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To my parents, my brother Kitty, my siblings, my wife Shagun and the vibrant colony that raised me. You live in every word of this book.


Foreword


In 1996 I had the good fortune of working with Bill Gates and Peter Rinearson on the paperback version of The Road Ahead, a seminal work that heralded the PC and the Internet Revolutions. That experience helped me years later to assist a new CEO at Microsoft, Satya Nadella, whose Hit Refresh heralded new shifts in technology, namely cloud computing, AI, augmented reality, and quantum computing.

In those books, both authors tell a bit of their backstories. Bill’s personal story is now legend, and Satya’s is becoming better known.

As editor of 8080 Books, an imprint of Microsoft, I remain interested in the stories of people who make software, who they are, how they think. It is one thing to see these people, the developers. It is quite another thing to read them.

Why?

Well, if Marc Andreesen was right in 2011 when he wrote, “Why Software Is Eating the World,” (and I believe he is still right) then who are the people who make software today?

Tracy Kidder asked a similar question in 1981 when he wrote The Soul of a New Machine, a beautiful account of the engineers who built Data General’s Eclipse MV/8000. Thanks to his book, the so-called ghosts in the machine became human.

That, of course, is the mission of what we’re doing at 8080 Books, to explore the human and the human-impact within technology.

Kevin Scott, Microsoft’s CTO, and I wrote, Reprogramming the American Dream, because we came from rural communities in the American south. We hoped to show the promise of technologies, particularly AI, for the underserved and the unseen. The unread.

Ravi Vedula’s Hyderabad Days is an elegantly written memoir about the “code” that he—like many other Indian-American software developers—learned in their colonies, or neighborhoods, as kids before they learned to code for computers.

In this book, you will find little or no mention of computers, software, business process, or leadership values. This book is completely nontechnical.

But like me, I hope you find something even more valuable, even more insightful. I hope you learn more about the inner lives, the families of people who code.

Ravi writes that he began jotting down memories—vivid, stubborn, and full of dusty laughter before he “realized they weren’t just stories. They were raw circuits and algorithms, the building blocks of how I began to think.”

Shades of Jhumpa Lahiri and Arundhati Roy, even V.S. Naipaul.

As a writer and editor with no technical abilities whatsoever, I am envious of those few who are both brilliant engineers and extraordinary writers. It’s just not fair! But we all benefit when the computer scientist is also a lyrical writer.

This is a book that is at once literary and illuminating lecture. It is verse meets meta-verse.

“This isn’t a story of how I made it. It’s the story of where I was made,” Ravi writes.

Inside each of us are memories and reminders of where we were made and those who taught us along the way.



Greg Shaw
Editor, 8080 Books




Preface


My journey has always been powered by AI—not Artificial Intelligence, but the quiet synergy of America and India.

One gave me roots. The other gave me wings. That is true for so many in the software industry, a place I’ve called home for the past twenty-five years.

The dusty lanes of Hyderabad taught me resilience, the value of five rupees and jugaad, Hindi for resourcefulness or frugal innovation. The conference rooms of corporate America demanded clarity, vision, and scale. Together, these two worlds shaped how I saw problems, people, and possibilities—long before the other kind of AI became fashionable.

Years ago, when I met General Colin Powell during his visit to Microsoft, I was struck by the way he told the stories of his boyhood—small lessons that later guided his leadership. It reminded me that what shapes us most aren’t always the grand milestones. It’s the everyday rituals, the unwritten rules and the invisible scaffolding of childhood.

Before I was an executive, I was an engineer. Before I was an engineer, I was simply a boy in a Hyderabad colony, learning the code of community: share your snacks, play fair in cricket, stretch every rupee, and respect your elders. Those lessons became my first algorithms. Street cricket was our operating system. Jugaad was our debugging tool. Friendship was the best program we ever wrote.

This book is about that code—the one we lived long before we ever typed a line of software. It is a return to the gullies and games that shaped me, and perhaps shaped many of us, in ways we only realize much later.

The book initially began as a tribute to a time and place—to Panjagutta in Hyderabad, where I spent my childhood in the 1980s and 90s. But as the stories poured out, it became much more. It became a tapestry of the universal experiences that shape us all—friendship, mischief, heartbreak, discovery, and the quiet lessons we carry forward into adulthood.

While the setting is unmistakably Hyderabad, with its cricket matches, milk card rituals, mirchi bajji snacks, and the thrill of color TV, the spirit of the book reaches far beyond. Whether you grew up in Delhi or Detroit, Mumbai or Manila, there is something familiar here: the feeling of being part of a close-knit community, of being raised by more than just your parents, of first crushes and collective laughter, and of the small tragedies that shook our little worlds.

The rituals may differ. The language may change. The games might be gilli-danda, baseball, or football. But the themes—of longing, camaraderie, class blending on a cricket field or around a TV screen—are deeply universal.

This book is not only a lens into a Hyderabad neighborhood, but into what it meant to grow up middle-class in a pre-digital world, where time moved slower and bonds ran deeper. You’ll meet characters who may remind you of your own childhood: a grumpy storekeeper, a beloved teacher, a mischievous sibling, or a neighborhood friend who quietly shaped your worldview.

The stories are specific, but their echoes are timeless. They speak of family, aspiration, and dignity in simplicity. They explore the invisible scaffolding that built us—parents, neighbors, and even rival neighborhoods. And they’re laced with gentle humor and nostalgia for a world that may no longer exist but still lives inside us.

Though names have been changed and some events have been combined for storytelling flow, every emotion and lesson mentioned here is true. While the telling has been shaped with the assistance of AI, the memories, the people, the games, the rituals, the losses and joys—they all come from my life.

Whether you grew up in the bylanes of Hyderabad or halfway across the world, I hope these pages take you back to your own beginnings. And if you didn’t grow up in such a place, may they offer a window into a world where community meant everything, and every moment mattered.

This is not just my story. It’s yours too.









Section 1: 
The World Within the Gates


A warm, vivid invitation into colony life—full of food, fireworks, friendship, and first fascinations.




Welcome to My Colony, Welcome to My Childhood


I didn’t set out to write a book.

At first, I simply wanted to remember—the smell of my mother’s upma, the feel of gravel under bare feet during a colony cricket match, the grainy taste of Gokul chaat eaten under neon lights after buying secondhand comics.

But as I began jotting down memories—vivid, stubborn, and full of dusty laughter—I realized they weren’t just stories. They were raw circuits and algorithms, the building blocks of how I began to think. Each quarrel over batting order, each puzzle scribbled in a fair notebook, each late-night power cut that made us invent our own games—all of it trained me in ways I didn’t yet understand. They were not only memories; they were the quiet architecture of an engineer’s mind in the making.

These pages are my way of revisiting that world—not with the aching regret of someone who longs to go back, but with the tender awe of someone who recognizes how much that world still powers him. The discipline of math tuition, the resilience of colony friendships, the jugaad of fixing a broken radio—they all shaped the engineer who would go on to build systems at scale, and later, the leader who would learn to guide people with the same care, persistence, and humor that once guided him.

Today, I spend my days in conference rooms with glass walls, talking in acronyms, chasing targets, and threading strategies. But beneath the tailored shirts and neatly arranged slides lives a boy who once argued fiercely over who got to bat first, who walked his cycle just to share secrets with a friend, and who stared at the Doordarshan logo like it was the sunrise of possibility.

This book is about that boy. And the colony that raised him—the unlikely training ground for an engineer and leader, built not in classrooms or boardrooms, but in the gullies of Panjagutta.

For those unfamiliar with the term, a *colony* in India doesn’t mean a group of settlers or a science-fiction outpost on a faraway planet. It doesn’t involve powdered wigs, tea taxes, or royal decrees. Instead, it’s a vibrant residential neighborhood—usually a cluster of government-built homes, complete with shared walls, common water lines, and an unspoken agreement to be all up in each other’s business.

Think of it as a sitcom set, but with more power cuts, more unsolicited advice from aunties, and definitely more spice. In our colony in Panjagutta, Hyderabad, everyone knew everyone. If you sneezed in your bedroom, someone three houses down would send you haldi milk. If your cricket ball smashed a window, the news would reach your mother before you got home. And if you tried to date someone, well, good luck—five uncles and six aunties were already following the drama.

It’s about Hyderabad in the 1980s and ’90s—not the Hyderabad of biryani brochures or tech parks, but the one with drain-covered gullies, open gates, and neighbors who all knew your nickname.

You’ll meet Amma, whose hands made food taste like love.

You’ll meet the colony seniors, who towered over us with cricket bats and half-smiles, equal parts bullies and guardians.

You’ll meet my siblings, each with their own story arc—some bright and funny, others quietly heroic.

You’ll meet Babu, who was part of our tribe, and whose story didn’t unfold the way any of us had hoped.

You’ll meet Vamsi, the fiery genius with a grin, who now runs global brands.

You’ll hear about comic book rentals, milk cards, stolen mangoes, letters to movie stars, and the sacred ritual of Diwali fireworks.

Not all chapters are cheerful. Some carry the heavy, unmistakable weight of grief. Others are colored with longing—like the love letter never sent, or the bat that was never returned. But even in the shadows, there was always a kind of light. That’s what the colony gave us—a net of belonging, strong enough to hold both joy and pain.

This isn’t a memoir of fame or extraordinary achievement. This is a collection of vignettes—small, self-contained memories that together make up the geography of my soul.

If you’re lucky, you’ll spot a bit of your own story tucked between these lines—in the shared groin guards, the streetlamp study sessions, the borrowed comic books, or the guilty joy of watching forbidden films with the volume low.

This book isn’t nostalgia for nostalgia’s sake. It’s my attempt to preserve the soil from which I grew—not because it was perfect, but because it was enough. More than enough.

In corporate America today, I often see people striving for belonging, for connection, for meaning beyond metrics. And I realize—we had that. In those colony evenings filled with gossip, guavas, and the smell of rain on concrete.

If these stories make you pause, smile, tear up, or remember your own lane, your own lamp post, your own life before likes and bandwidth—then I’ll know the boy in these pages was heard.

So, welcome to Panjagutta Colony.

Welcome to the magic in the mundane.

Welcome to my childhood.

Let’s begin.





The Day We Moved Into PJ4


Moving into a new house is always an event. But moving into PJ4—our small, yellow-colored government-allotted house in the heart of Panjagutta colony—was a full-blown family migration. We arrived not just as a nuclear unit, but as a complete battalion: my father, newly posted, my mother, us five children, and my grandfather—my father’s father—who was beaming with pride to be living with his doctor son. To him, this was not just a change of address. It was status, security, and fulfillment.

Government quarters were not easy to come by, and the excitement in my parents’ voices as we approached PJ4 was unmistakable. The house itself, though humble, felt like a palace to us. It had a red gate that creaked majestically, a large jamun tree whose purple fruits would later dye many a shirt collar, a guava tree, and no fewer than three mango trees that stood like quiet sentinels in the backyard. And then there was Amma’s favorite: a drumstick tree. She had already begun dreaming of the sambars it would yield.

Right across from us was the so-called ‘club grounds’—a bit of a misnomer if there ever was one. The club was a small, yellow building that served multiple civic purposes: part community hall, part temporary school, and during election season, a polling station. Adjacent to this jack-of-all-trades building was the colony’s garbage dump. So depending on the breeze, you either got civic pride or civic odor.

Our new neighbors, the Natarajans, were among the first to greet us. They were both doctors and brought along their daughter, Sravanthi, a poised twenty-year-old who already exuded the confidence I wouldn’t discover in myself for at least another decade. It was tradition to begin a new home with boiled milk, a Hindu ritual that marked the start of something auspicious. After the ceremony, my parents quietly looked forward to having a cup of tea—but realized we had tea leaves and boiling milk, but no tea strainer. As the Natarajans kindly offered help, I blurted out, “Do you have a tea strainer?” before my parents could offer their polite refusal. They turned a shade of mortified brown, but the Natarajans smiled graciously. In the end, my father’s handkerchief did the straining. The tea tasted like cotton, but no one complained.

In hindsight, blurting out about the missing strainer was a tiny act of engineering—noticing the absent tool before I noticed the social cues. It wouldn’t be the last time I’d put problem-solving ahead of diplomacy.

While this social theater unfolded, I had my eyes fixed on the club grounds. Four boys were playing football, their movements swift and noisy. I stood watching, a nine-year-old newcomer silently debating whether I had the courage to ask if I could join. I liked cricket more, I told myself. Football wasn’t even my thing. But those kids looked like they were having fun.

Eventually, I did ask. They let me in. Somewhat reluctantly. As we kicked the deflated ball around, I caught wind of a name—Rajeev. Apparently, the previous occupant of PJ4 was beloved. The colony kids spoke of him like he was the Sachin Tendulkar of neighborhood camaraderie. The way they looked at me, it was like I had stolen his bedroom, his football slot, maybe even his legacy. I heard his name for weeks afterward, almost like an echo that wouldn’t fade.

I wondered then, could I ever be happy here? Could I be me, or would I forever be Rajeev’s replacement? Years later, when Rajeev’s family returned to PJ48, I finally met the boy. His legendary shine, I decided, had dimmed—or so I told myself. Perhaps the others had exaggerated his charm to test me. Or perhaps, they simply needed to mourn their lost golden boy before accepting the new recruit.

What followed were the beginnings of everything—the games, the friendships, the rivalries, and the slow but sure transformation of strangers into neighbors, and neighbors into extended family. That house, PJ4, witnessed all of it. The whispers of the trees in the backyard, the slamming of the red gate, and the mixed aroma of boiling milk, wet mud, and mango blossoms became the sensory soundtrack of my childhood.




Postscript

Every journey has a beginning, and mine started not on a train or in a school, but in a little yellow house with a jamun tree and a red gate. The day we moved into PJ4 wasn’t just about unpacking boxes—it was about unpacking the life that was to come. That first cup of tea strained through my father’s hanky, the hesitant kick of a football, the quiet envy of a boy named Rajeev—all became the prologue to a story I now get to tell.

We never choose our beginnings. But if we’re lucky, like I was, they choose us back—with open gates, nosy neighbors, and a club that smelled of both garbage and hope.

As the days passed, the unfamiliar corners of PJ4 began to feel like home. But it was outside those yellow walls—first on the club grounds where I learned to belong, and then on the sunburnt stretch of the Gold Spot Grounds—where the real magic of colony life unfolded.








Grounds of our Glory


There was no grass. Only dust, rocks, bottle caps, and the occasional biscuit wrapper swept by the wind. And yet, to us, it was sacred—our Lords, our Eden, our Wankhede, all rolled into one sunburnt stretch of land we called the Gold Spot Grounds. This is where the big games were played.

Nobody remembered why it was named that. There were whispers that once, long ago, a crate of Gold Spot bottles was dumped there by a distributor. Or maybe someone brought a few bottles to celebrate a tournament win, and the name stuck like chewing gum on a chappal. But to us, the name was perfect—bright, fizzy, and full of childhood joy.

We played barefoot. Slippers were for adults or errands to the kirana shop. You couldn’t pivot, sprint, or dive in Hawai chappals. So we braved the scorching earth, hopping like frogs when the sun hit peak strength, chalking imaginary creases into the soil with stones. The ball, a precious hard Vicky cork cricket ball pooled together by sacrificing weekly errands and occasional fibs to our parents. The bat was sacred—passed down like an heirloom or bought after months of saving and Sunday jumble contest wins.

Morning games started after breakfast and went on until the first parent showed up with a cane or a slipper. We picked teams with fairness only kids can muster—by spinning the bat in the air and chanting “toss-toss-toss” until the handle landed. Fielding meant long hours under the sun, squinting at the ball, sometimes letting it go just to avoid the sting on the palm. Bowling was dramatic—every kid trying to copy Kapil Dev’s jump or Imran Khan’s swagger. Some even tried Ambrose’s glare, though we weren’t even sure who he was—just that he looked deadly in Sportstar photos.

And batting? That was the moment. The glorious, selfish, sunlit spotlight. Your feet on fire from the heat. Your friends sledging behind the stumps. Your one shot sailing over the thorn bushes to declare: “Six! Ball lost! You go get it!”

Somewhere around 11 a.m., the heat became unbearable. One of us would signal the unsaid truce: time for lemon soda or Gold Spot, if someone had brought enough coins. We’d run—shirtless, sweaty, dusty—to the corner shop, where a soda bottle would be opened with a hiss that sounded like relief itself. Sometimes we even pooled for a packet of orange candy or pepsi ice—frozen in plastic tubes, sucked till our teeth ached.

The break was short. The game resumed. The sun never took a timeout, and neither did we.

We played through cuts, blisters, and bruised toenails. One boy once bowled with a bleeding toe. Another fielded with a sprained wrist—not because he had to, but because missing a summer game was worse than punishment. Sometimes fights broke out—over run-outs, over no-balls, over who got to bat again. But by evening, we were all back under the tamarind tree, tired, smiling, and throwing pebbles at each other.

Years later, even after trading dusty pitches for conference rooms and bats for presentation clickers, I still dream of gully cricket. Not the IPL. Not even international matches. But gully cricket—the version played in narrow lanes, among parked scooters, with stumps made from slippers or chalk on a wall. It wasn’t just a pastime in our Panjagutta colony—it was a daily ritual, a fight for glory that lived in every bounce and every misfield.

There was something deeply democratic about it. Your age, class, school, or batting average didn’t matter. What mattered was showing up. If you were on time and brought a ball, you were in.

We played in every conceivable condition. Under the noonday sun, with shadows as fielders. During monsoons, skidding tennis balls across slippery patches. In the evenings, as tube lights flickered on and grandmothers shouted for dinner, we played on. Every car horn was a “six and out,” and every broken window was a threat of suspension. We created rules on the fly. “One pitch one hand” catches. “Last batsman batting” if the teams were uneven. Every match came with its controversies, its drama, and its heroes—none of it captured on video, but etched in our minds forever.

As we got older, the colony shrank in our lives, but those matches became our origin stories. Cricket gave us teamwork, resilience, and negotiation skills long before any engineering degree or MBA program did. The streets taught us how to argue passionately and resolve differences quickly—because no one wanted to waste time that could be spent playing.

Somewhere in that chaos, friendships were forged—ones that would survive exams, jobs, marriages, and even emigration. Now, when I drive past that ground—which is now partly a gated apartment block and partly a parking lot—I slow down. The dust is gone. The stumps too. But if I squint, I can still see us: brown, barefoot, beaming with sweat, chasing a red ball that always seemed faster than our dreams.

Those were not just games. They were summer itself—hot, loud, fleeting, unforgettable.




Postscript

Gully cricket taught me that the best teams aren’t always the most talented—they’re the most cohesive. That leadership sometimes means giving the last over to someone else. That creativity is born when constraints are highest—like finding field placements between a scooter and a drying bedsheet. Those games taught resilience, negotiation, teamwork, and the art of recovery—from defeat, from scraped knees, from losing the only good ball we had.

In corporate America, I often think back to those dusty fields when faced with project setbacks or boardroom bouncers. Because in many ways, we’re all still trying to hit that one perfect six, even if the rules are different and the pitch is now carpeted. But if you learned to play barefoot under a blazing sun with nothing but hope and hustle, you can play anywhere.








The Kite That Cut the Sky


Sankranti in Hyderabad was not just a festival—it was an uprising of color, sound, and joy. Imagine Thanksgiving, a neighborhood block party, and a rooftop kite war all rolled into one, and you’re somewhere close. In our little colony in Panjagutta, the festival meant one thing above all else: kites.

And not just flying them. Owning the sky.

Our preparations began a week in advance. In our beloved Club Grounds—which doubled as a cricket pitch, hide-and-seek arena, and gossip court—we gathered to craft our manja. It wasn’t store-bought. It was ours, made from a concoction of powdered glass, fevicol, and crushed egg shells, rubbed lovingly onto thread and stretched across walls to dry like sacred garlands of battle.

We were warriors of the wind, sharpening our weapons with the seriousness of generals.

There was a particular pride in making your own string. It said something about you—your grit, your commitment, your willingness to risk your mother’s scolding over the stink of raw egg for the glory of a sky duel.

And then there was the jamun tree.

It stood like a sentinel outside my home—PJ4—with arms stretched high into the heavens. A graveyard for many fallen kites, it also served as a telescope into aerial strategy. Its branches were dotted with the colorful casualties of previous Sankrantis—yellow, pink, green fighters caught mid-descent or cut during sharp turns. We’d often look up at it like archaeologists, deciphering how each kite met its fate.

Each morning, we’d untangle threads, test tension, and hold up kites to check symmetry against the sun. By the time Sankranti dawned, our colony’s terraces resembled command centers—every boy with a spool in hand, eyes narrowed, scanning the skies.

That year was different.

A new boy had returned from boarding school in Mussoorie. He came back taller, quieter, and with a look that didn’t quite belong to our dusty galli. We were skeptical—until we saw his kites.

He had brought with him a stunning set, each one handmade from crisp paper, varnished with care, and one—a blazing orange kite with a black border—that made us go silent. It wasn’t just a kite. It was a statement.

He flew it that afternoon. I remember it so clearly. The way the sun bounced off its lacquered wings. The way it didn’t flutter nervously like ours but glided—confident, majestic, slicing through the air with a whoosh that silenced even Raju, our colony’s undisputed king of the sky.

Raju had reigned supreme for years with his emerald green kite. His technique was flawless, his string was lethal, and his timing was impeccable. No one had dared to challenge him. Until that day.

The duel began at 3:17 PM—yes, I remember the exact time.

Our colony rooftops formed an amphitheater. Aunties paused their gossip to peek. Uncles acted uninterested but stood near the water tanks. Little kids screamed instructions no one followed. And then there were the men—the “regulars” at the pee wall nearby, who’d show up for their, let’s say, private needs… but lingered suspiciously for too long with their heads visible above the wall, peering over to watch the kite battle. Three heads bobbing above a urine-stained wall—a sight that has never left me.

The kites danced.

Circling, testing, tugging.

The threads glinted under the sun. Manja against manja. One misstep, one wrong pull, and the game would be over.

And then it happened—in a move so swift, we almost missed it.

The orange kite dipped, sliced upwards, and in one elegant arc, Raju’s green star was cut clean. The crowd gasped. Raju froze. The green kite wobbled and fell—majestic even in defeat—landing gently into the jamun tree, like so many legends before it.

There was silence. Then cheers. And then, a storm of movement—everyone running, trying to trace the path of the defeated kite. No one cared about the winner anymore. The fallen always commanded more romance.

That night, everything changed.

The boy from Mussorie never gloated. In fact, he disappeared soon after. But he had reset the narrative.

We started asking different questions—about string tension, about air angles, about wax coatings. We experimented. We improved. We fell in love all over again with the science behind the flight.

But more than that, we realized something deeper: mastery could be challenged. Even kings could be dethroned. All it took was one perfect move.

And sometimes, an outsider with a black-bordered kite.




Postscript

That Sankranti, I didn’t just see a kite cut another in the sky. I saw tradition cut by innovation, comfort unsettled by curiosity.

In engineering, it’s the same: legacy systems are like Raju’s green kite—elegant, proven, battle-tested. But even the best-designed architecture can be undone by a fresh approach, a smarter algorithm, or a refactor nobody saw coming. The orange kite wasn’t just prettier; it flew differently, with mechanics tuned for the moment.

In engineering and corporate life today, I often remind myself—and my teams—not to guard the sky too tightly. Because while we’re focused on defending our territory, someone, somewhere, is crafting a better kite.

And when they fly it, you won’t just see the thread snap—you’ll feel the wind shift.








Gods, Heroes & Pesarattu


Sunday mornings in our house followed a sacred order: Bath. Prayer. Doordarshan. Doordarshan, India’s only TV channel in the 80s, the only TV channel—imagine if PBS had a monopoly and decided your bedtime

The rest of the week, the black-and-white EC TV sat in the corner of the hall like a sleeping uncle—quiet, ignored, and often covered with laced cloth. But on Sundays, it became the center of our universe.

We would wake up to the distant clang of Amma in the kitchen—mustard seeds sputtering, onions frying, a rhythm as familiar as a lullaby in reverse. And even before we opened our eyes, we’d sniff the air and guess:

“Pesarattu today!”

And when Pesarattu-Upma was on the menu, it meant two things:


	1. Amma was in a good mood. Dad would be in a good mood.


	2. It was going to be a perfect Sunday.




For the uninitiated: pesarattu is a crisp, green moong crepe that looks like something a yoga instructor would prescribe after a detox retreat. Amma would tuck a scoop of upma inside—warm, savory semolina so smooth and peppery it could soothe your soul and burn your tongue at the same time. Together, they were Hyderabad’s version of pancakes and eggs—only spicier, healthier, and made with far more maternal authority.

At 9 AM sharp, the opening drums of Mahabharata thundered through the house.

“Main Samay hoon…”

Every time that line played, the whole family would fall into a respectful silence. It didn’t matter that we’d seen it a hundred times. It didn’t matter that we knew who would die, who would betray, who would be reborn as a fish or turn blind.

Mahabharata on Doordarshan was not just a show. It was an event. Mahabharata and Ramayan, epic mythological dramas that made Sunday mornings feel both holy and soap-opera dramatic.

Dad would pull up the wooden armchair. My grandfather would settle on his cotton gaddi with a pillow behind his back. My brothers, sister and I sat cross-legged on the floor, eyes wide, as arrows lit up the sky and men with impossibly long names gave even longer speeches.

We didn’t understand half of it.

Sometimes we’d ask, “Why is Bhishma always lying down?” or “How come Karna is always sad?” and Dad would sigh deeply and launch into a lecture that lasted longer than the episode itself.

But we loved the grandeur. The costumes. The magical weapons. The long pauses. The slow-motion battles. And of course, the best part—the theme song, which we would hum all day, making swords with sticks and pretending to be Arjuna or Abhimanyu (never Duryodhana, though some of us secretly liked him more).

Once the Mahabharata ended, the serious adults drifted away to newspapers or temple visits. But the fun adults—the ones who still liked stories—stayed behind.

Because next up came a magical cocktail of shows: Star Trek. Spiderman. The Jungle Book. Vikram aur Betaal. Street Hawk. He-Man.

We didn’t care about the logic. We didn’t even understand all the words. What we loved was the possibility—flying heroes, laser beams, teleportation, men turning into beasts, and beasts becoming our best friends.

I may not have known it then, but that delight in how things worked—webs, warp speed, even Doordarshan antennas—was the same curiosity that would later draw me into engineering. For now, it just meant my comb was a phaser and our ceiling fan was a starship.

Meanwhile, Amma would call out from the kitchen:

“Ravi, plate teesuko!”

The plate would come steaming with golden-green pesarattu, paper-thin and crisp at the edges, folded like a letter from the gods. Nestled beside it, a generous scoop of hot, fluffy upma—soft, peppered with mustard seeds and green chillies, with a dollop of homemade ginger chutney.

You could eat them separately or stack the upma inside the pesarattu like a dosa-sandwich. Either way, it was perfection.

I remember sitting cross-legged, eyes fixed on the screen, slowly tearing pieces of pesarattu, licking chutney off my fingers, while a man in tights swung between buildings in New York, and a spaceship jumped to warp speed.

Those Sunday mornings were tiny vacations from life.

No schoolbags. No homework guilt. No rush. Just the hum of the TV, the aroma of onions, and the sense that all was well in the world as long as Mahabharata came on time and Amma didn’t run out of green gram batter.

Now, when I flip through dozens of channels and still find nothing worth watching, I think of those Sundays.

One TV. Three generations. One breakfast.

And for that one hour, our entire world—gods, heroes, spaceships, and pesarattu—unfolded in perfect sync in our Panjagutta living room.




Postscript

What those Sundays gave us wasn’t efficiency—it was wonder, held in common. Three generations, one screen, one story—and somehow, it was enough.

I think about that often in today’s world of endless feeds and fractured attention. We chase more channels, more features, more choice. But what stays with us are the rare moments when everyone pauses, looks in the same direction, and lets a story carry them together.

Every team, every family, deserves that kind of shared wonder—a Mahabharata moment, a ritual that says: here, for this hour, we belong to the same universe.








The Juniors—Proud, Persistent, and Part of Us


In every colony, there exists a natural pecking order. It’s rarely written down, and never spoken about in so many words, but it governs everything—from who gets to bat first to who sits where on the colony stoop. In Panjagutta, we, the elder kids, ruled the cricket field, the table tennis table, and the bragging rights that came with seniority. But just behind us was a group of younger boys—the “juniors,” as we called them—and they were nothing short of extraordinary.

At first, the juniors were more nuisance than necessity. They’d pester us during matches, plead for a turn, sometimes run off with the ball during a heated over. We dismissed them with a flick of the wrist or a barked order. But they were persistent. They came back every day, bats slung over shoulders that barely held up their school bags, eyes bright with admiration and hunger.

Some of them were our younger brothers. Others were the kids who’d just graduated from playing on the sand to actually holding a bat with confidence. They idolized us. They watched every game with the attentiveness of students in a masterclass. They mimicked our styles, our walk, and even our sledging—toned down, of course, for their size and status.
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