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"It’s the magic of risking everything for a dream that nobody sees but you."
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​Eddie Scrap-Iron Dupris (played by Morgan Freeman), Million Dollar Baby (2004), screenplay by Paul Haggis.

It’s the Magic of Risking Everything for a Dream that Nobody Sees but You

When I accidentally chanced upon the movie Million Dollar Baby (2004) back in 2014—you won't believe this, but what I did even astonishes me today in 2026—I watched it eleven times in a row, punctuated only by sleep and routine work. The movie completely gripped my consciousness, and I am still speechless at how it stands as a masterpiece on the anatomy of a dream.

​Just a few hours ago, I was having a late lunch in a local restaurant. A guy at my table left his chicken pieces untouched but ate all the rice from his Biryani. The moment he stood up from his chair, Maggie—the character played by Hilary Swank—started dancing before my eyes. The entire restaurant scene, where she saves leftover steaks for herself while training for boxing, came rushing back to my mind. Even the way she hides the embarrassment of her poverty is as vivid to me as if I were watching it right now. The movie synced with my heart on many levels, but that's not the main theme of this piece.

​There is a little-known French philosopher, Gilles Deleuze, who warned the world about the hypnotic effect of a dream on oneself and others. He said, "If you're trapped in the dream of the Other, you're fucked."

​The whole world paid the price of Hitler's dream. Alexander the Great's dream consumed his youth and the world he conquered. History is full of such all-consuming dreams.

​Then what is a dream?

​Have you ever tried this as a child? I did it many times as a teenager: I placed a piece of paper on the ground, took my father's reading glasses, and focused the light of the full noon sun through them. Within a few minutes, the paper started burning. That exactly is a dream. It is the focused energy of a supreme willpower. If you concentrate on a single thought for long enough, that thought starts working on you. Soon, you become the living, walking embodiment of your dream, folding the world around it. That is exactly how a dream consumes you, the people around you, and the entire world—if you happen to be as big as Hitler or Alexander.

​I have seen it in both my personal and professional life: even when people have everything—from material wealth to intellectual brilliance—their lives can still be desperately boring. For the rich and the genius alike, life stalls when there is no burning desire, none of that raw hunger found in a character like Maggie.

​A true dream makes your life glamorous. It creates, attracts, and multiplies unknown sources, bringing people and mentors to you from the most unexpected places. Your eyes beam with absolute life when you walk those imaginary steps inside your mind.

​Just an hour ago, I was watching a clip from an interview with Prakash Jha. It’s part of a 150-minute conversation recorded a few years ago that has become incredibly precious to me. Mr. Jha is an accomplished film director, producer, businessman, and social activist. In this particular 11-minute clip, he describes how his early struggling days in 1970s Mumbai were vibrant and bursting with life, despite the fact that he was too poor to even meet his daily, baseline expenses. I love him for that undying attitude. He survived as an underdog twice: once in the 1970s, and again in the early 1990s. Today, in his 70s, he is as energetic, athletic, and full of youthful spirit as if he had just landed in Mumbai for the first time as a 22-year-old. That is the true power of a dream. It transforms an aging human body into a burning sun of positivity, youthful energy, and immense talent.

There is another movie that helped me fight a personal battle against injustice back in 2012: Invictus (2009). It is a biographical work on Nelson Mandela, masterfully played by Morgan Freeman. The true star of the movie, however, is the poem Invictus, written by William Ernest Henley in 1875. According to the film, this poem sustained Mandela—affectionately known as Madiba—throughout his brutal 27-year imprisonment when life inside his cell was at its darkest.

Here is the exact poem that became a sanctuary for him, and ultimately, helped save me too:

​Invictus

​By William Ernest Henley

​Out of the night that covers me,

Black as the pit from pole to pole,

I thank whatever gods may be

For my unconquerable soul.

​In the fell clutch of circumstance

I have not winced nor cried aloud.

Under the bludgeonings of chance

My head is bloody, but unbowed.

​Beyond this place of wrath and tears

Looms but the Horror of the shade,

And yet the menace of the years

Finds and shall find me unafraid.

​It matters not how strait the gate,

How charged with punishments the scroll,

I am the master of my fate,

I am the captain of my soul.

The bottom line is this: a life without a dream is dull, boring, and the absolute antithesis of living. When we don't have money, we do everything in our power to get it. But once we have it, what do we do next? Nothing—not if we don't have a plan that stretches beyond the dollar sign.

​If you want to test how the lives of the super-rich actually look, visit the most expensive neighborhoods in the world. Take Beverly Hills, Sunset Boulevard, or the upscale Los Angeles suburbs. The people there have everything money can buy, yet half of the population is living a profoundly boring existence. If money were the ultimate solution, they should be the happiest creatures on earth. But reality rarely matches the grandeur of their mansions.

​I am ending this session with another movie. It is a brilliant, cynical political satire about the dangerously powerful and the obscenely rich: Wag the Dog (1997). Dustin Hoffman and Robert De Niro play the central characters in this hilarious masterpiece. In one of the film's defining moments, De Niro's character, Conrad Brean, lays bare the hollow, manufactured reality of those who pull the strings of the world purely for the sake of the spectacle:

​"We remember the slogans, we can't even remember the fucking wars. Y'know why? Cause it's show business. That's why I'm here. Naked girl, covered in Napalm. Five marines raising the flag, Mount Suribachi. V for Victory. You remember the picture; fifty years from now, they'll have forgotten the war... The American people bought that war. War is show business. That's why we're here."

The Vertical Ascent: Why True Knowledge Demands Solitude

“Could you patent the sun?"

Dr. Jonas Salk

(When asked on television by Edward R. Murrow who owned the patent to the polio vaccine, April 12, 1955)

Information flows horizontally, while knowledge flows vertically. The moment knowledge begins to flow horizontally, it becomes mere information.

By its very nature, true knowledge flows from top to bottom.

Why is it, then, that the digital revolution is called the Information Age and not the Knowledge Age? Why is it that accessing and acquiring knowledge remains so difficult and resource-intensive that it feels as though we are living in the ancient world, even while traveling on the Information Superhighway?

When everything is available at the click of a button, why does accessing true knowledge feel as archaic as it did at the dawn of civilization?

​To understand this paradox, one must delve into the intrinsic characteristics of knowledge.

Knowledge is power, just as time is money. Consider the epic story of the Mahābhārata: Eklavya, a lower-class underdog, learns elite-level archery by hiding behind a tree while the privileged class undergoes training. When you somehow—by sheer magic and devotion—acquire such forbidden knowledge, exclusively inherited or learned only by those with powerful and privileged genes, state-shielded and protected by a hierarchy of power, you are subjected to the same cruelty that Eklavya, the unfortunate yet true carrier of the human spirit, faced. When the royal teacher discovered this unauthorized, magical mastery, he demanded the boy's right thumb as his fee—his Guru Dakshina—deliberately crippling Eklavya to protect the monopoly of the genetic elite. This is not merely an ancient myth to be relegated to old storytelling; it is a timeless illustration of the rigid geology of human nature, proving that power is fiercely guarded, even if history ultimately judges you as immoral and unethical. True knowledge requires investing your entire being. When you acquire it cheaply, easily, and without substantial effort, it is not knowledge you have gained—it is mere information, like the massive mountain of data accessible at a single keystroke of your keyboard.

​What we possess on the internet today is not a treasury of knowledge, but rather democratized information.

Consider the market: why is enrollment in a typing school the cheapest option available? Why does a computer application course in 2026 cost no more than a single month of meals? Roughly thirty years ago, that exact same computer course would have cost three months' salary for an entire middle-class family. Why has it become so incredibly cheap now? Why are there no entrance examinations, no rigorous joining criteria, and no barriers to entry for such courses?

​Look at pop culture for the answer. In a popular 1994 Indian film—Hum Aapke Hain Koun..!—set within a rich, industrial household, the leading actress, played by Madhuri Dixit, proudly introduces herself as someone pursuing a computer course. Back then, it was a status symbol—a vertical token of the elite. Cut to 2026: if you tell someone you are doing a computer course, it implies you have nothing else to do, or that you cannot afford a quality education.

​Over a long span of time, what was once vertically guarded knowledge inevitably flattens into horizontal, cheap information. The superhighway gives us the road, but the destination still requires us to climb.

​If you believe knowledge is truly democratized, try this experiment for a year and document every reaction in a diary. At the end of those twelve months, your discovery will shatter your soul, just as it did mine over a lifetime of four decades.

​Whenever you find yourself in the company of elders, attempt to speak of deeper, knowledgeable things. When a superior makes a factual error, correct him politely. When someone forgets a critical detail and the situation requires clarity, step in to fill the blank. Or, in the sleek drawing room of a corporate office, share an insight with the team that is entirely unknown to your reporting boss. Devise these real-life scenarios and run the exercise for a full 365 days.

​What you will discover at the end of the year is chilling: your thumb will have been severed dozens of times. It may not bleed physically, shielded as we are by modern labor laws, but the corporate mutilation is real. Your superiors will do everything within their capacity to sabotage you, simply because your knowledge outpaces their executive authority. Exceptions exist—human nature is not entirely cruel—but we are not discussing the exceptional. We are discussing the rule.

In my childhood, I was taught that sharing knowledge was a virtue. For the rest of my life, I paid a staggering price just for attempting to democratize it.

​While running this experiment, pay close attention to the body language of the superiors in the room. You could write a dark comedy script based solely on the collective, shifting discomfort of everyone above you the moment you speak an unpalatable truth.

​This explains a tragic sociological reality: why highly intelligent people are so often found in isolation, or why they retreat into introversion. When the rest of the world thrives on human company, why does the intelligent breed avoid it?

The answer lies in their history. Their peers are jealous of them, their juniors cannot
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