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Preface
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What should have been a simple upgrade from an aging television to a newer model turned into a month-long saga of decisions, dilemmas, detours—and a few delightful surprises.

"A Sony Tale" is not just about buying a TV. It’s a light-hearted, real-life account of how a 40-inch screen with flickering dots set off a ripple of conversations, consultations, showroom visits, Wi-Fi plans, failed installations, budget surprises, mounting challenges (quite literally), and unexpected wisdom from family, salespeople, and service technicians alike.

What began as a straightforward plan to replace our old Sony TV with a similar-sized LED soon spiraled into an epic quest—guided by the ever-growing inches of screen recommendations from family members. From 40 to 55, to 65, and finally landing on a mammoth 75-inch display, the journey was filled with more twists than a primetime drama.

Between Airtel installations, cheque clearances, power stabilizers, wall-mount challenges, missing table stands, and last-minute screen guard advice, each moment added its own flavor to the experience. And at every step, one thing became clear: even in the age of digital convenience, some purchases still bring people together, ignite debates, and create stories worth telling.

This book is my humble attempt to capture that story—one filled with humor, everyday complications, and the joy of turning a domestic decision into a memorable life chapter.

Welcome to A Sony Tale—because sometimes, the remote isn’t the only thing you lose in the living room.

“All I did was offer my hands—God wrote this book.”

— ArunPrabhu
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The wall That Said No
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“Absolutely not,” Mani Muni declared, his voice slicing through the morning air like a judge delivering a final verdict. His eyes narrowed at the wall, as if it had personally offended him. “This wall is made of hollow blocks. Hollow! You might as well try hanging the TV on a curtain.”

I blinked, still clutching the box of my brand-new 75-inch Sony TV like a proud parent bringing home a newborn. The excitement that had surged through me yesterday when the delivery truck rolled into Mahindra World City was now rapidly deflating.

Mani Muni, the installation expert dispatched by Reliance Digital, was no ordinary technician. He was the reigning authority from Potheri to Mamandur—a man whose word was law in the realm of wall mounts and HDMI cables. And today, he had come bearing bad news.

He tapped the wall with a knuckle, then again with a screwdriver, as if hoping it might magically transform into solid concrete. “Sony TVs are heavier than other brands. You know why? Because they pack real tech inside. Not just plastic and dreams.”

I tried reasoning. “But the wall looks strong. And the TV—well, it’s not that heavy, right?”

He turned to me slowly, like a man who’d heard this argument a thousand times and lost his patience on the 999th. “Sir, if I install this here, tomorrow morning you’ll wake up to a shattered screen and a lawsuit from your downstairs neighbor. Trust me, I’ve seen it happen. One guy in Chengalpattu tried it—his TV fell, bounced, and broke his aquarium.”

I laughed nervously. He didn’t.

Now came the chaos. I called my friend who suggested drilling deeper and using chemical anchors. Mani Muni scoffed. “Chemical anchors? What next, rocket fuel?”

I looked at the TV, still wrapped in its pristine packaging, and imagined movie nights, cricket matches, and binge-watching thrillers in glorious 4K. Was I really going to let a wall stand between me and cinematic bliss?

Mani Muni sighed, sensing my turmoil. “Look, I want you to enjoy your TV. But I also want you to enjoy it on the wall, not under it.”

We stood in silence. The wall, the TV, and the weight of decisions hung in the air.

Finally, he offered a compromise. “We can install a floor stand. Sleek, sturdy, and no risk of wall collapse. Or—if you’re really set on mounting—we’ll need to reinforce the wall. That’s a separate team, separate cost, and a whole lot of drilling.”

I nodded slowly. The battle wasn’t lost. It had just turned into a tactical retreat.

I had left my phone behind at my home—intentionally, for once—and stepped out to play volleyball in the apartment complex of Iris Court. It was a holiday, and the air buzzed with the kind of freedom that only comes when work emails are silenced and time feels like it’s melting away, drop by drop, like water slipping through the fingers.

What was supposed to be a quick game turned into a full-blown volleyball marathon. The sun climbed higher, but so did our energy. Laughter echoed off the apartment blocks, and the thud of the ball hitting palms and sand became the rhythm of the day.

Then came the surprise—old friends. Familiar faces I hadn’t seen in years emerged from the crowd like characters from a long-forgotten chapter. We had once ruled this court together, and now here we were again, older, maybe wiser, but still ready to dive for the ball like teenagers with no back pain.

As we caught up, I was hit by a wave of nostalgia. This wasn’t just any volleyball court. It was our court—built in 2015 by Gladston, Lokesh, Sarma, and me. We were the first movers into Iris Court, the original settlers of this concrete jungle. While others were still unpacking boxes, we were out here with shovels, sweat, and a shared dream of creating a space to play, to connect, to breathe.

Back then, we didn’t just build a court—we built a community. And every game we played helped us stay fit, focused, and oddly enough, better at our jobs in Mahindra. There was something about spiking a ball that made debugging code or handling production issues feel a little less daunting.

As the sun began to sharpen its rays across the court, I realized something: this wasn’t just a game. It was a reminder of where we started, how far we’d come, and the friendships that had weathered time, transfers, and the occasional twisted ankle.

And my phone? Still lying somewhere inside my home, blissfully unaware that for once, it wasn’t the center of my world.

After seven long years of city life—dodging traffic, chasing company buses, and living in a rented box that never quite felt like home—I finally returned to Iris Court. My son’s schooling had pulled us into the heart of Chennai, but now, with that chapter behind us, I was back in my own flat, ready to reclaim a quieter, fuller life just outside the city’s chaos.

The morning was still young, the kind of peaceful silence only early hours can offer. I stepped into my house, breathing in the familiar scent of sun-warmed walls and old memories. I hadn’t even taken off my shoes when my wife’s voice cut through the calm like a fire alarm.

“Why so late?” she said, eyes wide with urgency. “The installation guy called—and he says it’s very difficult to mount the 75-inch TV. Something about hollow block walls!”

I froze mid-step.

This wasn’t just any TV—it was the crown jewel of our return, the centerpiece of our living room dreams. And now, apparently, it was too heavy for the very walls that were supposed to welcome us home.

The moment my wife delivered the news, I felt a jolt—not the kind that makes you jump, but the slow, sinking kind that pulls your stomach down like a dropped elevator.

I had been dreaming of this day: the grand unveiling of our 75-inch TV, the cinematic experience finally within reach. I imagined the screen lighting up the room, the sound wrapping around us like a theatre. But now, that dream was slipping away, pixel by pixel.

Without wasting a second, I grabbed my phone and dialed the installation guy. No answer.

I tried again. And again. And again.

By the tenth call, I was pacing the living room like a man waiting for a verdict. My wife watched silently, arms crossed, eyebrows raised in that universal “I told you so” expression.

Frustrated, I called Senthil—the ever-enthusiastic salesman from Reliance Digital who had sold me the TV with the confidence of a man selling a spaceship. He picked up on the first ring.

“Senthil, the installation guy isn’t picking up. He called early, said something about hollow block walls, impossible of wall mounting and vanished.”

There was a pause. Then, in his usual calm tone, Senthil said, “Don’t worry, sir. I’ll connect with him and update you soon.”

I barely had time to thank him before my phone buzzed. It was him—Mani Muni.

The legend. The wall whisperer. The man who could tell the strength of a structure with a single knock.

I took a deep breath and answered.

“Hello, sir,” came his voice, calm but with a hint of drama, like a surgeon about to deliver bad news. “I called early, but your wall... it’s not ready for this kind of responsibility.”

Though frustration simmered just beneath the surface—I had called him more than ten times with no response—I kept myself calm listened him carefully.

“Sir,” he continued, his tone steady and matter-of-fact, “I understand your excitement, but I have to be honest with you. All the apartments here are built with hollow blocks. These walls are meant for partitioning, not for bearing weight.”

I listened, trying to suppress the disappointment rising in my chest.

“If we drill into them,” he continued, “the material just powders. There’s no grip. We can’t anchor the wall-mount brackets securely. The moment we place the TV—especially a 75-inch Sony, which is heavier than most—it’ll start pulling. Eventually, the bracket will peel off. It’s not just risky, sir. It’s unsafe. For the TV, and for anyone sitting beneath it.”

His words landed like a slow, heavy thud. The dream of a sleek, wall-mounted cinematic experience was crumbling—ironically, just like the wall itself would if we tried to force it.

Still, I appreciated his honesty. He wasn’t just avoiding work; he was preventing disaster.

Though Mani Muni’s explanation made technical sense, I wasn’t ready to surrender just yet. My mind was already racing through counterexamples, and one in particular stood out.

“Mani Muni,” I said, trying to keep my tone measured, “I recently installed a 1.5-ton air conditioner. The compressor unit—much heavier than a TV—is mounted on the same wall. And it’s been holding up just fine.”

There was a pause on the line. I could almost hear him blinking.

I pressed on. “The installation team used grouted bolts. They drilled deep, and the bolts locked in tight. I even checked it myself—the wall holds it firm. If that can stand the weight of a compressor humming day and night, why not a TV?”

It wasn’t just a question. It was a challenge.

Mani Muni exhaled slowly, the kind of breath that says, Here we go again.

“Sir,” he began, cautiously, “I understand your point. But AC compressors are mounted with a different kind of bracket—usually L-shaped and supported from below. And they’re often installed on external walls, which sometimes have a concrete column or beam nearby. TVs, on the other hand, rely entirely on the vertical grip of the bracket. No bottom support. No margin for error.”

He paused, then added, “Also, the AC team might’ve hit a lucky spot—maybe a reinforced section. But I can’t take that chance with your TV. If it falls, it’s not just the screen—it’s the wall, the bracket, and possibly someone’s head.”

I had to admit, he had a point. But so did I.

Mani Muni’s voice remained calm, almost too calm, like a doctor gently preparing a patient for bad news.

“Sir,” he said, “you’re underestimating the Sony 75-inch TV. It’s much heavier than your AC compressor unit. If it were a 55-inch or smaller, I wouldn’t even be having this conversation—I’d have mounted it and been on my way.”

I paused, caught off guard. I had been so sure of my logic, so confident in my AC analogy. But now, the ground beneath my argument was starting to feel as hollow as the wall itself.

Still, I had to ask, “So what’s the way out of this?”

He didn’t hesitate. “Tabletop mounting, sir. That’s the safest option.”

Tabletop? The word hit me like a plot twist I didn’t see coming.

I looked around the living room, suddenly aware of the gaping emptiness where a wooden TV unit should have been. I hadn’t planned for this. I had explicitly opted for wall mounting when the salesman asked me at the store, thinking, Why clutter the floor when I can float it on the wall?

Now, all I had were sleek wall-mount brackets—and a dream that was rapidly dissolving.

“Mani Muni,” I said, half pleading, half defeated, “I don’t even have a wooden TV unit. I didn’t plan for one. I thought this was going on the wall.”

He was silent for a moment, then replied gently, “That’s the problem, sir. The wall doesn’t agree.”

Mani Muni’s voice was steady, almost too steady, as he laid out the new requirement like a contractor quoting specs for a bridge.

“Sir, you’ll need a wooden table—seven feet in length, one and a half feet in depth. Only then will the tabletop stand sit comfortably and safely.”

I stared at the empty space where my dream setup was supposed to be. What was meant to be a smooth, plug-and-play installation was now morphing into a mini civil project. My excitement was slowly being replaced by logistical dread.

A part of me couldn’t help but wonder—Is he just trying to make his job easier? Was this tabletop suggestion really about safety, or just a shortcut to avoid the hassle of wall mounting?

Trying to stay diplomatic, I proposed, “Why don’t you come over and make a physical validation before we take a final call?”

There was a pause. I could sense the reluctance on the other end. But finally, he agreed.

At noon, he appeared at my doorstep—toolkit in hand, expression unreadable. The man who had once ruled the region from Potheri to Mamandur now stood in my living room, facing the wall that had become the center of our domestic drama.

When Mani Muni stepped into my living room, I got a better look at him—his salt-and-pepper hair, the slow, deliberate way he moved, and the quiet confidence in his eyes. He looked like someone who had seen it all, drilled into every kind of wall, and argued with every kind of customer.

As he surveyed the space, he began to speak—not with arrogance, but with the calm authority of a man who had earned his stripes.

“I’ve done many installations in this region, sir,” he said, running his fingers along the wall like a seasoned detective at a crime scene. “But very few TVs are as big as yours. Most people stop at 55 or 65 inches. Yours is a beast.”

He paused, then added, “There was one customer—a doctor—who insisted I mount a 75-inch TV on a hollow block wall. I told him no. Flat out. I said, ‘Even if you want to complain against me, I’m okay with that. But I won’t do a poor installation.’”

I raised an eyebrow. “And what did he say?”

“He said, ‘Fine, I’ll do it privately.’” Mani Muni chuckled softly, shaking his head. “I told him, ‘Go ahead.’ I didn’t budge. I won’t risk a TV falling just to finish a job quickly.”

There was something admirable in his stubbornness. He wasn’t just protecting himself—he was protecting my investment, even if it meant walking away from the job.

Still, the situation was far from resolved. The wall stood there, silently mocking us both.

“If it were a brick wall,” Mani Muni said, tapping the surface with the back of his knuckles, “I’d install it with my eyes closed. Brick can take a ton of weight. But this...”—he paused, almost with pity—“this is hollow block. It’s like trying to hang a chandelier on a cardboard ceiling.”

Even my wife, who had been silently observing the back-and-forth, gave a slow nod. She had heard enough to be convinced.

Still, something in me wasn’t ready to give up. Maybe it was the engineer in me, or maybe just the stubborn homeowner who had envisioned a sleek, wall-mounted masterpiece. I understood his reasoning, yes—but I needed proof.

“Alright, Mani Muni,” I said, “I hear you. But let’s test it. Just grout one bolt into the wall. Let’s see how strong it holds. If it fails, I’ll drop the idea. But if it holds...”

He looked at me for a moment, weighing my request. Then, with a small shrug and a half-smile, he said, “Okay, sir. Let’s test the wall’s courage.”

And just like that, the installation had turned into an experiment—a battle between physics, faith, and a very expensive television.

Without another word, Mani Muni zipped open his weathered installation toolkit—the kind of bag that had clearly seen more homes than most real estate agents. He pulled out his drilling machine with the precision of a surgeon preparing for a delicate procedure.

He scanned the wall, then pointed to a spot. “This will be hidden behind the TV,” he said, more to himself than to me. “If it fails, at least it won’t leave a scar.”

The drill whirred to life, and in seconds, the pristine, freshly painted wall—my beautiful, untouched canvas—had a hole. A small one, but it felt symbolic. The first crack in my perfect plan.

He rummaged through his kit again, fingers expertly sorting through bolts like a jeweler picking out the right gem. Finally, he found the one he wanted—a grouted bolt, thick and sturdy. He pressed it into the hole and began to drive it in.

It went in tight. Very tight.

I held my breath, watching every movement. My mind was racing: Please let it hold. Please let him say it’s good. Please let this be the turning point.

Mani Muni stepped back, gave the bolt a few firm tugs, then stood silently, inspecting it like a judge evaluating a high-stakes science fair project.

The room was quiet. Even the ceiling fan seemed to pause.

All I got from Mani Muni was a blank face.

He tugged at the grouted bolt—once, twice—and then, with a final twist, it slipped out like a spoon from soft clay. A puff of fine white powder followed, spilling onto the floor like the ashes of my wall-mounting dreams.

Even our hope had turned to dust.

He cleared his throat, not with triumph, but with the quiet authority of a man who had seen this story play out too many times.

“Sir,” he said gently, “we can’t mount the TV relying on these bolts. Even if I add more, the wall itself isn’t strong. The question isn’t whether it will fall—it’s when.”

He looked me in the eye, his voice calm but firm. “Every morning, we can’t wake up wondering whether the TV is still on the wall or lying in pieces on the floor.”

There was nothing dramatic in his tone—just the weight of experience. And in that moment, I knew he wasn’t being difficult. He was being responsible.

“We can’t spend sleepless nights,” Mani Muni had said—and that caution echoed in my mind long after he stopped speaking. It echoed in my wife’s silence too, her nod of reluctant agreement sealing the fate of our wall-mounting dream.

There was only one path left now: tabletop mounting.

But there was a catch. I didn’t have the tabletop stand. I had declined it at the store, confident that the wall would do the job. Now, that decision had come full circle.

Mani Muni, ever practical, suggested, “Please speak to the Reliance Digital salesman. Ask if they can replace the wall-mount bracket with the tabletop stand. Only then we can proceed.”

And just like that, the grand unboxing ceremony was postponed. The massive TV box, which had briefly stood like a monument to modern entertainment, was gently pushed back against the wall. It sat there silently—taller than my daughter—like a sleeping giant waiting for its throne.

Mani Muni packed up his tools with the efficiency of a man who had done this a hundred times. As he slung his bag over his shoulder, he turned and said, “Call me once the wooden table and TV stand are ready.”

Then he left, leaving behind a quiet room, a boxed-up dream, and a plan that now needed rethinking.

The installation was officially on hold. I now had two missions: find a wooden table that met Mani Muni’s precise dimensions, and somehow get my hands on a tabletop stand for the TV. But just as I was trying to process that, another thread of tension tugged at me—Kaleeshwari from Airtel.

She had been calling, texting, and politely reminding me—relentlessly—that the Airtel TV pack activation was still pending. And now, her tone had shifted from helpful to cautionary.

“Sir,” she warned, “if you don’t activate the combo pack within 15 days of purchase, your plan will revert to the basic Wi-Fi. Later, if you want to add the TV pack again, it’ll cost more.”

The clock was ticking. I had the TV. I had the Airtel plan. But I couldn’t activate it—because the TV wasn’t installed. And my old TV? A noble relic, but a non-smart one. Useless for this purpose.

I even considered borrowing a neighbor’s smart TV just for activation. But their flats were too far from my Wi-Fi range. The signal wouldn’t reach. It was like having all the ingredients for a feast but no stove to cook on.

There I was—surrounded by technology, yet stuck in limbo. A brand-new 75-inch TV, sitting in a box like a sleeping giant. A premium Airtel plan ticking toward expiration. And me, caught in the middle, juggling logistics, deadlines, and a growing sense of helplessness.

The chaos was now officially layered.

The V-Guard stabilizer, still in its box, sat smugly in the corner like a forgotten guest at a party. If it had a voice, it would probably say, “Why did you buy me so early? I’m just here watching the drama unfold.”
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