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I face a question everyday: “And what after that?” This question haunts many other people as 
well. The question is rhetorical many a times and doesn’t expect your well framed answer. But it 
does demand your utmost attention. 
It is completely fine with those soul temples who know about the inner “being”, which is 
indestructible and immortal. These people do not fear for what lies ahead since, finally 
everybody is destined to go back to the unknown place he/she came from. I salute thy noble 
thinking, but to me it all sounds gibberish. For the remaining zealous mortals, the question is no 
less than a nightmare. 
I have a friend who feels exactly the same like most of us do. His name is Rahul. He is a very 
simple man in his twenties and has a lot of expectations with his life. He generates many ideas 
and they keep on popping up every hour. These ideas can be differentiated into three categories: 

 First category                   : This one will definitely work. 
 Second category              : This is worth taking risk. It might work, and if it does, we’ll be 

a millionaire 
 Third category                  : Worthless. 



It is almost a routine job for us to spare some time, sit together and discuss all weird things 
including his ideas. 
I remember we were at my house, sitting in the balcony, sipping on our cups of tea in the 
evening when I framed my point, “Why are you beating around the bush? Why cannot you focus 
and work hard in your field?” (I wanted to say why aren’t you satisfied with the life you have 
and the work you are currently doing.) 
His reply was, “You know what? There’s a path which led me to a diversion point. I have to 
choose between two roads. One road goes straight. Milestones are clearly visible, and I also see 
many people down the same lane. It is a safe road to choose.” 
“Yeah. Go on Mr. Plato I’m listening. What about the second one?” I asked. 
He explained, “The second one will lead me to a dark, closed room. Once I enter it, I cannot go 
back. Glory awaits on the other side of the room if I am able to make out of there.” 
“Now that’s something. But why can’t you go back once you choose the second road?” 
He was ready for this one, “See, it is not because I do not have the choice to change my decision 
and go back to choose the first road. But, because the total time spent in reaching that room 
would discourage me to take this decision.” 
I was a confused man. I asked him, “Total time spent? How long would it take for a person to 
change his mind? I think you are taking it in a wrong sense. It is not the time loss. It is probably 
your ego which would hinder your decision making.” 
He thought for a while and said, “I do not completely deny it. Ego might play a major role for 
many. But, this is not my case. It is the time and energy invested for which I am more concerned 
about.” 
“And how long will it take to your dark room?” 
He looked away, “The room, it is somewhere on the other road. Not everybody go there. Also, 
not everybody achieves what he/she wants. It is definitely there and this is all what I know.” 
I was startled by those words. I said, “Hmmm. You know once when I was a child, I used to 
think there was a monster in my closet. I never saw it but I strongly believed it was there. Clocks 
ticked away, and later I realized how wrong I was. Experience and knowledge provide new 
dimensions to your thought process. And it takes time and patience to understand things.” 
“That is the whole point”, he said while making himself comfortable on the chair. “It takes time. 
A lot more time than I can afford. I want to achieve so much! I expect many things from my life. 
You know I feel that the root cause is not because I do not know my potential, but the fact that I 
know it very well; I’ve seen myself achieving success under straining conditions. And if I can 
achieve it for others, why not for myself?” He looked a bit disturbed while making his point. 
I wanted to calm him down first. Only then my next point would’ve held some ground. I said, “I 
totally agree. If one has potential, why not use it for oneself? Why make money for others?” 
It seemed our wavelengths were in accord now. I had his full attention, and now I could make 
my point. 
I continued, “But were you actually working for others? Think over it. You’ve always worked 
for yourself. It would be an illusion to think that the efforts you made till date were actually for 



somebody else. You wanted to be an achiever, to be praised, to be seen as a sharp and brilliant 
person who can prove himself against anything under any circumstances. And this is what made 
you work under somebody. You did not work because you were forced to, but, because you 
wanted to and because you knew that it is a part of the process everybody has to go through.” 
Rahul seemed pondering over what I said. Amidst shrilling silence, I said, “Have your tea”. 
“Hmm? Ah yes!” he replied, and he began sipping over it. 
It was almost dark by now. After Rahul finished his tea, he got up and switched on the lights. I 
collected our tea cups. 
“I’ll be back in a moment”, I said. I went to put the cups in the kitchen and collected some potato 
chips on my way back. 
“Here, have it”, I said while passing the bowl of chips to Rahul. 
“Yeah. Thanks”, he replied. “You have confused me you know?” 
The truth of what he just said about confusion was clearly noticeable on his face. I said, “We’ll 
get to a consensus, worry not. Firstly, I want to know more about the second path.” 
He nodded his head in agreement and explained, “Second path can be said to be a shortcut to 
success. But it is a vulnerable condition, same as those fledglings who have enough feathers for 
taking their first flight but require a height to perform it. I am talking about changing my field.” 
“Congratulations! Now I’m confused.” 
Rahul said, “See, what I’m talking is about deciding my future. I have many options in front of 
me and I want to be successful. I am just not sure what to do.” 
I asked him, “What makes you think you’ll be able to get success? Tell me first are you actually 
ready to face challenges?” 
After a pause he said, “Well, I guess I am.” 
I was now able to understand what he wanted to say. He was a confused man standing amidst 
choices. The most important thing about him was that he believed in himself. He knew he can 
achieve anything. But, his restlessness was gnawing away his confidence. This is a very common 
problem I see today. Inspiration, competition and he-did-it-so-I-will-too attitude take toll on 
common sense. 
After thinking for a while, I said, “There has never been a shortcut to success my friend. The 
second road you perceive to be the shortest and leading to your glorified victory assures nothing. 
In fact, you too are not sure of it. You must have just heard or read about it somewhere. That’s it. 
All right, let us assume you have made out of that dark room which I assume is about the hurdles 
one faces in starting up something new. What makes you so confident that there are no worries 
after that? Making it from that room would be the first step of a new beginning. I am definitely 
not asking you to quit. But all I want you to do is give yourself some time. Do not put options 
before your life, instead, let life give you options. I see many people as an active participant of 
the rat-race when it comes to career. Success is over-rated. Everybody is successful in his/her 
own way. We achieve success every moment we accomplish a task. For some, it can be getting 
up early in the morning, while for some it might be solving a math problem. For me, success is 
making a round chapatti. Success is every time you take a deep breath. The restlessness you face 



is not because what you want to have, it is because you have still not realized what all you 
already have. Learn to express gratitude for the things you have. Life is too short to be taken 
seriously. I am not saying to sit idle. But, give time to yourself to realize what is good for you. 
Do not be a part of things because others are. Know yourself, everything else is secondary.” 
These words made some impact on Rahul. He leaned back on his chair with serious looks on his 
face. He took a deep breath and said, “I don’t know. Probably you are right. Haste makes waste.” 
“You got it pal!” 
My mother came to me in the balcony and asked, “Whom are you talking to? Nobody’s here.” 
I answered her query, “Oh! It’s nothing. It was just me talking to myself. I feel better now. Let’s 
go downstairs. Is dinner ready?” 
She was surprised to hear that. “Talking to yourself? What kind of hobby is that? Stop watching 
television! And yes the dinner is ready come downstairs. Don’t forget to switch off the lights.” 
She went back. 
I got up, collected the potato chips’ bowl, switched off the lights and went downstairs. 
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