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The Winter of our Content

By Nina Kedar nkedar@hotmail.com
They say children who were born since about 20 years ago have never known a world without colour TV, computers, or cellphones. 

Reaching back into the obscure recesses of my memory, I know that we had more than our share of fun as children in Mumbai without the trappings of technology. So let me talk about one of the things that we did have: good weather.

We hadn’t a clue about polar icecaps melting, sea levels rising, global warming, holes in the ozone layer or the greenhouse effect. We had never heard of tsunamis, el Nino, or even imagined that hurricanes could have names, like Ivan. We took each season as it came, and we were prepared for it. No surprises here.

That’s because the weather always behaved itself. It rained when it was supposed to rain, and we walked and skipped all the way back from school with our raincoats in our schoolbags because no drivers were sent to pick us up and bundle us into the waiting cars and nor did we ever catch a cold after being soaked to the bone. 

During summer vacations, if we were not going on a holiday, we played in the sun all day and although we returned to school looking like Black Mambas, no one ever got sunstroke or felt the need to rush into an air-conditioned room. There were not too many air-conditioners around. A few sips of water straight from the tap was enough to cool us down. We had Coke but yes, we had no sanitized, bacteria-free, germ-free or mineral water. Maybe there were no germs or bacteria those days. 

Winter was the best. We owned more than 1 sweater, and these were never kept preserved in moth balls in an obscure corner of the cupboard for the occasional trip to Mahabaleshwar. We actually used them in Mumbai and wore them all day, both indoors and outdoors, without anyone staring at us. We never talked about how cold it was, because it was normal for winters to be cold. And in that cold we ate hand-churned ice-cream, ice golas, and just plain ice and never got a sore throat. 

Now, it is what is called winter in Mumbai. But if winter is here, can summer be far behind? 







