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Author's Note

This book is not an argument against dreaming. It does not ask anyone to lower their ambitions, dampen their effort, or abandon their plans. 

In fact, it asks the opposite: 

Aspire fully. Have audacious goals. Plan with precision. Stay disciplined. Work hard with every ounce of strength available, for as long as it takes. All of that is honorable and necessary.

But life does not always read the map we draw for it.

There are mornings when the result simply does not match the resolve. There are seasons when everything is done right, yet the outcome blurs. This book lives in those moments. It is for the person standing in the wreckage of a company, an identity, or a dream — wondering what remains when the rewards are gone.

In observing Ved's journey — sixty-eight years of it — what became clear is that the gap between what we work for and what we receive is not a void. It is a classroom. It is where a deeper, quieter courage and wisdom are born — not the courage of victory, but the sacred courage of continuation.

The Bhagavad Gita spoke of this thousands of years ago. Every life lived with integrity knows it instinctively. Ved's story simply gives it a face, a name, and a walk.


— JC Rao



About the Author

JC Rao is an engineer by profession and a seeker by instinct. 

This book tells the true-life story of Ved—a real person whose sixty-eight-year journey Rao has closely observed and been deeply moved by.

What you will read is not fiction. 

Ved's struggles, failures, corporate peaks, entrepreneurial collapse, and the moment he stood at a window contemplating the unthinkable—all of it happened. 

Inspired by the resilience with which Ved rose like a phoenix from the ashes every time he fell, Rao felt compelled to give voice to this extraordinary journey. 

By stepping into Ved’s shoes and telling the story from his perspective, Rao hoped to capture not just events, but the inner truth of what it means to keep walking when the path disappears.

He writes with the conviction that Ved's story will help others find their own footing—when they stand at their own windows, uncertain whether to take the next step. 

He lives in India, where he continues to walk.

Preface

There is a path in my garden, deep down in South India, that leads nowhere.

I walk it every morning at dawn, before the world wakes, guided only by memory and the faint outline of trees against the lightening sky. Some mornings, I walk in silence. Some mornings, I walk with questions I have carried for sixty-eight years. And some mornings—like this one—I walk simply because walking is what I do.

The path leads nowhere because it circles back to where it began. A loop. A meditation. Just like my life.

I am Ved. Sixty-eight years young, because age is not measured in years but in the willingness to keep becoming. This book is not my autobiography, though it contains every step I have taken. It is simply one man’s attempt to understand a single mystery: Who has been running my life?

I have felt it—this invisible hand. In the moments when everything should have collapsed but somehow didn't. In the inexplicable timing of opportunities and disasters. Some call it God, consciousness, destiny, or karma. I have called it all of these, and none of these.

In the pages that follow, you will not find instructions or easy answers. Instead, you will find mirror-moments of silence and echoes of your own struggles. The times you stood at a crossroads, unsure of the next step. This is an invitation to look at the patterns of your own life and recognize the guiding hand that has been with you all along.

My journey with this mystery began at twelve, the day our white cow, Aniyara, died. I asked my mother why such things happened. She told me something I have carried every day since: “We are not here to understand everything. We are here to keep walking, even when the path is dark.”

“Keep walking.” Those two words became my mantra.

I kept walking when I failed seventh grade despite being brilliant. I kept walking when I lost my company, my home, and my savings at the age of sixty-two. Not because I was brave, but because stopping felt like dying.

This book is not really about me. It is about what happens to a human being when life refuses to follow a straight line. It is about the invisible hand you have felt but cannot name. It is about the walk we are all on—whether we know it or not.

I do not have all the answers. The path ahead is never clear. But I have discovered one truth that kept me alive:

You can.

Whatever you are facing. Whatever darkness surrounds you. Whatever mountain stands before you or valley swallows you.

You can take the next step with trust. And then the next. And then the next.

That is all. That is everything.

Now, let us walk.

— Ved
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Chapter 1: The First Question
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Present Day

I am standing in my garden at dusk, watching Diki—my small pedigree puppy—chase shadows that do not exist. He is relentless. Joyful. Absolutely convinced that if he runs fast enough, he will catch something.

I envy him.

I have chased shadows too. Questions without answers. Destinies I could not grasp. An invisible hand I have felt on my shoulder my entire life, but have never been able to turn around fast enough to see.

My wife calls from inside. "Ved, tea is getting cold."

I smile. Some things never change. Tea. Her voice. Her indelible support. The ritual of the evening.

But I have changed. Or perhaps I have simply become more of what I always was—a boy standing in the middle of a mystery, asking the same question I asked when I was twelve years old:

Who runs this universe?

That question was born the day Aniyara died.

Then: Young boy at age 12

I found her in the morning.

Aniyara—our white cow, gentle, large, quiet, and carrying a majestic gravitas—was lying on her side in the shed, completely still. Her calf, Kapila, stood beside her, nudging her with her small nose, confused. 

It was soul-crushing. I knew death when I saw it. But knowing and accepting are not the same thing.

I do not remember running to my mother. I do not remember the words I used. I only remember the feeling—like the ground had opened beneath me and I was falling through something I did not understand.

"Why, Ma?" I asked, sobbing. "Why should Kapila lose her mother? Why should Aniyara die when she still had life ahead?"

My mother knelt beside me. Her sari smelled like sandalwood and kitchen smoke. She touched my face gently, wiping tears I did not know were falling.

"It is nature, my dear," she said softly. "Sometimes we are helpless. There is something beyond human effort. Even God cannot stop death."

I looked at her, my chest tight with something I could not name. "Then, is God cruel? Why does He punish His own creation? What did Kapila do to deserve this?"

My mother did not answer immediately. She looked at me for a long time, as if trying to decide how much truth a twelve-year-old could carry.

Finally, she said, "I do not know, Ved. But I know this—we are not here to understand everything. We are here to keep walking, even when the path is dark."

I did not understand her then.

But those words—keep walking—would return to me again and again, like a refrain in a song I could not stop humming. Not as a burden, but as permission: I can take the next step, even when I cannot see where it leads.

Present Day

Diki has given up on the shadow. He trots back to me, panting, tongue out, utterly satisfied with his effort.

I bend down and scratch behind his ears. "Did you catch it, Diki?"

He looks at me with absolute certainty in his eyes. “Of course I did.”

I laugh. Dogs do not question. They do not analyze. They simply live, trust, love, chase, and rest.

I wish I could be more like him.

But I am Ved. And questioning is what I do.

Then: The House of Shadows 

The house I grew up in was not really a house. It was a fortress against time.

I was born into wealth. Real wealth. The kind that doesn't announce itself but simply exists, like air.

My family-owned vast paddy fields and areca gardens that turned emerald green during the monsoons. Our ancestral home was not just a building—it was a small kingdom. Servants worked the land. The kitchens were always full. Our granaries groaned under the weight of rice. When we walked through the village, men stood up. Conversations paused. The world made space for us.

I have some sensory memories. 

I was around five years old when I first noticed I was different. Not better—just different. Other children had one set of clothes. I had many.

That awareness came shortly before everything changed.

I remember the red oxide floors, cool under my bare feet even in the scorching heat. I remember the scent of rain on that floor—metallic, earthy, unforgettable. Even now, that smell can transport me back.

I thought wealth was natural. Like breathing. I didn't know it could vanish.

But it did.

They say I was six when our fortunes collapsed. I have no clear memory of the moment itself. What I remember is the slow change. The quiet. The way the house began to empty. First the servants left. Then the guest wings were shuttered. Then the echoes grew longer.

And then, the way people looked at us changed.

We still walked through the village. But men no longer stood when we passed. The tea stall conversations continued, sometimes with whispers that felt aimed at our backs.

I asked my mother one day, confused, and hurt: "Why do they look at us differently now? We are still the same people, aren't we?"

She was kneading dough in the dim kitchen, her bangles clinking rhythmically. She didn't look up immediately. When she did, her eyes were calm but heavy with wisdom.

"Ved," she said softly, "most people do not see you. They see the gold you carry. When the gold is gone, they think the person is gone too."

She wiped flour from her hands. "This is your first lesson. If you depend on the world's respect to feel tall, you will crawl forever. But if you learn to stand tall when no one is watching—when you have nothing—you become unbreakable."

She paused. "Never judge yourself by a broken mirror, Ved. The village's opinion is that of a broken mirror."

I didn't fully understand then.

But I would. Many times, over.

That ancestral house—the one that had witnessed our rise and fall—stood as silent testimony to both.

The poverty version of that house looked like this:

The house was three stories tall. Walls two feet thick, made of mud and stone. Over two hundred years old, they said, though no one could say for certain. The windows were small—three feet by three feet—as if the builders did not trust the outside world.

Inside, it was always dark. Even at noon, when the sun blazed over South India like an angry god, the house swallowed light. We burned kerosene lamps at night, and sometimes during the day. We went to bed by 8:30 because kerosene cost money we no longer had.

We slept on the floor. Bedsheets. Thin blankets. During the monsoons, the house came alive with creatures—millipedes, spiders, rats, lizards, ants, termites. They were not pests. They were roommates. We learned to coexist.

But outside—Oh, outside was paradise.

The house was surrounded by areca palms, coconut trees, jackfruit, mango, banana, pepper, and cardamom. The air smelled like wet earth and ripening fruit. Beyond the trees were forests, rivers, and mud roads that turned into streams when it rained.

We had a pond in the middle of our garden. That is where I learned to swim.

Not with floaters—we could not afford them. Instead, we used two dried coconuts tied together with coir rope, slipped under our bellies. That was our flotation device. Simple. Effective. Utterly absurd.

I was ten years old when I trusted the water for the first time. Trusted those coconuts. Trusted my own arms and legs to keep me afloat.

I remember thinking: This is insane. I am going to get drowned.

But I did not drown.

I started trusting my kicks. I floated. I kicked. I moved forward.

And in that moment, I learned something I would need again and again in life:

You do not need much. Just enough. And the courage to trust what you have.

I can trust the step, even when the support seems absurd.

Then: Diki, My First Teacher 

Before this puppy I have now, there was another Diki when I was a twelve-year-old. He was a local breed. 

Pure white. Big, rosy ears that stood straight up. A tail that curved like a question mark. He was clever, naughty, and loyal. My brother called me "Dog Master" because Diki obeyed only me.

He slept beside me when he was small, curled into the curve of my body. I shared everything with him—food, sweets, water, and secrets. He understood my moods better than most people.

When I teased him, he responded with a wit that made me laugh. When strangers came near, he became fierce. I controlled him with gestures only he and I understood.
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