
A local music store would record your
favourite songs on Mixtapes for a small
sum. When the cassette loops got stuck,
we would patiently unwind it and use a
pencil to roll it up again. If the sound got
fuzzy, out came the aftershave from dad’s
closet and a handkerchief for some good
old ‘head cleaning’.  

Today’s sensory overload has pushed
back so many childhood memories; yet
they are still etched so clearly in our brains.
Russian magazines like Sputnik and
Misha. Sticking each finger into those hol-
low pale yellow ‘goldfingers’ and Fryums
before eating them off, one by one. The
call of the Kabuliwala with kohl-rimmed
eyes and a Pathan suit, doing the afternoon
rounds with his cache of dry fruits and
goodies. For errant children, he was the

bugbear before Gabbar.
Our neighbours were extended family

and we invited them for festivals and pu-
jas. Homemade snacks would be pre-
pared with much enthusiasm. During Di-
wali, boys sun-dried their crackers on the
terrace, made ‘diwali ghars’ with brick
and mud, inaugurating it with a choco-
late or atom bomb or bursting them un-
der old Milkmaid or Nutramul tins to
watch them skyrocket with glee. We were
content with those coiling snakes, toy
pistols and boats that went round and
round in pails of water. In the rains, we
ran paperboat races in the puddles. Dur-
ing Dasara, we visited neighbourhood
homes to see dollhouses and miniature
rural depictions with tiny patches of
sprouted gram to represent paddy fields.
Do people visit one another as often, or
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even know who their neighbours are?

There were more power cuts in the past
but people dealt with it with far more calm
and resignation. It taught us patience.
Looking back, these dark moments came
as a blessing as it seeded memories of
singing songs in the dark, grandmothers
narrating stories and group games like
Antakshari. And sometimes, even calling
on the neighbours to check if it was a
colony blackout or a short circuit. It in-
volved the spirit of sharing and living in
the moment. These were opportunities
for bonding and building relationships.
Life could not be controlled by the push
of a remote button. 

Today, television is no longer a luxury
item; it has become a basic need, an ob-
session and an addiction. Yet, it can be
demanding as it elicits constant attention

and has a voracious appetite for your pas-
sive presence. It is an elastic electronic
god that magnetises people’s eyeballs to
a constantly flickering stream of visuals
that blurs boundaries of geography,
crunches time and events to an instant,
shrinks the world, realities and cultures
while simultaneously educating, enter-
taining and expanding the mind. It has
the power to mould, manipulate and re-
shape our long-held opinions, beliefs and
thoughts. We are what we watch as TV
subliminally influences our interests and
subconscious. Marketers tap our viewing
habits to push products that we think we
need. Yet, isn’t it strange that television
itself has become an interruption in our
lives? Going back to the past is easy, if one
has the courage to reach for the remote
and switch ‘Off’.
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