
Son: The generation gap is too wide, isn’t
it, dad?
Dad: Yes. It’s too big to believe.

Son:Were things very different in your
days?
Dad: Yes. Phenomenally different.

Son: Do you become nostalgic any time?
Dad: Of course, I do.

Son:Were your times better than the
present ones?
Dad: I have mixed feelings.

Son:What do you mean?
Dad: Life was pleasant in many aspects
those days. Life is wonderful in some
aspects now-a-days.

Son: You’re voting for both the previous
generation and the present one.
Dad: Life always changes, doesn’t it?

Son: Changes! Yes. 
Dad: The crust or covering might change.
But the core should never change.

Son: Too hard for me to grasp.
Dad:We may have more of convenience
and comfort these days. But that should
not make us more selfish and less human.

Son: Your ideas are always too complex
for me to comprehend.
Dad: People were selfless and

affectionate, caring and loving. They had
concern for others.

Son: But there are so many charitable
organisations doing selfless service in our
times.
Dad: In a group a person is an altruistic
angel. Individually?

Son: Is the same person different
individually?
Dad: Quite indifferent to other people’s
hardships.

Son: You sound so paradoxical. How can
I ever understand you?
Dad:My brother was far away in Madras.
Do you know how we communicated
regularly?

Son: Is Madras in Madagascar? How did
you brothers communicate?
Dad:Madras is the old name of Chennai.
My brother would write a letter. In a
silent, still, summer afternoon the
postman would come to deliver the letter.

Son: Like Bombay, the old name of
Mumbai. Couldn’t you both talk over the
mobile phone?
Dad: No cell phones those days. So the
postman would get off his bicycle, rest it
against the tree in front of our house,
wipe the sweat off his face, untie a
bundle to deliver the letter.

Son: The postman cycling, sweating in
the hot sun!
Dad:My mother would offer him a glass

of buttermilk. The postman would have
it, rest for a while on the veranda before
leaving.

Son:My grandmother treated the
postman like a friend or a relative!
Dad: Yes. My mother and I would read
the letter from Madras written and posted
some ten days before. While reading, we
would feel as if being in presence of my
brother. The letter would carry and
convey feelings of concern, love and
affection.

Son: I wish I received such a letter from
someone!
Dad: The letter was long, lovely and
lively unlike a WhatsApp message or a
business email. 

Son: Don’t you see such tenderness of
heart in people these days?
Dad: Didn’t you see the accident on the
main road yesterday? What did you
notice?

Son: People gathered and retreated
unconcerned. Nobody went near the
victim. Some people, of course, were
taking images on the phone.
Dad: By the time the police arrived, the
victim had lost his life.
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