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			Author’s Note and Disclaimer

			This book is a work of creative non-fiction. It is inspired by my own lived experiences – moments of pain, awakening, and growth that have shaped the woman I am today. While based on real events, names, timelines and identifying details have been changed, altered or combined to protect the privacy of those involved.

			The purpose of this work is not to accuse, expose, or assign blame, but to bring awareness, healing and understanding for others who may recognise parts of their own journey within these pages. The emotions, reflections, and lessons shared here represent my personal truths, as experienced and interpreted through my own lens.

			Any resemblance to actual persons or events is coincidental and unintentional. This book is, above all, a story of transformation and self-reclamation, told with respect for the privacy and dignity of everyone whose paths once crossed with mine.

			I expressly deny any intent to identify, defame, accuse, or describe any real individual. No person should assume that this work refers to them, regardless of perceived similarities. All opinions, interpretations, and reflections expressed herein are solely my own.

			

			

			Acknowledgements

			This book was not built on research, but on raw experience.

			The kind that life insists you live before you can write about it. The kind that shakes you awake and reshapes everything you thought you knew about love, heartbreak and healing.

			Every page was shaped by moments of truth, heartache, growth and the quiet strength that follows pain – where the story had no choice but to surface.

			I didn’t turn to formal sources for guidance. Much of what inspired me came from shared human stories – the kind you stumble upon on social media when someone’s words suddenly echo your own. The quiet reminders that we are never truly alone in our pain and our rebuilding. Their courage and honesty helped me reflect on my own journey, and in those reflections, I found the motivation and comfort to tell my own truth.

			Along the way, I drew from moments in movies that captured and resonated deeply, songs that stirred something within me, podcasts that spoke to my soul, and motivational talks that carried messages of healing, strength and hope. It is only natural to reach for such sources when you’re piecing yourself back together – they remind you that healing is a collective journey, not a solitary one.

			To my children –

			You are my heartbeat,

			My reason,

			And the guiding light that led me back to myself.

			To every woman reading this –

			May these pages remind you

			That you matter,

			Your voice matters,

			Your pain has a purpose.

			Never feel ashamed of your story.

			All your experiences hold beauty.

			With love, light and gratitude,

			Sharmila

			

			Why I Wrote This Book

			There’s a powerful quote from Toni Morrison that says, “If there’s a book you want to read, but it hasn’t been written yet, then you must write it.”

			It’s more like a summons – to write a story that only you can tell. If there’s a book you wish existed, something that mirrors your truth, your struggles, your voice and even your dreams – then you’re the one meant to write it.

			I asked myself:

			What story would I like to see on the shelf?

			What lessons have I learnt that others might desperately need?

			What kind of journey would have made me feel seen when I needed it most?

			That was my calling. My blueprint. My unwritten book.

			The old narrative says we must not air our stories. Nobody needs to know. Nobody cares. Silence is safer. But silence doesn’t heal; it hides.

			It isn’t about exposing, shaming or humiliating. It’s about reality. The reality that so many live with but are too ashamed to speak about. The reality is that it leaves people feeling invisible and alone, carrying pain in silence. We talk about women’s empowerment, but here’s some raw, unfiltered truth to which many women will nod. In my experience, nowadays, many women would rather watch another woman fall than extend a hand to lift her. Fortunate are those who have a circle, a sisterhood, a net to catch them when they stumble.

			But what about the rest of us? The ones who carry their pain in silence. The ones who are invisible, dismissed and betrayed – not just by men, but by other women too. I want my truth to break the silence, because I have something important to say. Something of value.

			I want my reality to become someone else’s survival guide. I want the woman who feels unseen, unsupported or betrayed to know that she is not alone. I want my book to be a reference. A go-to for women who need a pick-me-up. A book that will make a difference. A book you wished you had when you were struggling, silenced and unseen. A book that’s a companion, a sister, a confidant. Something I didn’t have.

			I don’t want this to be just a memoir. It must be a living guide, part story, part therapy, part medication. The kind of book a woman can keep on her nightstand, open to any page and find the words she needs for that day. A book that whispers, “You’re not alone… and you’re stronger than you think.” Pages that are like a hand reaching out, a voice saying, “I see you; I understand; you can survive this.”

			

			

			Chai reflection

			Life happens.

			Chai helps.

			

			

			Preface

			A Living Transformation Captured in Real Time

			There will come a moment in your life when you just know – things cannot stay the same anymore. It’s not a thought you reason with; it’s a truth that takes over your entire being. You feel it in your chest, the heaviness in your eyes, the restlessness in your nervous system, and in the quiet exhaustion that seeps into your soul. You realise that, if you keep living that way – pretending, enduring, shrinking yourself to keep the peace – you won’t make it.

			That moment came for me in the final years of my marriage. It was the moment I realised that continuing down the same path would destroy not only my peace but also my sense of self. It wasn’t just the end of a marriage; it was the end of a version of me who kept surviving instead of living. Something inside me was breaking, but somewhere deeper, something else was awakening. And that was the beginning of my becoming – the moment I stopped holding onto a life that was quietly dismantling me.

			But life, in its mysterious way, wasn’t finished teaching me yet. A few years later, I thought I had met my best friend, my partner, my soul mate, but that relationship brought me to another breaking point – one that I didn’t see coming. What I believed was love became another lesson – one that reminded me that not every connection was meant to heal us; some arrive to break us open and awaken us.

			When I first began writing my memoir, I was in a very different headspace. Then life decided to rewrite my story for me. Within a year, my life turned into the most exhilarating, exciting, life-changing adventure – to one that quickly spiralled into the most heartbreaking, humiliating drama series that, thankfully, didn’t get picked up by Netflix. Every part of me changed – my thoughts, my emotions and even my words. You will feel that evolution across these pages. The tone changes. The reflections deepen. And that’s because this isn’t a polished retelling of my story – it’s my lived experience, written as I was living it. At times, it may sound chaotic, intense, unhinged, or even a little crazy. But that’s how life is – unpredictable, messy, unfiltered and magnificently imperfect.

			My Chai is Strong and so Am I is for every woman who has reached her breaking point and decided that her story was only beginning. For the one who gave her all. Who loved deeply. Who trusted fully. Who lost herself somewhere along the way.

			

			This isn’t a story of blame or bitterness. It’s about awareness. It’s about healing. It’s about finding the courage to see yourself clearly. It’s about forgiving yourself for what you allowed and for not knowing better. It’s about choosing yourself, again and again, to finally come home to who you’ve always been.

			Healing isn’t graceful. It’s messy. But, when you allow it to simmer, it transforms into wisdom, strength and peace. It teaches you who you are, what you deserve, and how never to hand over your power again.

			So, as you sip your chai and turn these pages, I hope you see your own strength reflected here. I hope you feel seen, understood, and reminded that, even in life’s most unpredictable moments, you hold the power to begin again – with awareness, with grace, and with a heart made stronger by everything it survived.

			Here’s to healing, awakening, and women who rise anyway.

			Here’s to strong chai – and stronger women.

			

			The Book He Called ‘STUPID’

			A memoir of heartbreak, healing and finding my voice again. Finding purpose in the pages I was afraid to write and reclaiming the insult through lessons from loving wrong, losing myself and rising anyway.

			I began writing this book in the aftermath of my divorce. A teaching memoir – not just telling my story but also offering something meaningful to others who might be walking similar paths. My thoughts and experiences may feel scattered at times, but I hope that, within these pages, someone finds a piece of themselves, a moment of truth or a spark of their healing. Every page reflects my experiences, my lessons and what I am still trying to understand.

			I stopped writing for almost a year because my life took a rather unexpected turn. I had met someone who completely shifted my world. This time, I truly believed it’s never too late in life for another chance. I was besotted, captivated by the idea that love could feel different, safer and more fulfilling. I saw life through a new lens and, suddenly, much of what I had written seemed irrelevant. I thought I had found something real, something beautiful and healing. But, instead, I found myself living through a whole new chapter – one that left me questioning everything again. Not just about my past, but also about my worth. Words that were meant to break me: “You and your stupid book.” For a while, they did!

			But this book and my truth never left me. Even during my silence, it waited for me to come back. So here I am, healing again, writing again. Not because I have all the answers, but because I believe that there is value in sharing the messiness of my journey. Whether you’re reading this out of curiosity or trying to make sense of your own pain, maybe you’ve been silenced by someone who didn’t see your worth, or you’re just trying to remember who you are. Whatever brings you to this memoir, I want you to know this: if anything in these pages helps you feel seen, heard or understood, then this book has served its purpose. I have served my purpose.

			My memoir does not follow a traditional structure with chapters neatly arranged in order. It isn’t a linear story, but rather a collection of thoughts, reflections and lived experiences. Some, I wrote as the feelings came and as lessons revealed themselves. Pieces of me gathered through moments of living, breaking and becoming. Some reflections are raw, run deep and are deeply personal. Others flow with quiet poetry. And some are honest observations of life, love, loss and rediscovery. Because healing never speaks in one language.

			

			What you will find here is not a sequence of events, but a journey of becoming, an emotional arc of healing, awakening, and remembering who I am beneath it all. Every reflection holds a moment of truth that I lived and felt. This book is both a conversation with my past and a declaration of my growth. It’s not polished by perfection, but my honesty shapes it. You don’t have to read it from start to finish. You can turn to any page, at any time, to find a story, a thought, a moment or a piece of inspiration. Let this book be what you need it to be.

			So, grab your cup of chai and let’s walk through it together.

			

			If the Shoe Fits…

			My book is not written out of spite and bitterness. It is born from pain and from truth. A truth that was buried under years of silence, denial, heartache, self-doubt and endurance. The truth that I finally gave myself permission to say out loud. I write now because I no longer want to carry the weight of unspoken stories. As Maya Angelou said, “There is no greater agony than bearing an untold story inside you.”

			I share my story, especially my most recent experience, because it deeply affected me. It shattered parts of me and changed me in ways that I know I will never be the same again. It also revealed a strength I never knew I had. Writing became my lifeline. My way of breathing through the pain, of turning wounds into words, of making sense of the chaos, and of finding meaning in moments that once broke me.

			I am aware that my memoir will be read and received with many mixed emotions. There will definitely be curiosity and criticism, even judgement and discomfort, and maybe some will even feel offended. Some will feel seen, and others exposed. I have made peace with that. Because what I want most is for it to be seen as a strength. I didn’t write it for approval; I wrote it for healing, growth and freedom.

			There is no intention to point fingers, offend or expose anyone. I have written to heal and reclaim parts of me that I gave away too easily. And to reach those who are still stuck in silence. The ones who question their reality and the ones who are looking for a way out. I have written with the hope that my story will be someone else’s survival guide.

			This is my story as I lived and remember it. The choices I made, my mistakes, my lessons and my becoming. It is not told out of revenge and resentment, but the need to make sense of everything about which I once kept silent. I chose subtlety where I could, direct in others and honesty over politeness. I chose to be real because the world already has enough filtered versions of pain.

			We must all confront our own truths, and this is mine. These pages will remind you that healing is not linear and can be messy and that strength does not look like perfection. I hope that something in these pages stirs courage in you, whether it’s the courage to leave, to speak up, to forgive or just to finally come home to yourself.

			This is not the end. It is just a pause. A reminder that we are still becoming…

			

			If, at any point, the shoe fits, wear it and then ask yourself why. Or maybe try to walk in someone else’s…

			With love and healing,

			Sharmila

			

			The Final Straw

			My memoir is my story – my experiences, my encounters, my journey and my healing. It is my truth, told from my perspective.

			I was once warned, “Keep your opinions to yourself and be careful of being sued for taking others’ experiences and tailoring them to your own.” These words hit harder than they should have. It shook me. Fear crept in that maybe I shouldn’t speak; maybe I should shrink again, just in case someone felt exposed to my truth. It planted fear where there should have been freedom.

			I went back to every page that I had written. Questioning myself, editing out emotion, checking if I hadn’t crossed any invisible line. Then it hit me: This is my story. My reality. My shame story. My healing story. My memories, my emotions and my lessons. Why should I silence myself, again, to protect those who caused the very pain I am writing to release?

			I have spent a lifetime being careful not to offend, constantly worrying about how others might feel. That was the old me. The one who was conditioned to keep quiet, to minimise her truth and to make herself small. This memoir isn’t about vengeance. It’s about liberation. I don’t write to name and shame, but to reclaim and rebuild myself. To give a voice to parts of me that were silenced.

			And here I am again, letting the same control creep in. But I will speak my truth, unapologetically and fearlessly. If my words make anyone uncomfortable or touch a nerve, perhaps they should ask themselves why. The truth has a way of doing that. Like they say: If the shoe fits, wear it.

			Writing about control, manipulation and emotional abuse, and then censoring myself out of fear would be a contradiction to everything I’ve learnt. My intention is not revenge. It is release. It is awareness. It is healing – for me and hopefully for others who see themselves in my words.

			If anyone ever questions or challenges that, I will stand firm in what I know:

			I own my story.

			I speak from lived experience.

			I have the right to share what needs to be shared.

			I write without malice or fabrication.

			Legally and ethically, this is all anyone can do. My truth, told in my voice, is not defamation – it’s testimony. And testimony is protected when it’s honest, personal and written without intent to harm. So, going forward, I will write with integrity. I have not mentioned names or identifying details. My reflections focus on my inner world, not on others’ reputations. That’s how I will protect myself and honour my truth.

			

			Because the final straw for me wasn’t what anyone did, it was realising that, even as I healed, I was still afraid of them.

			Not anymore.

			This time, I choose courage.

			I choose freedom.

			I choose me.

			And, for the first time in my life, I will not apologise for it!

			

			Why Masala Chai

			Masala chai runs in our veins. It’s not just a drink for our family – it’s a ritual, a comfort, a daily act of love. It’s the first thing that greets our morning, filling the air with a spicy aroma that lingers, that wakes not just the body, but also the soul.

			Every morning, I brew a full pot because chai is meant to be shared. Our way to kick-start our heartbeat, because no one really functions until the first sip hits the soul.

			It’s what we offer to anyone who visits our home, an unspoken invitation to our circle. Our way of saying “sit down and stay a while”. You don’t leave my kitchen without a cup of chai in your hand and warmth in your heart.

			Our chai brings us together around our kitchen table. We gather with mugs in hand and stories on our lips. Sometimes, we share laughter, sometimes tears, but always connection. It’s amazing how easily our hearts open when chai is involved. Maybe it’s the warmth of the mug in our hands, or maybe it’s the aroma that stirs our emotions. It’s actually sacred the way the world slows down when it’s chai time.

			When the world feels heavy, chai is the steady hand that reminds us to breathe. When we’ve had a long day and just need a moment to unwind. When we’re cold, it warms us. When we’re sick, it soothes us. When we’re stressed, it grounds us. Somehow, the stronger the flavour, the more healing it feels. Every sip awakens something deep within – an energy, a spark, a feeling that everything will be alright again. It hits all the right spots, opens up all the chakras, and reminds us that we’re still alive.

			My children follow the same ritual. I smile, because it means that they’ve inherited more than just a taste; they’ve inherited a tradition. They carry forward an essence that is sacred to me. As an act of love, I grind my own special blend of spices just for my family. Ginger for strength, cardamom for joy, cinnamon for warmth, cloves for protection and a few other special spices for flavour and healing.

			Masala chai is therapy. It’s permission to pause in a world that rushes. It reminds me that taking a break isn’t laziness; it’s sacred self-care. Almost like a spiritual experience, disguised in a simple cup of tea.

			So, my dear friends, find your own secret brew – whatever soothes your soul. Use it as an excuse to take a break and reconnect with yourself. Whether it’s chai, coffee or simply a deep breath, let it remind you that you deserve pauses of peace. Because life is not meant to be rushed, but sipped slowly and gratefully, one warm moment at a time.

			

			

			Tolerate – That Was the Advice

			“I spent so many years walking on eggshells… never doing or saying the right thing. One day, I decided I had enough and stomped all over them. These broken eggshells cut me deeply as I walked away, but this was the most beautiful pain I ever felt.” – S.L. Heaton.

			Marriage, I was told, is supposed to be forever — a vow you hold onto no matter what storms rage inside your home. My parents, shaped by their own time and traditions, adamantly told me that I need to learn to ‘tolerate’, because that’s how it’s done. So, I did. I wore resilience like armour and convinced myself it was the price of commitment. But was this the life I wanted my children to believe was normal? Would I tell my daughters to endure pain to maintain appearances? Would I want my son to believe that love means control?

			That was the moment I began to unlearn the inherited script and write my own. A script where love does not mean suffering, and tolerance is not confused with silent acceptance of emotional harm. Quietly defying family and societal expectations, I made the courageous decision to leave my 30-year marriage. I unravelled the threads of tradition, commitment and relationships that bound me and embarked on a journey of self-discovery. My children and I faced scrutiny from family, friends, and the community alike. Still, amid the complexities of familial and societal expectations, I walked away, guided by my inner strength, forging a path where my aspirations and happiness could flourish.

			To Our Sons and Daughters…

			You will hear many things in your lifetime – about marriage, love, sacrifice and the meaning of commitment. Many will tell you that marriage is forever, no matter what. Elders will advise that tolerance is key to keeping the family together, that suffering in silence is noble, and that, in marriage, your needs come second, or not at all.

			But I Want You To Know This:

			Love must never cost you your peace, and commitment should never demand your dignity. Tolerance has its place in learning patience, understanding imperfections, and navigating life’s challenges with grace. But never think that tolerance is accepting pain, disrespect or emotional neglect.

			

			You did not sign up for marriage to live a life of endurance. You committed to live a life of love, connection, purpose, joy and truth. If you ever find yourself asking whether staying is worth the cost of losing yourself, pause. Reflect. And choose you. Choose a life where love is safe, where your voice is heard and where your heart is held gently and not torn apart.

			Always Remember:

			Leaving is not failure. Choosing peace is not weakness. Walking away from pain is not betrayal.

			It is wisdom, courage and a love for yourself for the life that you so deserve.

			With all my heart,

			A Mother Who Finally Learnt the Difference

			

			Well, Apparently, Rock Bottom has a Basement

			It’s human nature to want to stay in a cosy bubble where things are familiar, comfortable, safe and secure. We tend to avoid taking risks and stick to what we know. Change would mean discomfort and upheaval, and standing up for ourselves. Change also takes courage and guts, and could turn your world upside down.

			The day will come when you say to yourself that you do not want ever to feel this way again. The day our coping mechanisms shut down, we awaken. The day we come to terms with the problems that existed for most of our lives. This is when you hit ROCK BOTTOM!

			Rock bottom does not happen by chance. It is a breaking point when we finally face ourselves and all the bullshit in our lives. It is a declaration and a resolution: We need to take charge of ourselves, face our reality, and have the courage to make the changes we need to heal, so that we never, ever feel that way again. Rock bottom is where we begin our healing journey. A journey of self-love, self-awareness, self-acceptance, learning about ourselves, and finally growing in all ways. It is a tumultuous, yet amazing, beautiful journey where we create the opportunity to reinvent who we are.

			We all fall and break in some way at some point in our lives. What really matters is how we pick ourselves up and put the pieces back together. There’s something no one tells you about losing your home. It’s not just the walls and windows that disappear; it’s your safety, your stability, your identity, the place filled with memories, and, suddenly, it’s all gone. I remember the feeling the day I handed the keys to the new owners. Driving away, our beautiful palm trees waved goodbye when you realise that life will never be the same again.

			That was my rock bottom. Or so I thought until I found the basement where the weight of it all sank in. The fear, the judgement, the self-blame, the guilt for not holding it together and the terror of starting over with no roadmap or certainty. But rock bottom has a strange way of showing who you really are. And, once you’ve sat in the basement long enough, you begin to build a new foundation.

			Our new place was much smaller, but we learnt to measure home not by its square metres, but by the love with which we filled it. In simplicity, we found joy, and we created a life with more time to do the things we love. Our home may be humbler, but it is filled with laughter and warmth, and a kind of freedom we never had before. We give each other unconditional love and support, creating new memories every day and becoming much happier for it.

			

			And that’s the gift of the basement; it forces you to meet yourself at your lowest, so that you can rise again with newfound strength. I don’t regret that chapter anymore, because it taught me that losing everything doesn’t mean you’re lost. It means you’re given a chance to rediscover and rebuild – this time, stronger, wiser and free.

			

			Chai reflection

			Rock bottom is just the base of the cup – what matters is how you refill it. I don’t ever settle for just one cup – because every refill   tastes like a new beginning.

			

			Breaking the Generational Curse – The Legacy of my Voice

			Growing up, we were taught not to talk back to our elders. It was drilled into us as a sign of respect and a marker of good upbringing. This is because elders are seen as the bearers of wisdom and deserve reverence. Their words are meant to guide us, and their discipline, we are made to understand, comes from a place of love.

			This principle has its merits in terms of showing courtesy and discipline, but it can inadvertently instil low self-esteem and a fear of standing up for ourselves. However, we must strike a balance as we go through life. Respect can coexist with a bit of assertiveness, and learning to express our thoughts and feelings respectfully is crucial for our personal growth. It does not undermine the respect we hold for our elders; rather, challenging them fosters mutual understanding and, most definitely, strengthens intergenerational relationships.

			How many of us stayed silent, did not answer back, and endured quietly? I grew up respectful, regardless of how I was spoken to, how I was made to feel, or whether that respect was ever returned. I was told that good girls don’t talk back and that holding your tongue is a sign of strength. Enduring was seen as honourable. Swallowing my feelings made me the bigger person. Love meant sacrifice, and silence was the noble path. And, for a long time, I believed all of this.

			In adulthood, I found that my silence was a slow form of self-destruction, and that ingrained obedience had become my prison. I didn’t know how to stand up for myself. I found myself being bullied into deeply unfavourable situations. Living with in-laws was no joke. It was like a dance between eggshells and expectations. A constant performance of smiling while being judged and disrespected. Serve while being scorned and endure while being erased. I stayed silent out of respect and fear of confrontation. But staying silent and sacrificing my own peace was not an act of respect. It was self-betrayal. My children felt it too. They witnessed the imbalance, and no matter how much I tried to shield them, they absorbed the tension. Toxic adults not only wound us, but, sadly, they infect generations.

			But now, I am learning to speak up. It hasn’t been easy, because sometimes my voice works against me. It seems to offend those who grew comfortable with my silence. But that no longer matters more than my own peace. This memoir, too, is a part of my voice. The voice that was silenced. The voice that was polite and invisible. The voice that is now rising – not just for me, but also for my children. For all those who have been told to bite their tongue and bear it.

			

			Silence was actually my survival mechanism, but I’m no longer in survival mode. I am in healing mode, which requires noise, the truth and breaking the very patterns that once kept me safe but slowly killed my spirit. I wish I could go back and whisper:

			“You’re allowed to say something.”

			“You don’t have to tolerate this.”

			“This is not what respect should feel like.”

			But, since I can’t go back, I speak up now. Loudly. Honestly. Imperfectly.

			Because, if my children ever find themselves in a room where they are made to feel small, I want them to remember that their mother learnt to stand. She learnt to choose herself – finally. She turned silence into a story and pain into power.

			Let this be known:

			The silence that once imprisoned me now fuels my voice. The pain that once broke me now fuels my purpose. And the story I once feared to tell is now my offering to every woman who is trying to find her way back to herself.

			

			Just Before Dawn

			It is said that the darkest moments often precede the brightest dawn. And maybe, just maybe, that’s not just a poetic cliché – but a divine truth. What if everything that you are going through is preparing you for something better?

			It is sometimes difficult to see beyond our hardships and challenges. We become obsessed with reflecting on the choices we made in life. We have multiple moments of regret and question if different choices would have led to different outcomes. We think of the times when our parents said, “I told you so,” and we often blame ourselves because it’s just so much easier. We grapple with feelings of frustration, doubt and despair as we attempt to understand and gain control of our shitty circumstances.

			I searched for meaning and understanding, trying to make sense of why my life’s story unfolded as it did. I was forced to confront uncomfortable truths and deep disappointments. I once had a dream and an incredible life plan. Still, I realised that not every circumstance or event has a clear explanation, and that we cannot be held accountable for unexpected detours, twists, or insurmountable obstacles. We also choose the people in our lives with certain qualities and characteristics, and reality brings forth nuances we do not anticipate.

			Adversities are an opportunity for growth and resilience. It is when we understand this that we gain the insight and strength to navigate our challenges, grow stronger, cultivate a resilient mindset, and make healthy choices. I thought divorce meant failure, but now I see it more as a step along the path of self-realisation and growth.

			Now imagine seeing each circumstance, each event or hurdle as a necessary step towards something greater. What if each difficulty that you encounter is shaping your character, your skills, your resilience, preparing you for greatness? Imagine if every setback is a set-up for a comeback. Imagine if you could trust the process; your journey could lead you to a destination far more rewarding than you could have ever imagined. Now think about this. What would you do if life presented you with this second chance or even a third?

			Would you run from it, afraid that you might fail again? Or would you walk into it with trembling hands and an open heart, knowing what you didn’t know then? Life doesn’t always give us what we want. But sometimes, in the chaos of everything we lost, it quietly offers us a chance to begin again. Not as the same version we once were, but wiser and stronger. My first time, I was surviving; the second time, I was learning, but if I ever get a chance again, I will choose with clarity and take it. I will take it with gratitude and with grace, because I am no longer who I used to be. Because the truth is, another chance isn’t about getting a new life; it’s about finally becoming who I was meant to be in the first place.

			

			My new dawn is about becoming the woman I needed as a child, and the mother and grandmother my children and granddaughter deserve. Becoming the version of me who doesn’t shrink and doesn’t settle. This chapter is not about revenge. It’s about proving my worth to those who could not see it. Honouring the woman who stayed, who held it together, who broke many times – but still rebuilt. All that darkness taught me that I am the DAWN.

			“I am not what happened to me. I am what I choose to become.” – Carl Jung.

			

			Chai reflection

			Some sip wine to forget.

			Others sip chai to remember their worth.

			

			The Modern Fairy Tale Where You Are Your Own Superhero

			“You’ve heard of fairy tales. How the man wrestles the world in order to win the woman in dire straits. We grow up groomed by humanity to think we need saving. But let us raise little warriors, who write their own tales of how they will conquer the world… and save themselves.” – Alfa Holden

			Traditionally, especially in Indian culture, women were regarded as the silent backbone of the family. They nurtured the children, maintained the home, kept traditions alive, and many supported their husbands in the family businesses, very often without acknowledgement, without pay and without rest.

			They were the homemakers, emotional labourers, spiritual keepers, and silent partners in others’ success. The men handled the finances, and the women held everything else together. It meant you were a good wife, a good woman and a good daughter-in-law. To sacrifice. To serve. To stay.

			But this structure cost me deeply, because, when it all came crashing down, I was left with nothing but the rubble. No one taught me how to rebuild. So, I want to raise my daughters differently. Not to reject our culture, but to question the parts that silence them. Not to
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