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The day unfolds to a different rhythm when you come this far east in India. A gray 
light seeps across the sky at around this time, a quarter past five in the morning, 
bringing back the simple shapes of things. I have the illusion, standing up here on 
the verandah, peering at the trees that are inky silhouettes and the wild shrubs that 
are black walls blurred with mist, that I’m seeing the earth as it was in the 
beginning: dark, peaceful, and absolutely still. Coming to Assam, I feel like I’ve 
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