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Preface


Even as you read this, change is unfolding all over.


This is in tune with the laws of our universe. If dynamism were to cease operating, the world would come to a standstill. It is thus fair to say that life itself is synonymous to change.


Change brings joy and excitement on various occasions and also, sometimes, attracts pain and agony. Most of us are receptive to change as long as it fits into a positive frame of our conditioned minds. Our selective approach towards change is the cause of all worries and distress.


I have been exposed to more than my fair share of change, though often self-imposed, to discover my forbearance and to test my survival skills. One such example was my decision to become an entrepreneur at the peak of my corporate career, which eventually led to a more fulfilled life. Over a period of time, I have gracefully survived countless life-changing disruptions. These experiences have not only widened and enriched my perspective but have also helped me in discovering the right tools to attract support from the cosmos, eventually making transitions smooth and enjoyable.


In my journey to embrace change, the river has played a very important role. To overcome the insecurities of modern living, I went to an ashram in the Himalayas, next to the river Ganga, to a retreat. There, yogic living brought about a transformation in me at both the physical and mental levels. It raised my consciousness to a point where the quantum of change does not affect my state of mind anymore.


This book carries lessons from the river for surviving a crisis with ease. These learnings will also help if you are on the path to carefree living. The concepts discussed in the book, though universal, are well tested and proven. They have worked wonderfully time and again. If you are presently facing a dilemma, you can certainly expect some directions.


My plan was to write this book as non-fiction. But after much deliberation, I realized that fiction leaves a deeper impact and that, sometimes, the best way to articulate the truth is through a story. So, I decided to follow the current format you will now read. I have tried my best to ensure that the story is as interesting as it is insightful.


So, even if one is not a serious self-help admirer, this book offers an interesting read.


If you disagree with any of the ideas shared in the book, I look forward to hearing from you. That would widen my perspective. However, if you are touched by any element discussed in this book, I welcome your comments too. Both forms of engagement would work as fuel for me.


Never stop! Keep flowing like a river!


Vivek Singh




The Story


Siddharth was hurrying downstairs when his thoughts drifted for a second and he almost stumbled. Regaining his balance, he continued down the stairs, more conscious now. His speed, however, reminded him of how easy it is to climb down in life. He slipped his hand into his trouser pocket to locate his access card. Gosh! He’d forgotten to pick it up from his drawer, again! He always liked a neat desk, therefore anything that was not required was immediately stashed into the drawer next to his workstation. Thinking it would be impossible to climb up twelve storeys since the lift wasn’t working, he walked to the security desk.


Sid, as his colleagues called him, was politer than usual. Consequently, the security guard sensed the reason. Squeezing the edge of his moustache, he pushed the exit register towards Sid for entry. Sid filled in the details quickly and rushed towards the exit where a lady in uniform smiled and opened the door, respectfully adhering to the bank’s tagline: ‘Where Service Ends with a Smile’. Sid waved to the female guard and bade goodbye.


It was already late. Evening traffic on the ridge was always crazy, which was one of the reasons he had been thinking of changing his job. Anticipating a tiring drive, he pressed the remote key in his pocket. The lights blinked on and he opened the door of his car. He threw the backpack on the rear seat, inserted the key and revved the engine. Sid lifted his foot from the accelerator, changed the gear and drove away leaving a trail of growling echo.


To his surprise the road was more or less clear. He drove faster to avoid the possibility of facing any further traffic jams. The weather was pleasant, so he rolled down the window on his side and a gust of air hit his face convincing him yet again what an utter waste a car with air conditioning was in the spring. The hill stood on the backdrop while the car cruised along the serpentine ridge road. The dwindling sun reflecting on the rear-view mirror prompted him to turn on the headlamps. A signboard indicated that there was a toll gate ahead. As he got closer to it, the absence of a queue reminded him that it was a Saturday. His breathing relaxed; he drove slowly past the toll gate, manoeuvring the car effortlessly.


Sid had started working on Saturdays due to the recent layoffs in the bank. His team size had been reduced to half, putting an extra burden on everyone. In the last executive meeting, the CEO briefed them to ensure that productivity was maintained, and they were asked to use technology aggressively to make up for the loss of manpower. Sid was always known for his affinity for divergent thinking and his performance was never an issue. He navigated through multiple roles across functions with ease. This gave him confidence to sail through with glee even in difficult times, such as the last recession. He was sure that the bank could not afford to lose him.


The loud music he was playing in his car suppressed the continuous ringing of his phone. He glanced at the blinking screen and his hand stopped midway from picking up the call. It was unusual to receive a call from the office at this hour. Before he could gather his thoughts, the ringing stopped. Then, the phone rang again. Without wasting any time, he slid his finger across the screen to receive the call.


‘Siddharth, sorry to bother you at this hour,’ a curt female voice said.


Before Sid could respond, the lady continued, ‘As you are aware of the conditions, the company has decided to let go of a few people.’


‘But, my team has already been reduced to half,’ he reacted.


Hearing this, the lady paused. Sid had little idea of what she was talking about. The lady on the other side broke the silence without waiting any further. ‘You can email your resignation by tonight so that you remain eligible for the benefits,’ she said remorselessly.


The words hit Sid like a bolt from the blue and left him shaken for a moment. He collected himself quickly. ‘How can you do this? Let’s discuss this on Monday,’ he questioned, followed by a plea.


‘Siddharth, this is the final call of the management.’


‘But, I have received the highest rating and you can track my performance record.’


‘You can mention that in the email.’


‘How do you expect me to resign without any explanation from you?’


‘I repeat, it’s a management decision,’ she said, appearing to be losing patience. ‘Whatever your concerns are, you can put those in the email and the bank will take a note of it,’ she said coldly.


‘Give me at least an opportunity to present myself,’ he begged.


‘If we do not receive your email by tonight, you’ll be terminated and you’ll lose all the benefits too.’


‘But, how can . . .’ Before he could finish she disconnected the call.


The phone rang again. It was Isha, Siddharth’s wife. He was yet to completely recover from the shock, so he put the phone on silent mode. It rang repeatedly leaving him with no choice but to pick up the call.


‘Can’t you see how many times I’ve called?’ she thundered.


‘Do I have to tell you that I was on another call?’ he shouted. ‘What’s the emergency that you have to talk immediately?’ he roared.


‘Family is never a priority for you. It’s always work, Sid. I’m just fed up.’ Her pitch went high.


‘I can’t explain what I’m going through,’ he retorted in frustration.


‘Forget it, we’ll talk when you reach home,’ she said flatly.


The mobile beeped and he tapped on the message icon, which read: pallavi.mathur@eunitedbank.com, the lady from the office management.


Staring at the message, Sid was lost thinking about the conversation he had minutes before with her and forgot that Isha was still on the call waiting for a response.


‘When you come home, heat up the food and eat it. It will be in the fridge,’ the terse whisper came from the phone speaker.


‘I’m not coming . . .’ Once again, the call was disconnected before he could finish.


When he rang the doorbell, Isha opened the door and went straight to the bedroom to display her annoyance. He bolted the door, walked inside and tossed his backpack on the couch. Still standing, he pulled out his tie, unbuttoned and folded his cuffs and then took a bottle of water from the fridge. He relaxed on the couch with a half-filled glass of water in his hand.


Suddenly, something struck him and he started to fiddle with the mobile. In a few seconds, his conversation with Pallavi started to play on his phone. Once it was done, he played it again, but this time, he paused it in the middle, something struck his mind and a sinister smile spread all over his face.


Sid’s eyes opened and it took a while for him to realize why he was lying on the couch. He switched on his phone and a series of beeps continued for nearly a minute. The dialler icon displayed 76 missed calls. Upon checking the calls, he found all the numbers were unknown except for one. It was Radhika from News16. She tried calling him 17 times. He was about to call her back when the phone rang. It was Radhika again and he immediately answered the call.


‘Siiiiiid, where did you get lost!’ she exclaimed. ‘You have become a celebrity. Your story is driving people crazy, its trending top on Twitter. I’m on my way, get dressed and be ready for a media byte,’ she spoke in a single breath.


Sid had no clue what she was talking about. After making a call to her the night before, he had gone to sleep and had no idea about anything that had happened since then. Out of confusion, he asked, ‘What story?’


‘Are you serious…? Turn on your TV and switch to News16,’ she commanded.


He lifted the remote and did exactly what Radhika asked him to do. Sid heard his voice being played on the screen then; there was a report by Radhika on unethical employment practices in India followed by a view of the newsroom, it had a psychologist, a lawyer, a politician and the news anchor discussing this topic.


He wondered whether the call to Radhika last night was worth all this spectacle and resumed the conversation. ‘But, I never asked for all this. All I wanted was . . .’


‘Trust me; your life will change for ever today. Just do as I say,’ she cut him short.


‘Are you doing this for me or for yourself?’


‘That’s not relevant,’ she dodged the question, adding, ‘I have left the studio and will reach by 11. Your script is ready, just a bit of practice and you’ll roll.’


‘I’m not getting into this drama.’


‘Listen. I have worked the whole night to bring out this story because I believed in it. It’s not just about you. Your case may prevent injustice to many working people who cannot gather courage to come out and speak. You’ve an opportunity to set an example, Sid. You cannot deny this,’ she paused and silence prevailed.


‘Give me some time,’ he said flatly and disconnected the call. Somewhere deep inside he knew this drama was less about him and more about her.


Sid’s phone kept indicating that there was a call waiting while he was talking to Radhika. Now, it showed five missed calls. He moved his finger to his upper lip covering half of the nostril and took a deep breath. Before it could ring again, he put the phone on silent mode.


The apology tweet from the CEO was shown on the channel, which said, ‘I apologize for this incident. The call by the HR was against the ethos of the company, Eunited Bank is serious about resolving the matter soon.’


The reactions from Twitteratti were being flashed in every two seconds. The hashtag was #EunitedWeFall. He switched channels and everywhere the primetime discussion was: ‘How long is your job safe?’ The same thought was phrased differently on each channel. Unable to get a response, the newsmen started calling him on WhatsApp to try their luck. The calls from family started pouring in on Isha’s phone and on the landline. On TV, the career experts were voicing tips on how to defend a job. Friends started posting sympathies on Facebook and notifications were frequent. The phone continued to vibrate with messages. All put together, the living room had turned into a war zone. This had been the least of Sid’s expectations when he had decided to speak to Radhika the previous night.


Isha came out from the kitchen, turned off the TV, and placed the remote away to prevent Sid from being impulsive and switching it on again. She walked towards him with the tea, put the tray on the table, pulled the chair closer to him and sat down. She glanced at him leaving an impression that nothing needed to be explained. Silence prevailed. They were conversing only through their eyes. When tea was over, Sid abruptly got up and walked to the study without uttering a word.


Handing over a black notebook to Isha, Sid said, ‘All that you might need is here. The cards, insurance papers, everything is kept in my cupboard.’ He scribbled a phone number on the notebook and wrote ‘Emergency’ next to it.


Isha stood silently. Sid looked into her eyes and said, ‘I will have to go.’


‘It’s always been about you Sid. Have you ever thought about what I go through every day?’ She continued, ‘You can’t do this to me. Not anymore,’ her pitch went high.


‘Ish . . . it has become a mess. I need a break.’


‘What about me?’


‘There is enough money in the bank; I’m leaving all the cards, insurance is paid. You don’t have to worry about anything.’


‘What about this?’ she pointed towards the TV reminding him of the news.


‘You don’t have to answer anybody, just ignore it for now. I will be back soon.’


They stood in silence. Tears rolled down her cheeks because she realized that now nothing would hold Sid back.


He lifted the canvas bag, slipped on the sandals and opened the door. ‘Will never let you down, I promise,’ were his parting words before he closed the door behind him.


Isha stood there, frozen, staring at the door.


In a few minutes Sid was in a rickshaw going to the bus terminal. A news van passed by; maybe they were on a lookout for him. The spring breeze caressed his face; he closed his eyes and smelled the air. He had not felt so free in a long time.


The bus was moving on a pitch-black road surrounded by green fields with grey shadows of the hills in the distant backdrop. Half of Sid’s face was covered with sunlight coming through the widow. His eyes were closed, the hair on his forehead flapping with the breeze from the fields. He appeared to be at peace but he was not.


Multiple scenes were flashing in his head. When he became too puzzled, he would briefly open his eyes for relief. A riot of emotions was playing inside him. He was feeling guilty, insecure, uncertain, all at the same time. By now the bus had changed direction and his face was in complete shadow. Sid had taken the bus to Rishikesh, the yoga capital of the world, where the Beatles had learnt meditation. He was anxious. Anxious about life ahead and unsure if he would be able to adapt to an ashram routine. He was anxious about running out of the four thousand three hundred rupees that he had in his pocket and about leaving his wife in the middle of the mess created by him.
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