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Preface
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Every journey begins with a dream, but only a few dreams find their way through tests, interviews, allocations, and the unpredictability of life to take shape in the real world. ‘02 HR & 104 GETs – A Mahindra Tale’ is one such story — not of one man, but of many. It is a story of 104 young graduates who stepped out of their campuses, full of questions and quiet ambitions, and entered the gates of Mahindra to discover what it truly means to begin.

This book is a humble attempt to capture that phase — the anxious waiting outside the interview rooms, the thrill of receiving the offer letter, the bonding during training, and the silent prayers during department allocations. It is a blend of laughter and lessons, of small-town hopes and corporate realities, of people who came as strangers and walked away as professionals shaped by shared experiences.

Through the eyes of one among them, this story walks you through the lawns of Nashik and the assembly lines of Zaheerabad, through the 9-9 leadership discussions and mirror-gift moments, and through the conversations that helped transform a batch of engineers into individuals who understood that excellence is not defined by designation, but by dedication.

Mahindra, in this tale, is not just a company — it becomes a teacher, a testing ground, and sometimes, a mirror. The two HRs who guided us, the mentors who inspired us, and the colleagues who stood beside us all remind us that growth often begins when comfort ends.

If this book brings a smile of recognition to those who have ever stood at the crossroads between dream and duty, or rekindles the spirit of curiosity that drives one to keep learning, then it would have served its purpose. Because in the end, every engineer, every professional, and every dreamer has their own Mahindra tale — a story of finding oneself in the middle of machines, people, and purpose.

“All I did was offer my hands—God wrote this book.”
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A Day It All Began
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Mangu Anand leaned forward and asked, “Can you relate how the principle of a cricket ball’s swing applies to controlling an aircraft’s movement?”

The question hit me like a googly. I was sitting in an air-conditioned interview room, the hum of the vent barely masking the tension in the air. In front of me sat two men—Mr. Deshpande, with his round spectacles hanging from a golden chain that swung gently as he nodded, and Mr. Mangu Anand, whose sharp, piercing eyes could almost read thoughts before they were spoken. Together, they were handpicking the best engineering minds from PSG College of Technology, Coimbatore.

I had expected something more mechanical—perhaps a question like, “What is the ideal air-fuel ratio in a petrol engine?” or maybe something on diesel engines, since their entire product line was powered by them. But this? This question about cricket ball aerodynamics felt completely out of the blue.

And then there was my project—my pride and joy—The Rotary Valve Mechanism. Not a single question about it. Srinath and I had poured our souls into that final-year project. We had innovated, and perfected it, and the effort had earned us not only the “Best Project of the College” award but also the kind of respect that makes professors call you by name in the corridor.

That project had given me courage—a quiet belief that I could go places on my own. It was that same confidence that made me board a bus alone to Chennai to present our paper at the Hindustan Aeronautics College. The competition was fierce; students from every corner of Tamil Nadu had gathered, each armed with their own masterpiece of innovation. Yet, when the dust settled, our work stood tall. Secured third place—a small trophy perhaps, but a huge leap in self-belief.

“Arun,” said Kathiravan, our ever-energetic tutor with his trademark half-smile, “can you share your experience from the contest with the class?”

It was a golden opportunity—to stand before my classmates and narrate something I had lived through, something that had truly tested me.

I took a deep breath and began. “Our bus from Coimbatore to Chennai was scheduled for 9 p.m. the night before the contest,” I said. “But just before departure, Srinath called to say he couldn’t make it.”

A murmur ran through the room. Everyone knew how close Srinath and I were as teammates. I continued, “I stood at the bus stand that night, torn between two choices—should I still go to Chennai alone, or drop out and return to the hostel? Life often throws us such moments, doesn’t it? Times when no one walks beside you, and yet, the path demands to be taken.”

I paused for a moment, watching my classmates listen intently. “I decided to go,” I said. “Alone. I wandered through the unfamiliar streets of Chennai, asking strangers for directions, finally reaching the Hindustan Aeronautics College. Facing a hall full of students from all over Tamil Nadu was intimidating—but I presented our project with every ounce of confidence I had. And when they announced that I’d won the third prize...” I smiled, “...that moment was worth every bit of the uncertainty.”

I ended my story in one long stretch and took a deep breath. Then came the sound that still rings in my ears—applause. My classmates clapped, and Kathiravan’s approving smile felt like a medal in itself.

After that day, life in college took a new rhythm. We practiced mock interviews, held group discussions, and faced rapid-fire questions from seniors who took delight in catching us off guard. All those drills unknowingly prepared me for that one question from Mangu Anand—the one that could make or break the interview.

He had asked, “Can you relate how the principle of a cricket ball’s swing is applied to control an aircraft’s movement?”

For a moment, I froze. My mind raced. Then, slowly, the pieces fell into place.

“Sir,” I began, “the angle of the seam in a cricket ball disrupts airflow. The bowler maintains one side shiny and the other rough, creating pressure differences that make the ball swing—either in or out. The same principle, Bernoulli’s principle, is used in aircraft design. The air foil shape, along with the ailerons and rudder, manipulates airflow and pressure differences to control lift, roll, and yaw.”

When I finished, Mangu Anand gave a small nod—the kind that says you’ve earned your place here.

I wasn’t entirely sure if my answer was correct, but something in their reaction—perhaps a subtle nod, or a faint smile—gave me a quiet burst of confidence. It was enough to steady my nerves. From that moment, I began handling the rest of the questions more naturally, speaking from understanding rather than rehearsed lines.

Halfway through the interview, the door opened with a soft click. A man in a black suit walked in, calm yet commanding. Without a word, he took one of the empty seats beside Mangu Anand. The air in the room seemed to grow heavier, the way it does when a senior officer walks into a classroom.

He looked at me with a composed smile and introduced himself. “I’m Dr. Iyer,” he said.

Only then did it strike me—this was not just a two-member panel anymore. I now had to face three sharp minds at once.

The interview continued. Finally, my favourite topic arrived—the college project that had defined my final year: The Rotary Valve Mechanism.

As soon as the question was asked, I came alive. My words flowed effortlessly as I explained the design, the purpose, and the innovation behind it. I described how the rotary valve replaced the traditional poppet valve system, improving efficiency and performance. The discussion stretched for almost fifteen minutes, and through it all, Dr. Iyer remained silent—listening intently, eyes fixed on me, as though studying not just my words but my conviction.

I couldn’t quite figure him out at that moment. But later, I came to know that he was none other than the Head of Human Resources—the man responsible for selecting the brightest engineers from across India.

The discussion then drifted toward another of my college works—a mini project on cost estimation that I had done during my fifth semester. The task was simple on paper: estimate the cost of manufacturing a gear wheel. But to truly understand it, I wanted more than textbook theory. I wanted to know how cost was calculated in the real world—what parameters were considered, how pricing decisions were made.

So, I decided to go straight to the source. I reached out to Mr. Raguvaran, a manager at Pricol, who handled cost estimation for their driver information systems, powertrain components, and sensors & switches.

I still remember that afternoon vividly. I was sitting inside a small yellow telephone booth in Peelamedu, the kind where the fan above your head made more noise than air. I dialled the company’s landline, and a receptionist answered with a sharp, professional tone. After being transferred twice, placed on hold, and waiting what felt like an eternity, I finally heard a calm voice on the other end say, “Hello.”

For the next ten minutes, I explained my project and my eagerness to understand how cost estimation worked in their company.

He listened patiently and then said, “Look, Arun, your intention is good—I appreciate that you want to learn the process. But the challenge is that cost estimation is confidential for every organization. It wouldn’t be possible to share such details, especially with freshers.”

I smiled, though he couldn’t see it, and replied gently, “Sir, that’s a bit ironic, isn’t it? You say only experienced people can learn this—but if freshers are never given a chance, how will we ever become experienced?”

There was a brief silence, followed by a hearty laugh. “I understand your point,” he said. “But to gain that experience, you’ll have to first join us formally—then you can learn all you want!”

We both chuckled, though I knew the door had quietly closed. When the line disconnected, I stared at the phone for a second before stepping out into the sunlit street. Nothing had come of it, but at least I’d tried.

In the end, I went back to my classroom and completed the project theoretically, using what we’d been taught by Dr. Gandhi Nathan—our most fascinating professor. He had the rare gift of making even the dullest subjects come alive. His calm demeanour, clear explanations, and habit of connecting every concept to simple, real-life examples made him a favourite among us.

Every morning, he would join us on the college badminton court. Watching him play was like watching his teaching style in motion—he never made big, flashy moves. With small, rhythmic steps, he’d glide effortlessly across the court, placing his shuttle not with force but with precision. He never aimed to overpower, only to outthink—and that, I realized, was his secret both in games and in teaching.

The interview gradually shifted gears—from aerodynamics to the Strength of Materials. Questions came one after another like waves: how do materials behave under stress and temperature? What happens when steel is stretched beyond its yield point? Why do we choose a specific fastener to join two parts? What is design for manufacturing and assembly, and why does it matter?

Then came the classics: “What is dimension? What is tolerance? Why is tolerance important? And what happens if tolerance is not specified?”

It felt like a rapid-fire round in slow motion—each question probing a different corner of my engineering memory. I answered as best as I could, drawing on lectures, lab memories, and half-remembered notes scribbled on the back of old assignments.

After sixty intense minutes, the interview finally ended. I stepped out, feeling equal parts relieved and drained, and was guided into another room for the next round.

Around a long wooden table sat ten other students—all from my own college, but from other departments I barely recognized. Though we had all shared the same campus for years, it was the first time I was seeing most of them up close. Maybe I’d passed them in the canteen once, over a cup of steaming tea, without realizing that we’d someday compete for the same dream job.

The tension in the room was thick. We were like racehorses at the starting gate—alert, focused, hearts pounding, waiting for the signal.

Then, Rahul Sawant, the HR representative, walked in. His tone was calm but commanding as he announced, “Your topic for discussion is... Is globalization a boon or a bane?”

That was it—the pistol shot.

Before anyone could blink, Bala Sabari jumped in, confidently launching the discussion. I took a moment to gather my thoughts and then joined in, speaking in favour of globalization. I talked about how it connected economies, created opportunities, and brought new ideas to developing countries. Soon, the room turned into a lively battlefield of words—ideas clashing, voices rising, hands gesturing.

After thirty minutes of this oral war, the HR signalled the end.

We stepped outside, and just like that, the energy evaporated. The same people who had fiercely argued a few minutes earlier were now laughing, shaking hands, and sharing water bottles. The war was over, replaced by an unexpected peace—the kind only students who have survived an intense round together can understand.

After TVS and Ashok Leyland, it was now the turn of Mahindra & Mahindra—the home-grown automobile giant. For many of us, this wasn’t just a company; it was a dream, a badge of prestige. Getting selected by Mahindra meant more than landing a job—it meant earning respect, even before completing our engineering course.

A large crowd of students—over a hundred—had gathered outside the placement room. Some were participants in the selection process; others were just friends, waiting to cheer. Through the tinted glass panels, I could see silhouettes moving inside—the interviewers, the placement staff, and maybe, just maybe, our fate being sealed behind those closed doors.

My heart was caught in a strange rhythm—hope and fear taking turns like a seesaw.

A few minutes later, the door opened. Out came the placement representatives of each department, followed by Babith Naik and Rahul Sawant, and behind them, the three interviewers who had grilled us earlier.

Rahul Sawant held a sheet of paper in his hand—the verdict. The faint rustle of that paper was enough to make our pulses race. That single sheet carried the names that would change lives, decide futures, and rewrite college reputations.

I tried to read something from the faces standing around them. My eyes found Srinath, our department’s placement representative, standing stiffly on the elevated podium like a disciplined soldier. His expression gave nothing away. Was it disappointment? Or was he just trying to stay composed? I couldn’t tell. A thought crept in—Maybe I didn’t make it. Then another voice inside me whispered, Or maybe he doesn’t know yet.

Rahul cleared his throat and began.

“Bala Sabari!” he called out.

A roar erupted from the PDM students. Cheers, claps, and congratulatory backslaps filled the air in seconds. Their celebration made the rest of us even more silent, still hoping, still waiting.

“Vasantha Kumar!” came the next name.

The group beside me started celebrating—a tall student from the Production department, one of the master’s students, was surrounded by handshakes and smiles.
I noticed something—the first two names were postgraduates. Does that mean they haven’t yet started calling undergrads? I wondered. Maybe... just maybe, I could be next.
And then, I heard it.

“Arun Prabhu!”

For a moment, the world went still. Did I hear it right? My name? My ears rang with disbelief before the sound of my friends cheering pulled me back to reality. A rush of warmth flooded through me. The long wait, the interviews, the doubts—all of it suddenly felt worth it.

I looked at Srinath—this time, he was smiling. So, he had known all along, maintaining his calm until the official announcement.

As I stood there, still processing what had just happened, Rahul Sawant neatly folded the paper and slipped it into his shirt pocket.

That was it? Only three names?

A wave of murmurs spread across the crowd. Confusion and disbelief hung in the air. Students glanced at one another, half-celebrating, half-perplexed.

Just three selections.

But among those three names, mine was there—and that was enough to make the world, at least for that moment, feel perfect.

Just as the murmurs in the hall began to fade, Babith Naik spoke up, “Can we have Karunakaran here, please?”

Karunakaran, the ever-energetic sandwich mechanical student who had stood out during the group discussion, stepped forward. Through the tinted glass, we could see him talking to the Mahindra HR team. There was a brief exchange, a few nods, and then a slightly awkward pause.

Later, we came to know what had happened inside. The HR team had been impressed by his performance—his clarity, confidence, and technical depth. But there was a catch. They weren’t able to offer him a position as a GET (Graduate Engineer Trainee). Instead, they proposed a GAT (Graduate Apprentice Trainee) role—a temporary apprenticeship without a confirmed employment after the training period.

It was one of those bittersweet offers. Recognition was there, but without the promise of stability.

When Karunakaran learned that accepting the GAT offer would make him ineligible to attend further campus interviews—as per the placement policy—he hesitated. The decision wasn’t easy. On one side, there was Mahindra’s name, a dream brand for any mechanical engineer. On the other, the uncertainty of a short-term role with no guarantee of absorption.

After a long pause, he made his decision. He politely declined the offer.

The rule that held him back wasn’t arbitrary. PSG had set a one-student, one-offer policy—a rule designed to ensure that every graduating student had at least one job in hand before leaving the campus. It also helped the college maintain its shining statistic of “100% placement,” which had become a proud marketing line during admissions season.

A few years earlier, things had been different. Before the economic slowdown, the placement system was much more flexible. Students could attend multiple interviews and even hold more than one offer. Back then, software companies like TCS, Infosys, CTS, and Wipro were on a hiring spree, picking up engineers in bulk—even those from non-core branches—and training them for IT roles.

But this freedom had unintended consequences. Core companies—Tata Motors, Caterpillar, L&T, GE, TVS, Mahindra—found that some students who had accepted their offers later backed out, lured by software salaries or relocations. It disrupted operations and dented the college’s credibility with recruiters.

So, PSG tightened the rules. One offer per person—no exceptions. A policy meant to protect the institution’s reputation, but one that occasionally cornered sincere students like Karunakaran.

And so, that year, it was officially announced: Only three students from PSG College of Technology, Coimbatore, had been selected by Mahindra & Mahindra.

As the crowd slowly dispersed, I couldn’t help but feel a mixture of pride and quiet melancholy. Getting in was a dream come true—but it also reminded me how narrow the bridge was between opportunity and chance.

Rahul Sawant handed over the joining applications to us and asked that we fill them out and submit them by 5 p.m. at the guest house near the PSG hostel where they were staying. Ajai Karthik, one of our department’s placement representatives, helped me fill in the details quickly.

By late afternoon, Bala Sabari, Vasanthakumar, and I handed the completed forms to Rahul Sawant. He smiled and said, “Guys, you’ll receive the mail communication soon — it will mention when and where to join.” We exchanged smiles and left the place, a quiet sense of fulfilment in our hearts.

The three of us then sat together in the PSG college canteen, sipping tea and talking about our future — how we would soon be working together in a big automobile OEM. None of us knew then that life had other plans: Bala Sabari would go on to start his own company, and Vasanthakumar would build his own startup more than a decade later.

That evening, as was the custom after landing a job, I sat with my friends at the Grill Shop near our college. Sriram said, “Great, Arun! You’re the second person from our department to join an automobile company — after Srinath, who got into TVS.” Kasi, my closest companion and emotional anchor, added, “But you’re the first to join a car manufacturing company. That’s really great, Arun. We’re proud of you.”
With laughter, chatter, and plates full of smoky chicken grill and soft Maida naans, the evening turned into a celebration — one filled with warmth and friendship.
With the job secured and the final semester having only the major project left in the curriculum, the days went by without pressure. I spent those last few months in the hostel with an easy heart, savouring every moment. One Saturday, I sat leisurely in front of my room, gazing out. On the ground inside the hostel complex, men in white shirts and caps were playing cricket. The hostel’s architecture was unique — a circular building enclosing a vast ground the size of a football field. It was designed thoughtfully so that every room received perfect light and cross-ventilation. Watching that scene under the mild afternoon sun, I felt a calm sense of contentment — a rare pause before the next chapter of life.

As I watched the cricket match, my mind drifted back to the memories I had built in the hostel — lessons that went far beyond textbooks and technical subjects. Those walls had taught me about friendship, patience, and the art of surviving engineering life.

I was sinking into nostalgia.

A sharp knock of my door disturbed me. The rhythm of it was urgent — too quick to ignore. It was 10 o’clock at night, and I was getting ready for bed. Who could it be at this hour?

I opened the door. Standing there was Ajay Karthik. I gave him a puzzled look. He wasted no time. “Arun, you cleared the D.E. Shaw written test! You’re one of the three students selected from South Tamil Nadu. Your interview is scheduled for tomorrow — get ready!”

I froze for a moment, wondering if I had heard him right. “What? Me?” I blurted out. “Are you sure it’s not someone from the CSC department?”

Ajay laughed. “No doubt, Arun. It’s you. So, are you coming for the interview or not?”

I was completely stunned. The D.E. Shaw test paper had been a nightmare — filled with complex algorithms, logic puzzles, and coding problems that even computer science toppers struggled with. I had walked out of that exam hall convinced that my paper was best suited for recycling.

How could I, a mechanical engineering student, possibly clear that?

Still half in disbelief and half amused, I decided to attend the interview. Deep inside, I was sure I wouldn’t make it — but curiosity pushed me forward. My head spun like an over-revving engine just thinking about the algorithmic riddles from that test paper.

Next to my room, my classmate Venkatesan — whom we fondly called Natts — was fast asleep. Still shaken by Ajay’s announcement, I rushed to his door and started knocking with the same urgency Ajay had shown moments earlier.

A few seconds later, the door creaked open. Natts stood there, half-awake, with the kind of expression that said, “What on earth do you want at this hour?”

“Can you teach me C++?” I asked earnestly.

He blinked twice, trying to make sense of what he’d just heard. “What? Are you mad? Why do you want that now?”

I quickly narrated the whole D.E. Shaw story — the written test, Ajay’s late-night visit, and the interview scheduled for the next morning.

Natts, though irritated at first, couldn’t resist the excitement. He had always been more drawn to software and coding than to our core mechanical subjects. So, that night, under the flickering tube light of his room, he spent nearly two hours pouring hard programming logic into my already overloaded brain.

It felt like forging a sword overnight to fight a battle against enemies armed with machine guns.

The next morning, Mani and I were at the Residency Hotel, the venue for the interview. I was dressed formally, ready for the big day. While checking my reflection, I kept touching my hair — it was stiff and rough, standing up like dried grass in the wind. Mani, ever the fashion expert, dragged me into a nearby salon. “You can’t go to D.E. Shaw looking like a final-year lab assistant,” he joked, pushing me into the chair.

For the first time in my life, I applied hair gel. When I looked in the mirror, I almost didn’t recognize myself. Every few minutes, I would sneak into the restroom just to check my reflection again — the gelled hair stood firm, shining proudly under the lights.

As the clock ticked closer to 11:30 a.m., my heartbeat started racing. Candidates who had already finished their interviews came out — some smiling, some expressionless. The air-conditioning chilled the room, but my palms were wet, and sweat rolled down my back like a stream.

Finally, my turn came — my invitation to the battlefield.

The interview room door closed behind me, and I found myself sitting before two men seated across the table. One of them, leaning back in his chair with a slight smirk, pulled out a paper and slid it toward me.

I looked down. My handwriting. My own answer sheet!

Oh my god — they had brought the written test paper I’d submitted at CIT College!

He flipped to one of the pages and pointed at a question. “How did you arrive at this answer?” he asked calmly. “Can you write the complete code for it?”

He placed a blank sheet and a pen in front of me.

For a second, I froze. My brain screamed, This is the wrong question I touched — and the right answer I gave by mistake!

I stared at the question. Then at my answer. Then back at the question again. Even if I stared a thousand times, there was no way I could figure out how I had actually reached that answer.

Picking one option out of four was easy. But writing the logic behind it? That was a different universe.

I tried to recall something — anything — from what Natts had taught me the previous night. But my mind was a complete blank. The problem on the paper looked like rocket science written in Greek.

The two interviewers looked at me, patiently waiting. Their gaze felt like laser beams.

I cleared my throat and said, “Sir... I used the elimination method to arrive at the answer.”

They exchanged a quick glance; eyebrows raised in perfect sync. “Elimination method?” one of them repeated, clearly shocked. “Can you elaborate?”

I took that as a small victory — at least they were curious!

“Yes, sir,” I began confidently. “I first tried to understand the intent of the question — what it’s trying to test. Then I looked at each option, from A to D, and started eliminating the ones that didn’t logically fit. Finally, whatever was left out had to be the right answer.”

They stared at me as if I had just redefined computer science.

The room fell silent for a moment. Their expressions were caught somewhere between disbelief and amusement. Before they could fully recover from the shock, I smiled politely, thanked them, and made a graceful exit — or what felt like one.

My mission was accomplished — I had officially gained “interview experience.”

Stepping out of the Residency Hotel, I couldn’t help but laugh. From a midnight crash course to facing the coding titans of D.E. Shaw, it was a war I had gone to fight with a plastic sword — and somehow came out alive.

The last ball was caught by the fielder at long-on, and the loud cheer from the field jolted me back to the present — to the ‘A Block’ hostel.

I felt a quiet joy reflecting on how much my friends had helped me during the placement days. Each of them, in their own way, had lifted me up when I needed it the most. That day, I made a quiet promise to myself — whenever possible, help others climb too.

As I stood there, watching the players scatter across the field, my thoughts wandered to a handful of moments that had carved lifelong lessons into me.

A few days earlier, I borrowed Kasi’s TVS 50 — a tiny 50cc moped that looked like it was designed for errands, not adventures. I had to visit my friend Sachuthan, who lived with his family a few kilometres away, in a place where no bus ever ventured.

The little moped buzzed faithfully under me, though I had my legs half on the pedals, as if both of us — machine and man — were sharing the effort. It was my first time riding a motorized vehicle, and that gentle hum under my seat gave me a quiet thrill.

Before handing me the key, Kasi had said firmly, “I need the vehicle back by 11 a.m. sharp.”

I nodded obediently, reached Sachuthan’s house by nine, and was soon pulled into his family’s warm hospitality. His mother served me breakfast, and his elder sister offered tea. Conversation flowed freely — family stories, college fun, and random chatter that had no beginning or end.

When I finally glanced at my watch, it was 10:30. Kasi’s deadline flashed in my head like a warning light. I knew I should excuse myself — but the talk just wouldn’t end. Somehow, I thought it would wrap up naturally. It didn’t.

By the time I left, it was already 11:30. The moped groaned back to Peelamedu as if it too knew I was in trouble.

The moment I reached Kasi’s rented house, I saw Kasi standing there, face tight with anger. Before I could open my mouth, he snatched the vehicle from me and sped off without a word. I stood frozen — embarrassed and guilty.

The next day was Sunday. Determined to make peace, I went to his house. The moment I entered, a barrage of foul words came flying at me like arrows. I stood quietly, letting him vent. I knew I had broken my word, and there was no defence for that.

When he finally stopped, I simply nodded, said nothing, and left.

That day, I learnt one of the most important lessons of my life — never make a promise you can’t keep. Keeping one’s word, however small, was not just about discipline; it was about trust. And that realization stayed with me long after college life faded into memory.

One weekend during our fourth semester, Kasi and I decided to head to Gandhipuram to buy some clothes. We were walking along the wide 80-Feet Road when we spotted a shop built slightly underground — only the nameboard was visible from the street. The place was filled with colourful shirts and trousers displayed under bright tube lights, and we decided to step down the stairs to take a look.

I walked on the right side, close to the wall, and Kasi was beside me on the left. As we reached the last step, I was just about to push open the glass door when I heard a loud thud!

I turned — and Kasi had vanished.

For a moment, I was confused. Then I saw him — sitting on the last step, rubbing his forehead with both hands. In his excitement, he hadn’t realized there was a glass wall right in front of him and had walked straight into it!

Unable to control myself, I burst out laughing. “Kasi, how did you miss seeing such a big glass!” I teased, trying to hold my laughter in, but failing miserably.

He looked up at me with mock anger and said, “Don’t you dare tell anyone about this!”

I promised.

The next day, when Kasi entered the classroom, the entire class erupted in laughter, some even imitating his heroic collision with invisible glass. Kasi’s eyes immediately found mine. The glare he gave could have burnt a hole through steel.

A few weeks later, another legendary Kasi story began. Each of us had been given a logbook to enter the CAD/CAM lab, where we practiced tools like CATIA, PRO-E, and ANSYS. For a couple of days, Kasi didn’t show up. When I asked why, he sighed and said, “You won’t believe this... I accidentally dropped my logbook into the post office box instead of the letter.”

He had run all the way back to the post office, pleaded with the staff, and somehow got it back.

Of course, the very next day, I shared the story in the hostel — purely for the laughs. By evening, the entire block knew. When Kasi walked in later for group study, everyone burst out laughing again.

That was the day our friendship changed.

He stopped sharing things with me — and I could feel that the trust he once had in me was gone. I felt bad, deeply.

It was a small incident, but it left a big mark. That day, I learnt the true meaning of “walk the talk.” I realized that trust, once broken, doesn’t return easily. From then on, I made a silent rule for myself — never share someone’s secret, no matter how funny or harmless it may seem.

It was one of the most important lessons college life taught me — and it came from none other than Kasi.

The big sixer hit by the tall man struck a branch of the tree in front of me and brought me back from my memories of Kasi.

The first innings was over — they had set a target of 135 runs for the opponents. After a short break, the second innings began. The other team’s batsmen were in rhythm to chase the runs, while I was in rhythm to chase my memories.

That day, my mind wandered to an old hostel scene — one that still makes me grin and wince at the same time.

I was sitting in Prasanna’s room, flipping through a magazine. His roommate had gone out, and it was just the two of us. Prasanna was busy writing something in his notebook while listening to songs through a pair of headphones. Back then, headphones were a luxury — only a few could afford them, and they were handled like gold.

Just then, Prasanna got a phone call. He placed the headphones on the table, and stepped out to take the call.

My curiosity took over. I looked at the headphones — sleek, black, with soft cushions. I gently picked them up and put them over my ears. Wow! The sound was crisp and clear. I thought I’d adjust the size to fit better... and in that one innocent pull — crack!

The headphones snapped clean into two pieces. My heart skipped a beat. I froze. My palms started sweating.

“Oh no... oh no...” I whispered to myself, holding the two broken halves like a surgeon holding a failed patient.

Just then, Prasanna walked in. His face turned red the moment he saw the broken headset. “Do you even know how much this costs?!” he shouted. “Four hundred rupees! How will I explain this to my father?”

He was right. I was wrong. There was no excuse.

Trying to calm him, I said, “Prasanna, please don’t get angry. Let me try to fix it.”

I gathered every adhesive I could find in the room — Fevicol, super glue, even candle wax at one point — and began my repair operation. After a few hours of drying, I tested it carefully. The moment I stretched it slightly — crack! It broke again.

At that moment, my mind flashed
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