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In the last decade, our social settings and life has seen many changes. Changes ranging from divorces becoming a common thing to dating being an essential part of relationships. However, many traditions and ideas that probably were existent in the 70s, 80s and even way back still stand true today. 

In the challenges of life today as it truly is, one probably needs a little motivation and wake-up call to find their true self... to find the magic of life. 

I don’t say that life is all black and white or just a power depending upon our wish. We probably cannot control everything that happens. But yes, all it sometimes takes is a moment... A moment to slow down and experience life. Life that is in every sense magical and transforming our experience. 

The story which you are about to read is the first part of a two part series. The story is inspired from real-life incidents.  However, the names, locations and concepts have been modified to keep the people’s identity safe. 

You are surely to relate yourself to one or more characters in the story. If you  notice, then you might see how you can relate to each character at different stages of your life. 
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This world is a strange place to many. People who are in love find the same world more precious than heaven. People, who are in depression, see living in this world as a punishment. Everyone decides their point of view mostly based on their feelings and situations they are facing, both the determinants are variable, hence the same world has heavenly and miserable experiences , but the good news is that both the type of experience make our life interesting and give us shocking stories to share. Family, friends are among people whom we generally share these stories with, but there are times when no one can understand you. Some situations are complicated but lord is always there. Faith might not change the situation but it can change our feeling drastically and make us feel like being in heaven even if what we are going through is a misery.

After traumatic changes hit Mishti’s life, leaving her in a state of denial, she had to get away. Every place has a soul. Every place has life, a story much wiser than ours. In Indian traditions, the earth is worshipped as a goddess. Keeping aside the religious point of view, one will understand that every piece of life, especially earth, water, air, fire and every natural structure guards a story.

For Mishti, every day was an adventure, but still, she had to get away and experience nature to connect with herself again. She loved travelling. Since her childhood, travelling had helped by expanding her perspective and enhanced the experience of life. Her first trip, when she was five year old, left her amazed. Though she was too young to remember anything clearly, the calmness of the place still held a special corner in her heart.

Some places bring dreams of romance and some talk of the dead emotions, yet all of them hold a special place in life. A person can learn joyfulness even from a lonely place. It depends. Of course, our emotions play a major role in shaping our perspective, but only if one can look at a place for what it is. 

Mishti wanted to find a place where she would lose herself completely. She was willing to give herself up and to find happiness. She felt lonely in crowds, so she wanted to be alone and find herself again. She planned a trip to Goa, for her escape.

Goa is the smallest state of India. The main attraction of the place is number of beaches it holds in that small area. Mishti had fallen in love with the ocean at first sight. She was 12, when her parents had taken her to Marina beach, Chennai. She would not move away from the ocean. There were times, when she quietly sat by the beach, silent , and at other times, she danced and rejoiced for no reason. Anyone would picture her as crazy, if she was older. 

The powerful waves hit the shore as a fight and then slowly return to their home. On their way back, they never destroy anything, but they do wash off bad memories for clear grounds. It is an opportunity for ‘a new start’. It is synonymous to the story of Noah. A flood destroys the entire world for a new start. In short, Mishti needed that new start.

Mishti glanced at the A4 sheet of paper in her hand with details of the trip. It stated that she had to leave in 48 hours, i.e. Sunday, 6 November 2016 at 10:40 AM on a flight from Indore to Goa. It was her first flight alone. She had a booking in the “Le Season beach resort” for a week. She browsed through the papers and forgot everything for a while. A thrust of sudden happiness ran through her arteries and she squeaked, “Yeah!”

Now, whenever a girl has to go out, they plan everything, but it never works out. They are always  stuck in a pothole of a single problem. The biggest problem, Mishti faced was quite similar to most women. What am I going to wear? What to carry in a suitcase? I cannot overburden it, after all I have to carry it, Mishti thought.

It is funny but true. This was her first trip alone ever. So, it became more dramatic. Nothing seems just right. In the end, she settled on carrying money so that she can buy more clothes if needed. She quickly finished packing, grabbing more than needed clothes, by 8:30 PM on November 5, 2016. She had pasta for dinner, went for a walk and tried to sleep at 11:30 PM. She was not surprised, when she could not sleep at all. She had trouble falling asleep, since her teenage years. She tried to get some sleep until 5:00 AM. After failed attempts, she climbed out of her puffy big bed and went to look out the balcony. 

Mishti stood in the balcony with a glass of water in her hand. She sipped water, as though it was coffee. The sky was turning to sparkly deep orange from grey. Birds were still asleep but some migrants flew off to cross the never-ending sky. Cool air put a smile on her face and wind cooled all her nerves taking away frustration of losing sleep. Her small white night dress blew wildly as though teasing her soul. She felt better. She enjoyed the air until the sun jumped up turning the sky paler and trimming off the effect of the wind. It was 6:30 AM. Birds were chirping, women were getting off their beds and milkmen were on their duty. What amused Mishti was a love scene that she accidently witnessed.

The flat to the south-west of her flat looked just like hers. On a normal day, she was too busy to notice her next door neighbours, so not knowing who lives there was not strange. The apartment had sky blue curtains that flew with the wind, because windows were open. Mishti saw a middle-aged woman, who was staring at herself in the mirror. The woman wore traditional nightgown covering her too well for night. 

Mishti stood there, wondering, “How I would look when I am as old as her that old and what her life would be like.” The woman had disappeared while Mishti was still lost in her thoughts. She came back to reality from her thoughts and realised that the woman had disappeared. Then, suddenly Mishti saw her again. The woman was running to and forth and working her bony body out. Mishti worried if the woman would trip, as she did not enough muscle for lifting or working hard. 

Working is not bad but turning your life into a work did not seem right to Mishti. After a few minutes, the woman rushed to the bedroom to wake her husband. Husband was well build with a small pot belly. He kissed her the first thing in the morning, which seemed cute. However, the woman was still in a  rush, so she hurried. This was a very ordinary thing but for a person like Mishti, with hyperactive brain, it was enough to strike stories and imaginations.

It was 7:00 AM, when Mishti decided to go for a nap. She was feeling relaxed, as though she had been sitting by the riverside with her lover. 

“Work, work, work, but you gotta go to work,” the alarm sang at 7:00 AM. She snoozed and fell asleep again. “Let it go,” the phone sang Disney song. It was her Dad.

Mr. Sameer Bhatia was a simple man who had spent most of his life working for corporate clients. Though he had been busy building his career for a long time, he did show his affection and care in the  form of disciplined activities. He never failed to wake her up and trace her movement. 

Though they normally stayed together, Mrs. and Mr. Bhatia had to visit a relative. Mrs. Isha Bhatia had insisted on taking her along, but after months of convincing Mishti was not only left along in the house, but also permitted to go to Goa with her friends. Isha was a loving homemaker whose world started with her kids and ended at peaceful life with her husband. She had dreams as a young girl to serve people, but later she accepted her life and service limited to her family.

They avoided leaving Mishti alone, though she was 26 year old.

“Hello...” Mishti answered the call taking a deep breath.

“Darling, it is 7:05 AM, you have to get up,” her mother woke her up. 

“Mm... Yes, mum,” Mishti answered and wishing her mother a good day, rushed out of her bed.   

At 8:15 AM, she was off to the airport. “It has been a long time since she last travelled,” Mishti always felt that way even if her last trip was two months ago. She was glad that security check and check was smooth, but the pace was disappointing. She was amazed to board the flight at 10:30 AM. Further, when the flight took off at exact 10:40 AM, she felt lucky. Most Indian railways and airways are late, and being born in the country, Mishti knew that.

The in-flight experience might be described as unacceptable to most people because of disruption caused by clouds but she quite enjoys those bumps. She never feared death. She enjoyed the bumps like a roller coaster ride. She felt ticklish because of the bumps.

Finally, she landed at Goa International Airport Vasco-da-Gama (DABOLIM) at 12:40. The weather in Goa was windy and cool. As Mishti stepped out in the open field at the airport, she felt wind blowing through her hair untangling the knot and opening her hair. In a blink of an eye, she reached the terminal and collected her luggage. The prepaid airport taxi dropped her in front of ‘Relax in palace’, which was technically an average hotel according to her travel agent.

Some people and businesses are saturated. Like stubborn people do not want to change, these businesses did not want to grow. It is not difficult to understand that just as if stagnant water is dangerous when people stop trying it is worse. Therefore, every place shows different efforts of growth. Mishti’s first step into ‘Le Season beach resort’ had told her that maybe she made the wrong choice by deciding to live here. 

She had made that judgment based on the way she was welcomed. A girl stood at the reception with disgust flowing from her voice and face. The receptionist's  look made Mishti feel that walking in was a crime. The bellhop seemed so preoccupied that he did not even notice Mishti. The intention of growth and interest seemed low, which upset her.

The smile on her face had vanished but not for too long. The room was exquisite. Elegant golden-bordered white Egyptian sheets covered the bed. The placing of the bed was perfect, i.e. near the window so the resident could really wake up with the sun peeking into one’s face. The white drapes were hanging over the arched French windows, which extended to the floor presenting a broader perspective. All the walls of the room had something she loved, the first one with the windows, the next a small-shared terrace and the final one had an LCD TV and a music player and finally a door to the bathroom. The truth whether admitted by most people or not, bathroom is the one place which affects a person's  mood a lot more than talked about. Mishti loved lavish and hygienic bathroom and this one was relaxing. There was a nice small Jacuzzi, which was a tremendous addition. The bathroom was spacious and clean.

Instead of rushing out, Mishti decided to stay in for the day. She wanted to watch television and sleep for hours, without a care in the world. After lazing on the soft plump bed,she took a nice hot shower. Wrapped in the pink towel, she peeked out of the large glass window. The weather was perfect, the perfect blend of cirrus and cumulus, the breeze was cool and she could see the candlelight in the open-air restaurant. 

Goodness! It was a romantic evening. Mishti imagined walking to a table with high heels and the little black dress. Then, she remembered that she was alone, so maybe her simple white pants will be more appropriate. She thought about it for half an hour, she wondered which one would make me feel better. 

It was her first night here, an expensive restaurant downstairs was waiting for her  and if she dressed in black maybe, it would seem too odd and white pants would make her feel sad and lonely. Being single might be used synonymously with alone, but it should not be lonely, Mishti thought.

Then again, she was doing this for her happiness. For the first time in her life, she was doing something for herself. She listened to her heart as usual and dressed in her little black dress, but decided to keep a low profile.

As she stood out waiting for the elevator, she noticed a beautiful arrangement of roses and a vase. There was perfect blend of five colours: the radiant reds were beaming between the friendly yellows, the purity of whites was outstanding, the lovely pinks covered the differences and the oranges were supporting the structure. It was so random but its perfection made it look cut out of a picture. “Ding!” The elevator struck level three.

The elevator opened and something struck her. Mishti hastened back into her room, changed into a soft white cotton dress, and came out. It was an impulse. Some people are logical, mindful, tricky... and most of us do not know that much about ourselves. At some instances, our impulses surprise us and save us.

“After all, DISCOVERING ONE’S TRUE SELF is the journey I am on,” Mishti tried to justify. Discovering is a lifelong journey maybe the sole purpose of being alive. We all know some little things about ourselves; some believe they know more, some assume it is not important, some are stuck in notions... No matter what, everyone loves to talk about him or her, thinks, or discovers. So, sometimes we all are happy, sometimes sad and similarly, sometimes (maybe most) Mishti acted crazy. She loved that part of herself, because every time it surfaced, it made her experience life more deeply. She felt calmer, cooler and stress free.

Back in front of the elevator, Mishti stood in a long white floral printed dress. As she reached out to press the button, the elevator arrived. A couple emerged out of the elevator with three overloaded bags. The girl was dressed neatly in a green silk sari covering every part of her body so gracefully that she could have mistaken her for a mannequin. The man dressed in undersized casuals was tall and dark. They were south Indians. Mishti figured it out with their greasy hair and simple faces. They were honeymooners. In
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