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  Praesentia

  
  




The large, pliant, and uninjurious comfort of the café was evolving alongside the sun’s movement, which flowed westward. Dark, shadowed structures began to form outside as though the place had lit up and disappeared at the same time. Was it time for the monastery to start its afternoon ceremonial? Was the banquet hall, in fact, preparing for a festival’s end instead of the beginning? Had the silver-toned motorcycle stream reached the next town or a crescent-lit highway’s inadvertent slope? Was the barista wearing a carabiner as a locket or a good luck charm? The space had never evoked such remembrances, and yet, today, memory was palpable and pare. At the far corner, leaden faces were now preparing for the work day to end without any of the earlier, entrenched listlessness. They looked around at four o’clock and smiled at the blessedness with newfound enthusiasm. The evening was certain to be fluid, uncataclysmic, a practicality.



“Lex, have we forgotten to look around, really?” Tamar said, watching the people at the café with a peculiar expression. “I don’t think so. We’ve been focusing our energies on our own territory.” Lex replied within a second and with an equally gleeful smile. Tamar seemed emboldened by his friend’s humour and continued to watch his favourite café fill up and empty out at short intervals. The workday had lost an edgy grip on the café goers as the warmth began to recede. “Well, here’s our Panini. Good time, too.” Lex said, arranging their plates and tucking a serviette into his collar. The barista behind the counter frowned slightly and started to keep a close watch on the two men for the rest of their evening. It was a regular work week, and regularity was soon to be observed thoroughly into the city’s buzzing contemporaneity.



The bright lamps near the counter were sparkling with an uncanny ease. There were men in sharp, executive clothing, winding down with glasses of draft beer, at the restaurant across the road. Tamar was amused, intermittently, by the cautious juxtaposition of people and pleasant surroundings that had emerged at precise junctures around this forgotten city. Lex was sitting, without a word and rethinking his mornings in a keen, deliberate way. Would the small delivery trucks ever be repainted? Had the hilltop emptiness been turned into a new helipad? Did the barista see the man walk out without his glasses? “It’s time to get home, Lex.” Tamar’s voice rang sharply into this reverie, and they walked out of the café, resoundingly aware of the alcove’s disingenuity. Tamar turned around at the fork bend and saw large cars begin to line up outside the restaurant.



“I’ve fixed the light bulbs, Tamar. LEDs will save us an added ecological expense. We have many options now to cut back on damages!” Lex said proudly at the company gate as the morning began to arrive in the office space. Tamar was surprised by this revelation, but realised that Lex would not waver in his way. “Thanks, Lex, we must meet with our groups and make this announcement a company-wide message.” The two men walked into their offices, still somewhat piqued by the vibrant local atmosphere they had encountered in the past few days. The day was looking to be brisk and eventful. The rooms looked clinical and clean as the workers moved to their desks. The blinds on the first floor were open and tightly wound as if to say that the structure was open too. Tamar smiled as he looked around his office and found his old grandfather clock standing on the wall without a single sign of age or interference.



“The intrinsic wireframe and components are adequate,” Lex said in the small office room, with a serious frown, to a group of his company executives. Tamar was sitting near the door with his laptop partially shut. It was the first time they had heard him speak in a short sentence, and his usual garrulity was a much-needed meeting lever. The executives stiffened at this statement as he began the laborious process of laying the new groundwork for their agency. After an hour, Tamar looked around and realised that the room was buzzing with conversation. The bright, red carpet looked serene, often sententious, undaunted. “I do have a point to make here.” He chimed in. “The world’s intellectual capital is not, certainly, for sale nor rent. But the speed of light could help alleviate any concern we have about informational readiness. There was a glaring gap just a few days back in one of my recipes. It’s baking powder we need, not just powdered sugar. You know what I mean?”


**


The executives were animated to a high degree throughout the day, and Lex looked pleased, finally, at the end of the gathering. “We could plan for all of eternity, but the realities look bleak sometimes. Not all the time, though. What do you think?” Tamar was quiet for a few minutes and shook his head sideways. After they walked into their office, he closed the door and said, “I have been taking notes.” The room seemed lighter and aired by the seasonal change. He opened the blinds and pointed to the cabinet near the desk. “That’s not liquid gold. That’s data, too!” Lex smirked heartily at his friend’s nervous anxiety. “Well, a few more mixed metaphors and we will have reached our final defragmentation.” The recent executive gatherings had been spearheaded by the staff themselves, and the results were astounding. “Reciprocal systems are the new convergence, Tamar.” The infirm deliberateness of their encounters with a myriad other company officials was abating.



“The increasingly fragmented nature of our social world is not to be underestimated. We might have social boundaries in place, but I have seen far too much fracturing. Imagine if we could wring the germs out of it all and devise a new perspective.” Lex said with his eyes glued to Tamar’s notes. He looked up and smiled as though he had found a secret communique. Tamar watched his long-time friend wake up to a changing era yet again. He did not say a word and continued to turn his swivel chair. “The kernel of truth is not the same as the numbers we avoid and find indispensable. Our gatherings throw up inference but disburden quite easily, too.” Lex had become calmer and looked more assured in just a few moments. Tamar remained silent and felt reassured by Lex’s positivity. After a while, he gathered a stack of filed papers on the desk and put them inside his drawer. The desk was a polished relic from an earlier time. Today, it reflected a certain kind of reduction and, equally, a charm that was not new to the company.



“There are performative paths, of course, Lex. We have a wide road ahead, but also many barriers. They are not insurmountable, and the changing landscape is a serious undertaking now. Just the other day, we were talking to the city deputy, and he said, oddly enough, that prices succumb just as much as the forecasting does. The global commons is not an ordinary pursuit.” Tamar said in a comfortable tone as Lex watched him in a conformable silence. They discussed their work for the next hour and decided to turn in. It was a simple day without the heavy presumptions of the past year. Yet, their gathering had sounded off another sort of development and chronoscopic ideal. Perhaps, the refringement of their work over the decade was near and, in a complex way, design itself had reached an actuation. They walked towards the large sofa near the French windows and sat down. The lawn and streets outside were calm and effective. A few cars could be heard moving around the edge of the city. The open city space beyond the company perimeter seemed ready, somehow, for the next day.



Tamar walked around his home with a feverish need to clear away the old decor and instil a spartan calculation. He checked the rooms and saw that his wife’s room was nearly empty. She was currently teaching at the university in the nearby town. He removed his shoe racks from the corridor and placed them inside his bedroom. The back of the house was bare except for a few planters. Managing his home over the past few months had evoked many memories, and they were neither glitchless nor salutary. His first apartment in the city had remained a point of contention for his family, and they would bring wicker baskets with home goods at every opportunity. His mother was the only one in the family who was fond of compact space. He peered at the neighbourhood outside and remembered her saying, adamantly, that the city was not a haven, that it was an invention just as much as anything else.



An urban person by nature, Tamar had found many reasons to live and thrive in the city. But, recent developments in the business sectors were no longer a progression or expansible. He walked into his small TV room and sat on his old sofa with a stern jaw. Was it time for the levelled generality of changing patterns in the business space, he thought to himself. The small windows in the room embraced light in a volar movement, reminding him that the passages had converged for people too.. He sat thinking about his home for a while, and the sun-strewn room became a respite, a futured tenement, a plane for thought. The afternoon breezed into early evening as though Tamar’s thoughts had pushed it forward. He decided to buy new furniture before his wife returned home. As he sifted through the newspapers on the tables, he took out his old notebook and began calculating the cost of the new decor. It was close to seven o’clock when he finished his task.


**


The next morning appeared greyed by the new seasonal shift. Tamar walked into his small garden patch and walked without shoes on the dewy grass. He smiled to himself as the morning resumed its uncanny ability to shelve his doubts. If only for a passing moment, he could feel a lithe, natural tinge around him clear away uneasiness and rancour. The early morning deliveries had begun, and he went inside, understanding the burden of ease itself. There was a dark passage of unresolved problems that would not overwhelm them as it had early in his career. He made himself a warm cup of cocoa and sat to read the local newspaper. The headlines had dismantled unpeopled arguments of many varieties. He read slowly and carefully as though it were a moment of passage, too. It is anuman, he thought, that had fallen short in the triptych they were deconstructing currently, but for clarity not causation.



Putting the newspaper in a stack, Tamar made a few telephone calls as an obligatory reminder. He was feeling unusually distanced from the past few months, as if the days ahead were to be embrocation for their future. His home looked finely re-arranged and ready for a lighter livability. As he walked into the corridor, he felt the wind blowing through from the rooms in a firm circularity. It is also a referential investment, he thought, which people are eager to see and hear about. Would the technocracy ever become more than a political assumption? An overwhelming majority of company officials had demanded, throughout, that a new global compact was inevitable. But his colleagues had laughed off the notion without a word. Structures are simple when shorn of all speciousness, he thought to himself, as the morning returned to the window pane.



The dogs in the neighbourhood had gathered around near the empty plot of grass. Running around amongst themselves, it seemed as though freedom and plenty had arisen early, too. Tamar listened to them for a while
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