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Every factory has two stories.

One story is easy to see.

It is made of land, buildings, cleanrooms, machines, conveyors, robots, software, drawings, production lines, quality systems, and thousands of components that eventually become a finished product.

The other story is almost invisible.

It is made of uncertainty, courage, mistakes, friendships, difficult decisions, sleepless nights, quiet victories, unexpected failures, and ordinary people attempting something extraordinary.

This book is about the second story.

When I accepted an opportunity to join SRK Techtronics in December 2025, I was stepping into unfamiliar territory. After spending more than two decades in the automotive and aerospace industries, I suddenly found myself entering the world of electronics manufacturing. At forty-five years of age, I was once again a student.

New city... New industry... New technology... New people... New challenges.

Like every newcomer, I carried questions. Would I fit in? Could I learn quickly enough? Would my previous experience still matter in a completely different industry?

The answers did not arrive in a classroom.

They came while standing beside SMT machines, travelling to suppliers across India, debating engineering solutions, walking through half-built factories, listening to colleagues, watching customers, visiting temples, observing birds, speaking to strangers, and sometimes simply sitting alone in silence.

Slowly I began to discover something beautiful.

Engineering and life are not separate subjects.

A production line succeeds only when every process works in harmony. Human relationships follow the same principle.

A tiny electrostatic discharge, invisible to the eye, can silently damage an electronic component. A careless word can do exactly the same to a human heart.

Traceability is essential inside a factory because every problem has a cause. Life, too, quietly leaves clues for those willing to observe.

The more I worked in electronics manufacturing, the more I realised that factories are not merely places where products are assembled. They are classrooms where leadership, humility, patience, teamwork, discipline, and resilience are taught every single day.

This book is not intended to be a technical manual. Nor is it simply a memoir.

It is a collection of true moments.

Some will make you smile.

Some may surprise you.

Some may encourage you to pause and reflect.

Whether I am describing a machine, a supplier visit, a spiritual conversation, a quality issue, a customer meeting, or an ordinary lunch with colleagues, I hope you will look beyond the incident itself. Hidden inside each experience is a small lesson that stayed with me long after the event had passed.

You do not need to be an engineer to enjoy this journey.

If you are a student, perhaps you will discover what the manufacturing world really looks like beyond textbooks.

If you are an engineer, you may recognize many moments from your own career.

If you are an entrepreneur, you will witness what it takes to build an organization from the ground up.

And if you simply enjoy stories about people chasing meaningful work, I hope these pages will remind you that behind every electronic product you use lies the dedication of countless individuals whose names the world may never know.

This book is my attempt to honour them.

As you turn these pages, I invite you to walk beside me—from the temples of Ahmedabad to the cleanrooms of an emerging ESDM company; from philosophical reflections to engineering reviews; from uncertainty to confidence; from one printed circuit board to an organization striving to build a world-class future.

The journey begins with a simple realization that greeted me on my very first day in Ahmedabad.

Growth rarely happens inside familiarity.

It begins the moment we have the courage to embrace variation.

[image: ]

"I don't like everything being alike." – Lord Shiva said.

I was sitting in the Shiva temple at Gota, opposite my PG in Ahmedabad. As I looked at the Shiva Lingam before me, I noticed something unusual. It was different from the Lingams I had seen in South India. Instead of rising straight, it curved gently upward in a smooth parabolic shape from the base to the top. It looked beautiful, yet unfamiliar.

Why was it different?

As I sat there admiring it, a thought seemed to arise from within:

"I am all about variation. In my creation, nothing is exactly alike. It is only humans who strive to make everything uniform."

The thought answered more than just my question about the Lingam. It answered a deeper question that had been troubling me.

For years, Chennai had been my comfort zone. My work, my routines, my people—everything was familiar. Yet here I was, thousands of kilometres away in Ahmedabad, starting over once again in a new industry, at the age of 45.

Perhaps that was the message.

Step out of monotony. Embrace variation. Growth lives there.

Looking back, the journey had begun much earlier.

On the morning of 17th November 2025, I woke up at 5 a.m., as I usually did. I have always been an early riser, and volleyball is an inseparable part of my mornings.

Normally, I never check my personal emails at that hour.

But that day was different.

Something within urged me to open my inbox.

There it was.

An offer letter.

The latest email in my inbox had arrived at 2:30 a.m.

In all my years of professional life, I had never seen an HR team send an offer letter in the middle of the night. Yet there it was—the invitation that would change the course of my journey.

That morning, I played volleyball better than ever.

Maybe it was the excitement of joining SRK Techtronics. Maybe it was the thrill of stepping into an industry completely new to me. Whatever the reason, I felt lighter, faster, more energetic.

A new adventure was calling.

A few days later, accompanied by my faithful red suitcase—the same suitcase I had bought from my very first salary twenty years earlier in Nashik while working as a Graduate Engineer Trainee at Mahindra—I left Chennai.

The suitcase had travelled with me through many chapters of life.

Now it was joining me on another.

A new city.

A new company.

A new industry.

New people.

New challenges.

Almost everything ahead was unknown.

After a delay of nearly an hour, the Indigo flight finally approached Ahmedabad.

As the aircraft descended, I smiled.

It was an Airbus A320—the very aircraft I had once worked on during my days at Airbus.

Little did I know how fortunate I was to have travelled that day.

Had I postponed my joining by even a week, I might have been stranded in Chennai because of the Indigo flight disruption that unfolded shortly afterward.

Dhivakar, SRK's Head of Sourcing and Business Development, was not so lucky. He spent four days stranded in Chennai and missed a crucial meeting with SRK's leadership team - Shreyansh and Kevin.

Later, when I moved into a PG and shared a room with Anil, SRK's IT Head, he explained the reason. His brother worked with Indigo and was undergoing pilot training after nearly eight years in aircraft maintenance. According to him, changes in pilot rest rules had reduced pilot availability, and the airline had not adjusted its schedule in time.

Passengers suffered. Airports filled with frustration. Meetings collapsed. But Anil saw another side to the same crisis.

"My brother should get a pilot's job as soon as he completes his training," he said with a smile. "In this situation, opportunities will increase."

That was my first Ahmedabad lesson before I had even reached the city properly: the same event can be a crisis for one person and an opening for another.

Life always has two sides.

When we finally reached the hotel, the driver ended the trip.

The fare now showed ₹543.

I looked at the revised breakup and immediately noticed that an additional toll charge of ₹150 had been added.

The driver insisted that I pay the full amount.

When I questioned it, his tone became aggressive. He locked the car, and my red suitcase remained trapped inside the boot.

Within minutes, a small crowd gathered around us to see what was happening.

I stood there, tired from travel, in a completely unfamiliar city.

At that moment, I had a choice.

I could continue arguing over the amount, or I could move on.

I chose the latter.

Whenever we enter a new place, we know very little about its people, its customs, or how things work. Until we understand the environment, such situations can easily happen.

Reluctantly, I paid the amount and took my suitcase.

As I walked toward the hotel reception, I noticed my mind trying to form an opinion about the people of Ahmedabad based on that one unpleasant experience.

But almost immediately, another thought corrected me.

How could I judge an entire city through the actions of a single individual?

That would be unfair.

Over the following months, I travelled countless times to customer offices using Rapido. Not once did I face a similar issue. Every driver charged exactly what was shown in the app.

Had I allowed that first incident to define my perception, I would have been completely wrong.

Sometimes life tests us not through major events, but through small moments that reveal our own prejudices.

I had arrived in Ahmedabad a day before my official joining date of 1 December 2025.

The extra day was intentional.

I wanted to understand where I would be staying, plan my daily commute, and slowly adjust myself to the new environment.

The next morning was a Sunday.

For the first time in many days, I woke up a little later than usual.

With no office to attend, I decided to explore the area around my hotel.

After walking nearly three kilometres, I reached the Vikram Sarabhai Space Exhibition.

To my surprise, I was the very first visitor of the day.

As I entered, a security guard politely stopped me.

"You can take photographs," he said, "but videos are not allowed."

His instructions were simple, clear, and respectful.

I appreciated that.

There is comfort in knowing the boundaries.

Once we understand what is allowed and what is not, confusion disappears. The security guard had done exactly that—he had given me clarity.

As I moved through the exhibition, looking at models, systems, and achievements of India's space program, another thought crossed my mind. A missile reaches its destination not because it is free to do anything it wants, but because it faithfully follows a set of instructions programmed into it. Every correction, every adjustment, every decision happens within defined limits.

Do's and don'ts.

Boundaries.

Discipline.

The same principles that guide life also guide technology.

As I stood there admiring exhibits related to launch vehicles and satellite systems, I noticed names such as Electronic Power Conditioner, Digital Processing Unit, and Ka-Band Integrated RF Systems.

At that moment, they were simply fascinating technologies.

What I did not know then was that the company I had come to join—SRK Techtronics—would one day become part of conversations connected to such advanced electronic systems.

The future had not yet revealed itself.

As I continued walking through the exhibition, a deep sense of peace settled within me. The journey of India's space programme fascinated me. From its humble beginnings in 1962 to becoming one of the world's respected space agencies, the growth was remarkable.

Apache sounding rockets... Aryabhata... Bhaskara... Rohini... APPLE... PSLV... Chandrayaan... Mangalyaan... Aditya-L1.

Each mission represented the dreams, sacrifices, and relentless efforts of thousands of scientists and engineers. The story of how India had carved its place in space within such a short period filled me with pride and admiration.

Slowly, more visitors began entering the exhibition hall. Families arrived. Schoolchildren streamed in, their voices filling the once-quiet space.

Watching them, I felt that exhibitions like this served a purpose far greater than displaying achievements.

They planted dreams.

Perhaps among these children stood future scientists who would contribute to missions beyond Low Earth Orbit, to Gaganyaan, LUPEX, Shukrayaan, and destinations yet to be imagined.

The scene reminded me of the Royan Air Show I had visited in France during 2024.

There, the French Air Force and Navy had demonstrated their technological capabilities through spectacular aerial displays. An official had explained that the purpose of the event was not merely entertainment.

It was to plant a dream in the minds of young people.

Standing inside the Vikram Sarabhai Space Exhibition, I could see the same dream reflected in the sparkling eyes of the students around me.

One particular display captured my attention.

"Locating Our Earth in Space."

I stood before it and tried to find our planet in the observable universe. Very quickly, I realized how difficult that was. Forget Earth. Even locating the Milky Way felt impossible.

Somewhere inside that vastness was our galaxy. Somewhere inside that galaxy was our Solar System. Somewhere inside that Solar System was Earth. And somewhere on that tiny Earth, I was carrying my worries about identity, status, responsibility, money and position as if the universe depended on me.

Standing there, my ego became smaller. Strangely, I did not feel diminished. I felt lighter.

A verse from Thiruvasagam, written by Manickavasagar more than a thousand years ago, surfaced in my memory. He had compared the universe to dust particles dancing in a beam of sunlight entering a hut through a small hole. Looking at the display, I could almost see that image: countless galaxies floating like particles in a vast ocean of space.

For a moment, science and spirituality did not feel like separate paths. They felt like two windows looking at the same infinite truth.

That was enough. The thought had done its work.

The experience had filled me with awe, but it had also left my mind heavy with questions and reflections. I needed something lighter before returning to the hotel.

Fortunately, the Sundarvan Nature Discovery Centre was within walking distance.

As I entered, the atmosphere changed immediately.

The quiet seriousness of science gave way to the simplicity of nature.

Children were laughing and playing. A tyre swing hung from the branch of a tall tree, suspended by three thick ropes. Watching the children enjoy themselves transported me back to my own childhood days in the village.

For a few moments, I was no longer a manufacturing engineer, a traveller, or a newcomer in Ahmedabad.

I was simply a child again.

I continued walking along the trails.

The path led me to the snake enclosure, where different species of venomous snakes rested behind thick protective glass. Further ahead, a group of tortoises moved leisurely across the ground while a few others remained comfortably hidden beneath the shade of a tree.

At the far end of the zoo, I discovered a small pond.

A few lotus flowers floated gently on the water, adding beauty to the peaceful setting. Apart from a young couple sitting quietly on the shore, there was nobody else around.

Not wanting to disturb their privacy, I moved on.

The morning walk and the continuous exploration had started taking a toll on my legs. I found a comfortable spot beneath a large tree and sat down for a while.

The sounds of children playing nearby gradually dissolved the mental fatigue that had accumulated during the day. I felt completely relaxed.

The morning had given me a healthy dose of both physics and zoology.

Now my stomach demanded its share.

By afternoon, hunger had taken over.

I walked nearly four kilometres back towards Pakwan Chowk, a bustling area lined with restaurants and shops. My mission was simple: find an authentic Gujarati meal.

A restaurant named Atithi caught my attention.

After waiting for about ten minutes, I finally got a seat.

Coincidentally, another solo diner, an elderly gentleman, was seated diagonally opposite me.

Soon a large thali was placed before us.

Then came the procession of dishes.

Basundi... Dhokla... Papad... Salads... Chaas... Hot puris... Rotis... Rice... Curries... And much more.

The servers moved with remarkable speed, constantly refilling every bowl before it was empty.

The elderly gentleman and I seemed to be participating in an unspoken competition.

Each time a new item arrived, both of us accepted it enthusiastically. For a while, the contest remained evenly matched. Eventually, age caught up with my opponent. 

With a smile, he surrendered.

I continued for a few more rounds before my stomach firmly declared victory.

No more.

I leaned back, completely defeated by Gujarati hospitality.

When the bill arrived, it confirmed what I had expected.

₹380.

Nearly twice what a similar unlimited meal would cost in Chennai. Still, the experience was worth every rupee. After paying, I stepped outside. A woman carrying a small child on her hip approached me and asked for money to buy food.

Normally, I avoid giving cash in such situations. I have always believed that encouraging dependency does more harm than good.

Yet something felt different that day.

Perhaps it was the contrast between the ₹380 meal I had just enjoyed and the struggle visible on her face.

For a brief moment, guilt crept in.

Without thinking much further, I handed her ₹10 and continued walking.

Back at the hotel, I rested for the evening.

The next day would be important.

A new career awaited me.

For more than twenty years, I had worked in the automotive and aerospace industries. Now I was preparing to enter the world of printed circuit boards and electronics manufacturing.

The journey was about to begin.

The next morning, I boarded an auto-rickshaw to visit Matter's R&D Centre where I was asked to report by Rakshit, the HR head.

As the auto left the main SG Highway and turned onto a dusty internal road, I began wondering whether we were heading in the right direction. The road was rough, uneven, and lined with parked trucks on both sides. Dust swirled through the air as the driver carefully navigated the narrow path.

The farther we travelled, the more uncertain I became.

This certainly did not look like the road leading to a cutting-edge electric vehicle company.

Yet Google Maps remained confident.

We continued for another kilometre. Finally, a signboard appeared.

"Gate 4."

The surroundings looked slightly more organized. Then another board caught my attention.

"Container Yard."

I blinked.

Container Yard? Container Office? Where was Matter? The company whose electronics we would manufacture. The company building electric motorcycles. The company I had come to understand as a future customer.

None of it matched the image in my mind.

The auto rolled past the container office and stopped near a modern glass-fronted building.

Google Maps announced confidently: "You have reached your destination."

Still unconvinced, I stepped out and approached a man emerging from the building.

"Excuse me," I asked, "is this Matter?"

He smiled.

"Yes, this is Matter. You can wait inside."

I looked around once more. It was only 8:30 in the morning. The building was almost empty. A few security guards were present. Housekeeping staff were busy cleaning the floors. Other than that, there was hardly anyone around.

I settled into a chair at the reception.

A security guard approached me. "Whom do you want to meet, sir?"

It was a simple question. The problem was—I did not know the answer. I quickly messaged Rakshit.

Until that moment, I had assumed someone would be waiting to receive me.

Instead, I found myself waiting for someone to find me.

The security guard noticed my confusion. "People usually start coming around nine," he said. "Some will come by ten."

I nodded and sat back.

The reception remained quiet. 

I checked my phone. No response yet.

For the first time since arriving in Ahmedabad, a small uncertainty began to creep into my mind.

Had I come to the right place?

The answer slowly began revealing itself.

As the clock moved closer to nine, people started flowing into the office. The once-empty reception area gradually came alive with conversations, footsteps, and the sound of laptops being opened.

Among the arriving faces, I was waiting for one person in particular.

A month earlier, he had interviewed me for nearly an hour.

It was a Sunday. When his face appeared on my screen during the virtual interview, I immediately recognized him. We had worked together years ago on the XUV500 Hybrid project.

Yet familiarity had earned me no special treatment.

The questions he asked were sharp. The scenarios he presented were challenging. With every answer, I could sense that he was carefully evaluating not who I was, but how I thought.

That impressed me.

It would have been easy for him to rely on our past association. Instead, he chose fairness. Merit mattered more than familiarity. That was exactly what SRK's leadership and HR team wanted as well.

Suddenly, I saw him.

Carrying his laptop bag, he walked into the office.

He noticed me immediately.

"How are you, Arun?" he asked with a smile.

"I am great, Ram," I replied.

We exchanged a few words and caught up briefly. Then, with the responsibilities of a CTO waiting for him, he excused himself.

"We'll talk later." And just like that, he disappeared into the busy workday.

A few minutes later, my assigned buddy, Parth Shukla – testing lead, arrived to receive me. He led me to the area from where SRK was operating inside Matter's R&D centre.

The vision of SRK was ambitious. The company was still in its early stages, and the team was growing rapidly. One by one, I met my new colleagues. Anil Kaushik, Dharmendra, Yogesh.

Along with me, six other associates from different parts of India had also joined. We introduced ourselves, exchanged a few words, and settled into our allocated seats.

Soon, Dharmendra, the SMT Lead, took us for our first introduction to the world of PCB manufacturing. Until then, printed circuit boards were simply components that existed inside products I had worked on. Now I was about to understand how they were born.

We walked towards Matter's semi-automatic SMT line. Before entering, we stepped into a small chamber that resembled a cave. The moment the door closed behind us, powerful jets of air blasted from every direction.

The high-pressure air removed dust particles from our clothes and bodies before allowing us to enter the cleanroom.

For years, I had worked around large automotive assemblies where dust was often unavoidable.

Here, even a tiny particle mattered. The scale had changed completely.

Inside the cleanroom, Niley, Matter's SMT Lead, introduced us to the semi-automatic SMT line. Dharmendra patiently explained each stage of the process.

I listened carefully. Everything was new.

At one station, I noticed a platform continuously shaking a container.

Curious, I looked at Dharmendra.

He smiled. "Arun, that's the solder paste," he explained. "It has to be stirred continuously so that its composition remains uniform. Otherwise, the heavier materials settle at the bottom while the lighter ones remain on top. If the paste is not consistent, it can create defects during soldering."

His explanation instantly transported me back to my Mahindra days.

In automotive manufacturing, we continuously stirred primer before applying it to the windshield area. The objective was similar—to maintain a uniform mixture so that the sealant glue could bond properly with the glass.

Different industries. Same engineering principles.

The bare PCB then moved to the stencil printing stage. A thin metal stencil was placed on top of the board, and solder paste was applied only where electronic components would later sit.

The stencil acted like a template, determining exactly where the solder paste should be deposited.

Next came the machine that fascinated me the most. The pick-and-place robot. With unbelievable speed and precision, it picked tiny electronic components and placed them onto the PCB.

I stood there watching its movements in amazement.

Throughout my career, I had worked with massive equipment that handled engines, transmissions, steering gearboxes, wheels, and other heavy automotive components.

Those machines moved kilograms. This machine moved milligrams. Yet the precision demanded here was far greater. Watching it felt like observing a tiny child with incredibly nimble fingers arranging miniature toys at lightning speed.

The assembled PCB then entered the reflow oven.

Inside, carefully controlled temperatures reaching around 220°C melted the solder paste. As the board moved through different heating and cooling zones, the molten solder solidified and permanently bonded the components to the PCB.

Every process seemed to have its own voice.

The stencil printer. The pick-and-place machine. The reflow oven.

Each appeared to say the same thing: "I am just as important as every other process in this line."

Engineering excellence was not created by one machine. It was created by the perfect coordination of many.

Finally, a completed PCB was handed to me. I held it carefully in my hands.

For most people, it was just an electronic board. For me, it represented something much more. I looked at the small board resting on my palm. A strange sense of excitement flowed through me. This was no longer someone else's product. This was the technology I would be working with from now on.

A well-built man looked at me with mild surprise, as though I had unknowingly occupied his usual place. He pulled up a chair between Parth Shukla and me and introduced himself as the Quality Head. His name was Naga Shiva.

When I learned that he was from Andhra Pradesh, I immediately switched to Telugu, a language I had picked up during my Mahindra days in Zaheerabad. I have always enjoyed speaking to people in their native language. Words carry meaning, but emotions travel best in the language of the heart.  

Soon we were chatting comfortably over coffee while enjoying the fresh morning air outside the Matter office. During our conversation, he casually mentioned that he had once travelled nearly 180 kilometres to Mount Abu on his Honda Activa scooter in just three hours.

I was impressed.

The next day, I happened to ride with him from Matter towards my hotel. By the time I got down, I had made a firm decision. That would be my first and last ride with him. The way he rode through traffic at high speed left me gripping the seat and silently wondering when my hotel would finally arrive.

If speed was a religion, he was certainly one of its devoted followers. As our conversations deepened, another interesting side of his personality emerged. He was deeply interested in astrology.

In fact, he described himself as an astrologer.

According to him, his fourth house was severely afflicted and was responsible for many of the difficulties he had faced in life.

He rolled up his sleeve and showed me a tattoo of a downward-pointing arrow.

"Ever since I got this tattoo," he said, "my life started declining."

He explained that he had once considered removing it, but abandoned the idea because of the damage it would cause to his skin. Instead, he had found a different solution. He added an upward-pointing arrow above the original tattoo.

"Now things have become neutral," he said with complete seriousness.

The stories continued.

He told me that although he liked the Apple Watch, he had purchased a traditional round watch because square-shaped objects were supposedly unfavourable according to his horoscope.

He even claimed that he had thrown away a pair of expensive slippers worth nearly ten thousand rupees because nothing good had happened in his life after buying them.

I listened quietly. Part of me was amused. Another part of me was fascinated. People search for certainty in different ways.

Some trust data. Some trust experience. Some trust faith. And some trust the stars.

As I listened to him, a thought kept returning to my mind. One of the most beautiful things about God is His ability to hide.

He hides tomorrow from us. He hides success. He hides failure. He hides the twists and turns waiting ahead. And perhaps that is a blessing. If every event of our future were revealed in advance, would life still remain exciting? Would there be any room left for hope, surprise, courage, or faith?

I often wonder why people are so eager to know what lies ahead.

Even if we could see the future, how much of it could we truly change? More likely, we would spoil the joy of living in the present moment. Perhaps the urge to know everything in advance comes from a lack of trust—trust in life, trust in destiny, and trust in the creator who guides both.

My colleague interrupted my thoughts.

"Next week I am planning to visit Ambaji," he said. "The divine energy there will reduce the negative effects of the stars."

I smiled.

His words reminded me of a story I had heard long ago.

A story from Tamil Nadu.

A story that beautifully answered the question of whether the stars truly govern our lives.

The story was about Thirugnana Sambandar.

One day, according to tradition, the young saint was warned by Appar that the stars were not favourable for him to enter a dangerous debate in the king's court. Defeat could cost him his life.

Sambandar smiled and gave an answer that stayed with me from the first time I heard it.

"When the One who created the stars walks beside me, what power do those stars truly have?"

He entered the court without fear. The scholars questioned him about God, suffering and belief. Sambandar did not merely argue. He sang from experience. The debate that was expected to end in punishment ended in surrender. Faith had not fought astrology. It had simply risen above it.

That was the part of the story that mattered to me. Stars may suggest a direction. Fear may suggest caution. But surrender gives a human being a different kind of courage.

The story lingered in my mind as I stood outside the Matter office.

My Quality Head colleague continued speaking about planets, star positions, remedies, and future predictions.

I listened respectfully. Everyone walks their own path. Yet I could not stop thinking about Sambandar's words. When the One who created the stars walks beside us, how much power do the stars truly have? Perhaps faith and astrology are both attempts to deal with the same uncertainty called tomorrow.

One places trust in calculations. The other places trust in the Creator. 

As for me, all I could do was pray that life would guide my colleague toward whatever path was right for him. And perhaps, in its own time, help him discover that peace comes not from knowing the future, but from trusting it.

While others were trying to predict the future, I had a much simpler mission for the coming week.

Find a place to stay.

Anil Kaushik, the IT Head, had proposed a practical solution. "There is one bed available in my PG at Gota," he said. "It's a three-sharing room. You can have a look."

At that stage, when everything around me was still new, it sounded like a reasonable option. That evening, Parth Shukla dropped us at the PG before heading back to his home in Prahlad Nagar.

The building, named Studio Complex, stood nine floors tall.

It had once been painted white, but the constant dust drifting from the nearby SG Highway had slowly changed its appearance. The building looked much older than it actually was.

The lift carried us to the ninth floor.

As the doors opened, I was greeted by something I had not seen in years—a lift with an old-fashioned metal grill gate.

We pushed it aside and stepped out. 

Crossing a common hall lined with multiple beds, we entered a separate room.

The room was surprisingly neat and clean. It had enough space, decent ventilation, and an attached bathroom.

I looked around and turned to Anil. "I'm quite okay with this place," I said.

Anil smiled. "Have dinner first," he advised. "Then decide." He continued, "If you're not comfortable with the food here, you can look at the PG where Dharmendra stays. It's on the floor below and run by a different owner. The food there is supposed to be better."

Dinner that evening consisted of Bakri, Channa, and chaas. The cool chaas balanced the spices nicely. The food was not exceptional, but it was certainly not bad either. It was good enough. After dinner, Anil and I visited Dharmendra's PG.

The moment I entered, the decision became easy.

The room was cluttered. Beds were unmade. Things appeared scattered everywhere.

Compared to that, Anil's PG felt far more organized. My decision was made. I would stay with Anil.

While I was settling into my new accommodation, life at SRK was moving at a completely different speed. Everyone seemed to be running with rollers tied to their legs. We had a target. A very ambitious target. The plant had to be operational by 26 January 2026.

The inauguration date had already been announced.

There was no room for delay. Every activity was being aligned around that single objective. Man, machine, material and method. Everything had to fall into place.

At the plant site, the second lot of twenty-four tonnes of structural material had arrived. Saravanan and Sunil were constantly on the move, coordinating installation activities and ensuring that the building structure was completed on schedule.

The cleanroom had to be ready well before the SMT machines arrived.

Everyone knew the timeline was aggressive. But there was no alternative. The company had already planned to showcase its capabilities at the CES Expo in Las Vegas during the first week of January 2026.

If customer orders emerged from that event, the factory needed to be ready to respond immediately.

Meanwhile, Dharmendra, the SMT lead and Yogesh, the SMT engineer were busy with another critical project. They were developing a cell emulator. A commercially available cell emulator would have cost more than a crore rupees.

Instead, the team decided to build one in-house.

The objective was simple but challenging. The emulator had to behave like a real motorcycle. It needed to provide the same electrical signals, sensor inputs, loads, and communication protocols that an ECU would experience in an actual vehicle.

It had to simulate power supplies. It had to simulate sensors. It had to simulate loads. It even had to create artificial faults such as short circuits, open circuits, and incorrect sensor signals so that the ECU's safety and fault-detection capabilities could be thoroughly tested. In short, the emulator had to become a virtual motorcycle. To achieve that, the PCBs being designed and assembled had to work perfectly.

The team was running in every direction to receive materials, verify parts, and solve issues as they emerged. 

Then came the inevitable surprise. A supplier had shipped male connectors instead of female connectors.

A small mistake. A big problem.

Suddenly, Dharmendra, Naga Shiva, and Parth Shukla were moving rapidly from desk to desk looking for alternatives. After several discussions, they identified a workaround. Instead of using connectors, direct wiring would be soldered onto the PCB to make the boards functional.

The immediate crisis was resolved.

But the incident became the main topic during the morning review meeting.

It highlighted an important lesson. The factory was only a month away from launch. Seven products had to be introduced successfully. If a simple connector mismatch could create so much disruption, robust processes would be essential to prevent bigger problems in the future.

For me, it was another reminder... Building a factory was not about machines alone. It was about creating systems that prevented small mistakes from becoming large failures.

One afternoon, while standing in the canteen queue for lunch, I was chatting with Naga Shiva.

As I turned to my left, I noticed a familiar face.

I had definitely seen him before. But where? For a few moments, my mind searched through years of memories.

Then it clicked. Satish Timalpura. We had worked together at Mahindra.

Now he was working at Matter and was responsible for managing several of its systems. A smile appeared on my face.

Ahmedabad was still a new city. Matter was still a new environment. SRK was still a new chapter. Yet every now and then, life would place a familiar face in an unfamiliar place. And somehow, that made the unknown feel a little more like home.

After lunch, Dharmendra, Anil, and I started our usual walk along the long road leading towards the container railway station.

It had become a daily ritual.

The stretch was long enough to help digest both food and stress.

As we walked, Dharmendra suddenly drifted into one of his childhood memories. "Arun," he said, "you know, we used to do Kusthi in my hometown. Nothing digests food better than that."

Looking at his tall and strongly built frame, I had no difficulty believing him. "I can imagine that," I laughed. "But why Kusthi? There are so many sports available."

Dharmendra smiled. "Because I belong to the Jat community."

He paused for a moment. "You may not believe it, but many of the traditional wrestlers came from our community."

My curiosity immediately awakened. "Why is that?"

"Historically, Jats were a warrior community," he explained. "Many soldiers came from our community. Physical strength was essential for survival in battle. Kusthi helped build both the body and the mind."

I found his explanation fascinating.

In earlier times, wrestling was not merely a sport. It was preparation for life. Physical fitness, endurance, discipline, and mental toughness directly influenced a warrior's ability to survive and succeed.

Today, technology dominates almost every field, including warfare. Machines and intelligence systems often matter more than physical strength. As the world changed, Kusthi gradually transformed from a necessity into a sport. Yet the discipline behind it remained unchanged.

His words reminded me of a conversation I had much later in Delhi while visiting Hibex, one of our suppliers.

Maneesh, a sales executive there, mentioned something interesting. "Many wrestlers from Haryana travel all the way to Kolhapur in Maharashtra," he said. "Some stay there for months."

I was surprised. "Why travel hundreds of kilometres for wrestling?"

Maneesh smiled. "People say there is something special about the water there. Wrestlers believe it helps them gain strength and build muscle faster."

Whether scientifically true or not, I could see the deeper message. People pursuing excellence leave no stone unturned. They study every detail. They search for every possible advantage. They are willing to travel far, sacrifice comfort, and invest years of effort to improve their chances of success.

As we continued walking, I turned to Dharmendra. "It seems perfection is very important to become a wrestler" I said.

Then I added with a smile, "Maybe that pursuit of perfection is already in your DNA. Fortunately for us, the same mindset is helping build SRK."

Dharmendra smiled quietly.

By the time we returned to the office, the walk felt surprisingly short. Soon we were back to reality. Customer discussions, supplier follow-ups, project reviews, launch planning.

The race against time resumed.

My immediate challenge was clear. I had to bring down the delivery timelines of our equipment suppliers. Most suppliers were talking about deliveries in March. For them, that timeline seemed reasonable. For us, it was unacceptable.

We were targeting a plant launch on 26 January 2026. Every additional week of delay directly threatened that objective. The problem was that our urgency and the suppliers' urgency were not aligned. My first task was to bring them onto the same page. I needed a strategy.

Simply demanding an earlier delivery date would not work.

Instead, I wanted to break each supplier's project into smaller activities. I wanted to identify the true long-lead items and understand which activities could proceed in parallel.

If a critical component genuinely required extra time, we could work around it. But if other activities were merely waiting because of conventional planning practices, there was an opportunity to recover valuable weeks. To make that assessment, I needed something more than reports and presentations.

I needed to see the reality on the shop floor.

Very quickly, a travel plan began taking shape. My first visit would be to Coimbatore to meet Robotica. From there, I would fly directly to Delhi to visit Hibex. Since we needed six assembly lines within just three months, the orders had been split between multiple suppliers.

That meant I would soon find myself travelling across the country—from western India to the deep south, then to the far north, and back again.

The next phase of my journey was no longer about understanding PCB manufacturing.

It was about making the impossible schedule possible.

Friday arrived, and with it came an important review.

Shreyansh and Kevin were at the Bavla site to assess the readiness of the plant and understand how much work remained before the targeted launch date.

Fifty days. That was all the time we had.

Krishna, the business development manager, Prashant, the store manager, and Sunil, the utility manager walked them through the factory, explaining the progress made and the challenges still ahead.

The discussions moved across civil construction, mechanical installations, utilities, electronics manufacturing, and infrastructure planning. Yet they were able to identify gaps, ask the right questions, and tighten the loose ends.

Their focus never drifted from the target.

Every conversation eventually returned to a single question: Will we be ready on time?

While these discussions were taking place, another important activity was happening quietly in the background.

The power generator was being installed. A massive machine was carefully positioned onto its pedestal.

Today it stood silent. But once the factory became operational, it would become one of the unsung heroes of the plant—ensuring that production continued uninterrupted whenever the grid power failed.

Looking at it, I realized how much planning had gone into determining its capacity.

The required size was not a random number. It was the result of countless calculations involving SMT lines, assembly lines, IT infrastructure, air-conditioning systems, compressors, utilities, stores, and office facilities.

Every department had contributed data.

A mistake in those calculations could have resulted in an undersized generator, putting the entire factory at risk during a power outage. Sometimes the most important decisions in a factory are the ones nobody notices.

The week was slowly drawing to a close.

Since Matter's office was closed on Saturday, we planned to work from our Regus office near Bopal.

My day was packed with discussions with Robotica, the supplier responsible for the assembly lines for BMS, DC-DC, and VIC products.

They were presenting their proposed assembly line layouts and concepts. I reviewed the designs, challenged a few assumptions, and suggested improvements wherever I felt the process could be optimized.

In the middle of that discussion, Saravanan, the plant head arrived.

He had come from the plant to meet the team before returning to Bavla again.

Since his review was important, I paused my supplier discussion and joined the meeting. Although we had spoken several times over Microsoft Teams, this was the first time I was meeting him in person.

As a matter of courtesy, I introduced myself.

"Hi Saravanan, my name is Arunprabhu."

He looked at me and immediately asked, "Do you call Dhivakar by his name as well?"

"Yes," I replied.

Then, sensing where the conversation was heading, I asked with a smile, "Would you like me to call you... Sir?"

He quickly waved his hand. "No, no. I was just asking."

The conversation moved on, but I understood the cultural nuance behind the question. In the multinational companies where I had worked, calling people by their first name was common and even encouraged, irrespective of hierarchy.

Other organizations followed different traditions. Neither approach was right or wrong. They were simply different ways of expressing respect. Over time, everyone adjusted comfortably to each other's styles.

Soon the discussion shifted to more pressing matters. SMT installation, manual insertion lines, box-build lines, equipment deliveries, infrastructure readiness. “Every task had to be broken down into smaller activities and monitored closely if we were to meet the aggressive timeline set by Ram and the leadership team”, Saravanan said.

Once the meeting concluded, he headed back to the plant.

The rest of us walked to a nearby restaurant close to Vakil Saheb Bridge for lunch.

After a busy morning, the food was welcome. I ordered Kulcha. It was slightly spicier than my usual preference, but a glass of chilled buttermilk balanced it perfectly.

As I focused on my meal, I suddenly heard a bell ring. I looked around.

The sound had come from somewhere inside the restaurant. Unable to identify its source, I returned to my food. A few moments later, the bell rang again. This time I managed to locate it. The bell was hanging near the handwash area. Immediately, my manufacturing-engineering brain went into analysis mode. Perhaps it was an Andon system. Maybe customers rang it when there was a problem. No water, no soap, Some issue requiring immediate attention.

The hypothesis seemed logical.

So I began observing. Every few minutes, someone would ring the bell. Yet no restaurant employee rushed to the area. Nobody seemed concerned.

Clearly, my theory was wrong. Curiosity finally got the better of me. I turned to Parth, who was thoroughly enjoying his Chole Poori. "What's the story behind that bell?" I asked.

Parth Shukla laughed. "It's simple. Customers ring the bell when they like the food."

I looked again. "The more bells you hear," he continued, "the happier the customers are."

What an interesting feedback system, I thought. No surveys, no forms, no ratings... Just a bell.

A simple and visible measure of customer satisfaction.

A few minutes later, we finished our meal and walked towards the handwash area. I noticed Dharmendra washing his hands. "You're not ringing the bell?" I asked. Without hesitation, he replied, "No. I don't like this food."

Before anyone could respond, Anil Kaushik jumped in. "Dharmendra likes only one thing—the Rajma served in his PG."

The timing was perfect, and we burst into laughter. For a few moments, deadlines, suppliers, equipment deliveries, and factory targets disappeared. It was just a group of colleagues enjoying a simple joke over lunch before returning to the challenge of building a factory against time.

That night, the conversation between Anil and me drifted into a completely different territory.

Spirituality.

It started casually but soon became one of those discussions that stretch late into the night without anyone noticing the time.

Anil began by sharing his understanding of spirituality.

"Spirituality," he said, "is the effort we make to discover our true self. It is a journey to understand who we really are and where we came from."

Up to that point, I agreed completely. Every human being, at some stage of life, begins asking deeper questions. Who created us? What sustains us? What is the purpose of life? And what remains when this body eventually leaves the world? Those questions had fascinated me for years.

Anil continued. "But to truly know yourself, you need to detach from everything. You have to isolate yourself from the world, sit in a place like the Himalayas, and meditate."

Here, our views began to diverge.

I had always felt differently. To me, life itself was a gift from Shakthi. We were not sent here merely to escape from life. We were sent here to live it. To experience it. To learn from it. To understand it.

The challenge was not to run away from the world, but to live within it without becoming trapped by it. We had to learn to perform our duties without becoming attached to outcomes. We had to slowly understand that much of what we chase—status, possessions, recognition, identity—is temporary. A grand illusion. Maya. Not meaningless, but temporary. An experience created for us to live through.

The great Tamil saints whom I admired—Appar, Sundarar, Thirugnana Sambandar, and Manickavasagar—did not abandon society and disappear into isolation.

They lived among ordinary people. They travelled. They worked. They interacted. Yet inwardly, they remained surrendered to God. 

For me, that path felt closer to life.

Before our discussion could reach any conclusion, Anil's phone rang.

The conversation stopped abruptly. As I sat quietly reflecting on our discussion, I overheard the call he was attending.

The topic could not have been more different. It was pure IT. Someone named Deepak was seeking his advice on implementing company-wide IT policies. Anil immediately switched gears. His spiritual hat disappeared. His IT architect hat appeared.

Listening to him was fascinating.

"The secret is centralized control," Anil explained. "Instead of managing every computer individually, all employee systems are connected to a central server. Any policy created there automatically applies to everyone."

He paused before adding, "One decision. One click. The entire organization follows the rule." Then he spoke about Data Loss Prevention systems. "If the company invests in a proper DLP solution, every employee system can be managed through a central console. Websites can be blocked, uploads restricted, and security policies enforced. One change at the centre, and every computer follows it."

I listened quietly.

A strange thought crossed my mind. A few minutes earlier, we had been discussing spirituality. Now we were discussing centralized IT systems. Yet both conversations seemed oddly similar.

In one, Anil spoke about a central server controlling thousands of devices. In the other, we were discussing a supreme intelligence guiding countless lives.

The analogy amused me.

As soon as the call ended, Anil returned to spirituality as effortlessly as he had left it. "Arun," he asked, "have you ever wondered why the word 'ism' is attached to Hinduism and few other religions which works on the Hindu philosophies?"

Before I could answer, he continued sharing his thoughts.

Then he shifted to stories from the Ramayana. "Do you know why Ravana is shown with ten heads?" he asked.

I simply looked at him.

Anil answered his own question. "The ten heads symbolize the vastness of his knowledge. One head was not enough to represent it."

He then explained another interpretation. According to him, Ravana knew that liberation could be attained through the grace of God. By opposing Lord Rama, he ultimately ensured that his life would end at the hands of the Divine.

Anil was not narrating history. He was sharing symbolic meanings hidden within the story. One interpretation led to another. Soon he was speaking about Vishnu taking the avatar of Rama. Lakshmi accompanying Him as Sita. Adishesha as Lakshmana. Other divine aspects appearing in different forms.

I listened carefully.

What fascinated me was not whether every listener would accept these interpretations. What fascinated me was the deeper purpose behind the stories. Someone approaching them literally might see only mythology. Someone approaching them symbolically might discover lessons about duty, devotion, sacrifice, righteousness, and surrender.

Perhaps that was why these stories had survived for thousands of years. Not because of the characters alone. But because of the truths hidden within them.

The room gradually became quiet.

The city outside slowed down. The factory targets, design reviews, and installation schedules faded into the background. With thoughts of spirituality, Ramayana, and the mysteries of life filling my mind, I finally fell asleep.

[image: ]

The next week began without mercy.

My desk disappeared beneath scribbled notes, open laptops, comparison sheets, supplier documents, and half-finished cups of coffee.

The honeymoon period was over. I was no longer learning the job. I was preparing for war.

Live production was approaching rapidly. And with live production came a different kind of challenge—Engineering Change Notices (ECNs). One after another. Customer-driven. Time-sensitive. Unforgiving. I knew from experience that without a proper Product Lifecycle Management (PLM) system, chaos was inevitable.

Drawings would change overnight. Revisions would overlap. Manufacturing teams would unknowingly work with outdated information. And one missed update could convert an expensive ECU into scrap.

I had seen it happen before. I had no intention of watching it happen again.

Without wasting time, Anil Kaushik, Parth Shukla, and I arranged a discussion with the Dassault Systems team.

Soon, Ajinkya appeared on the large conference room screen. Calm. Confident. Polished.

For the next two hours, he walked us through their PLM ecosystem. 3DEXPERIENCE. Product Data Management. Change Management. Digital Continuity. Version Control.

Every slide reminded me of a chapter from my past.

I had travelled this road before. Back during my Mahindra days, I had been part of implementing similar systems in a large automotive OEM environment. There, design, manufacturing, purchasing, and quality all lived under the same organizational roof. Ownership was clear. Responsibilities were defined. Data flowed in a controlled manner. The system worked beautifully.

When Ajinkya completed his presentation, I leaned forward.

"Ajinkya, I want a Proof of Concept."

He paused.

A slight smile appeared on his face. "Arun," he replied, "you already know what this solution can do. Why do we need another POC?"

It was a fair question. My answer had nothing to do with the software. It had everything to do with the business model. "What you're saying is correct," I replied. "But this is not an automobile OEM."

The room became quiet.

"In an OEM, the product design and manufacturing belong to the same organization. The ownership of the data is clear, and decisions are centralized."

I tapped the table gently. "Here, we are an EMS company." I allowed the statement to settle. "We manufacture products, but we don't own the product data. The customer owns the design. We must receive their data, manage revisions, and integrate their information with our internal processes."

I looked directly at Ajinkya.

"That integration itself is a separate challenge." Different data formats. Different permissions. Different responsibilities. Different expectations. "The software may already be proven. But the business model is different. That's why I need a POC in this exact environment."

Ajinkya nodded slowly. He understood immediately. "Fair point," he said. "Let's do the POC." The discussion ended positively. But another important decision still remained.

Later, I discussed the proposal with Divakar. He listened carefully. No interruptions. No premature conclusions. When I finished, he leaned back in his chair. "Let's defer this investment for now."

I waited for the reasoning.

"Right now, our priority must be MES." The moment he said it, I knew he was right. MES was not just another software package. It was the nervous system of the factory. Machines would communicate through it. Barcodes would flow through it. Components would be traced through it. Production data would live inside it.

If a defect occurred months later, MES would tell us exactly which component was used, which machine placed it, who operated the line, and when it was built. Without MES, the factory could not operate effectively. Without PLM, the factory could still function for a period.

The priorities were obvious. The decision became clear. PLM would wait. MES would move forward.

For now, we invested only in the essentials. AutoCAD. CATIA. Enough to build layouts. Review customer designs. Run simulations. Validate manufacturability before mistakes reached the production floor.

I closed my laptop and sat quietly for a moment. Some people might have viewed the decision as a compromise. I didn't. I viewed it as strategy. One of the most important lessons I had learned in manufacturing was this: The right decision at the wrong time is still the wrong decision.

The clock was ticking. Every rupee. Every hour. Every resource. Had to move us closer to 26th January. The factory was still rising from the ground. The machines were still on their way. The systems were still being built. And my mind, crowded with technical discussions, supplier commitments, software evaluations, and launch plans, desperately needed a pause. 

A little rest. A little fresh air. A little distance from factory timelines. Before the next battle began.

Sunday arrived at the right time.

After visiting the Viswanath temple in Gota, Anil Kaushik, Dharmendra, and I headed towards Akshardham in Gandhinagar.

The Uber driver quickly became part of the conversation.

As the vehicle cruised along the SG Highway, he and Anil Kaushik exchanged stories about Ahmedabad, Gandhinagar, local food, places worth visiting, and how the city had transformed over the years.

Dharmendra joined in occasionally.

I remained mostly silent. Not because I had nothing to say. I simply enjoyed observing. Listening to people often teaches more than speaking to them.

Soon, the magnificent structure of Akshardham appeared before us.

After depositing our mobile phones at the security counter, we entered the temple complex. The temple did not announce itself loudly. It waited. Its pale sandstone, covered with intricate carvings, rose gracefully against the sky. It felt less like a building and more like something that had quietly emerged from the earth.

As we crossed the entrance, the outside world seemed to fade away. At the centre stood the murti of Swaminarayan. Still. Composed. Yet strangely alive. The idol did not demand attention. It drew it naturally. Conversations around us faded. Even thoughts appeared to slow down. For a few moments, the three of us simply stood there. Not because anyone asked us to. Because moving felt unnecessary.

From there, the temple guided us into an underground exhibition dedicated to the life of Neelkanth Varni, who would later be revered as Swaminarayan.

The atmosphere changed immediately. The corridors felt like passages through time. Each hall revealed a different chapter of his journey. His renunciation. His travels across India. His encounters with saints, scholars, and ordinary people. The displays were beautifully crafted. The statues seemed frozen in motion, as though the story had merely paused and would resume the moment visitors left the room.

Without realizing it, we had all lowered our voices. The place invited reflection.

By the time we reached the final hall, a film presentation awaited us. What the exhibits had begun, the film completed. The visuals, music, and storytelling blended seamlessly. When the lights finally came back on, a quiet heaviness lingered within the audience. Not sadness. Not excitement. Something deeper. The feeling that a meaningful thought had settled somewhere inside.

Eventually, spirituality gave way to hunger. Ice creams appeared. Snacks followed. Conversations returned. The contrast made me smile. One moment we were reflecting on renunciation and self-realization. The next, we were debating flavours of ice cream. Life has a remarkable way of balancing the profound and the ordinary.

As evening approached, we made our way to the famous water show.

Fortunately, we arrived early and secured seats right at the centre of the gallery. Not too far. Not too close. Perfectly positioned.

Soon the lights dimmed.

Water surged upward into the night sky. The fountains transformed into walls, curtains, and giant screens. Lasers cut through the mist, painting vivid images in the darkness.

Then the story began. The story of Nachiketa. The young boy who
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