The Coffee Shop Culture in India

It’s 5:30 pm as I log off my system at my workplace. It has been a particularly busy and tiresome day, to put it mildly, and my senses seem to have deadened of their own accord out of fatigue. As I collected my things from my desk, I seemed to be unaware of my surroundings, my mind in a daze, in which the noise and accompanying chaotic scene at the end of another hectic day at the office seemed to enter from a region way beyond in the ether. I walk robot like, and quite morosely out of the office oblivious to everything except the thought of reaching my favorite place on the earth in one piece, that is my friendly neighborhood coffee shop that reposes just next to my office building. 

Luck, God and my good Karma (must keep up with the good works!) are on my side however, and after many arduous steps, I finally manage to sink into my favorite corner sofa seat by the window at the café. I take a few deep breaths, relax and order my life saving ambrosia, i.e., the cappuccino coffee that has faithfully served me thus at such evenings in all my working life. As the amber liquid warms me up and works its magic in resurrecting, me, I smile to myself, chuckle and am back in my usual salubrious spirits. As I sip my coffee slowly, and tenderly, and gaze condescendingly on the landscape around me. The café is alive no doubt, with my favorite retro number ,the atmosphere as cozy and comfortable as the welcoming arms of an old grandparent. 

I see a motley group of people around me, engaged in the business of life and each person seems to me to represent a different aspect of social activity. As my eyes wander cursorily across the café, I see people of all ages. The corner table in front of me is occupied by a group of giggly teenage girls waiting for their boyfriends maybe, justifying the role of the café as a popular teenage hangout joint. There are several other young people at the other tables, professionals like me, men and women who are just ‘chilling out’ after hard days work; the coffee working its magic there too. Inadvertently I start to hum the popular Beatles’ number, “It’s been a hard day’s night.” The table on my right seems to be having an interview being conducted on its hallowed being, as is obvious from the nervous demeanor of person at the receiving end of a volley of questions from the person at the opposite end of the table. Chuckling to myself and even feeling a bit sorry for the candidate whose discomfiture is quite apparent, I let my gaze wander further across. A can just see a group of young men seated at a table, their loud guffaws and bonhomie making it clear that they are old friends and also maybe that their topic of conversation is inappropriate for mixed company. The occupants of the last table in the other corner appear to be on romantic date, as is obvious from the fact that the guy is hanging on the hand of his date like a drowning man clutching at anything that may save him. This humorous scene further lifted my spirits and looked behind me. The table behind me seated a sorry looking man working furiously at his laptop, maybe trying to salvage his project before the deadline for his assignment expires.
As I start to leave, I start to think, “What if this coffee shop ceased to exist? Where would all these people, including myself go? Where would the celebration of life and its accompanying businesses be conducted?” I walk out of the café slowly with these thoughts in my mind, into the imminent darkness of the night, the café shop slowly receding into the background….     

