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  Chapter 1

  
  







a falsis principiis proficisci













The clock tower was an impassive relic of a medieval martial regime remembered as a symbolic destiny, a flowing cascade of the true Asiatic value system, a history for the senses. A cornerstone of land-marked navigability, it was held up by many minds in the manner of a bestowal rather than a functional presence. Others would, however, look at its simple mechanics with annoyance and an interrupted mentality. “The day will come when this citadel sees a new horizon,” Razi said to the taxi driver as she strode into a taxi, troubled again by the incessant crowding near the clock tower. The driver pointed to the meter and started the vehicle with a tired expression. Had the pavement appeared any less new, the day’s frenetic pace would have decided on negation instead of a quiet movement into familial surroundings. The road meandered around the city with a near-sardonic recognition of bumps and broadness. The park seemed greened and empty. Razi sighed with relief and looked outside at the city spaces while the taxi swerved through the traffic. “This route is unusually smooth today.” She said to the taxi driver after they passed the bridge near the city’s southern perimeter. He smiled, nodded and rolled up his window quickly. Any reigning trope on kindred spirits would have explained the driver’s beaming expression. Yet, the stumbling reticence that city denizens felt and showed among each other was the winner, an arc against inevitable recalcitrance, salvation itself. 







The statue at the front of the arcade had been polished for the upcoming festival. While the driver was careful not to look sideways, Razi faced the window and looked at the homage with a lingering sense of indecision. “Do they know who built the arcade or is that just a showpiece these days?” She murmured as the driver turned to look at her. “Well, historical figures are important for us all.” He replied grinning and cruising his taxi into a wooded lane. They reached Razi’s home in a moody farewell despite the summer’s unabating heat and overcrowded alleys. “Thank you,” Razi said as she paid the driver and opened the small, iron-crusted gate to her home. The small bower of bougainvillaea was flush with blooming pinks. The sight brought tears to her eyes and she felt a day’s crude troubles ease away in a momentary flash of colour. The taxi moved away without a sound but an acknowledged understanding was evident. The city would not become a burden to her nor her newfound compatriot. It was a longstanding argument for better habitability that had run its course and found far too much sinister causality along the way. The mayor’s office had given Razi a final sign-off and approval which, in turn, had freed her from the daily motions of overwork. “Business as usual, then?” Her young neighbour shouted to her from behind the adjoining fence while she walked in through the front door.







An unplanned day arose the next morning with Razi sifting through her boxed belongings for much of the afternoon. Piled office folders had assumed the dubious position of deterrence rather than daily reminders. She found a chiffon shirt that she had not worn which was also a gift from her school friend. Among other forgotten valuables, she saw a beautiful golden hair brush and mirror set inside one of her suitcases that was still shiny and untouched. She stopped for a moment, thinking of her close friendships of the past which were now, simply, sacrificed bonds. Razi was an accomplished business professional with many accounts to her credit yet she was equally aware of the need for a less office-bound life. As a business coach, she would draft out many downsides to the profession and defer the rest from the tutorship with incisive intelligence. Professionals in business systems were always keen to bring her into some imminent intractability and would, thereafter, find measurements towards advancing ideas instead.







***







The dim lights in her newly-renovated kitchen elicited a wistful energy and she decided to spend more time at home. Her husband had cautiously placed a glistening tray with a porcelain vase on the counter table. Perhaps it was a maudlin resignation to a duality that persisted in their lives. He was in a foreign placement for the rest of the year and it took less than a day of his absence for Razi to realise that she would have to see her impromptu plans through at all cost. The running joke in her neighbourhood was that business could be unusual in the summertime but it should be pleasant during cloud bursts. Stagnant and undone, the floundering town economies were swept clean by new growth politics and high levels of capital infusion. Razi looked outside her kitchen window and saw a small fig tree sprout its branches towards her side of the fence. Was this an admonition too, much in the way her wayfaring city would sound off alarm bells in less than obvious ways?







Razi was a strong-minded woman, thoroughly melded into many societal and professional upsurges which others had keeled under over the years. Determined not to allow mindless sociability into her small sphere, she had preserved remnants of the Nepali norm with a smiling demeanour. Yet, today she felt an overwhelming urge to cut away a knotted past, to breathe without anxious thought, to allay her early awakenings. The telephone rang jolting her out of a long-delayed introspection. “We have a few hours to decide what to pack and what to lock away, madam,” The transportation service chief said in a lighthearted tone. “Thank you, Dai. I was thinking of locking away the rush and my crowded commutes too.” Razi replied feeling relieved and unburdened by the conversationality. “We will leave on Sunday but you can reschedule anytime. Give me a ring if plans change.” With this, the chief hung up, yet, for Razi, it felt as though many doors had opened to unlocked possibility, a counter-exposure, an afternoon’s collusion reinvented. She called her compadre next door and said, “I’ll be going out of town for a bit. The house will be locked but it’d be wonderful if you could keep a lookout while I’m away.” Jor was not surprised by the news but he replied quickly, “Of course, Didi. Why don’t we meet tomorrow over coffee? I have some work I need help with, too.” Overturning the stress-induced sociability of her working life, Razi calculated her final move away from the city in small steps of actualisation. “That would be super, Jor. Halse will not be here for the next two years but I must figure out a way to live better.” It was a curious resolution that had been handed to many city denizens because of their perseverance and continuing leadership. 







The city skyline was vivid in the late afternoon with puffs of cloud covering the firmament in message-like formations. She sat on her mother’s favourite cane chair in the veranda and jotted down a list of reminders, looking at the changing skies every now and then. “We’ve got some fruit trees in the garden now, Razi.” shouted a voice from nearby. Razi down from the veranda and saw her young neighbour laughing at a red plastic bucket tucked away under yet another fruit tree. “Did you plant it?” Razi asked, laughing in unison. The young boy shook his head and plucked a small fruit to taste it. “It is time for the system to return to old values again,” Razi said unthinkingly as though signs of precarious living were subsumed by the city’s inertia. She watched the young boy fill the bucket with the small fruit and keep it in a corner. He waved out to her and walked into his home. Halse, her husband, would have punished the young truant, but she suddenly found the scene somewhat enlightening. Having lived in the city periodically, she could sense change and changelessness without much effort. But, the years ahead were certain to be less divided, more just, divergent. She sat on the chair and wrote a few more reminders with ease. The years had moved slowly and painstakingly as though time would leave no stone unturned for the city. It was now a season for selfhood, serenity, sense-making of a personal kind. 







***








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  





a minore ad maius




Tareni was a city in the making, resonant in recent years as a city away from the city and an urban vision. It was a sprawling township too, resolved by the habitation imperative and a determined move towards restraint. “A lot has been accomplished in Tareni since I was there last, Halse. I will be comfortable in my new role as a teacher too.” Razi said to her husband over the telephone while he listened with a hopeful smile. “The mayor’s desk is fully apprised now. I can return to the city works when you come back home.” She finished her conversation with a pleased mind. “Well, you certainly can take care of yourself, Razi. Give my fondest to our friends in Tareni.” Halse replied and returned to his breakfast. A shiny reflection of the sun’s rays on the window pane brought an untimely warning, a plain remembrance, the final opening to another human cosmology. She stood near this reflection and recounted, to herself, the early years of her working life. It had been a jostle as much as it had been an entry point. She looked at her empty desk, but the poignant sun did not leave its promise half-fulfilled. She walked towards her cupboard and took out cardigans and new clothing in a hurried awareness of not having enjoyed a fashionable life for a long time. She was not extravagant about her needs and her family would often refurbish Halse and her home with many necessities. There were boxes near the table, tied and untouched, that she did not remember. She looked at a small, old one in fright. Opening the box was a course for new success because she did not hoard nor consume in an obvious way. 



Clutching a beautiful mohair cardigan in her hands, Razi looked around apprehensively. The room was bright and fresh with Halse’s strict reminders stamped on it. Time was gradual and deliberate in the city when she sat down to collect her thoughts. Her cousins were quick to jumpstart her flagging social life every time they met. Now it was but natural that Razi stepped out of a city’s curriculated existence and found a softer approach. Her guide and supervisor had finished his ardent business engagements and returned to the village for good. Widespread changes in habitation were usually met with simple rationality by many in her immediate realm. She was beginning to see the wisdom and forethought behind much of her community’s self-imposed but understated resistance. With the cardigan in her hands, she strode to the living room and switched on the lamp to see this brand-new recreation of an older, untested Nepali familiarity. It looked soft and silken under the lampshade and reminded Razi of her youth. A friend had sent it to her as a sample from a new business venture with a jovial note on their collective yet variegated work ethic. “This is not a fruit of our
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