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CHAPTER: 1
A GLIMPSE OF YESTERDAY

rishna sat by the window of his small, dimly lit room, the
evening sun casting long shadows across the floor. The city
outside buzzed with the sounds of life—horns honking,
people chattering, the usual chaos of a modern world that
never seemed to pause. Yet, in the silence of his thoughts,
Krishna felt an overwhelming stillness. The world around
him seemed to spin at an impossible pace, while he was
stuck, suspended, in the weight of his own mind.

He wasn't always like this.

In the early 90s, when Krishna was growing up, life had
been different. He could almost feel the strength of those
days, the way people moved, the way they spoke, the way
they lived. Everything seemed so much simpler back then.
There was no overwhelming pressure to always be online,
no endless stream of notifications, no constant
comparisons to others. The world of the 90s was a world
that felt real—people looked you in the eye, they worked
hard with their hands, they lived outside, and they talked
face-to-face.

Back then, Krishna’s parents were strong. Not just
hysically—though they were certainly that, too—but
tally. They had a resilience that Krishna admired. His
would wake up at 5 AM, go to work in the fields,
n by evening, and still find time to help with chores at
home. His & too, was a force to be reckoned with




omething about that time that seemed so steady, so rooted
in simplicity.

Krishna’s own life back then had been full of energy. He
ayed outside with his friends for hours, ran without tiring,
nd ate home-cooked meals made with ingredients his
family grew themselves. There was no pressure to be
anything other than who you were. The worries were
small—school exams, a fight with a friend, a scolding from
his parents. But even those problems felt simpler, less
overwhelming than the ones he faced now.

Now, everything felt like a blur.

Krishna often wondered what had gone wrong. How had he,
and so many others, gone from the vibrant, strong
individuals of the 90s to the uncertain, anxious people they
were today? Was it the rapid rise of technology? Was it the
constant comparison that social media bred? Or was it the
unspoken expectations of a society that had changed,
perhaps too quickly, for anyone to keep up with?

He took a deep breath and rubbed his temples, feeling the
familiar weight of the day’s stress. He had tried to push
through it. Tried to ignore the feeling of being
overwhelmed, but it always came back—Ilike a storm cloud,
hovering just above his head.

Depression. Anxiety. Stress. He had heard those words
re and more in recent years, and the more he heard
, the more they seemed to describe his own life. But
had it all started? What had changed?

Krishna'’s

drifted back to his childhood. Back the
the peoples “
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achers—seemed to be invincible. The 90s, in their
simplicity, had a certain clarity that no one had warned him
would fade away. Life felt like it had purpose, and the future
elt like a destination that everyone was walking toward

But now? Now, it was a constant question mark.

"Where did I go wrong?" he whispered to himself. He didn’t
know if the question was meant for the world or for himself.
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CHAPTER: 2
THE WEIGHT OF TIME

he next morning, Krishna woke up earlier than usual,
ough not because he felt energized. The sleep he’d gotten
had been fitful, filled with restless tossing and turning, his
mind plagued by the constant hum of unanswered
questions.

As he dragged himself out of bed, the remnants of his
childhood flashed in his mind. His family had lived in a small
village, where life was simple and grounded. His father, a
tall man with broad shoulders, had always been the pillar
of the household. He didn’t talk much, but his presence was
enough to make anyone feel safe. Krishna remembered the
mornings when his father would take him with him to the
fields—back then, everything felt like an adventure. The
heavy work of farming didn’t feel like a burden; it felt like a
necessary part of life, a rhythm that connected everyone to
the earth.

Those were the days when Krishna felt a sense of purpose,
a sense of belonging to something bigger. His mother, a
woman of few words but infinite strength, would prepare
meals from scratch—Ientils, rice, vegetables from their
garden. There was no rush, no frantic need to be
omewhere else. The meals were simple, but they
ished the body and soul.

ow, things felt hollow. His mind was cluttered with
endless thoughts, of bills to pay, deadlines to meet, and an
overwhelft @ 1Se of inadequacy.
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e stepped into the kitchen, where the aroma of freshly
brewed tea filled the air. As he poured himself a cup, he
reflected on how little he understood his own emotions. He
ad become so used to suppressing his feelings, pushing
em down like the waves that crashed endlessly on a
distant shore. He'd learned to put on a mask, a smile that
concealed the turmoil beneath.

But there were days—Ilike today—when the mask cracked.

Krishna sat at the small table in his apartment, staring at
the steaming cup in front of him. The world outside had
already begun to move—cars rushing down the street,
people walking quickly, their faces glued to their phones.
Everyone seemed to have somewhere to go, something to
do. The constant movement, the endless activity, was both
exhausting and isolating.

What happened to the slow, steady pace of life? The kind of
life where you woke up to the sound of birds, where you
knew your neighbors, where you could take a moment to
just be?

Krishna’'s thoughts wandered back to the 90s, to a time
when things felt more real. Back then, technology wasn’t so
dominant. People spent time with each other, in person,
talking, laughing, playing. He remembered those days when
they didn’t need a screen to connect with one another. They
't need social media or constant validation from
gers. Life wasn’t perfect, but it had meaning. People
ed hard, yes, but they also took the time to enjoy the
fruits of th
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rishna’s gaze fell to the phone on the table. The small
screen seemed to mock him. He had a thousand
notifications—messages from work, social media updates,
ndless streams of people’s opinions. It all seemed so
intless now.

It wasn’t that Krishna disliked technology. On the contrary,
he admired how it had connected the world in ways that
were once unimaginable. But there was a price. The
constant buzz, the pressure to keep up, to be better,
smarter, more successful—it was draining. His generation,
it seemed, was caught in a constant struggle to prove
themselves, not just to others, but to themselves.

He looked at the clock. It was time to get ready for work.

Flashbacks to the 90s:

As Krishna got dressed, his mind wandered again, this time
to a day from his youth. He was about ten years old, running
through the fields with his friends. It was a Sunday
afternoon, and there was a palpable joy in the air. The sun
was high, the sky a perfect blue. They played cricket in the
open field, their laughter filling the air. His friends were all
different, yet the same—strong, resilient, happy in their
simplicity. They didn’t need the latest gadgets or constant
timulation.

day would end with his mother calling him in for
r, a delicious spread laid out on the dining table.
Everyone s ther, talking, sharing stories of their day.




ow, that scene felt like it belonged to someone else,
another lifetime. The innocence, the energy, the
togetherness—so much had changed since then.

rishna finished getting ready and grabbed his keys. His
oughts were a tangled mess, but there was one thing he
was certain of: He needed to reconnect with the past. He
needed to find what had been lost—the strength, the
purpose, the simplicity. Maybe that was the key to
understanding why he felt so lost in the present.

As he stepped outside and into the busy city, he looked up
at the sky. For a moment, it almost seemed to slow down.
The traffic, the noise, the world that moved too fast—it all
faded into the background.

Maybe, just maybe, there was a way to bring back the
strength of the past. To combine the best of both worlds—
the resilience of the 90s and the connectivity of today.
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CHAPTER: 3
THE GHOSTS OF YESTERDAY

he day dragged on. Work was the usual blur of meetings,
ails, and deadlines. But through it all, Krishna couldn’t
shake the weight that had settled in his chest since the
morning. His mind was scattered, a million thoughts
chasing each other in circles. He had been staring at his
computer screen for hours without truly seeing anything,
the numbers on the spreadsheet blurring into a sea of
meaningless digits.

By the time he finished for the day, he felt drained—not
from the work itself, but from the inner turmoil that had
taken root. He felt disconnected from the world, as if he
were watching his life through a foggy window.

As he locked his office door and walked out of the building,
his phone buzzed. It was a message from his old friend,
Ravi.

“Hey man, I know it's been a while. We’re meeting up
tonight at the old tea shop. Same place we used to go back
in the day. Come by. It's been too long.”

Krishna hesitated for a moment. It had been years since
he'd seen Ravi—years since he’d made any real effort to
reconnect with his old friends. Life had just... gotten in the
. The pressures of work, the constant shuffle of
nsibilities—it had all pushed the past further and
er into the background. But as he read the message
irred in him. Maybe this was what h




eeded. Maybe reconnecting with the past, even in small
ways, was the first step toward finding himself again.

He replied with a simple, “I'll be there.”

The tea shop was exactly how he remembered it—a small,
dimly lit place on the corner of a quiet street. It smelled of
sweet chai, spices, and the faint scent of old books from the
shelves in the corner. The faded posters on the walls, the
mismatched chairs, the sound of clinking cups—it all felt
familiar in a way that both comforted and unsettled him. It
was as if the space had frozen in time, holding onto the
memories of who he used to be.

Krishna pushed open the door, and there, sitting at the
same table they’d sat at countless times before, was Ravi.

Ravi hadn’t changed much. He still wore his usual leather
jacket, his hair slightly tousled, and his eyes bright with
energy. He looked up and smiled when he saw Krishna.

"Krishna!" Ravi called out, standing up and extending his
hand. "Look at you, man. Still as serious as ever."

Krishna smiled back, though it felt a bit forced. He shook
Ravi’s hand and sat down.

“I wasn't sure if you’'d actually show up,” Ravi continued,
ughing. "Been a long time, huh? You don’t come around
h these days.”

... I've been busy,” Krishna replied, his voice trailing
off. He was ite sure what to say.




avi studied him for a moment, noticing the weariness in
his friend’s eyes. "You okay, Krishna? You don't seem like
yourself."

rishna chuckled dryly. "Yeah, I guess. It's just... everything
els off. I don’t know, man. Life’s just moving so fast, and I
can’t keep up. It's like I'm stuck in this... this cycle."

Ravi leaned back in his chair, folding his arms. "I get it.
Believe me, I get it. Life today is like a constant race.
Technology, work, expectations—it never stops. But you're
not the only one feeling this way. Everyone is, in some way
or another.”

Krishna stared at his cup of chai, steam rising in thin
tendrils. "I don’t know what happened. I used to feel so
strong, you know? Like, back in the 90s—when we were
kids, life had meaning. We worked hard, sure, but we had
time for everything. For friends. For family. It all made
sense. Now... it feels like everything is just noise. Everyone’s
rushing, no one really talks anymore."

Ravi nodded slowly, his face softening with understanding.
"Yeah, things were different back then. But you can’t go
back, Krishna. Trust me, I've tried. I've spent a lot of time
looking backward, wishing I could turn back the clock. But
the truth is, the world’s changed. We've changed. And we’ve
got to figure out how to move forward."

hna frowned. "But how? How do you move forward
everything feels like it's falling apart?”

is voice serious now. "You don’t have to
y. Start small. Start by reconnecti

Ravi leane
figure it
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ith the things that made you feel alive back then. The
things that gave you strength. Maybe it’s not about trying to
bring the past back, but about taking the best parts of it and
eaving them into your life now. You don’t have to be stuck
the rush. You don’t have to let the noise swallow you."

Krishna felt a small shift within him, a tiny flicker of hope.
It wasn’t a solution, not by any means. But maybe, just
maybe, Ravi was right. He didn’t have to choose between
the past and the present. He could take pieces from both
and build something new.

They spent the next hour catching up, laughing, reminiscing
about their childhood adventures, the mischief they had
caused, the friendships that had shaped them. Krishna felt
a lightness, a fleeting sense of connection that had been
missing from his life for too long. When they parted ways,
he didn’t feel completely healed, but he felt... a little less
alone.

Later that Night: A Quiet Reflection

That night, as Krishna lay in bed, his thoughts drifted to
Ravi’s words. “Start small.” It seemed so simple, yet so
profound. Maybe that was the key. He couldn’t undo the
past. He couldn’t go back to the simplicity of the 90s. But
erhaps he didn’t need to.

t if he started by reclaiming some of the things that had
him feel strong? What if he spent more time with his
family, like d to? What if he found a way to be more




resent in the moment, to connect with people face-to-face,
instead of living his life through a screen?

Maybe it wasn’t about escaping the pressures of modern
e, but about learning to balance them—finding pockets of
eace amidst the chaos.

Krishna closed his eyes, the flickering light from the
streetlamp outside casting long shadows across the room.
He didn’t know where this path would lead, but for the first
time in a long while, he felt a glimmer of possibility.

Tomorrow, he would take the first step.
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CHAPTER 4:
THE TASTE OF MEMORY

he next morning, Krishna woke with a faint sense of purpose.
avi’s words echoed in his mind: “Start small.” He decided to
begin with something tangible, something that connected him
to simpler times: making khichdi. It was a dish his mother used
to make every Sunday, a comforting blend of rice, lentils, and
spices that filled their home with a warm, inviting aroma.

He hadn’t made it in years, relying instead on quick takeout or
microwave meals. But today, he felt a craving for that familiar
taste, a taste of home. He pulled out his mother’s old cookbook,
its pages worn and stained with years of use. As he flipped
through it, a folded piece of paper slipped out. It was a
handwritten recipe for the khichdi, in his mother’s elegant
script. A wave of nostalgia washed over him.

He gathered the ingredients: rice, lentils, turmeric, cumin,
ginger. The simple act of chopping vegetables and measuring
spices felt grounding, a welcome change from the digital world
that usually consumed him. As the khichdi simmered on the
stove, the familiar aroma filled his apartment, transporting him
back to his childhood. He could almost hear his mother’s gentle
humming as she moved around the kitchen.

As he ate, savoring each spoonful, a thought struck him. He
hadn't spoken to Anjali in ages. Anjali was his childhood best
iend, practically a sister to him. They had spent countless
together, exploring the neighborhood, sharing secrets,
eaming big dreams. They had drifted apart over the years,
in different directions, but the bond they




e pulled out his phone and scrolled through his contacts until
he found her number. He hesitated for a moment, then pressed
the call button.

ello?”” Anjali’s voice was instantly recognizable, warm and
miliar.

“Anjali? It’s Krishna.”

There was a brief pause, then a delighted exclamation.
“Krishna! Oh my god, it’s been ages! How are you?”

They talked for a while, catching up on each other’s lives.
Anjali was now a successful architect, living just across town
with her family. As they spoke, Krishna felt a lightness he
hadn't experienced in a long time. It was as if no time had
passed at all.

“I was just making some khichdi,” he said, almost
apologetically. “It reminded me of... well, of everything.”

“Khichdi?” Anjali laughed. “That takes me back. Remember
when we used to try and make it ourselves, and it always turned
out a sticky mess?”

“And your mom would always rescue it with her magic touch,”
Krishna chuckled.

“You know what?” Anjali said suddenly. “Why don’t I come
over? We can have some khichdi together and reminisce
operly.”

na’s face lit up. “That would be amazing.”

ew hours
warm smi

ter, Anjali arrived with a bottle of wine and a
er standing in his doorway felt surre
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ke a scene from a forgotten chapter of his life. They hugged
tightly, a silent acknowledgment of the years that had passed
and the enduring bond that remained.

hey sat at his small dining table, sharing the khichdi and
ughing over old stories. They talked about their childhood
adventures: building forts in the park, staging elaborate plays
in the backyard, getting into minor scrapes with the
neighborhood kids. They remembered the silly nicknames they
had for each other, the inside jokes that still made them laugh.

“Remember the time we tried to climb Mrs. Sharma’s mango
tree and got chased by her dog?” Anjali giggled, tears welling
up in her eyes.

Krishna laughed. “And we hid in the bushes for hours,
convinced he was going to find us.”

As they talked, the years melted away. They were no longer
burdened by the pressures of their adult lives. They were just
Krishna and Anjali again, two kids with big dreams and an
unbreakable friendship.

“You know,” Anjali said, her voice soft, “I’ve missed this. I’ve
missed you.”

Krishna nodded, his throat tight. “Me too.”

That evening, as Anjali left, Krishna felt a profound sense of
peace. The simple act of sharing a meal and reconnecting with
car friend had filled a void he hadn’t even realized existed.
ent to bed that night feeling lighter than he had in months.
d taken a small step, just as Ravi had suggested, and it
e difference. The taste of memory, it turned out,
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CHAPTER: 5
THE DIGITAL ILLUSION

he sun had barely set, but Krishna was still staring at his
one. It had become a habit—one that had begun to feel
almost automatic. He had just spent the last half hour
scrolling through his social media feed, as he did every
evening. Each post, each story, felt like a window into a
world that was moving on without him.

Pictures of smiling faces, perfect vacations, luxury cars, and
flawless lives flooded his screen. He didn’t know most of
these people personally, yet they all seemed to have
something that he didn’t—something that was just out of
reach. It was the unspoken competition of the digital world:
who could appear the happiest, the most successful, the
most perfect?

Krishna sighed and locked his phone. He had seen enough
for today. [t wasn’t that he resented these people, but it was
hard not to feel a little.. inadequate. The constant
comparisons were wearing him down. Life, it seemed, was
an endless highlight reel, and he wasn’t even sure he was
on the field anymore.

His thoughts were interrupted by a ping. A message from
his cousin, Priya, popped up on the screen.

, Krishna! How’s everything going? Have you seen
ew video I posted on Instagram? Everyone’s

ng about it. <"
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rishna hesitated before replying. Priya was only fifteen,
and already, she had more followers than he could ever
imagine. She was part of a generation that had grown up in
world of constant digital validation. She was always
line, always sharing bits of her life—photos, videos,
thoughts—that would disappear just as quickly as they
were posted.

Priya was popular at school, constantly in the spotlight,
constantly battling for attention. Her life, at least the one
that appeared online, was one of glamour and adventure.
But Krishna knew the reality was often different. Priya was
a smart girl, but there were days when he could see the toll
it was taking on her—the pressure to look perfect, to have
the “right” opinions, to be constantly entertaining.

It was the same pressure he’d noticed in his younger
cousins, his younger colleagues, even his friends’ children.
Technology had become both a gift and a curse. The more
connected people were, the more disconnected they
seemed from the reality of their own lives.

Krishna typed a quick reply:

"I'm good, Priya. I'll check it out later. Glad to see you're
doing well!”

As he put his phone down, he couldn’t help but think about
he pressure that his younger relatives, and people like
, were under. He remembered a time when the biggest
rn for kids was what game to play outside, not how
y likes their last selfie got. Now, everything was tied to
appearan larity, to being liked.

30| Page

A




Flashback to the 90s: The Simplicity of Childhood

rishna closed his eyes for a moment and let his thoughts
ift back to his own childhood. There was a simplicity to it
hat he sometimes wished he could capture again. Growing
up in the 90s, social media didn’t exist. There was no
constant stream of notifications, no public profiles or
"followers" to chase after. Children spent their days
outside, playing in the streets or climbing trees. If they
wanted to get in touch with a friend, they knocked on the
door or waited until school the next day. The relationships
they built were real—offline, raw, and free from the need
for constant validation.

Krishna remembered his own teenage years—the freedom
of walking through the village without worrying about a
photo-op or being judged by a digital audience. Back then,
the pressure to look perfect didn’t exist in the same way it
did today. Yes, there were issues, of course—bullies, family
problems, and the usual teenage angst—but nothing was
amplified in the way it was now.

Kids didn’t grow up with the burden of knowing their
mistakes or their insecurities would be posted and shared
for the world to see. They didn’t have to worry about a selfie
not getting enough likes or about what people would say in
comments.

ow, Krishna saw a new kind of pressure on the
ger generation. They were growing up too fast, being
exposed t cepts—like relationships, body imag




nd success—long before they were ready. Social media
had created an environment where self-worth was tied to
the opinions of strangers. And it wasn’t just superficial —
ere was a dark side to this world of digital approval.

The New Generation: A Fragmented Reality

Krishna’s phone buzzed again. It was Priya again, but this
time the message was different.

"Krishna, I need to talk to you... Can you call me?"

The sudden urgency in her tone made him pause. He
quickly dialed her number.

“Hello?” Priya’s voice was shaky, and there was an edge of
panic in it.

“Hey, Priya. What's up?” Krishna asked, concern rising in
his chest.

“I...Idon’t know what to do,” she replied. “I posted a picture
with Karan, you know, the guy from school? He's cute,
right? But now people are saying all kinds of stuff... that
we'’re dating. That we’re more than friends. And everyone
is judging me. I can’t even go to school without people
talking about it. It’s all so... overwhelming.”

Krishna’s heart sank. Priya was only fifteen, and she was
eady dealing with the emotional fallout of online rumors
teenage drama. In his day, relationships had been
e matters—somethlng that was dealt with between
friends, fa r face-to-face. But now, everything was
public. E , every look, every flirtation w




crutinized, dissected, and turned into something bigger
than it was.

“Listen to me, Priya,” Krishna said softly, trying to keep his
ice steady. “You don’t have to let what others say define
ou. The people who are talking don’t know the real you.
You don’t owe anyone an explanation. And don’t let social
media make you feel like you're something you're not. It’s
all an illusion.”

“But it’'s hard, Krishna. Everyone’s watching. Everyone’s
talking. And it feels like... like I'm not in control anymore.”

Krishna paused, thinking carefully. “I get it, Priya. I really
do. But trust me when I say, this moment—this pressure—
it will pass. People will move on. But you've got to
remember, social media isn’t real life. What really matters
is what you think of yourself.”

The Dark Side of Digital Validation

Later that night, Krishna sat in his living room, reflecting on
his conversation with Priya. It dawned on him how much
the digital world had altered the fabric of young people’s
lives. Kids today were exposed to things they weren’t ready
for, with social media acting as both a stage and a prison.

The pressure to be perfect, to be seen, to be constantly
jdated—it was a silent but powerful force. And it wasn’t
bout images or status; it was about relationships, too.
nnocence of youthful attraction and friendship had
been repl adult-like scrutiny, where every wor




nd every glance could be twisted into something bigger
than it was.

Krishna knew that what Priya was going through was only
small taste of what many young people faced today—of
ow digital interactions often replaced real connections.
The more virtual lives they led, the more isolated they felt.
And the more their sense of self was shaped by others’
opinions rather than their own inner truth.
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CHAPTER: 6
THE UNSEEN PITFALLS

aghav had never been one to give in easily to his emotions.
e was the quiet type—focused on his studies, keeping his
circle of friends tight, and not letting the distractions of
college life throw him off course. But that all changed when
Aditi entered his life.

She was new to the college, a transfer student with an easy
smile and a natural grace that seemed to draw people in.
For weeks, Raghav had seen her around campus—Ilaughing
with friends, raising her hand in class with confidence, and
always seemingly at ease with herself. But it wasn’t until
that day in the student lounge that he truly noticed her.

Their eyes met briefly as she passed by, and Raghav felt
something stir deep within him. It was a feeling he hadn’t
expected—a kind of sudden, quiet attraction that caught
him off guard. He tried to shake it off, but it lingered in the
back of his mind. He couldn’t stop thinking about her.

Over the next few weeks, they began to talk more. It started
small—casual conversations between classes, quick
exchanges about assignments. But soon, their talks began
to stretch into longer chats. He learned about her childhood
in Mumbai, her love for old Hindi movies, and her dream of
oming a writer. And she learned about his quiet love for
s, his obsession with coding, and the dreams that
ed just a little too far away.

They shar er, they shared moments, and slowly;
Raghav f f drawn into her world, and Aditi in




is. It wasn’t long before they were texting each other
constantly—small check-ins, inside jokes, and late-night
messages that made Raghav’s heart race with excitement
very time his phone buzzed.

was new, it was exciting, and for the first time in a long
while, Raghav felt alive in a way that had nothing to do with
his grades or his future plans. This feeling of connection, of
being wanted, felt intoxicating.

The Digital Dependence

But with this newfound connection came an unexpected
pressure. Aditi's replies, once quick and effortless, now
seemed delayed. Her comments on his social media posts
weren't as frequent. Raghav’s mind began to spiral with
doubts—Why hadn’t she responded to his text yet? Why
was she posting pictures with other friends, guys included?

The next day, he found himself scrolling through her
Instagram feed at least five times before lunch. Each
picture, each caption, was a new piece of a puzzle he felt he
had to solve. Every smile she shared with someone else—
every like or comment from a guy he didn’t know—planted
a seed of jealousy and doubt in his mind. His thoughts
became consumed with questions he couldn’t answer.

the time the evening came, Raghav was a mess. He hadn’t
d from Aditi in hours, and his thoughts were spiraling
control. He had convinced himself that she was losing
interest, th be she was moving on to someone else,




is phone buzzed, and it was a message from Aditi. He
opened it with trembling fingers, but when he read the
message, it sent his heart sinking.

ey, Raghav, I know you’ve been asking a lot about the
arty last night. But I'm just hanging out with some
friends. I'm not interested in anything serious right
now. Hope you understand.”

The words hit him like a punch to the gut. His mind raced,
his hands shook. The anxiety was unbearable. He had been
overthinking every little thing, every moment they’d
shared, and now this. She wasn’t interested in him, not in
the way he had hoped.

Feeling a mixture of hurt, confusion, and rage, Raghav did
something he would later regret. He went to her recent
post—one where she was laughing with a guy from their
class—and typed out a comment without thinking.

“You seem to have a lot of fun with him. Hope that’s who
you really want. I thought we were more than this.”

He stared at the comment for a moment, his pulse
quickening as the realization of what he’d just done hit him.
[t was too late to take it back. He had exposed his jealousy,
his insecurities, all in the public space of social media.

Consequence of Digital Actions

passed, but Aditi didn’t reply. Raghav’s phone
ained silent. He tried to busy himself with his studies,
but the w mistake hung over him like a cloud. H




ad let his emotions spiral out of control, influenced by the
constant exposure to everyone else’s lives online—Aditi’s,
his own friends’, even people he barely knew. Social media,
e realized, had become the battleground where every
eling, every doubt, and every fear had to be fought out in
the public eye.

By the time he saw Aditi again, it was the next day in class.
She avoided his gaze. There was a coldness in her eyes that
hadn’t been there before. Raghav felt small, like he had been
exposed for all the insecurities he had been hiding.

Later that evening, he received a message from his best
friend, Abhinav, who had seen the comment on Aditi’s post.

“Dude, what happened? Aditi’s upset, and I think you
need to talk to her.”

Raghav stared at the message for a long time before typing
a reply.

“I messed up, man. I don’t know why I said it. I just... I
couldn’t stop myself. I was so scared of losing her, of not
being enough.”

Abhinav’s response was quick:

“Raghav, you've got to stop letting these things control
you. You can’t let your worth be defined by likes or
comments. You've got to talk to her. This isn’t healthy,

”»

v felt the weight of his actions more keenly now.
nav was right. He had become addicted to validation.
The likes, ents, the constant checking of Aditi’
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osts—they had all been feeding his insecurities, making
him act out in ways that were completely out of character.
But he hadn’t realized it until it was too late.

Moment of Clarity: The Digital Disconnect

That night, Raghav found himself lying in bed, staring at the
ceiling. His thoughts were scattered, but one thing was
crystal clear. He had let social media dictate his emotions,
his actions, his sense of self-worth. The digital world, with
all its curated images and constant connectivity, had
created a version of reality that was far from the truth.

He remembered the conversation he’d had with Krishna a
few days ago—how Krishna had talked about the pressure
on today’s youth, the constant need for validation and the
way it distorted relationships. It made sense now. Raghav
had fallen into the trap. He had started measuring his self-
worth based on Aditi’'s attention, based on the online
version of their relationship. But the truth was, he didn'’t
really know her as deeply as he thought. He had only seen
what she chose to share. And now, because he couldn’t
handle that, he had ruined what could have been something
real.

Raghav knew he needed to make things right. He needed to
ologize, not just to Aditi, but to himself. He couldn’t let his
be ruled by the digital version of things. He needed to
nect with reality—the real connections, the real
ersations, the real moments.
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CHAPTER:7

A NEW BEGINNING - EMBRACING TIME,
BALANCE, AND DEDICATION

he evening sky stretched across the city like a canvas, the
deep orange hues fading into purples and blues. Raghav
stood by the window of his room, staring out at the vast
skyline. It was quiet now—no buzzing notifications, no
constant need to check his phone every few minutes. The
silence felt different this time—peaceful, almost
comforting. He had taken control, he realized. He had
started to rebuild the pieces of his life, one choice at a time.

His father, Krishna, had always been a man of few words,
but when he spoke, his words carried the weight of
experience. Over the past few weeks, Raghav had come to
understand just how much his father’s wisdom from the
90s could guide him through the chaos of modern life.

Krishna had always told him stories of a time when life
moved slower, when people weren'’t distracted by screens
or lost in the endless cycle of validation that social media
encouraged. He had spoken of an era where friendships
were nurtured in person, not through text messages or
digital likes. A time when people had to rely on their
instincts and real connections rather than the curated
ages of others on Instagram or Facebook.

ow, Raghav was beginning to understand.

The Tur A Realization




had been a month since Raghav had decided to make a
change. After the fallout with Aditi, after the realization that
his digital obsessions were controlling him, he had taken a
tep back. He had deactivated his social media accounts for
while, just to clear his mind. At first, it was unsettling. The
silence was louder than he expected. His mind Kkept
reaching for the phone, checking for updates, for something
to validate his existence in the eyes of the digital world.

But after a few days, something changed. The emptiness he
felt from not constantly scrolling began to fill with new
things: thoughts, ideas, a renewed sense of purpose. He
started to read more, to reconnect with old hobbies, to be
present in conversations with friends. He started to focus
on what really mattered—the present moment, his
relationships, his goals, and his growth.

Raghav thought about his father’s words often.

“You can’t spend your life chasing things that don’t matter.
Real growth happens when you focus on what's in front of you,
not what's flashing on a screen.”

Krishna had always believed that time was the most
valuable currency, something you could never get back
once it was lost. And Raghav, now, more than ever,
understood that concept. In a world that never seemed to
stop, where distractions were just a tap away, the only way
truly make the most of life was to live intentionally—
ent by moment.

d: Finding Purpose



aghav sat down at his desk, pulling his laptop towards
him. But instead of opening another social media app or
diving into the mindless scrolling of news feeds, he opened
document titled, “My Future.”

or the first time in a long while, Raghav had clarity. He
realized he had been wasting his potential, consumed by
distractions that only left him feeling empty. Now, he was
focused—on his education, on his personal growth, on his
friendships. He no longer sought approval from strangers
or tried to fit into an image he didn’t even believe in.

He opened the file and began writing, not about what others
expected from him, but about what he wanted for his
future. What did he want to create, to build, to achieve?
What kind of person did he want to become? The words
flowed freely, as if for the first time, he was speaking
directly to himself.

A Shift in Perspective: The Importance of Time

The more Raghav thought about the passing days, the more
he realized how fleeting time was. As a child, he had never
truly appreciated how much time he had—how much time
his father had given him, even when he was busy with his
own struggles. In the 90s, life was slower, yes, but it was
Iso more intentional. People were more connected with
ir time, and with each other. There was less noise, fewer
ctions. Time was used for meaningful conversations,
earning, for creating, for building relationships.
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rishna had once told him, “Time is like a river—it moves
on, no matter how much you try to hold onto it. But the
way you use your time can shape the course of your
ife.”

nd now, Raghav understood. Time wasn’t just about
passing hours or scrolling through endless updates. It was
about what you did with those hours, what you chose to
give your attention to, what you chose to build. Every
choice he made today, from the books he read to the people
he spent time with, was shaping the future he would live.

Dedication: The Path to Growth

Raghav knew that he wasn’t going to change overnight.
Dedication was something that took time, patience, and
consistency. But he was ready. Ready to take small steps,
every day, towards the life he wanted to live. A life where
his success wasn’t measured by the number of likes on a
photo or the number of followers on his account, but by the
real connections he built, the skills he learned, and the
growth he experienced.

He thought about Aditi again. He had learned so much from
his experience with her—not just about relationships, but
about himself. He had learned to be vulnerable, but also to
tand firm in his self-worth. He didn’t need someone else’s
oval to feel complete. He was whole, just as he was.

Technolo




ith time, Raghav came to a balance with technology. He
no longer saw his phone as an endless source of distraction,
but rather as a tool for growth. He used it to learn, to stay in
uch with people who mattered, and to share moments of
is life that were meaningful.

But he was mindful. He no longer allowed the digital world
to dictate his emotions, to control his time. He had learned
to use technology wisely, to disconnect when needed, and
to focus on what truly mattered.

Krishna had often said, “Technology is a tool, but when
you let it control you, it becomes a prison.” Now, Raghav
understood the true meaning of those words. He wasn't
going to let technology imprison him anymore. He was
going to use it to create, to learn, and to connect—without
letting it take away the most precious thing he had: his time.

The Future: One Day at a Time

As the sun set that evening, Raghav felt a deep sense of
gratitude. His journey had not been easy, and there were
still days when he would struggle. But he was no longer lost
in the noise. He had found his center. He was in control. He
had learned the value of time, the power of dedication, and
the importance of focusing on what truly mattered.

ith a final glance at the city skyline, Raghav closed his
p. It was time to take a walk—away from the screens,
from the distractions. Time to be present.

And for the
that came

ime in a long while, Raghav felt the peace
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