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Tomorrow

Vikram was walking into the dark, unknowing where he is going. The cold night was 
filled with darkness. There was no sound except from the mild cry of a lonely owl. He 
walked with strong foot steps, amidst the fog. The parallel rails which were running 
beside him saw no end. He felt, the railway track which is stretching beside him is 
leading to the end of the world. He had no desire, no wish to fulfill. No responsibilities or 
no fear. The only question in front of him was , “What Next?”

Vikram had no clue of what he is doing. He was driven by an unknown force. There were 
several trains which ran on a fast pace over the track which he is standing right now, 
carrying a thousand lives, a million hopes and a billion dreams. This life is a miraculous 
adventure, where no one knows what happens in the next moment. He had decided to 
leave this nasty life and to explore the unknown world. It was then he noticed someone 
lying in a distance on the track. At first,  He couldn’t identify what it was. It seemed like 
a bundle. Or was it a mirage? Is it an illusion or is it really a dead body? 

He started running towards that deadbody. Yes, it was a man. Somewhere in his mid 
20’s.The sight was awful. A train had run over his body. His white colored shirt was
soaked in a pool of blood. The Man’s belongings were shattered near to his body, Seeing 
this dreaded sight, he felt like vomiting. A thousand ton of metal had run over a human 
being and his limbs had cut into pieces. He didn’t knew what to do. For a second, he 
forgot about what he had come to the railway track. A thousand questions were running 
over his mind. Who is he? What had happened to him? Is it a murder or a suicide? 
What’s the story behind? It was then he noticed a wallet nearby the deadbody. It must be 
the man’s wallet who had killed himself. He took the wallet in hope that he would get 
some information about the man. But what only he could find was a letter which was half 
red by the blood. He opened the letter and there was a note by the man to this world, to 
let them know what had happened in his life.

To whoever finds my dead body,

I Hope the tattoo of Lord Sri Krishna on my chest won’t go unnoticed. If my face is 
smashed up beyond recognizable, that tattoo would help my parents to identify my body. 
My death is certain and nobody is responsible for that. I am responsible for my own fate. 
But I want the world to know, what had happened which made me to take a decision like 
this. 

I hail from a middle class family. A common man with a hundred dreams and thousand 
problems. My parents had struggled a lot to bring me up. My death would be a shock to 
them or may be a relief. Throughout my life, I had done nothing but mistakes. It was a 
mistake that I came to this town. It was a wrong decision to be straight forward. It was 
crime to fall in love and it was fate that I met her,Meghna.

My life had been progressing in a slow pace after my education. A not so bad job in a 
metro. Eventhough I had to compromise on my daily bread, the thought of sending a 
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money order to my parents had quenched my hunger. I was sure to be on a steady state 
within a couple of years. The fear of being in a new town was relaxed when I got a new 
friend in office. Naveen. My best friend. Naveen is the  most trustworthy guy I have ever  
met. Right from the day one, he used to take care of me. It was because of him, I did not 
feel that I was in an alien planet. Naveen works in my company and I met him accidently. 
I work for an IT company which boast of being the No 1 in Asia. They are customer 
friendly.  But often forgets about their employees. Apart from the peanuts I get from the 
company, my boss Mr.Guptha was mentally torturing me in the name of client 
deliverables. Finding an accommodation in this metro was not a problem when Naveen
asked me to move in with him. Life was going good until I met her – Meghna…!!!

She works in my company. She was not the most beautiful girl I have ever seen. But there 
was a magic in her wide eyes which attracted me towards her. She was smart and 
talkative. Like the one whom I wanted in my life. I met her during a function in our 
company and very soon we became friends. She was lovely, lively and likely. Meghna had 
known all about my past. About my family, my problems and my responsibilities. I had 
nothing to hide from her.  But I did not had the guts to tell her what I felt for her. Was it 
love or an infactuation? I don’t knoe.

It was to Naveen whom I opened my heart. When I told him that I love her, he 
encouraged me to tell that to Meghna. He gave me all the moral support and helped to 
make a bridge between me and Meghna. When Naveen talked to her about my feelings, I 
was watching them from a distance and I noticed a smile covered in shyness in Meghna’s 
face. That was the first green signal for me. Yes, I was in Love. More than me and 
Meghna, it was Naveen who was more happy for my good luck. When in love, we tend to 
forget everything. Yes, I forgot everything, including that I hail from a traditional Hindu 
family and Meghna is a Christian.

When I talked to my parents about marrying Meghna, as expected, they objected. They 
reacted really hard. It is true that I did not think about my unmarried elder sister and my 
family status in the society. My parents could no way accept our love. That night my 
father talked to me , rather, shouted at me that they no longer have a son. If I continue 
this relationship with Meghna, then they would consider me as dead. I was deeply hurt 
that night. I cried a lot in Meghna’s lap. But she consoled me saying that everything 
would be fine When I told this to Naveen, he supported me and asked me to go for a 
register marriage so that no one can separate us.

All these mental tensions had affected my personal life too. Till then, I was shining in my 
work. I was the most experienced and technically strong person in my team. But my 
personal problems had affected me so much that I had lost all the interest in work and I 
was deviating from my aim of to go to U.S and to be settled. Mr.Guptha was not much in 
favour of me. He was fully loyal to his work and was a slave of the client. He had been 
pressurizing me a lot for quite a while on my work. But I did whatever he said, hoping 
that soon I would be going to Onsite and my life would be settled. To Marry Meghna, I 
had to stand on my own and had to earn some money. So I began to work hard like never 
before. Client had given a deadline of 10 days to finish the project which me and Naveen 
were working. Being the key resource of the team, I had the responsibility of finishing it 



http://sarathgmenon.wordpress.com3

off on time. Naveen was not technically stong and he used to take my help to finish his 
module. I had no problem in helping him out, because he is the one who had been with 
me during my crucial times when even my family ditched me. With Naveen’s support and 
with the confidence he gave me, I worked day and night. To fulfill my dreams, to prove 
myself, to challenge my family and to hold Meghna’s hand. 

That night….. That one call…It changed everything…

The call was from Mr.Guptha. He had called me to inform that the client was happy to 
receive the project before the given deadline and they are very much pleased with the 
work. I did not understand what he was talking about because I had not submitted the 
project documents to the client yet.I was shocked when he told me that Naveen had 
mailed the client all the project related works in his name and Guptha had recommended 
Naveen to go to U.S. My hands were shivering when I came to know that my beloved best 
friend had ditched me and took all the credit of my so many days hardwork. I Couldn’t 
control myself. I rushed towards our apartment, and the sight I saw there was totally 
shocking.I couldn’t believe my eyes. I saw Naveen with Meghna cuddling together in the 
bed and were celebrating their victory.

I was uprooted when I came to know that Meghna was Naveen’s girlfriend and all that 
happened to me was a drama organized by Naveen. It was his plan. He had sent Meghna 
to me and keeping her as a bait, he made me to create a path so that he can go to the 
states and marry Meghna.

I hate this metro. I hate this I.T industry and moreover, I Hate myself to be a fool. I hate 
myself more when I think that I have fallen to their trap and had pushed my family into 
tears. I am sorry Dad, for being carried away by unknowing the cruelties and 
cunningness of this modern world. I am really sorry…

Vikram closed the letter and kept it in the wallet itself. There was a drop of tear in his 
eyes. He wanted to see the guy who had given up his life for love and friendship. He 
slowly turned the deadbody and looked at the face. Vikram was shocked. It was he, 
himself. Vikram couldn’t believe his eyes. The guy who is lying on the railway track was 
Vikram. Vikram noticed the tattoo on the guy’s chest. It was the same tattoo of Lord Sri 
Krishna which Vikram had on his chest.

Suddenly, Vikram’s mobile started ringing. The display showed,

Mr.Guptha Calling…
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