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Introduction Going through a see-saw of un resourceful emotions at work is very common. Emotions
like fear, anger, anxiety, guilt, amongst many others.

We go through them on some days and sometimes notice different people around us go
through them too.
At times, we successfully breeze past them. But on somedays, they seem to stall longer,
keep knocking. Occasionally we wallow in them and sometimes brush them aside, pretend
it is not there.

Some days we say to ourselves, “ It is better not to talk about it as no one really cares. In
case I do, what if I come across as someone who does not have emotional maturity”?

Sometimes we try to bury them with a good inspiring quote or by reminding ourselves to be
professional.

Each strategy could be useful, but what really does not help is when the emotions keep piling up. As they become so huge that they start to blur your vision, and what you want to
achieve. It can get so heavy that you may experience that you are slowing down, feel a lack
of interest, and lose excitement at work.

These emotions can also take away our ability to be present, as, at a deeper level, they
continue to cause us pain and discomfort. They can override other emotions and can cause
us to do behaviours that we probably would not have.

In my experience of working with people as a coach, I found that when people don't address emotions that are hurting them, especially at work, then you tend to feel conflicted
from inside, and it takes away your power to be at your best.
I believe one way to work through these not useful emotions is to look on the inside, not
outside. By taking a pause and asking ourselves useful questions, checking how we are
creating it.
Yes, you read it right. How are we creating it? You may say, they do it to us!!
They make me feel irritated!!
For an instance, imagine a colleague walks into your room and says something, and you
feel irritated. But if we see what has happened in reality is that someone walked into a
room and said something and walked out.

What I have understood about emotions is that they swing based on how we attach meanings to peoples behaviour, how we associate meanings to situations. The rules we have
about what is not okay, our expectations, build those emotions in us. And slowly develop
as patterned responses.
One way to step out of them and evolve into more useful ones is by going through
them.
What we feel is what we feel, and we don’t need to push our feelings aside. In the movie
Frozen, Sven says “ You feel what you feel, and your feelings are real”. They are parts of
us, feelings of sadness, joy, anger, jealousy, boredom, fear, anxieties all of them.
Here are a few stories of different people at work who found their way forward by working
through their emotions.

Chapter 1
The Frustration Blinders
Shailesh had always wanted to be at his best in what he did. He came from a simple humble background and had worked hard since childhood to build the life that he wanted. He
had a good job in an MNC that he took great pride in. He loved to play football and enjoyed
a game every weekend with his friends at a club near his home. Whether it was sports or
studies, be always liked to excel. He loved taking on challenges.

Shailesh has moved into a new leadership role recently and as is getting a hang of his
new territory, he also seems to be struggling with his peace of mind. He shares with his
closest friends that he is no longer enjoying his work. He feels like he has to push through
the day. Somewhere he feels it has to do with his new set of colleagues.

What Shailesh experiences at work is like having his hands tied. Without good cooperation
from his counterparts, he believes he cannot deliver the performance he aims at. They
seem rigid and difficult to him. They seem to shoot down every idea he has. He has lost
motivation in everything. He feels they are procrastinators and lack discipline as they do not
get back with the things that have been decided to be taken forward in the meetings.

Shailesh wakes up each day wondering what else he could do to change the circumstances. He keeps thinking as to why are people so difficult and that they should see things
how he sees as he knows better. He takes pride in his success and is getting very frustrated as he is feeling stuck.

Somedays he goes to work thinking today he is going to be patient, listen better, and bring
everyone together but ends up getting aggressive and angry eventually. Somedays he just

avoids everybody, deciding he will work alone and do what he can create alone without any
cooperation. So he sulks and keeps himself at an indifferent distance.

Shailesh's office peon, Raju, watches this every day from a distance and wonders how
such smart and intelligent people can be constantly cross with each other. "Isn't life meant
to be simpler for them? They have everything, why do they look upset. Why do they sound
frustrated?" he wonders

Today is Friday evening, the quarterly monthly meeting is just over and everyone has left
the room. Shailesh is sitting alone, lost in his thoughts, feeling and sensing the tension
waves in the room. His family is going to pick him up from the office today and he is waiting
for their call.

As usual, Raju comes in with a steaming cup of black coffee for Shailesh and begins clearing the room.

Shailesh smiles at Raju and remarks " You always know when I need this" he says waving
the cup in his hand.

Suddenly Shailesh has a thought and asks " What do you think when you watch us,
Raju?", " How do you see the company doing? Help me understand.”

Raju hesitates initially but upon seeing the earnest face of Shailesh, he gently shares his
observations from the meeting room. Shailesh is pretty surprised with his observations and
asks him how is he understanding it so well.

Raju says, "It is so simple, I just imagine I am sitting on the chairs," he says and gently
closes the door behind him.

Shailesh thinks for a moment, about his situation, and the current block that he is feeling
and decides to try something out. He gets up and sits in the chair of the person heading the
meeting. His Boss. He imagines being his Boss.

Then he gets up and goes and sits in the chair of each colleague one by one. Looks at
Shailesh from there.

Then Shailesh, has an idea and walks to the door and stands at the door with bottles in his
hand and begins to place them on the table and imagines observing each person in the
meeting. He smiles as he does that.

Then Shailesh slowly returns to his seat, closes his eyes and rests his head on the back of
the chair. He wonders how much more time his family would take to reach. Then slowly his
thoughts drift to what he had just experienced.

Something flashes and suddenly he recalls how once his teacher had told him that he is
becoming arrogant and that he needs to keep a check on that. He remembers how his wife
keeps telling him that he cannot decide how others should think and live their life.

Somewhere in that moment, Shailesh realized that the core of his frustration was that he
was trying to control people.

His well meaning intentions of wanting to drive everything was blinding him as he was not
seeing others as equal. He realised he feels he knows better. He felt like he is carrying and

nursing a grudge against all those people who don't see what he sees. He felt for the first
time, if I am not listening to them why would they want to listen to me.
“I want to have clean open relationships” he thinks. Just then his phone buzzes and
Shailesh gets up making a silent resolution in his mind, to begin practicing flexibility; to hear
and listen others out.

Why not start now? With the children? he thinks as he rushes out of the room.

Chapter 2:
Confidence hullabaloo - I don't belong
Sumin was thrilled that he was getting the opportunity of a lifetime. He was living for this
break for the past five years. To be in a position doing what he loves to do. Finally, his
dream of being in a room where the real decisions get made was coming true.

Six months later, today, Sumin does not seem that thrilled.

It was a Wednesday afternoon at the office. Sumin was eating lunch with a group of young
interns that he was guiding. While the youngsters were busy talking and laughing Sumin
seemed lost in his thoughts. He just had his performance review and he had gotten some
tough feedback.

Something seems different about Sumin Sir these days, thought one of the interns as he
watched him across the table they were sitting. Quite edgy and tentative, he observed. He
hoped all was well with Sumin as he really enjoyed working with him.

That evening Sumin was to meet one of his friends, Vikram, his senior from school, who
was visiting from the US. As they were sitting at the coffee shop his friend congratulated
him on his new role, Sumin instantly remarked "It's not that good as it appears to be".
Vikram asked him "What do you mean"?

Sumin spoke of how excited he was to take on the additional new responsibilities at the office. " But while work is something that excites me and I do a lot of it, I got a review today
that has perplexed me," said Sum-in

"My super boss told me that I don't show up as a Leader at important meetings. He feels
like I am unsure, not at all confident, and that he sees fear in my eyes. He even mentioned
that he notices that my team tends to dominate me. I don't agree with it at all!! I think I am
doing well. I don't speak much in those meetings as everyone else is being so hyper, I don't
feel like speaking much. I don't fear anybody. And with my team members, I give them lots
of flexibility"

Vikram listened to Sumin calmly for over half an hour and then asked him. "If you don't
agree to this feedback then why does it bother you? "

Sumin said nothing, just kept nibbling on the snacks.

"Hey, do you remember how you led the school team to our first basketball game win?"
said Vikram

Sumin laughed and said" Oh yes, I remember how I looked those days. Tall, awkward, and
intense. It was a good game. You were fabulous too!

Sumin kept talking as he remembered his game." I felt excited and so responsible those
days when I was selected for the team. I remember how you all made fun of me. You called
me the Tree!"

"Yes! But you were so intense and serious all the time " said Vikram

"Yes, I was", said Sumin, "I was stressed thinking I had to be really good. I felt you all
were so fabulous and that I had to get to your level soon. If I was not then the entire team
will lose because of me”

"Really? In fact we felt the same about you. We had watched your games and felt so lucky
to have you on our team. I remember I used to look up to you, and wait for you to share
your thoughts or your ideas. You made so much sense. You really inspired me so much. It
was you who brought us to a win that day of the inter college finals" said Vikram.

Sumin paused for a while and said, "Yes that day I believed I can win, I believed we could
win. That we were together. It was not about me, but what I can contribute. What helped
was the conversation I had with our coach that day. He asked me about why I was not
playing to my potential, holding back and I told him that I felt like I don't belong. That the
team was so fabulous and I was not as amazing as them. The coach helped me shift my
focus on the purpose of the game, rather than on myself. I remember I was focused so
much on comparing myself with others. That was such an amazing evening. I never looked
back after that win"

Suddenly Sumin looked elated and said to Vikram "Thank you so much for this! I think I
just realized something. I do feel terrified and very very low in confidence in those meetings. My super boss is right.

I feel they know much more than me and that they are so much better than me. So intelligent, smart, quick to think. I am a nobody with them. I feel like I just don't belong. I feel so
small, and afraid that I may say the wrong thing. I have not performed that well in the last
quarter and some remarks of few people make me feel so small. I feel like I know nothing
suddenly. So I am torn and in two minds all the time, about what to say and how to say it.
Yes, I think I don't have confidence. The review is right.

It feels such a relief to say it aloud. I kept wishing for this feeling to go away. But I realise it
is still there and is visible. I thought only I knew about it".

That night as Sumin was riding back home, he realised that all his life, he wanted to be
successful, be in the room with the top management, like they say with the big boys, and
create history and be a role model. But somewhere he always felt he did not deserve, as he
believed he was not that talented.

But that day in his basketball match he believed. He believed in himself, he believed what
he brought with him and also what he was capable of. That day he had stopped playing
small, instead showed up as an equal and connected with the purpose for why they were
together.

With every thought, Sumin felt like he was accessing the same power he felt that day, at
the match finals.

"It's just a switch, a switch to allow myself to believe in me," he thought

He decided to turn around that switch and give himself permission. He felt confident that
as long as he is learning every day and giving his best he will belong everywhere.

Chapter 3
Running down with sadness
Rita was a school teacher who absolutely loved to teach. She had started her career fifteen
years back and was very committed and happy in her work. This was her sixteenth year.

Rita was very good at helping the kids connect with themselves and learn well. She was
wonderful at communicating with children. The parents trusted Rita's feedback about their
children and she was a favourite of every class she taught.

Rita loved her work and her school. And had always dreamt of becoming the school principal one day. She had dreams of how her school would be when she became the principal.
She spoke endlessly about it to her friends, and they could see her excitement.

But for the past couple of years, Rita was feeling disappointed and was losing hope in her
dreams. She wondered how many years it would take before she became the principal.

Every day during the morning prayers while the entire school gathered on the ground,
along with the teachers she would stand behind the students. In the front, facing the students would be the Class Heads, the Principal, and the Vice-principal.

Every morning, at the prayers, on the ground, when she saw the vice principal and principal
on the platform, she could hear a silent voice in her head "You have not grown at all. You
are still where you used to be, behind. " Then she saw herself as unimportant and insignificant and them ( principal, vice-principal) as powerful, and big. That made her feel sad, in
her tummy. Slowly it used to spread on her face, like a dark shadow.

On somedays, after school hours, before leaving for home, Rita loved to stop at the school
canteen to have her favourite cup of hot chocolate. It gave her some moments to unwind
before she reached home and dived into taking care of her children and elderly parents.

Today while sipping on her chocolate, Rita heard a lot of excited voices across the canteen
hall. Towards the end at the pantry table, she could see the canteen guy speaking to a guy
who was delivering the bread. When the canteen guy saw Rita looking at them, he quickly
said something to the bread delivery guy and he came forward and greeted her. She asked
him what was special today, as he seemed so happy.

The canteen guy from the corner said, "Rita maa'm, that's his special gift, he is always joyful and full of smiles for everyone.

The bread delivery boy laughed and said, that's because you make me happy. That coffee
you save for me makes me happy. That place that you clear for me to sit on makes me
happy, and yes! those two biscuits with that coffee, that makes me so happy :)

Rita smiled and after some time left for home. But the conversation at the canteen kept repeating in her mind.

As she reached home, played with her children, spoke to her parents and husband, she
kept asking herself, “ Why am I not happy. Everyone at home looks so peaceful and content, doing their thing. Why am I feeling so low most of the time? What makes me happy?”
she asked herself

As she was lying in bed trying to sleep she had a realisation," Being the principal or viceprincipal of the school will make ME happy."

"But what if it never happens, or what if it took many more years? Do I never feel happy?
Should I never be happy?" she wondered.

The next day at school, Rita arrived at the ground for the morning prayers. As she took her
usual place, she asked herself, “What makes me happy?”

Suddenly Rita, saw the vast expanse of the children in green jackets, in front of her like a
huge meadow, and instantly the people on the platform became smaller. Rita felt her chest
swell with love and pride. She was glowing in that moment! She had found her happiness.

Chapter 4
The Anger Bingo
Siddharth was riding back home on his bike. His face looked grim and worried. It was late
evening when he reached, and as he was parking his bike, his dog Peanut came running
towards him and with a huge leap gave him a hug. Siddharth’s face broke into a broad grin
as he held Peanut in his arms and walked into the house.

Siddharth was a talented young man who loved sports and athletics and loved to go on
treks, camps, and expeditions. He had always been an outdoor person. He was a talented
chartered accountant and was working in a popular private Bank past three years. At work,
Siddharth was doing excellently well. He had a great knack for strategic thinking and understanding numbers. Extremely quick witted and always came up with innovative ideas
that everyone admired.

But something seems to be not working for Siddharth past couple of years.

As Siddharth walked into the house with Peanut, he saw that his family was dining and
joined them at the table. Siddharth’s father noticed that there was something was unusual
about him. So after dinner he asked him about it.

Siddharth shared that his Manager had called for a meeting with him today. He mentioned
that he was candidly told that since he lacks emotional maturity he was being declined the
promotion that he was nominated for.

Siddharth struggle with anger past couple of years was known to his father. His angry outbursts at the office were a regular affair, mostly with colleagues and team members, and

also with customers. He used to regret them after the showdown, but the damage used to
be done.

He told his father, " I want to change this about me. I don't want to be angry and then feel
that nerve-racking guilt in me later. But anger just comes in, I just cannot tolerate anything
that does not go as per plan. I just don't know how not to be angry.

Is there anything I can do? His father asked. Siddharth nodded and said " No".

Is there anything you can do about it? His father asked next. Siddharth remained quiet,
kept thinking. Then after a couple of minutes slowly got up saying, "I will work through
this".

Siddharth then went to his room and got a pen and paper and started writing. He kept making notes, taking breaks, pacing in his room, writing emails, and around early morning went
to bed.

The next day was a Sunday, and Siddharth was on the phone the entire day.

Monday morning, at the crack of dawn, Siddharth's father heard the house main door click
open and shut. When he peeped through the window he saw Siddharth going for a run.
Something he had not seen him do since his second year of chartered accounting study.

In the following days, father saw Siddharth go for a run every day, eat breakfast at the table
with everyone, also drop his sister at college on the way to office. He saw Siddharth being
completely at ease with them, speaking, sharing fun moments, laughing. He was most surprised when Siddharth took the entire family for a movie one evening.

Siddharth seemed more relaxed these days, at peace. He finally booked his dream trek to
Nepal and spoke excitedly about it. He hardly spoke of work.
One day while they both were weeding the garden on a Sunday lazy afternoon, father remarked to Siddharth about how happy he was to see him so cheerful.

Siddharth smiled, stopped the work on hand, sat on the lawn and began sharing.
He spoke how that day evening, after being declined the promotion, he had decided to
work on his anger.

He recalled while writing his thoughts he noticed how peanut was lazing around happily.
Stretching and being all goofy. He had watched him trying to play with a bee that came into

the room, trying to shoo it away, then ignoring it after a while and continuing playing with his
rug.

He said " Watching peanut that day I realized how I am looking at life and people will decide my sense of well being. Fun, peace, happiness is all there in me. It is just a matter of
what I am seeing. I thought why not be just like Peanut! "

He mentioned how he then spoke to his college friends, and took feedback from them, and
shared his problem, and through the conversations, he was able to realize that his need for
everything to go as per plan, structure, process all the time was taking away his inner
peace. He realized that's where the anger was coming from. "More than the anger the way
I was expressing my anger was my problem dad". I wanted to control everything but could
not control my own behaviour.

I realized I had stopped doing things that gave me joy, a sense of cheer. I was turning into a
workaholic machine.

Till then I had been trying hard “not get angry” and get rid of it but that just did not work.

But looking at peanut that day I learnt something. When he could not get that bee out of the
room, he paused, looked at the bee for a bit, let out a breath, and moved on to goofing with
his rug. Like staying happy was the only thing that mattered to him.

So today day I am trying to focus on how I could feel fresh, motivated, energetic. My entire
focus is on how am I thinking. Problems or possibilities, Stuck or new ways. That's all.
When I know I am feeling anger in me, that feeling of tightness I get in my chest, I just take
a pause, a deep breath pause.

It is helping Dad, as, after the pause, I feel like I no longer remember what I was angry
about. I just go on to the next thing that is in front of me.

It's such an awesome feeling Dad! “said Siddharth. Isn't it Peanut?

And the little doggie licked Siddharths face as an affirmation, while father looked at both of
them with immense pride.

Chapter 5
Laugh away your fears
Sagar was sitting at the table sipping on his favourite lemon tea. He felt different today. Few
of his colleagues were sitting across the table.

From where he was sitting, as Sagar looked around, everything seemed different, colourful.
The people, the walls, the furniture, the dustbin at the end of the room, the ceiling fan, the
picture frames, even the corner carved wall at the reception that he found flashy seemed so
beautiful today.

His colleagues had just witnessed a different Sagar, sometime back in a meeting. He had
spoken his mind and freely expressed his opinion and asked questions as well. Sagar was

usually quiet and generally chose to speak less. But today he spoke very clearly and loudly
when his team member was being questioned.

It had been nearly a decade since Sagar had joined this construction company. Sagar was
known to be very hardworking and was one of the most trusted people in the company.
Sagar always felt communication was his strength as he was able to extract the best from
his teams and get good cooperation from his colleagues when he spoke to them individually. He was extremely perceptive and ingenious.

But when it came to groups he just could not find it in him to speak or contribute his
thoughts. He was aware of a sense of fear that used to creep in when there were group
discussions, brainstorming. He was aware of that thumping in his chest when it used to be
his turn to speak, he was aware of how his palms used to sweat when he used to feel un-

decided about clarifying his doubts with the seniors, and then eventually kept quiet hoping
someone else would ask.

Sagar always felt conflicted when he was growing up, in school, at sports, at home, with
friends. He had a lot he wished to say, ask questions, share information but he always held
back. It was almost like one part of him pushed him saying "Go on, speak, say it," but another part of him hushed him, " What if they will laugh at you?" "They will think of you as
silly and dumb" .

The second part always won.

He remembered in school he always wanted to clarify his doubts but he did not because his
fear was, " What if the teacher scolds me for such a silly question? What if my friends
think I am not smart enough? What will everyone think about me?"

One part wanted to ask, other part said, don't!

He recalled in sports when they were being allotted into teams, he always wanted to captain and never asked while others did. His fear was “What if the teacher laughed at me?
What if the other boys laughed at me? What if I am not good enough to be the captain?

One part said " Go on, get what you want." The other part said, "Maybe you don't deserve,
Why do you want to be laughed at?"

It's not that he did not speak at all, but he spoke very measured, as the "What if " was very
huge for him.

But today, he felt there was no push and pull at all. There was only a pure desire to speak
up. And he did. A real strong emotion to ask questions and he did. It felt good, really good.

Sagar suddenly started to laugh and one of his colleagues looked at him very strangely.
Sagar nodded at him.

Sagar went home that day and shared this experience with his mother. He told her, " Remember I said I don't know how to overcome this fear and you said, keep trying it will go
away? I just kept wishing that it should go away, thinking that it's okay. In case it does not, I
can live with it. But after today's experience, I don't want to live with it anymore.

Ma, I realised today, that the fear need not go away. I can speak up despite having the fear.

Today though that part kept telling me you will be laughed at, the other part in me said, let’s
go for it.Let’s stand up for that person. Let's get laughed at, I really don't care. And, when I
spoke Ma, I really did not care if others were judging me because speaking for that other
colleague's honour was so important to me.

I want to honour my presence also, stand up for my thoughts and ideas too. I may not
make sense or my ideas might get tossed aside, but I want to begin acknowledging myself.
I want to stop hiding. I want to be seen and heard, maybe get laughed at too.

It's so good to laugh!

*************************************

