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    To all the strugglers, the overthinkers, and the ones stuck between dreams and doubts.
To those who have faced setbacks, failures, and the brutal silence of uncertainty.
To the ones who have waited for the perfect moment, only to realize that there is no perfect moment—just the courage to start.
To every person who has ever felt lost, but still found the strength to move forward.
This book is for you.
May you always find the simplest solutions in the most complicated times.
And most importantly—Take It Easy.

      

    



  	
        
            
             
 
"The answers are always there. You just have to stop overthinking long enough to see them."
— Sandeep Chavan

      

    


Preface

We all know that life is full of problems—some big, some small, and most of them unnecessarily complicated by overthinking, stress, and our own inability to take a step back. But what if I told you that every problem already has a simple solution—you just have to stop making it bigger than it is?

That’s what this book is about.

I have seen people with millions in their bank accounts struggle with stress, and people living paycheck to paycheck sleep peacefully every night. I have seen highly educated professionals stuck in career confusion while self-taught hustlers thrive. I have even seen people obsess over the perfect plan while someone else, with half the resources, just takes action and wins.

Why? Because the difference is never the problem itself—it’s how we see and approach it.

This book follows Raghav, a man who was once a go-to problem solver for both the rich and the poor—until he lost everything and found himself stuck in his own problems. Suddenly, all the simple solutions he used to give others didn’t seem to apply to his own life.

Through humor, struggle, and self-realization, Raghav learns the biggest lesson of all—he never needed a miracle, he just needed to see what was already in front of him.

What You’ll Get from This Book:

	A lighthearted but deeply relatable story about navigating struggles.

	A fresh perspective on how we complicate our own problems.

	Simple, actionable wisdom you can apply to your own life.

	And most importantly—a reminder to Take It Easy!


No matter where you are in life—rich or poor, struggling or thriving—this book is here to remind you that you already have what it takes to move forward.

The simplest solution is always there. All you have to do is stop overcomplicating it.

So, sit back, relax, and let’s find the simplest solutions to life’s biggest problems.

Sandeep Chavan

www.sandeepjchavan.com
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Prologue
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Mumbai, 2020 – The Night Before Everything Changed

The lights of the five-star hotel glowed against the monsoon sky. Inside, everything was just as Raghav expected—glamorous, excessive, and absurdly comfortable. The corporate elite moved around with glasses of overpriced wine, discussing stock markets, global trade, and stress management apps.

Raghav—suited up in an outfit he had borrowed from a rich friend—stood near the bar, listening to a billionaire complain about how stressful life had become.

"It's just exhausting, Raghav. Managing this empire, dealing with employees, investors, the economy—sometimes I think, why am I even doing all this?"

Raghav sipped his soda. "Then don’t. Retire. Sell everything. Move to a beach. Done."

The billionaire chuckled. "You’re funny, man. But seriously, what should I do?"

Raghav leaned in, his voice calm. "You have a thousand people working for you. Delegate. Simplify. The more you control, the more stress you create."

The billionaire nodded thoughtfully. "You always make things sound so easy."

Raghav smiled. That was his specialty—finding the simplest solution to any problem. In high society, he was "Raghav"—the man people trusted with their problems. In the real world, among the common men, he was "Raghu Bhai"—the guy who fixed things, no matter how impossible they seemed.

Two worlds. Two names. One man who had all the answers.

Until the next morning—when he woke up to the news that he had lost his job.

Just like that, the problem solver became the problem.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Part 1

The Fall – When Life Stops Making Sense
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1: The Perfect Problem Solver 
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"Sir, I haven't slept properly in months."

Raghav looked up from his drink. The man in front of him—mid-50s, tailored suit, Rolex shining under the dim light—leaned in, eyes heavy with exhaustion.

"I keep waking up at 3 AM, heart racing. Too many responsibilities, too much pressure. You know how it is, right?"

Raghav took a slow sip of his soda, nodded thoughtfully, and said, “Try sleeping near a railway track for a week. After that, you’ll sleep anywhere.”

The man blinked. "What?"

"Yeah. It works. The noise will train your brain. Or better, get rid of a few responsibilities. That works even faster."

The man let out a dry chuckle. "You always make things sound so simple, Raghav."

"Because things are simple. We just complicate them."

He smiled, raised his glass, and turned away—just as his phone vibrated in his pocket. A new problem to solve.

"Raghu Bhai!" The voice on the other end was panicked. "Landlord is increasing rent again. What should I do?"

Raghav barely missed a beat. "Ask him for legal papers justifying the hike. He won’t have them. Keep paying the old rent."

"Aree wah! That’s why you’re the best, Bhai!"

He smirked, sliding the phone back into his pocket.

Two names. Two worlds. One man who had all the answers.

Until, exactly ten minutes later, when he got fired.

The Two Sides of Raghav

The evening air was thick with the scent of luxury. Chandeliers hung like frozen waterfalls, their golden glow reflecting off champagne glasses held by men who controlled empires and women who dictated trends. Conversations buzzed around Raghav like white noise—market fluctuations, billion-dollar deals, exclusive investment opportunities, and, of course, stress.

Raghav, dressed in a blazer that wasn’t his, moved through the crowd with the ease of a man who belonged everywhere and nowhere at the same time. His drink of choice—soda with a wedge of lime—looked sophisticated enough to blend in. He was used to these events, to the same tired faces discussing the same tired problems. And right on cue, one of them turned toward him with the expression of a man carrying the weight of the world.

“Raghav, my friend,” the man sighed, swirling the liquid in his glass. “Managing investments is a nightmare. I can’t even sleep at night.”

Raghav recognized him immediately—Mr. Khanna, a billionaire industrialist whose wealth could probably buy a small country. He looked haggard, his tailored suit hanging a little loose, the dark circles under his eyes betraying his sleepless nights.

Raghav took a slow sip of his soda and studied him for a moment. Then, with a calm nod, he said, “Try sleeping near a railway track for a week. After that, you’ll sleep anywhere.”

Khanna blinked, unsure if he had misheard. “Excuse me?”

“You’re overthinking it. The problem isn’t your wealth; it’s your attachment to it. Train your brain to sleep through chaos. If that sounds extreme, just get rid of a few responsibilities. That works even faster.”

Khanna let out a dry chuckle. “You always make things sound so simple, Raghav.”

“Because things are simple,” Raghav said, placing his glass down on a polished table. “We just complicate them.”

Khanna exhaled, shaking his head. “If only life worked that way.”

Raghav patted him on the shoulder. “It does. You just don’t want to believe it.”

He left Khanna staring into his drink, lost in thought. Raghav had seen this before—powerful men trapped in their own success, prisoners of their own making. They had everything, yet they were miserable.

His phone buzzed in his pocket. Raghav pulled it out, recognizing the name on the screen. Raghu Bhai time.

Unlike Mr. Khanna, his chawl friend didn’t have billion-dollar problems. He had rent problems. Real problems.

“Raghu Bhai!” came the urgent voice from the other end. “My landlord increased the rent again. I don’t know what to do.”

Raghav didn’t even have to think. “Simple. Ask him to show legal papers justifying the hike. He won’t have them. Just keep paying the old rent.”

There was a brief pause, then an awed chuckle. “Aree wah! That’s why you’re the best, Bhai!”

Raghav smirked. “Bas tension mat le. Life easy hai.”

As he ended the call, he glanced around the luxurious hall. The irony wasn’t lost on him—one man lost sleep because of too much money, another because of too little. But Raghav? He had neither problem. He had found balance in navigating both worlds, solving their issues like a human Swiss Army knife.

Two names. Two identities. One man who had all the answers.

Until, exactly ten minutes later, when he got fired.

The High-Profile Problem Solver Gets Fired

The laughter and clinking of glasses from the ballroom faded as Raghav walked down the carpeted hallway, following a junior associate who had nervously told him, “Sir, the leadership wants to see you in the lounge.”

He didn’t think much of it. This happened all the time—some crisis, some drama. A senior executive probably locked himself out of his email, or maybe the CEO’s wife was upset over dinner reservations again. Raghav was the guy people called when they didn’t want to think. He had built a reputation for making problems disappear with a smirk and a one-liner.

As he stepped into the private lounge, the atmosphere felt wrong.

The usual dim elegance of the room—the mahogany table, expensive whiskey bottles lined up like trophies, and the faint scent of cigar smoke—felt oddly sterile tonight. The air was stiff. Three men sat on the other side of the long table:

	Mr. Ahuja, the HR guy, sweating under his tie like he had run a marathon.

	The CEO, Mr. Mehta, whose face could have been carved from stone.

	The Senior Manager, Sharma, a man who usually cracked jokes but now couldn’t meet Raghav’s eyes.


Raghav smirked as he pulled out a chair and leaned back casually. “What’s up, gentlemen? Let me guess—someone in finance lost a few crores, and now you need me to find the ‘simplest solution’?”

No one laughed.

Ahuja cleared his throat and tried to smile. “Raghav, you know how much we value you...”

Raghav raised an eyebrow. Oh, this was one of those conversations.

He folded his arms and grinned. “Just tell me. Is the coffee machine broken again? Or did someone forget their WiFi password?”

Mehta, the CEO, didn’t smile. He exhaled through his nose, adjusted his tie, and delivered the words with mechanical precision.

“Raghav, we have to let you go.”

Raghav blinked. Then chuckled. “Wait—hold on—is this one of those leadership exercises? ‘How to deal with adversity’? Are we role-playing? Should I act surprised?”

No response.

Sharma, the senior manager—the same guy who had once asked Raghav for advice on handling his teenage daughter—looked down at the table. Ahuja, the HR guy, suddenly found his own fingernails fascinating.

It hit him like a delayed slap.

This wasn’t a joke. This wasn’t a test.

This was real.

He let out a short breath, leaning forward. “Okay. What’s the problem?”

Ahuja fidgeted. “The company’s restructuring post-lockdown. Budget cuts. Downsizing.”

“Right.” Raghav nodded, staring at them. “And I’m the excess baggage.”

Ahuja shifted uncomfortably. The CEO didn’t deny it.

Raghav tried to process it the way he would for someone else.

	Identify the issue → He was jobless.

	Find the simplest solution → Umm...

	Fix it → ...Hello? Brain? Are you there?


Nothing. For the first time, there was no instant answer.

His mind, usually razor-sharp in moments of crisis, just... stalled.

He opened his mouth, then closed it. He wasn’t sure what to say.

“So...” He exhaled, forcing a grin. “That’s it? No farewell speech? No golden handshake? Not even a ‘thank you for saving our asses so many times’?”

Sharma hesitated, finally looking up. “Raghav, we—”

But Raghav was already standing. His brain hadn’t caught up, but his body knew what to do. He straightened his blazer, ran a hand through his hair, and flashed the same smirk he always had.

“Hey, no hard feelings.” He clapped a hand on Ahuja’s shoulder as he turned toward the door. “By the way, when the next guy comes in to replace me, tell him to sleep near a railway track if stress keeps him up at night.”

And with that, he walked out.

Problem solved.

Except... it wasn’t.

Walking Out, Facing Reality

The glass doors of the luxury hotel slid open, and Raghav stepped onto the pavement, straight into the raw chaos of Mumbai’s streets. The honking of rickshaws, the screeching of brakes, the rhythmic clang of a roadside chaiwala’s kettle—the city was alive, buzzing, moving forward, as if nothing had changed.

Except, for him, everything had.

He exhaled slowly, blinking up at the neon-lit billboards, the larger-than-life posters of the latest Bollywood releases, and the flashing LED signs of stock market updates running across buildings like some kind of cosmic joke. A few hours ago, he was inside those very buildings, giving solutions to men who had too much money to spend and not enough peace to enjoy it.

Now





	His rich friends? They’d tell him to “Take a break, bro. Go to Goa. Recharge.”

	His lower-class friends? They had their own battles. “Bhai, paise kam pad rahe hai, rent dena hai. Tu bata, naya job kab milega?”
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