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Dedicated to
My best friend, My soulmate, & My husband
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Beginning
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In our teens, we drift.
In our twenties, we chase.
In our thirties, we question.
In our forties, we arrive.
At least, that’s how the story often goes. My own path has been less linear, more layered, and messier, perhaps like most of ours. I spent most of my thirties in search of myself. I lived alone for the first time, attended mindfulness retreats, and began practicing yoga and Tai Chi. I started running, biking, kayaking, paddleboarding, and weightlifting. I began learning a new language and playing the drums. I baked sourdough bread, brewed kombucha, took solo trips, and opened myself to new ways of living, thinking, and being. I was not alone in this search; many of my friends were also trying to find themselves.
We all long to feel at home within ourselves. Yet the journey of self-discovery rarely comes with a map. The truth is, discovering who we are is hard because we carry layers we don’t even realize: the weight of expectations, the quiet imprints of childhood, the stories we were told and the ones we tell ourselves. Shedding them takes time. It takes honesty, courage, being still and listening to ourselves.
Stillness is one of the hardest things to find in our world of chaos, constant demands, and endless scrolling. Yet I keep trying, as I cannot think of anything more important than figuring ourselves out and living in alignment with our true selves. Maybe the point isn't to figure it all out but to live in such a way that we are always becoming, always discovering, always unfolding. Because in the end, it is not about arriving. It is about traveling within.
My own journey of self-discovery has been long and is still unfolding. Along the way, I have stumbled, resisted, forgiven, and grown. What I have learned is that every step, no matter how small, carries lessons that can bring us closer to peace, authenticity, and love. This book is my attempt to share what I learned with you. Not as prescriptions or rules, but as a collection of practices and mileposts: markers you can pause at, reflect on, adapt, and make your own.
Together, we will explore milestones such as:
	simple practices that can set us on the path to finding ourselves 

	barriers we face in learning to love, and the bridges we can build along the way 

	the importance of celebrating what makes us unique 

	the power of doing what we love and carving out time for it 

	the freedom that comes from accepting reality instead of fighting it 

	the lightness of forgiving, both ourselves and others 

	the clarity that comes with setting boundaries 

	the release of letting go and making space to grow 

	the joy of living fully in the present moment 

	and, ultimately, the peace that comes from living authentically, aligning our inner truth with the way we show up in the world. 



These are not just my stories; they are invitations to yours. Each milestone offers reflections and practices to help you pause, look inward, and step closer to the version of yourself that feels most true. My hope is that, as you read, you will see pieces of your own journey and feel inspired to begin, continue, or deepen your own self-discovery.
I share my story because I believe in the power of shared truths. We heal not just in solitude, but in community and in the quiet recognition that we are not alone in our struggles or in our becoming. The words of others once lit the path for me, and if mine can offer even a flicker of light for you, then this journey will have meaning beyond myself.
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Milepost 1 
Finding Self
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Growing up in the 1980s, I was an introverted and quiet kid, but always curious, with a strong appetite for learning. I spent my early years in a small village in southern India where my father worked at a sugar factory, and I attended school in a nearby town. Life in the village was slow and rhythmic, guided by the seasons and the sounds of factory whistles. We lived in modest homes with open courtyards, where neighbors dropped by unannounced and everyone knew one another by name.
Evenings were spent outdoors playing with the neighborhood kids until the sun dipped below the horizon. Sometimes, we played traditional games like kho-kho and hopscotch and at other times, we were busy making mud candies and chasing grasshoppers. On Sundays and holidays, we wandered freely along the wagon tracks that carried loads of sugarcane to the factory, our laughter echoing across the open spaces. We showed up at home only for meals, sunburnt and grinning, our feet dusty but our hearts light. There was an innocence in that life, where joy came from the smallest of things and time seemed to stretch endlessly.
My world was simple, contained, and I was happy in it. If I had any ambition at all, it was quiet and unformed, like a whisper I hadn’t yet learned to hear. But my mother heard it for me. She dreamed of a life beyond the village for me, and she had the courage to lead me toward it.
When I was around nine, she made the difficult decision to send me to the city to live with my aunt’s family, so I could attend a convent school. My aunt’s family was already under financial strain, yet she welcomed me into her home, and I admire her generosity and strength to this day. I loved my new school, but the transition was jarring. I went from the quiet familiarity of my home to a city full of strangers. I missed the comforting rhythm of village life, my parents, and the feeling of belonging.
At school, I struggled initially to keep up with children who seemed far more confident and worldly than I was. I grew quieter and barely made any friends. However, I excelled in my studies and that intrigued other kids. At home, while my aunt's family was kind, they were busy with their own routines. I often kept to myself, pouring myself into my studies.
Summer holidays were an exception. All my cousins would gather, and the house would come alive with laughter and endless play: Legos, cards, carrom board, hide-and-seek, and make-believe games that stretched our imaginations. When evenings came, the power was cut for a few hours, which was common in those days. Then, we would sit together in our side yard, swapping ghost stories, singing songs, and giggling in the warm darkness. Those moments, simple and joyful, remain some of my fondest childhood memories. They were a bright thread in an otherwise quiet and solitary childhood.
Though it was a time of emotional and social upheaval, it also ignited something in me. I learned to tune into myself, to adapt, and to quietly persist. I took refuge in books and found companionship in stories, drawing strength from characters who faced their own challenges with courage. I barely watched TV and did not play sports. I wanted to excel in academics, and I pursued my goal with the utmost focus. Looking back, I realize that I was often in a flow state, which I now long for.
The next major disruption came when my father passed away suddenly when I was just thirteen. To say it changed my life would be an understatement. His loss not only left a deep void but also had a significant financial impact on our family. Overnight, the course of my education and career options narrowed dramatically. Still, I did the best I could with what I had at the time.
Later in life, I moved to bigger cities, met more people, and was exposed to new ideas and cultures. I was no longer the introverted, silent kid. I had learned that silence often made people uncomfortable, so I started speaking up more and made friends with ease. I pursued my MBA in a top college in India and went on to work for multinational companies.
After getting married, I moved to the United States, where a new set of challenges awaited. Securing a work visa was no small feat, especially since I hadn’t studied at a university in the United States, but I persisted and found an opportunity. Being an immigrant has its own challenges, but eventually I began to thrive. I not only found work but also earned several promotions along the way. For a while, it felt like I had wings; I could go anywhere and do anything.
Then, I learned about my infertility and struggled with it for years. I did everything I could to combat it and felt defeated. Life has a way of humbling us all and when it humbled me, I felt as though I had lost my footing. The constant cycle of hope and heartbreak wore me down. Years of bottling up stress and fighting my circumstances began to show in ways I couldn’t ignore. I found myself snapping at people I cared about, overwhelmed by emotions I hadn’t given myself time or space to process. I didn’t want to be that way. I needed to find my way back to a sense of peace.
I turned inward, hoping to find strength, clarity or direction, but instead, I found an unsettling emptiness. Somewhere along the way, in pursuit of success in this world, I had lost touch with myself. There were several layers to peel back, and I did not know where to start. But there was this unmistakable feeling of wanting to come back home to myself.
In the wake of this feeling, I joined the Mago Mindfulness Center in 2019. They offered classes that are a combination of yoga, Tai Chi, chakra vibration, tapping, breathing exercises, and meditation to activate the flow of vital energy along the meridians. Based on the timeless principles of Tao, they focused on the natural healing of body, mind, and spirit. From the moment I arrived, I felt a quiet sense of belonging. As the saying goes, “When the student is ready, the teacher appears.” That’s exactly what happened. I found my teacher there, and soon after, enrolled in her “Finding True Self” workshop.
This two-day program was designed to help participants reconnect with their hearts through a blend of physical movement, guided interaction, self-reflection, and meditation. By the end of the workshop, I felt something I hadn’t felt in years: a clear, tender connection to my own heart. I was both relieved and moved to discover that love and kindness still lived inside of me. Through the exercises, I heard a part of me I had been ignoring for far too long. It whispered a longing: to open up, to connect, to feel again. That moment was the beginning I so desperately needed.
But I knew the journey was going to be long. There was no quick fix, no single breakthrough that could undo years of disconnection. I was running too fast in life, I had emotions I hadn’t acknowledged, truths I hadn’t spoken, and habits that no longer served me. There was no instant transformation, only the quiet invitation to take one small, intentional step at a time.
I began with four simple but powerful practices. These weren’t grand resolutions or dramatic changes, just gentle, intentional shifts in how I showed up for myself each day. They became the foundation for rebuilding the connection I had lost with myself.
Here I will share each of these practices, how they transformed me, and how you might integrate them into your own life as a pathway back to yourself.
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Learning to Pause
The first shift I made was learning to pause.
I had spent so much of my adult life reacting, moving quickly from one thing to the next, responding to stress, conflict, or discomfort on autopilot. But I didn’t want to live that way anymore. I wanted to respond with intention, not impulse. I wanted to feel more in control of my inner world. For that, I needed to slow down.
At first, it sounded simple: take a breath before reacting. In practice, it was anything but. Viktor Frankl, an Austrian neurologist, psychologist, philosopher, and a holocaust survivor, wrote in his book Man’s search for meaning, “Between stimulus and response there is a space. In that space is our power to choose our response.” That quote stayed with me. I began to see how powerful that little space could be. But the pause, that small space between stimulus and response, required a kind of awareness I wasn’t used to.
I started to notice how quickly my emotions could hijack me. Anger made me snap. Fear made me freeze. Sadness made me shut down. These reactions didn’t reflect who I wanted to be. They were automatic and they left me feeling regretful and drained. More than that, they felt misaligned with my values. I value kindness, honesty, compassion and yet, in those reactive moments, I often forgot all of that.
So, I began practicing the pause. It didn’t mean ignoring or suppressing my feelings. It meant creating enough space to feel them without being ruled by them. I reminded myself over and over: just pause. Just breathe.
It was hard at first. I often remembered only after the fact, after the words were said or the reaction had played out. But slowly, I began to catch myself in the moment. I practiced it in conversations, in conflicts, and even in quiet reflections. I made it the focus of my year: to pause more, to react less, to be more rooted in who I really am.
It started to change things.
That small act of pausing gave me room to choose. To soften my response. To hold silence instead of rushing to fill it. To respond from clarity instead of chaos. A lot got sorted in that stillness. What felt urgent a moment ago, often didn’t need a response at all. My words became gentler. My heart, steadier.
Now, I still forget sometimes. But far less often. When I do remember to pause, it feels like coming home to myself. It reminds me that not every emotion needs to be acted upon, not every trigger needs to lead to a reaction, and not everything needs to be solved immediately. It keeps my peace and protects my energy. It’s where my power lives and most importantly, it’s where I return to myself.
[image: ]
How to practice
If you are just beginning to practice the pause, start small.
1. Begin with awareness
	Begin by noticing the moments when your body tenses, your breath shortens, or your heart races. These are cues that you are being triggered. 



2. Take slow, deep breaths
	When you notice them, take a slow, conscious breath. That breath alone can often interrupt a reactive cycle and give you a moment of clarity. 



3. Use a grounding phrase
	You can use simple phrases as anchors like, “Pause,” or “Just Breathe,” silently in your mind. 

	A sticky note on your desk or a poster on your wall could serve as a constant reminder too. 



4. Practice in low-stakes moments
	Try it in low-stakes situations first: like when you're stuck in traffic, waiting in a long line, or reading an annoying email. 

	Practice pausing before responding to a text that upsets you, or before reacting to a child’s tantrum or a partner’s sharp words. 

	Pause before saying yes to a request you are not sure about. 



Over time, this practice builds an inner muscle. You become more responsive, less
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