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In Search of another World 

Mrinal Kanti Ghosh  

 

Leaves stand still, silence morbid, 

The beating of my heart against the palm 

Of the stony night, bleed my bed… 

Wow! I am not dead! 

 

I jolt out of my bed, eyes fixed- 

My steadfast footsteps travel a long way 

Across the night of despair. Twittering of dawn… 

Suddenly I see four figures- black, thin and weary- 

Perching on the edge of the road. 

 

I ask them, 

“Where shall you go?” 

They reply, 

“Where you are heading for- 

In search of another world.” 

 

“Then what are you waiting for?” 

“Nothing, but the road is too long.” 

 

Again I ask, 

“Who are you all?” 

 

Everything comes to an abrupt stop- grey silence! 

The words they breathe out can be read- so clear! 

 

One of them sighs, 

“I had broken the stone to hunt, lit the fire to grill, 

Covered our shame, made the first wheel, 

With heart-full of hope…” 
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Another grumbles, 

“A trooper in Alexander’s army; numbed hand, 

 Empty bosom, yet the command to hold the sword. 

Wet with exhaustion, stomach skinny, 

Yet the mandate to raise the flag of victory.” 

 

The third one pines, 

“I farmed in Agra. Through a two square feet 

Window I saw, alone with my wife, 

The many colours of the golden love- 

My blood on the white walls of The Taj Mahal.” 

 

The last one cries, 

“I lived in a slum in Hiroshima. One fine morning 

A storm of fire, my body started rotting. 

Later I knew somebody avenged something.” 

 

Shell shocked, I stand still…HOW OLD THEY ARE! 

Then, in normal voice they ask, “And you?” 

 

I whine, 

“I’m both you and me. I don’t know 

 What I have had or what I have done. 

Daily, in the dark lanes, they find my dead body.” 
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