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Author’s Note

This is not a traditional memoir.

It is a collection of real-life stories — moments that shaped my mindset, my discipline, and my definition of what it means to be rich. Each chapter ends with a short takeaway and one action step.

My hope is that you do not just read my path. I hope you borrow what is useful and apply it to yours.

If you are an immigrant, an entrepreneur, or someone standing between fear and a dream, my message is simple:

Take the next step.

Because life does not happen in the comfort zone. Life happens at the crossroads.




Introduction

Life Happens at the Crossroads

There comes a moment in life when the road behind you no longer feels like home, and the road ahead refuses to show you where it leads.

You stand there carrying your dreams, doubts, sacrifices, mistakes, and hope — wondering which way to go next.

Should you stay where life feels familiar, or step toward the unknown? Should you choose comfort, or courage? Should you keep building the life you know, or risk everything for the life you feel called to create?

This book is for that moment.

It is for the immigrant who left one world behind but still wonders if they belong in the new one. It is for the dreamer thinking about starting a business, changing careers, moving cities, leaving comfort, or beginning again. It is for the one who looks strong on the outside but quietly asks:

Am I doing the right thing?

Maybe you have questioned your choices. Maybe you have wondered if the sacrifices were worth it. Maybe you have looked at your life and thought:

This is not where I thought I would be by now.

That place is not failure.

That place is the crossroads.

We are taught to believe life should move in a straight line. Study hard. Find work. Make money. Settle down. Be successful. Be safe. Be sure. But real life is rarely that clean. It bends, breaks, surprises, delays, and redirects us. Sometimes the thing we thought was a setback becomes the doorway to a new beginning.

The problem is, while we are living through it, it does not feel like a doorway. It feels like confusion. It feels like pressure. It feels like being lost.

But sometimes, being lost is part of finding your way.

This book is not here to give you a perfect map. No book can do that. Your path is yours to walk. But it is here to sit with you at the crossroads and remind you that fear does not mean you are weak, confusion does not mean you are failing, and starting over does not mean you are behind.

Every chapter is written for the person trying to make sense of change, risk, identity, purpose, sacrifice, and becoming. It is for the person who wants more from life but is still learning how to trust themselves.

Because the truth is, most of us do not find ourselves in the comfort zone. We find ourselves at the crossroads. Where the life we know meets the life we are meant to build.

So as you read these pages, do not rush to have all the answers. Let the words meet you where you are. Let them challenge you, comfort you, and remind you of something you may have forgotten:

You are not lost. You are becoming.

And maybe this crossroads is not the end of your certainty. Maybe it is the beginning of your courage.




Part I — The Hill




Chapter 1 — Water Runs

Ghyampesal, Gorkha

Before I ever learned the word discipline, I carried it.

Not as a motivational quote. Not as a concept somebody explained to me in a classroom or wrote on a poster. I carried it as water — in a metal vessel, uphill, with the sun pressing down on my neck and my hands turning red from the weight.

My village is called Ghyampesal, in Gorkha — about twenty-four kilometers from the provincial capital. Today, if you go there, you can drive. The road is completed now. It takes around forty-five minutes. But when I was a kid, nobody measured distance in kilometers. We measured it in time. In sweat. In how long your legs could keep moving uphill with weight cutting into your hands.

There was no running water. No electricity. No tap you could turn on when you got thirsty. No light switch you could flip when the sun went down. Water was not something you had. Water was something you earned.

* * *

The water source was downhill — around twenty minutes one way. And in a village like ours, downhill was never the hard part. The hard part was what came after.

You walked down with light hands. You came back with heavy ones.

At the source, you waited your turn. That is how communities survive — order without rules written down. The line moved slowly. People talked, but quietly, like they were saving energy for the climb back up.

Then you filled the vessel. And the moment you lifted it, the day changed.

Water does not look heavy until you carry it. It pulls your shoulders down. It forces your posture into humility. It turns children into adults for the length of the walk home. Every step becomes a small negotiation between your will and your body.

Going uphill, twenty minutes becomes something else entirely.

It becomes a test.

If you were careless, the vessel would slip. If you rushed, water would spill — and then you would have to return sooner. If you complained, you would be reminded, sometimes gently, sometimes not, that everyone did it, and you were not special.

* * *

That was the first system I ever lived inside:

Do the work.

Do not complain.

Carry your share.

Nobody in my village sat me down and said, "Protect your mindset." Nobody used the language I would later hear in motivational videos and self-help books. The lessons were simpler and harsher: finish your chores, do not waste what you do not have, and never act like the world owes you anything.

But the older I got, the more I realized those practical sentences were training for something deeper. Because on that uphill path, your mind talks.

It says: this is too heavy.

It says: why me?

It says: you can stop.

That is the first crossroads you ever face — and you face it before you are old enough to name it. Every trip up that hill was a choice: put down the vessel or keep climbing. Quit or continue. Listen to the voice that says stop, or follow the one that says one more step. Life, I would later learn, is built entirely on those small, invisible crossroads — the ones nobody sees, the ones that never make the story, but the ones that decide everything.

And if you listen to that voice long enough, you start believing it. You start putting down the vessel. You start walking slower. You start building a story inside your own head — a story that says you are not strong enough, not meant for this, not built for the climb.

But there is another voice too. A quieter one. Easy to miss if you are not paying attention.

One more step.

Finish what you started.

That quiet voice — the one that does not argue, does not scream, just keeps repeating the next instruction — that voice became the most important thing I own. More important than money. More important than titles. More important than any badge or business I would later build.

Because that voice is the gatekeeper.

Your mind is the gatekeeper. It decides what beliefs get to live inside you. And once a belief lives inside you — fear, confidence, shame, ambition — it does not just sit there. It shapes what you do next. It shapes what you attempt. It shapes what you accept. It shapes the size of the life you are willing to build.

* * *

I did not understand this as a child. I understood it as a man, looking backward.

I understood it after I moved countries. After I started businesses that failed. After I chased dreams that cost me everything and then chased them again. After I earned a badge at the world's most respected company and still felt something pulling me back toward the land, toward open sky, toward a quieter life.

Every time life got complicated — and it got complicated often — I found myself returning to the same truth the hill taught me:

If you can master your mind, you can control everything.

Not because you control the world. You never will. But because you control the one thing that determines how you respond to the world: the stories you tell yourself when nobody is watching.

Because at every crossroads — and life will hand you hundreds of them — your mind is the one casting the vote. It is the one deciding whether you walk forward or turn back. Whether you let the uncertainty win or whether you move through it with whatever courage you have left. The crossroads do not care about your resume or your bank account. They only care about the gatekeeper. And the gatekeeper is you.

Money comes and goes. Cities change. Jobs end. Even countries can become temporary. But your mind follows you everywhere. And if you do not lead it, it will lead you — usually in circles.

* * *

Even as a kid on that hill, I was one of the top students in my class. But what shaped me most was never the classroom. It was the climb. Because the climb was where I first learned the difference between the person who quits when it gets heavy and the person who takes one more step.

That difference is small in the moment. Over a lifetime, it is everything.

Years later, when I would chase big ideas and dream too big and move too fast, I would forget this simple truth I learned as a child:

Big dreams do not replace daily discipline.

In the village, discipline was not a personality trait. It was survival. You did not get water because you believed in yourself. You got water because you walked.

And even now — after America, after Apple, after the ranch, after the failures and the wins and the long silences in between — when life gets complicated, when business gets risky, when the mind starts running wild with fear or ambition or distraction, I try to remember the simplest lesson the village ever gave me:

You do not master the mind in the big moments. You master it on the hill, every day.

One step.

One trip.

One discipline at a time.

This book is the story of the circles I broke — and the ones I had to walk through more than once before I understood the lesson.

* * *

Takeaway

At every crossroads, your mind casts the deciding vote. Master the stories you rehearse in your head, because your life will follow them — and every crossroads will be won or lost inside your own mind before you take a single step.

Try This

Write down the most dominant negative story you tell yourself when things get hard. Cross it out and write the objective, emotionless truth next to it. Put it on your phone lock screen for seven days.




Chapter 2 — Paved Roads and a New World

The civil war shut down our village school. Just like that — the one structure that connected children to a future beyond the fields went silent. Maoists controlled the hills. Gunfire was not a rumor. It was a sound you learned to recognize the way you recognized rain.

My parents did what parents do when love is bigger than fear: they sent me away.

That was the first major crossroads of my life — even though I did not make the choice myself. My parents stood at a fork: keep me in the village where danger was growing and school was gone, or send me to Chitwan where safety and education existed but their son would be far away. They chose distance over danger. They chose my future over their comfort. And that crossroads — their crossroads — set the trajectory of everything that followed.

To Chitwan. To my maternal uncle’s house — Mama-Ghar, we call it. I had visited during festivals a handful of times, a few days here and there. But visiting and living are two different languages. Visiting is a holiday. Living is a transplant. And this transplant changed everything I understood about the world.

* * *

Chitwan felt like the future.

Not the kind of future you see in movies. The kind of future you feel in your body when you come from a place with no roads and suddenly you are surrounded by paved streets and moving vehicles and sounds that never stop.

In Ghyampesal, we did not have running water. We did not have electricity. Comfort was not a button. It was work. And here, in Chitwan, comfort was everywhere — so ordinary that people did not even notice it. Water was easy. Electricity was normal. TVs were on. People talked differently, like the world beyond Nepal actually existed and mattered.

But one memory stays sharper than all the rest.

The school bus.

I had never lived around roads like that. In my village, you walked to school the way you walked to water — because there was no alternative. The idea of boarding a vehicle every morning, sitting down, watching the road slide beneath you, and arriving at school like it was the most normal thing in the world — that felt unreal.

I remember the first morning. Standing by the road, watching the bus approach. Other kids treated it like nothing — laughing, pushing, climbing on like they had done it a thousand times. Because they had. This was their life. They were born into it.

I was stepping into it for the first time.

When I sat down and looked out that window, watching the village move past me instead of me moving through the village, I thought something I did not have words for yet:

So this is what progress looks like.

I did not have to walk to school. That single fact — so small, so invisible to the kids sitting next to me — felt enormous. And even though I did not know what it meant at the time, I know now: I was proud of my parents. Proud of the sacrifice it took to put me in a school with its own buses, its own standards, its own version of education. Because many of the kids near our maternal house walked to local schools close by. My parents chose something harder, something farther, something better. That was not convenience. That was a decision made with bare hands and borrowed hope.

* * *

I studied at Unique Academy, one of the top schools in the area. And I excelled — not because I was trying to impress anyone, but because I was trying to survive the sacrifice my parents were making. Being at the top of the class was my way of proving their decision was not a mistake.

My maternal grandfather was a headmaster at a government school and a respected figure in the community. My grandmother was a social volunteer, a health worker who served the people around her. I was in good hands. The house was not luxury — it was an old two-story mud house with a tile roof. But it was enough. It was more than enough. We lived a decent life, and the love inside that house made it feel like a fortress.

I owe everything to my late grandparents. I could not be there to see them during their last moments. That part of my life still carries weight I have never fully set down.

And then there were the computers.

A few old PCs. The slowest machines in the universe — the kind where you click once and wait long enough to question your entire existence. But even those crawling machines did something powerful: they showed me that information was not locked inside teachers and textbooks. It lived in screens. It lived in a world bigger than the one I was born into.

Chitwan taught me the first version of a lesson I would keep learning: your current reality is not the only reality. But you will never know that until you step outside of it.

I stayed in Chitwan until grade seven.

Then came the next jump.

Kathmandu.

* * *

Kathmandu does not welcome you softly.

Kathmandu hits you.

Noise, speed, crowds, ambition — the feeling that everyone around you is moving like they already know the rules. And you are standing still, trying to read the room before the room reads you.

Galaxy Public School was not just a good school. At that time, you did not simply join. You had to pass an entrance exam. And I remember the day like a photograph.

I was dressed like a typical person who was not from Kathmandu. You could tell. Not because the clothes were bad, but because the style carried a village-and-small-town signature that the city could read immediately. The fabric said one thing. The way I wore it said another.

And I arrived late.

Not two minutes late. The kind of late that tightens your stomach because you can feel judgment forming in the air before you even open the door. I was the last to walk into the exam hall — one of many halls. Multiple classrooms filled with students already deep into the test.

Pencils moving.

Heads down.

Silence thick as pressure.

When I walked in, I felt every eye for a second. That moment is small in the retelling, but it was important. Because for the first time, I understood what it feels like to be the outsider in a room full of insiders. The boy who does not match. The one whose presence asks a question before he opens his mouth.

I sat down.

And something in me got calm. Not because the situation was easy. Because pressure was familiar. I had carried water uphill. I had been uprooted from my village. I had already proven I could adapt. So I did what had always worked:

Focus.

I was the last to enter. I was the first to finish.

I walked out.

Results came the next day. I was in.

* * *

Galaxy was enormous. One class had multiple sections — nine sections in ours, each with thirty to thirty-two students. Normal schools had one class of twenty to thirty kids and that was it. At Galaxy, you were not only competing with your friends. You were competing with a whole ecosystem. And the ecosystem was intense.

There were top minds. There were elite rich kids whose families sent them with drivers and pressed uniforms. There were bullies. There were teachers who demanded results and did not accept excuses. All of it was new.

The culture was different in ways that went beyond academics. I did not even know the F-word until then. English songs and English movies, which were not a big thing for us in Chitwan, were a lifestyle in Kathmandu. Everything moved faster — language, style, expectations, consequences.

And I adapted. Because that is what the hill trained me to do.

I ranked top of my section, moved to better sections, and eventually became one of the top students in the class. I joined orchestra, sports, public speaking. We were ranked first in an orchestra competition. I was selected for the under-nineteen national soccer team.

My first two years at Galaxy, I stayed in the school hostel — a dormitory-style setup where you learn independence at an age when most kids are still being reminded to brush their teeth. My parents were still in the village. Every few months, they would visit. Then they would leave again. Living away from your parents as a child makes you independent fast. But it also makes you lonely in a way people do not notice — a loneliness that hides behind good grades and busy schedules.

Later, during grade ten, they rented me a flat in Kathmandu so I could focus. Four kilometers from the hospital where my father would eventually end up. Four kilometers from a phone call that would test whether all of this discipline meant anything at all.

* * *

Before the SLC — the board exam that determined your future in Nepal — Galaxy had its own ritual of pressure. An internal exam called the send-up.

The school made it brutal on purpose. They designed it to break weaker foundations so that only the strongest structures remained standing. Many students failed. It was not cruelty. It was strategy. Galaxy wanted proof.

When results came, tension filled the air like weather. In a school like Galaxy, your rank was not private. It was social currency. People knew who passed and who did not the way they knew who wore the best shoes.

I passed. A small group of us did.

Later, when the SLC results came out, the top scorer in the entire nation was from that same group — the few who had survived the send-up. And I stood among them.

That was the first time I felt proof.

Not hope. Not ambition. Not potential.

Proof.

The kind of proof that settles into your bones and becomes fuel. The kind you reach for later, years later, on a different continent, when motivation disappears and only discipline remains. When your business fails and your bank account is empty and nobody around you understands why you keep going.

You keep going because somewhere deep in your memory, a send-up exam in Kathmandu told you the truth about yourself:

You can survive what is designed to break you.

And that proof — quiet, permanent, impossible to fake — is worth more than any compliment, any title, any applause.

* * *

Chitwan gave me my first glimpse of a world beyond the village. Kathmandu gave me my first taste of competition at a level where talent alone is not enough — where discipline, adaptation, and the willingness to be uncomfortable become the real curriculum.

Each place demanded a new version of me. Each jump erased the floor I was standing on and asked me to build a new one in midair.

Village to Chitwan. Chitwan to Kathmandu. Each time the world got bigger, I got smaller inside it — and had to grow fast enough to match.

I did not know it yet, but this pattern would define my entire life. Every time I felt like I had figured out one world, the next one would knock on the door. And the knock was never gentle.

The next knock was already coming.

Not from another city.

From a hospital bed.

* * *

Takeaway

Every crossroads between the world you know and the world you have never seen is an invitation to become someone new. Accept the invitation — because the version of you that the next road requires can only be built by walking it.

Try This

Learn one new tool this week — an app, a software, a skill, anything that expands the edges of your current world. Then teach it to someone else in ten minutes. Teaching forces understanding; understanding forces growth.




Chapter 3 — Hospital Light

The year was 2008.

I was in Kathmandu, preparing for the board exam — the SLC, the test that everything in my life had been building toward. Every sacrifice my parents had made, every move from village to Chitwan to Kathmandu, every send-up exam survived and every ranking earned — all of it pointed to this single gate. Pass the SLC well, and the road ahead opens. Fail it, and the road folds back on itself.

Then the phone rang.

It was my father’s sister, whose house was close to my flat. I do not remember the exact words. I remember the tone. The kind of tone that rearranges your insides before the sentence is even finished — the kind that tells your body to move before your mind has caught up.

I rushed to Teaching Hospital.

* * *

I do not remember the time of day. I do not remember how I got there — whether I ran, whether I took a tempo, whether the streets were crowded or empty. My memory of that journey is a blur, like the world turned into background noise and the only thing that existed was the need to arrive.

But I remember what I saw.

My father was lying in a hospital bed. Unconscious. Bandages covered his body — some of them still carrying wet bloodstains that had not yet dried. The kind of stains that make your stomach drop because they are proof that whatever happened was recent, was violent, was real.

The hospital smelled the way government hospitals in Nepal smell — medicine and disinfectant layered over something heavier, something human. The smell of sickness. The smell of worry. A smell that enters your lungs and stays there, mixing with your breath until you cannot separate yourself from the place.

My mother was crying in one corner of the room. Not the loud kind of crying. The kind that has been going on so long the sound has worn itself thin — a quiet, exhausted weeping that is worse than screaming because it tells you the person has already been through the screaming phase and arrived at something deeper.

My brother and sister were there. Crying like this was the end.

Many well-wishers surrounded the bed, the hallway, the waiting area. People who knew my father, people from the community, people who had heard what happened and came because that is what people do when violence visits a family they respect.

Maoists had attacked my father during the civil war.

The attack was brutal. They left him for dead.

But he survived.

He was transported to Kathmandu for treatment. Metal implants were put into his hands. The hands of a man who had spent his life using them — writing on chalkboards as a government school teacher, running a jewelry shop, building things for his family, reaching out to help his community whenever he could. Those hands had done everything for everyone. And now they were wrapped in gauze, held together by metal, swollen beyond recognition.

* * *

My father is a government school teacher by profession. But he was always more than that. We also had a jewelry shop. He committed himself to helping the community in every way he could. He was an entrepreneur like me — always trying to do more, always trying to take care of not just the family but the people around us.

That is why they targeted him.

Not because he was dangerous. Because he was visible. Because in a civil war, the people who stand for something become targets for the people who want to tear everything down.

I stood there, staring at my father, and the world I had been building in my head — the discipline, the focus, the grades, the plan — all of it felt like paper. Thin and useless against something this heavy.

A war started inside my own mind.

That was the crossroads. The most brutal one I had faced so far. Not a crossroads between two opportunities. A crossroads between two versions of myself — the one who wanted justice and the one who wanted to honor his family's sacrifice. Rage or discipline. Revenge or the SLC. Going back to fight or staying to finish.

Fear.

Sadness.

Anger.

The anger was the loudest.

We knew who had attacked him. We knew their faces, their names, the direction they came from and the direction they disappeared into. And somewhere in the deepest, most primal part of my brain, a voice said the thing I have never told my father:

Leave the SLC. Leave everything. Go back to Gorkha and fight them.

It was not a rational thought. It was rage dressed as justice. The kind of thought that feels righteous in the moment but carries a grenade in its pocket. Because fighting the Maoists would not just put me in danger. It would put everything we loved in danger. They were ruthless. They were powerful. They did not come after individuals — they came after families. They came after legacies. They came after anything connected to the person who dared to resist.

If I went back, I would not be avenging my father. I would be handing them the rest of us.

And I would be destroying the one thing my family had spent years building: the chance for me to break out of the cycle. The sacrifice would mean nothing. The school bus in Chitwan. The send-up exam at Galaxy. The flat in Kathmandu rented with money my parents could barely afford. All of it would collapse into one moment of anger that felt powerful but solved nothing.

So I stayed.

Not because the anger left. It did not. It sat in my chest like a stone for weeks, heavy and sharp and impossible to ignore.

I stayed because discipline, in that moment, was not a motivational speech.

It was a decision.

* * *

The days after the attack moved slowly, the way time moves when someone you love is between life and something worse.

We went home that night — my father’s sister, my brother, my sister, and me. My mother stayed at the hospital. She would not leave his side. The flat was about four kilometers away, and walking back to it without my father felt like walking through a world that had shifted underneath us while we were not looking. The streets looked the same. The noise sounded the same. But nothing felt the same.

In the days that followed, my mother and my father’s sister would take turns at the hospital. They would prepare homemade lunch and carry it to the hospital — food for my father when he could eat, food for whoever was keeping watch by his bed. That is how Nepali families survive crisis: you cook. You carry. You show up. You do not wait for a system to take care of you. You become the system.

Slowly, my father started recovering. His body began to heal in the way bodies do when the spirit inside them refuses to surrender. My brother and sister eventually went back to Gorkha. Life, as it always does, demanded that people return to their responsibilities even when the world felt wrong.

And I was left with mine.

The SLC.

The test that was supposed to be the most important thing in my life. And now it competed with a truth far bigger than any exam: my father was nearly killed, and the people who did it were still free, and there was nothing I could do about it except what I had always done.

Focus.

Finish.

Carry the weight uphill.

* * *

One thing I remember clearly: my father did not want me to know the full extent of what had happened. He tried to shield me from the worst details. Because he understood something that I was too angry to see at the time — that knowing too much would not help me. It would consume me. And if it consumed me, it would consume the SLC. And if it consumed the SLC, it would consume everything my family had sacrificed to build.

He was protecting me from the truth so the truth would not destroy my future.

That is the kind of man my father is. Lying in a hospital bed with metal in his hands and blood on his bandages, and his first thought was not about himself. His first thought was about my exam.

I did not fully appreciate that until years later. At the time, I was too young to understand love that quiet. I thought love was loud — dramatic, visible, unmistakable. I did not know that sometimes love looks like a man keeping his mouth shut about his own suffering so his son can keep studying.

* * *

Later, after my father began recovering, my parents relocated to Kathmandu. They started a mini mart. They began building again — because that is what my family does. We do not sit inside the wreckage. We stand up, look at what is left, and build the next version.

I still remember the early four a.m. hustle. My father would wake up before the sun, freshen up, and get ready for the milk delivery. It came early in the morning, and if you missed it, every customer would have to go someplace else. It was not just money — in fact, you barely made any money on milk. It was a promise. A promise that had to be delivered. Customers do not care if you are not feeling it. Their needs are there. Either you provide, or someone else will.

My father never missed the deliveries. Not once. The man who had metal in his hands from a Maoist attack woke up at four in the morning to deliver milk because he had made a promise.

That is resilience. Not the kind people post about online. The kind that smells like four a.m. and sounds like glass bottles being arranged in the dark.

I passed the SLC with eighty-six percent. We did not have GPA grading back then, and eighty-six percent was genuinely strong. It was proof — again — that the discipline held even when the world cracked.

But the grade was never the real victory.

The real victory was the decision I made standing in that hospital room:

Finish.

Not because finishing was easy. Because finishing was the only way to honor everything my family had given me. And because the moment I chose to stay, I learned something about discipline that no classroom could ever teach:

Discipline is not what you do when life is smooth. Discipline is the quiet decision you make when life breaks open and every part of you wants to burn it all down.

My father never learned that I almost gave up everything to avenge him. He never learned how close I came to walking away from the SLC, from the plan, from the future.

Some truths are better carried than spoken.

And this one, I carry still.

* * *

Takeaway

The hardest crossroads are not between two good options — they are between what your heart demands and what your future requires. Discipline is choosing the future when every part of you wants to burn it down.

Try This

Finish one high-stakes task you have been delaying — paperwork, a difficult call, exam preparation, a conversation you have been avoiding. Schedule it within seventy-two hours and complete it. Not because you feel ready. Because finishing is the act itself.




The story doesn't end here.

You've just read the first three chapters. There are nineteen more.

The full book follows the journey from the village in Gorkha through small-town Nebraska, Texas gas stations, a California ranch, an Apple badge in Austin, a goat farm, a love story, and the quiet reckoning of going home — all framed around the crossroads decisions that shaped a life.

Every chapter ends with a Takeaway and a Try This action step you can use the same day.


maalikbooks.com

The full book launches in 2026.
Be first in line.



— Maali K
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