Himalayan Tsunami

The gaping holes in that old blanket
Spoke the language of deep sighs
Of hunger and deprivation

While the little head

Peeping out of the blanket

At one end -

-The head of Socrates himself-
Fixes a question mark

Lying across the gluey tar road
The norms of development
Running zigzag on the mountains
Through echoing ominous tunnels

To the town called Kedarnath
Where pilgrims turn ghosts
With holes in their eyes

Expressing their rock solid faith
Or the complete lack of it
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