
 

 

Two journeys, one path 

 

It was all a blur. A blurred train track as I sprinted. The blurred blue and yellow train as it races away 

from me. The dust is choking, filling my throat and chest, clouding my vision. I pound my feet harder 

against the ground, extending my legs to their breaking point with each stride. I’m gaining, somehow 

catching up to the cacophonous din that is my train. I’m in. But immediately I’m hit with the smell: 

dust and dirt and grime and the smell of unwashed people. The train is just as filthy as it smells, 

covered in a permanent layer of dust that sticks to everything like a film, including its hundreds of 

passengers. People say it’s about the journey instead of the destination, but they obviously haven’t 

travelled this way, surrounded by filthy people and the smell of train exhaust that blows in through 

the cracked windows, the soil from outside encrusting them so it feels like we’re speeding along 

beneath the surface of the earth itself. I’ll be happy when I make it to Mumbai, with its high rise 

buildings, air conditioning, and hotel rooms that have clean running water.  

THUNK!! CRANK!!! Shudder…….the sound of metal scraping against metal echoes through the cabin 

as the breaks on the train attempt to grasp the safety of the track beneath. Finally the train 

stops…..What is happening? It isn’t just me who’s worried, all the other passengers are shoving each 

other to see out the windows. Something’s wrong. They all rush to the doors, others even smashing 

the windows and clambering out; I have no idea what they saw outside that train, but I wasn’t 

sticking around. I scurry out a broken window, landing with a thud on the soft dirt below. I look to 

my left, and see the front half of the train engulfed in flames, the swarm of people fleeing from it 

blocking out what was probably the worst of the damage. I pull my iPhone out of my pocket…no 

service. The dusty land stretches into the distance, and I spy what appears to be the remainders of 

last year’s crops, burned stubble that litters the ground. The rest of the crowd seems to be heading 

for a small cluster of buildings near the horizon to the south, and seeing no other option, I set off 

too, shielding my eyes from the blaring sun above with my hand.  

“Kya tumhen paanee chaahie?” says an Indian man who has been walking beside me and attempting 
conversation for a while. I decide there’s no point ignoring him anymore, I’ll just tell him to leave 
and hopefully he’ll get the message. “Kya tumhen paanee chaahie?” he says again, but I don’t know 
Hindi-I’m in the city the majority of the time, where most of the businessmen speak English, and the 
ones who don’t have translaters that do. I pull out my English-Hindi dictionary, its spine stiff and 
pages clean from lack of use. Ahhhh…..He’s asking if I want water. So that’s what’s in that strange 
cloth thing he’s been shoving in my face. I flick through my book and respond with “yes,” or “haan.” 
He hands me the water; it’s tea-coloured and tastes a little like dirt, and although I’m thirsty, it’s too 
much to handle. I spit it out, spraying it all over the people ahead of me, remnants of the water 
staining my white shirt and blue and silver checker-patterned silk tie. Great. He looks offended, but 
what does he expect? I glare at him and storm away, closer to the looming jungle to my left. I am 
travelling alone now, and I have to admit to myself that it really is beautiful here. Cerulean sky 
blemished with clouds, the dark, tangled jungle looking like a wild animal poised for attack. The air 
smells like a mixture of rotting leaves and dust, dust that settles on my skin as I walk, the beads of 
sweat that run down my face and chest making rivets in the grime, like tiny waterways through the 
desert.  
 
I’m nearing the village, I can see the herds of goats and shacks that border the jungle. I finally make 
it, passing the decrepit houses and filthy children who run around without shoes or shirts, kicking 
balls made from all manners of objects, including old rags stuffed with bundles of plant matter. I 
approach an older man with a greying beard and one milky eye and ask “main kaise mumbee ke lie 



 

 

milata hai?” He looks me up and down and replies “baajaar gaadee le jaega” pointing at a small cart 
being loaded with vegetables, an oxen chewing its cud beside it. Apparently this cart will take me to 
the city, at least that’s what the bearded Indian said. My journey back to civilisation had begun. 
 
The sterile colours of the office surround me, whites, greys and steel blues filling every wall and 

available space. My expansive desk looks out onto the city below through floor-to-ceiling windows, 

and I become lost in my thoughts until the receptionist calls me, pulling me out of my daze. I 

respond with one word and begin to daydream once more. Maybe it was the jungle. Maybe the sky. 

Maybe those who aided me along the way. Whatever it was, I’d had enough. Enough of the artificial 

life in the city. Enough of my own arrogance and prejudice. Enough of this job. That train crash 

taught me that I have control, control over the way I speak to people, how I choose to exist, and 

what I decide to do with my life. For that I am thankful. I yell for the receptionist, and she comes 

trotting in, her stilettos clicking along the polished floor. “I quit!” I exclaim. 

 

 

 


