
The Echoes Of

Yesterday 
" Even when forgotten , yesterday's echoes linger in the heart "

We tell ourselves we are a society
that learns. We believe that with
each passing generation, armed
with history and technology, we
grow wiser. Yet, the news cycle
offers a relentless counter
narrative. Preventable tragedies
recur with haunting familiarity. For
a fleeting moment, we are united
in grief and outrage. We demand
answers and vow to never forget.
Then, inevitably, we do. This is the
paradox of modern memory; in a
world of inf inite information, we
are becoming masters of
forgetting, in doing so, we are
condemned to repeat the past.
This cycle of fleeting attention and
collective amnesia is not merely a
product of a distracted society; it is
a profound failure of social
learning. Consider the series of
bridge collapses that have plagued
Gujarat. The tragic incident in
Morbi in October 2022, where over 

135 lives were lost, sparked a
national conversation on
infrastructure safety and
accountability. For weeks, it
dominated headlines. Yet, it was
not an isolated event. It was part of
a pattern of at least six similar
collapses in the state since 2021.  

Each incident is treated as a
singular catastrophe, its historical
context erased, allowing the
underlying issues of negligence
and systematic failure to persist.
We are shocked anew each time,
not because the event is novel, but
because our memory is short.

This societal forgetting is mirrored
in the private, intimate sphere of
our homes. The horrif ic murder of
Shraddha Walkar in Delhi, where
her partner dismembered her
body, rightfully stunned the nation.
But instead of becoming a turning 
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symptoms of a deep-seated
pathology that our collective
attention fails to occur
meaningfully. 

Data from the National Crime
Records Bureau (NCRB) paints a
grim, statistical picture of this
reality. Between 2017 and 2021,
nearly 35,000 women were
murdered by their husbands or in-
laws. Yet, the public discourse on 
domestic violence often only
ignites in the wake of a particularly
gruesome case, burning brightly
for a moment before fading away,
leaving the systematic issues
shrouded in silence. The message
this sends is unintentional but
devastating: that such horrors, if
weathered for a short time, can be
forgotten, and therefore, repeated.

point in the conversation on
domestic violence, it became a
template for other ghasty crimes,
from a man in Bangalore who
stored his wife's body in a fridge to
another in Hyderabad who used a
pressure cooker to conceal his
partner's remains. These are not
just horrifying anecdotes; they are 
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The Psychology
of Forgetting 
Why do we forget so easily? The
answer lies partly in our cognitive
architecture. Our minds are
designed to protect us from the
overwhelming pain of constant
tragedy. Forgetting is a survival
mechanism. However, the modern
digital landscape has weaponized
our natural tendency to move on.
Social media and the 24-hour news
cycle create a f irehouse of
information, where a bridge
collapse today is supplanted by a
political scandal tomorrow. 

This phenomenon is explained by a
well- documented cognitive
shortcut: recency bias. We
instinctively assign greater
importance to the newest
information, causing older, but
equally important, events to fade
from our consciousness. This
cognitive bias explains why every
tragedy feels new; the memory of
the last one has already been
overwritten. The danger, however,
is that forgetting prevents
learning. 

A child who touches a hot stove
once forms an enduring memory
of pain that prevents repetition.
But when a society forgets its
tragedies, it lacks the collective
memory of pain necessary to
enforce change and prevent the
next disaster.

The Sociology
of Repetition 
This forgetting is not just an
individual cognitive failure ; it is a
social one. Sociologists refer to this
phenomenon as collective
amnesia, a state where a society
systematically forgets events that
should be remembered. What we,
as a culture, choose to remember
is an active process. Our collective
memory is shaped by media,
memorials, and public discourse.
What we choose to ignore is
effectively erased from our shared
identity.
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The Bhopal gas tragedy of 1984
stands as a powerful exception.
The memory of that night of horror
has survived not by accident, but
through the relentless efforts of
survivors and activities who
refused to let it fade. The word
"Bhopal" remains a potent symbol
of corporate negligence and has
permanently shaped conversations
on industrial safety and
accountability. In contrast , the
memories of other tragedies often
vanish once the media spotlight 
moves on.

The Sociology of
Repetition 

The victims of bridge collapses are
remembered only by their families.
The lessons from mass
movements, like the 2017 Jallikattu
protests in Tamil Nadu - a powerful
assertion of cultural identity - or
the 2018 Sterlite protests against
industrial pollution in Thoothukudi,
fade from the national
consciousness. When these
memories weaken, the systematic
issues that sparked them remain
unaddressed, leaving future
generations vulnerable to similar
struggles.
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A Call to Remember 
Why does this matter? Because
memory is the only barrier
between repetition and progress.
When we forget, the victims are
abandoned, and the mistakes are
destined to be repeated. The Morbi
collapse shows the fatal cost of
ignoring safety lessons. The
Shraddha Walkar case reveals the
price of our silence in toxic
relationships.

To remember is not to dwell in the
past but to protect the future.
From forgotten engineering
failures to hidden domestic crimes,
our distraction allows us to repeat
what qe should have already
learned. Each time we move on
too quickly, we invite the same
mistakes to return. 

The question , then, is a simple
one. When we hear of a new
tragedy, do we pause to ask if this
has happened before? If the
answer is yes, then we know the
profound cost of forgetting. If the
answer is no, then perhaps we
have already fallen into the depths
of collective amnesia. For it is a
stark and simple truth: when
memories fade, mistakes return.

We say we learn,

we say we grow -

yet every sorrow

we let go.

Bridges crumble,

hearts are torn,

and still we act

as if reborn.

Our tears are brief,

our anger fades,

the echo lost

in shifting shades.

We call it healing -

but it's escape,

forgetting wears 

a gentle shape.

Remember - not to dwell in pain,

but so it never comes again.
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