
“Greed, for lack of a better word, is good. Greed is right, greed works. Greed clarifies,  
cuts  through, and captures the essence of the evolutionary spirit.  Greed, in all  of its  
forms; greed for life, for money, for love, knowledge has marked the upward surge of  
mankind.” 
And as a bewildered young engineer, I couldn’t agree more - with Michael Douglas, in 
the flesh and skin of Gordon Gekko, an impressive financial-fictional wizard from the 
1987 movie Wall Street - until recently. And the story begins to unfold in a not-to-be-
named tribal village, near Bangalore. 

As we took our place behind the start line, little did I know that it would be a race like no 
other in my life? I was standing in a grazed sugarcane field,  amidst fifty young feet, 
stretched out for a sprint race of around 200 m, an endeavor to mingle with the young 
tribal  kids,  as  part  of  a  social  campaign  to  empower  the  village.  As  the  white  flag 
downed, I sprinted – eyes closed – heart beating fast – as fast as my office weary legs 
would allow on a lazy Sunday morning – desperate to win. As I stood halfway down the 
road, huffing and puffing, I witnessed a remarkable scene. All other kids were running in 
a straight line, the faster ones slowing down as the little ones caught up. I was amazed at 
the total lack of competitive spirit among the kids at that age.

“But we were always taught that competition is the key to survival, even Darwin said so.” 
I was clear in my mind and in the argument that I put forth.
Dr. J smiled in response. “Each one of us tries to fulfill  the basic necessities of food 
shelter and clothing.” She started slowly. “Competition spurred, historically, due to a lack 
of these amenities. At the time, a filled stomach in clothed body, housed against nature 
did not feel the need to compete. And yet, I could see you outrun – or atleast try to – than 
all these kids.”
A sheepish grin adorned my face, as I looked ahead from the driver’s seat.
Dr. J continued, “This village is a microcosm of the world at that time. It is self-sustained 
in the civic amenities – the food they grow – the houses they build – and they knowledge 
they  gather  and  impart  through  word-of-mouth.  Communication  and  language  are 
inherent, sufficient and stay untouched by foreign elements. Here everyone has what he 
needs, so no competition. 
And the children are not taught to come first, but to come together.”

“It is almost like the utopia, everyone dreams of, an unworldly existence, free of .. free of 
..”
I could not put it into words, for it had been the guiding light to my ambitions till date.
“Free of greed.” She completed my sentence.  “It has become your inherent nature to 
“stay ahead”,  keep working, and laboring towards an unachievable goal – a goal that 
others  have set  forth  for you,  up-keeping with  their expectations,  meanwhile  making 
money. Money, to buy things you do not need – but desire, out of that incessant want to 
“stay ahead”.  It  is  here that  the circle  completes itself,  this  vicious circle  of “staying 
ahead”. It is ironic that we keep running, never to win. While they wait for others, and 
enjoy the journey of life, without the bother of win or loss.”
As we slowed down, in front of her house, a couplet fostered and formed in my head – to 
replace Gordon Gekko’s words of wisdom.



In turbulent times, I rest in peace
Cowardice, some say
Indifference, in a way

Callous and Uncouth, am I
But I go, at my pace
Call it what you may

This is where I find Solace!
– ROHIT PRUTHI
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