bus. Asking
the ticketsellers did not help at
all. Basically, the main idea was
that we'd have to woit until like
1opm for our bus to come. That's
four hours of sitting at the station. So we sat. Qccasionally
one of us would wander off to verify the situation, and would
pass by people that were maybe loading a bus to Rishikesh. But
asking about this yielded no useful data. My best guess about this
is that there were ditferent classes of buses. And people just
assumed that we did not want to take one of the Eower-c\ass,
though frequent, buses. Qther notes: the station’s bathroom
was the grossest bathroom of all time. It was a circular, and
you'd piss anywhere on the wall. The entire floor was covered in
pee, and there was little air circulation. Two people had to work
inside if, collecting money from anyone who needed to venture
deeper and do a number two. This sounds weird now, but Scot+
walked in there with his video camera sticking out of his pocket,
and filmed it. It didn't come out very well, though.

whot is this godless place?

The bus station, despite looking like the government hadn'+
checked in on the place in 10 years, actually had trash cans!
And there were vendors and people with outdoor cafes who
took an interest in cleaning up trash and making their zone look
presentable. I bought some bandannas, and Scott bought a
calculator watch.

When our bus finally arrived, we got ushered onto the wrong bus
by someone trying to get money from us. But then someone else
guided us off of it and to another one. This other one was, T
think, the same bus line that was leaving like every 30 minutes.



So... we probably didn’t need to be at that station for four
hours. Not sure, though. Tt was almost totally full when we got
on. We were the only white people. We sat in the very back. We
had to sit sideways because there was no room for our knees.
The bus was very dirty and claustro. Tt took forever to leave
because the quy was trying to sell every available seat. But he
didn’t! We actually had a teensy bit of room in the back. Alas, this
lasted about 15 minutes. While rolling through the vast suburbs
of Delhi, some folks hopped on and squished in next to me (three
of them/). This made +Kings sucky. And we had 8 hours of it. Joe
slept in the corner. But sleeping was impossible for me. Scott and
T watched some Venture Bros, and T put on some tunes for both
of us to listen to (Ewischentall, Wampire, the SNX compilation).
These things helped the night pass. Without them, it would have
been totally horrible.

When we got off, the backs of my shirt and pants were dark
brown from the bus. I+ was 5om, Rishikesh. We got on a tuk-
tuk, and took it to Laxman Jula, the yoga-tourist area where
the Beatles famously hung out. The driver, instead of driving us
to where we wam‘er} to g0, drove us to his cousin’s hotel. We
were expecting this to happen = that's just how it is/ = so we
said “forget you” and wa\ﬁed off. At this stage we were numb to
all the lying, and were not trusting anyone. We weren't especially
pissed ott about it, though. Rather, it just felt absurd and

ridiculous.

At 5something am in Laxman, it was still dark. The roads were
steep, ond winded down toward the Ganges. Every so often some
pack mules would : ; .

pass by, hauling
rocks. And, uh, T
didn’+ see +he rocks
and assumed that
the owners were
taking their mules on
walks for exercise!
duh. We were eager
to get a hotel. But
nothing was open. So
we saf and wotched
the town wake up.

the street of laxman jula

Laxman has two roads, one on each side of the Ganges. And you
could get from one to the other by walking over an impressive,



though wobbly,
* Yoot bridge (note:
motorcycles still
beeped their way
across the bridge -
very annoying). Along
the roads were
3l open-air shops,
restaurants, ond
W hotels. There were a
= lot of Tibetan items
¥ for sale (same as in
Varkala, actually).
T bought a scrollcase, and some other trinkets. The Ganges was
large, green, ond impressive. It was flowing steadily, coming around
a bend down from the mountains. T was expecting it +o be gross.
But T quess Rishikesh is close enough to the source. Tndians were
bathing in it (holding onto a rope when they wonted to go deep).
Yoga-tourists were everywhere. Billowy, low-crofched ponts. We
didn’t pass the enlightenment test, apparently, as none of them
would look info our eyes. They were searching for something
greater than what eye contact could offer.

S~ :'“ .I | -
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scott thumbs-ups something. cant remember what

A fair amount of Indian tourists were visiting, too. The Kumbh
Mela was happening one town over, so a bunch must have been
toking the opportunity to visit this holy town. Also, another type
of foreign tourist that I would accasjonally notice (throughou
the wholie trip) was the Anthony Bourdain-type. T saw a couple
of them. These fellows were usually tall, middle-aged, with short
gray=sprinkled hair, and often French. They had bold, somewhat-
weathered features, and deep voices. Basically, they looked just
like Anthony Bourdain.

This was a nice
place to be for the
end of the frip. We
just had a couple
days left. The
weather was cooler.
| And there were lots
of fellow tourists.
We almost went fo a
i big animal sanctuary,
AN i . but decided instead

’ 0 go on a frek.
joe “window" shops (these shops had no windows) tog frek



“Trek” means hiking
down a mountain. We
were driven to the
top of the mountain
ot dawn. There

was a temple at
the top, and from

it we had a view ot
the Himalayos in the
distance. From there
we walked back to :
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the morning. T+ wos ’ P F
pleasant enough. But I had to spend most of the time looking
down and trying not to slip. For some of it, we followed a small
culvert carrying woter to rice paddies. We passed by some homes
and small villages. No electricity or roads for these villages. The
simple mountain lite!/ FYT, T was back in my hole-at-the-butt
pants at this point, since my new ones were too dirty to wear.
In addition, all of my clothes felt gross and dirty. T was especially
pining for some clean sacks. My feet felt terrible.

(o

That evening we took a taxi to the Kumbh Mela, in nearb
Haridwar. We had passed through Haridwar in the middle of the
night on the way fo Rishikesh. It had been lit up with Christmassy
lights, and there were lots of tents, billboards, and giant statues.
Qur gool here was to dip our toes in the Ganges (faking a dip is
one of the ceremonies at the festival). We figured this dip was a
way to “cover our bases” in case Hinduwism turns out to be the
one true religion. We would get our blessing and be safe (at least
Scott and T figured this... not sure if Joe was with us).

At the festival,
we passed by an
impressive parade.
There were whirling
dervishes, Naga
Sadhus (V\ake3 people
covered in ashes),
ond lots of music
and dancing. Tn
contrast with their
usual conservative

behavior, religion mela fest madness



seemed to provide a safe outlet for Indians to let go and go wild/
We went to an area where a bunch of people were getting ready
to take dips. Since we were white, it was assumed that we were
there to spend money... or something. We were ushered to the
water’s er_{;e by some people who wanted to give us the total

ackage. But since we were totally over being pushed around, and
just wanted to relax and take in the scene, we fled. We went to
the other side of the river, where it was woy mellower. And we
dipped. Still, a young Brahmin character came up to us and provided
us with his services. He was a nice-looking quy, seemingly wise and
holy beyond his years. One at a time he conducted the ceremony
on us. He said stuff in another language, and we did our best to
repeat it. Then we dropped a pod of leaves with a candle on it
info the Ganges, and watched them float off. Then we had to

ive him “donations”. And then his compatriot put the dot on our

oreheads. Tt felt \ike a fitfing end to the trip. We were blessed.
We sat around for a bit longer, watching families dip into the
woter. And then we left.

-

your dotted protagonists. phindally done, as they say on those bumper stickers

TIn the morning we got breokfast. Scott and T ate yak cheese
sondwiches from a Dutch bakery. Then we hired a car to take

us back to the Delhi airport. This drive took ten hours, and was,
as road trips qo in India, an endless honk/pass war. It wos
stressful. Cle all had our headphones on, and were greatly looking
forward to the airport. After the ride was complete, T estimated
that throughout +ie trip I had seen about 20 people squatting
and taking shits right out in the open. Entering Delhi, we saw some
condo highrises, and malls. We also saw some megqa-slums.

In the airport, we ate Subway. I felt at the time that this was
possibly a mistake. But we felf like we were sate. We'd made it



through India without getting sick. And now we were one step
from getting out of there. Scott and Joe also got some beers
ond pizza, while T sat and read (Accelerando, by Charles Stross...
meh). I didn’'t want to deal with anything. T just wanted to sif,
and then leave,

Aboard the plane, we were ten seconds from taking off when
Scott said, "I feel like I'm going +o barf.” My first assumption
was that he was worried about flying, or something. But no, he
was all of a sudden horribly sick. He spent the next 20 hours of
flight massively sick, throwing up in bags and in the bathroom. T+
was 50 hellish for him. To be \ofqed info a seat, sick as hell, with
no choice but to sit and ride it out. Plus, it was his 30th birthday
(made extra long, since we were flying with the sun). There were
times when he wos splayed out on the ground in front of the
bathroom, throwing up, woaiting for it to vacate. SO AWFUL/

We had been thinking of taking a day or two in Amsterdam on our
woy back. But, even before Scott got sick T was like, “no way,
not into it. T just want to 9o home.” And... about 30 minutes
after arriving back in Portland - to the quiet, open streets and
sidewalks, the nice smells - I came down with whatever Scott
had. T spent the next four days in bed, unable to eat, throwing
up, teeling weok and drained. A Fitting conclusion, it seemed.

So that was the trip. T didn’t write an introduction, and T'll keep
this conclusion briet. One thing I would frequently think about
throughout the trip was: would my parents be ab%e to visit India
ond have a good time? T mean, when you look at pictures, and
even video, India looks like an exotic, exciting place. But those
are heavily filtered representations. You have to factor in smell
(shit), sound (incessont honking), and the constant stress you
feel when moving from place to place. Scott and Joe and T were
able to withstand it, and take the experience for what it was
without letting it overwhelm us. Tt was frequently fairly awful,
But it was also at times very interesting and exciting. There is no
woy to travel in India with experiencing stress, smelling stench,
and having to battle against the lies. I fee| fortunate to have
experienced this part of the world, and I am glad to have had
two of my best Eriends by my side throughout the trip. ~Ryon

to see more pictures that I took, go to this ugly urlk:
http://www.flickr.com/photos/gratzer/sets/#2157624632 70054/
ganatronic@gmail.com = http://blueskiesabove.us



Nikku Singh
9810814460 C&
9211392754

Mahinder Singh
Fine Artist & Desgner

S$.D.M., A.C.T., L.G.D., R.D.S. Hons (London)

Specialist in : SCHOOL CHARTS, MODELS, POTRATE
PHOTO FRAMING, SCREEN PRINTING

Shop No. 1258, Séﬁéaifééﬁaﬁ Bazar Resl.: H.No. 739, Six Tooti
(Opp. Shikha X-Ray & Laboratory) Gali Doorwali, Pahar Ganj,
Pahar Ganj, New Delhi - 110055 New Delhi - 110055

Thanks for reading. Now... T dunno, 9o out there and travel
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Colour is an integral part of
llIndian festivities.
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