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      “Unhappy the land that is in need of heroes”


    

    
      Bertolt Brecht, Galileo
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The roof of the house, nestled in between two hillocks in the eastern province, was leaking for a week. The drains were a continuum in an oddly discontinued, undecided, untrellised place. The plush carpets were rolled and ready for any overt attempt to close out the world. Stones plastered on the back entrance resembled a pastiche of coloured glass. The scene from the window above could have displaced any conscious act to remember, to unlearn, to cringe at the hollowness inside. Dulled by years of subsistence, an estuary of trees called out to elevate the clouds. The outlook for the day was bleak, forecasted in weak shadows of a bygone prosperity, indebted to a dishonoured landform. A group of men, well-known through white gym shoes, presented a nervous case at the airport and teleported the rest of the happenstance as a vigilant watch. Truth and dichotomy were established, non-intravenous, tests of an ordinary spirit.




“Kanchi’s memory is a failsafe mechanism. Did you know that?” Mani asked his partner in a harrowingly humourous way. “We can gauge distance but we must learn to weather new storms. It was a gift from her forebears that she could remember time so precisely. I talked for hours on end with her about our days in the valley and she recalled when the bus came to take us away. Amidst the purge, there is always a halt and a pause that is unparalleled. ” Mani’s partner could reconcile old differences with a better grip. The way of the zonal and instinctual people inhabiting a forgotten history was a good enough sign of brighter lamps and unrepentant harvests. The yards in the vicinity were swept yet dusty due to the cemented walk. A fog often crept into the place and exposed a refractory void, the emptied arc of people’s plans, an evanescence. He gave Mani the ledger book as if to say that things would look up soon. The political chaos was turning insufferable. Donations were not a Nepali paradox.




A primordial derivation appeared the next day in the form of a road curb. Long bent and unnoticed, it shouldered a light traffic but rose smoothened and easy. A band of provincial truckers was sitting near it with a bland expression. Geomorphology could have explained the recent profusion of ditches and decimation. A smouldering bonfire, lit with tiny bits of firewood, seemed placed near the curb as if to say that the town had passed the test. Steep drops and crevices were not visible here but a slight slip could have caused disrepair. It was an everyday assumption in the town that trespassing would reach its deserved end. The truckers resumed their duties soon after and the curb remained a discovery that would stamp its message, on occasion, in other places too. Smiling to himself, Mani’s partner decided to return home without any reports. The signals that sparked imagination had long ceased their promise yet the ground reality was covered by risky experiments in logic.




The government house in the city’s premium address was a debatable entity. Strong iron gates had supplanted the necessary and unbending will required to forge new alliances, old folio editions, Dionysian understanding. Apollo’s might would later deconstruct every forceful perception of geopolitical stress. The primitive illusion of the base levels had run the spectrum and faded away into a bookish analysis of basic needs. Fragile and fearful, the province was a worthwhile drome of watchfulness and caution. People strove to divide the workday into sections and intersectionality. An empty field close by deposed much of the anxious closure and exit into presumed legality.




“If there ever were a placid nature, it would be ours,” Mani said the next day. “We wade around as if it is an eternity. Have you seen the goats looking at the workers? They recognise us all yet we do not even see the next town in any conscious sort of way. There was a milk can near the field. I thought for a second that they would open it and drink the contents. We must watch the TV a bit more intelligently every day. They have started a good program on active listening skills. A defeat of the senses is the descent.” Mani’s administrative assistant nodded and looked as though the defeat was his own. The windows of his home needed a patchwork of repair. He made hot cups of black tea and handed them around.


❊❊❊



The spring breeze reclaimed the undusted remnants of people leaving for the city. The spring brook was restive, an undying parochialism, a conceit that was pre-metaphysical. Sounding out a day’s beginning, Mani sat at the entrance and felt the drying tea leaves in his palms. Fresh boxes were stacked for the workers. The brisk and ruffled touch presented Mani with a universal intelligence, a crude allowance, a firm grasp on insufficiency. The delegation was at the guest house, eagerly conversing about favourable conditions and the night’s dark support. As the morning bell rang, telephones and sanitised living soon took over. Embattled in a monolingual conundrum, Mani and his workers remained focused and, yet, upbeat, positivized, a region’s salvages. The crass distinctions between a hybrid group and the heterogeneous had, imperceptibly, morphed into the daily sifting of baskets and leaves.




The sun’s repose was repetitive, reclusive, a rose-watered palliative. The delegation had ordered the day as a Sunday rest and was walking around the grounds. The swirling hillocks, from the veranda, explicated nothing but showed promise, a pleasing coverage, the embossed county’s creativism. Disenchanted by rampant self-interest, the neighbouring village had lit signs around their cottages to exorcise mendicant delusions. A village takes many strides for a determined approach. The girls would place a straw mat in the wrong order and watch for possible intent, malcontent, misogyny in Dhaka weaves. The hotel was, in effect, a hostel which quietly tested its own theses. As visitors arrived, the doors were shut and the roof would be plaited with husk and dried straw stacks. A solar panel or two shone into a complete prism.



The makeshift office with tin-roofed shades was poised to catalyse a shift, the changed state, relegate daily duty. The workers studied the details on the ledger with renewed verve and Mani smiled at the brightness. Often, a vat would make its way into the premises without much fanfare yet cause a din amongst the staff. It was a deft tactic to cleanse an insipid conspiracy and its significance diminished in the darkness. Blue trucks, muddied in the locality, swept in and out but transferred politeness, too. The rains were secretly measured by unknown professionals who would leave with a few phone numbers to quote. White coats had been hung at the doorway without much deliberateness. Mani’s assistant had grown up in the town and knew when trouble would turn into foment, vapid aggression, regressive bionics.




“Did the group enjoy lunch?” One of Mani’s workers enquired. “Yes. They seem to be a jolly bunch. Quite taken up by the simplicity of the people. We should learn from their graciousness. Have you had lunch?” Mani replied in a different tone than the office was used to. “Yes. I succumb to hunger pangs easily. They were waiting without a word.” “Kanchi is so resourceful when she knows people depend on her,” Mani said again immediately. Pauses in commercialism could be seen far into the bamboo groves with inflation blamed by everyone. The tin of cards and chocolate, hidden for guests, had decided that circumstances would favour it. It became less dilapidated and served the delegation a hearty joke.




“Broken ties often mend themselves. But, we are told to make an effort towards faith and a just cause. It is important for you to see how the rest view our humble ways. They laughed at the nice shed and the baskets. Soon, you will see scientific methods amplifying the local fences too.” Mani said to his assistant. “The Kot hills are all I remember from a long time back. We should take a nice morning trip to the hills too.” He replied. “Kanchi can fix us some tea. That big thermos is a God send.” The staff were busy but the rooms expressed candour rather than any candid pursuit of waged time. A light voice called out with orders and reminders. The tasting table and method would soon invoke silver trays and teapots. Mani was in high spirits and the day’s work had, unwittingly, spurred a new era.



❊❊❊




It was time for the staff and the delegation to meet and introductions were in order. Mani was dressed in his new trousers and the staff stood at the doorway with a serious demeanour. The tinned outer roof made the occasion less solemn with each handshake. “Eastern Nepal is not very hospitable in the wintertime. We are glad to host you now when the season does not impinge quite so daringly.” Mani said jovially. His assistants took the guests to the store room hurriedly. The rest walked into their offices in a formal line now considered a norm. The days had been trivial and downgraded by a lack of supervised order. Often, the shell shock of hostile behaviourism would turn the town into a still space. 




The primitive assertion of equity and equitable resources had cut the indivisible in Nepal through into seared chasms of hollow consequence. Neither trust nor viability existed in any comparable and secure expression. A few remaining billboards in the city divulged a theory of collapse well ahead of the news upsurge. People were seen working in small shops wearing spectacles from unknown makers. A piracy compromise would reverberate everywhere for a while and abate with the usual public outcry. A small three-wheeler had wound up pollution and bad business practices into the farthest reaches of human endeavour. The blue microbus which swerved into bus stands was an authoritative symbol of decline and foul transaction. Crowded hubs that had infused the city with animated commerce were thinning into weary streets and structures. 




Substantiated and deferred, many trade ideals projected a downturn with simple vulnerability. The deserted encampments shown in cinema would soon become medium and message, proletarian, civilizational exasperation. Fears of state failure and curfews would elicit new politics for a while and, yet, move away from statutory incumbency. The disillusioned office workers were labelled, a radar misnomer, an entry point. An odd news flash now and
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