
Sign up for our mailing list.
Get issue contents, specials, and
highlights in your inbox.

NEW! Photos from our
latest stories, parties,
and events
PHOTOS.CITYPAPER.COM
HOT! The results are in
2012 BEST OF
BALTIMORE
SPECIAL! How to

    
 GO

BLOGS:  THE NEWS HOLE  ARTS+MINDS  X-CONTENT  FEEDBAG  NOISE  BALTIMANUAL  COLLEGE GUIDE  LOVE/HATE  CONTACT US  ADVERTISE IN CP

Like 0 TweetTweet 0 0 PRINT EMAIL

UNDERWHELMED

Blue Traveler
By Sandy Asirvatham | Posted 9/23/1998

I was standing in front of the Taj Mahal--that floating dream, that miracle of filigreed marble, that timeless
testament to the power of love--and all I could think was, What a goddamned waste.

Yes, of course, my husband and I stood at the edge of the long reflecting pool and had some French people take our
snapshot. Yes, my aesthetic sensibilities were all aflutter as I beheld the most beautiful piece of man-made
anything I'd ever seen, shimmering and graceful beyond description. In the smoggy midmorning half-light, this
344-year-old wonder of the world rose up starkly against the sky and almost (but not quite) smote from my
memory all the poverty, dirt, and human desperation we'd seen during our month-long trip to India.

Our honeymoon, actually.

But alas, the Romance Of It All eluded me. We played the dutiful newlyweds standing arm in arm before that
fabulous backdrop, but all I could think about was 17,000 workers, 24 hours a day, for 22 years. That's how the Taj
got built, according to a plaque at one of the under-visited side buildings. Round-the-clock labor by thousands of
men for nearly a quarter of a century. Why? (Or, as my Indian cousins would put it, "Because why?")

Because there was this king, you see, and he had a beautiful and beloved wife. And this wife died in childbirth, and
the king wanted to do right by her exquisite corpse. How very romantic.

But I just couldn't do the math--couldn't see how 17,000 workers plus 22 years of 24/7 can add up to one dead
queen.

I said to my husband, "Isn't there something really perverse about all this?"

Thinking back on the awful four-hour taxi trip (no shock absorbers and potholes large enough to cradle sleeping
cows) we'd just taken from New Delhi, I said, "Imagine what kind of a road system those workers might have laid
down." Thinking back on looking out from the luxury of our hired car at the hundreds--hundreds!--of Indian
villagers we'd seen squatting out in their fields to take a morning shit, I said, "Imagine what kind of plumbing and
sewage system those workers might have devised!"

Thinking about the many dozens of beggars awaiting us outside the Taj gates, I didn't know what to say anymore.

My husband said, "I think Karl Marx has ruined you for travel."

Maybe my husband was right. In the past few years I'd become weirdly impatient with sightseeing, and the Taj
Mahal finally forced me to recognize the root of my discomfort. Simply put, I'm tired of going around the world to
gawk at the built-up treasures of the plundering classes. Castles in Denmark, cathedrals in Italy, Rockefeller houses
in upstate New York . . . . I'm just not interested anymore in seeing the things that enormously rich, powerful
people have made with their riches and power.

Ten years ago I saw a traveling exhibition of the treasures of Catherine the Great--all her jewels and statuary and
Fabergé eggs and gold-encrusted carriages--and it bored me stiff. No wonder the Bolsheviks decided to revolt.

Even the fine arts have become tainted. At the Van Gogh Museum in Amsterdam, there we all were, hundreds of
well-heeled globetrotters lining up to stare at the world-famous images of haystacks, crows, and cramped country
bedrooms--images that couldn't attract a single pathetic franc during the artist's lifetime but now fetch many
millions of dollars, yen, and Deutsch marks. Today's young, unknown Van Gogh would be trounced out by the
museum guard for not having proper footwear.

How about we… embrace the cliche
and take a cooking class at the
Culinary Center.

AJ21, 26, M Send Message

Blue Traveler | Baltimore City Paper http://www2.citypaper.com/columns/story.asp?id=1894

1 of 3 1/14/13 12:54 PM



MORE AT CITYPAPERJOBS.COM | View all ads

COMMERCIAL CLEANING IN MARYLAND
01/09/2013
Anago: We Clean America's Businesses Striving
to be NUMBER ONE in Commercial Cleaning in
Maryland The commercial cleaning ...

More at LIVE HERE BALTIMORE | View all ads

 Retrieving RSS feed(s)

More featured business in Baltimore

Browse the Local Business Directory

Baltimore City Paper
812 Park Ave.
Baltimore, MD 21201
(410) 523-2300

CONTACT CP | ADVERTISE | NATIONAL ADVERTISING | ABOUT US | WORK HERE | STAFF DIRECTORY
All parts of this site Copyright ©2011 Baltimore City Paper.

Editorial
News+Features
Murder Ink
Columns
Comics

Blogs
Arts and Minds
Feedbag
Noise
The News Hole
X-Content

Online Features
Crossword
Maps

The Arts
Arts
Visual Arts
Stage
Books+Publishing

Film
Film+Video
Movie Times

Music
Music
Local Music
Music Events
Big Music Issue

Eats + Drinks
Restaurant Reviews
Find a Restaurant
Eat Special Issue
Find a Club

Events
Search Calendar Events
Enter Calendar Event
Art
Benefit
Business
Comedy
Community Action
Dance and Dancing
Film
Gay and Lesbian
Kids
Music
Notices
Seniors
Special events
Sports and Recreation
Stage
Talks Plus
Words

Best of Baltimore
Best of Baltimore Home

Special Issues
Eat Special Issue
Big Books Issue
Film Fest Frenzy
Sizzlin Summer
Big Music Issue
Comics Contest
Fiction and Poetry Contest
Holiday Guide
Top Ten

Article Archives
Search Articles
Search Authors
Search Issues
Latest Comments
Whose Responible?

Classified
Classified Home
Place Ad
Jobs
Services
Stuff For Sale
Massage
Dating
Adult

Real Estate
Real Estate
For Rent
Rent Guide
Place Ad

Automotive
Cars, Trucks+More
Services

City Paper Stuff
Win Free Stuff
Citypaper Events
Party Pics

Social Media
Event and Issue Newsletters
Facebook
Twitter
Flickr
Youtube

Blue Traveler | Baltimore City Paper http://www2.citypaper.com/columns/story.asp?id=1894

2 of 3 1/14/13 12:54 PM



Underwhelmed archives
More from Sandy Asirvatham
That's All She Wrote (12/25/2002)
If you want someone to blame or to thank, let me suggest the novelist Paul Auster as a pretty good...
People Like Us (12/11/2002)
So I'm out there on Thursday afternoon trying to dig my car out of the snow, and this old white guy...
Going Green (11/27/2002)
Sometimes it feels like the good, right, personally healthful, environmentally responsible choice.

0 comments

What's this?RECOMMENDED FOR YOUALSO ON BALTIMORE CITY PAPER

Leave a message...

DiscussionDiscussion CommunityCommunity ##ShareShare

The hidden value of sharing cat pictures
Central Desktop

Native Advertising from Disqus Bring New
Revenue to Web Sites  Disqus

Instagram Twitter Feud, Brand Content Bests
Editorial, Building Paywalls  Contently

Advertisers: How to Find Your Engaged
Audience  Disqus

Advertisers Approve of New Native Ad Format
from Disqus  Disqus

Journalism Awards Calendar  Contently

Why Gun Permit Records Maybe Should Be
Public  7 comments

Dave Tedder  7 comments

Winning Ugly  5 comments

Spitballin’ - Columns - Baltimore City Paper
7 comments

I Can Make That!  1 comment

Headbangers Ball - Music - Baltimore City
Paper  4 comments

Comment feedr Subscribe via emailm

0★

I recognize the paradox here: If Van Gogh's paintings have any intrinsic value to humankind, then I suppose it's a
good and proper thing that rich people have seen fit to assign them a market value, as well. Otherwise those
canvases would have been busted up for kindling and drop-cloths by now. I also know I'm a hypocrite--one of those
privileged people who can actually afford to go jetting and taxiing around the world in order to complain about it.
The cost of our two coach-class plane tickets to India equaled the annual per-capita income of 11 Indians. Once
there we walked around with more rupees in our wallets than even a middle-class Indian family would likely spend
in six months.

My similarly well-traveled friends try counseling me with clichés: Places like India (or, with varying degrees of
desperation, Denmark, or Italy, or upstate New York, or, well, Baltimore) really need our good solid American
tourist dollars.

I can't really buy this argument. I have the feeling that tourism is the most shallow and decadent form of
commerce. Sure, it may provide chump change for fast-food workers and bellhops. Ultimately, though, tourism
celebrates--rather than questions--a world in which a very few people can have absolutely anything they want,
while a whole lot of people bust ass for next to nothing.

Maybe that's the way the world will always be. But even the most beautiful building on the planet can't eclipse that
ugly fact for very long.
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