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Dedicated to My Dear Parents

Preface

This is the story of a young beautiful girl from an Indian village along the Yamuna River, who adorned the most spectacular Miss Universe Crown after various hurdles.
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​Sowmya in her Village
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The Mumbai heat clung to Sowmya’s skin like a second sarong, a stark contrast to the humid, earthy embrace of her ancestral village. 

Two years had passed since her last visit, and the familiar scent of wood smoke and wet earth still tugged at something deep within her. 

The river, a shimmering ribbon of green-brown, beckoned from beyond the mango grove. 

Childhood memories, vibrant and untainted, surfaced. Yamini, her childhood confidante, her laughter echoing in the rustling leaves. 
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​Photo shoots of Yamini in Yamuna River
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She spotted her then, a figure emerging from the dappled sunlight beneath the banyan tree. 

Yamini! Unchanged, yet utterly transformed. 

She moved with the fluid grace of the river itself, her cotton saree clinging to her form as she waded into the cool water. 

The morning sun kissed her skin, turning the water droplets on her shoulders into a thousand tiny diamonds. 

Sowmya, hidden behind a thicket of reeds, felt an unexpected jolt. It wasn't just beauty; it was raw, untamed essence. 

Her phone, a sleek, city-born device, felt heavy in her hand. The lens clicked, a soft, almost imperceptible sound, capturing Yamini in a moment of pure, unselfconscious freedom. 

Again, the lens focused, framing the curve of her neck, the way her hair, thick and black, cascaded down her back as she bent to splash water on her face. 

Each click was a stolen breath, a frozen whisper of light and shadow. Sowmya felt a strange mix of exhilaration and guilt. 
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​Yamani’s sizzling photos for Photo Competition
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This wasn't just a photograph; it was a revelation. Back in the clamor of Mumbai, the digital images glowed on Sowmya’s laptop screen, each one a testament to Yamini’s ethereal beauty. 

The city’s pulse, usually a comforting rhythm, now felt distant. A local photography competition, ‘Faces of India,’ called for entries. 

Sowmya hesitated, and then submitted the series of river photographs. 

The images, devoid of artifice, spoke volumes. 

Weeks later, the call came. 

First prize!!!!!

Her heart hammered against her ribs. 

The winning photograph, a close-up of Yamini’s face, water glistening on her lashes, graced the cover of a prominent fashion magazine. 
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​Yamini’s features attracts a Fashion Designer 
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"This girl," a voice boomed from the magazine’s glossy page, 

"Find her immediately!" 

Malhotra, a name synonymous with Mumbai’s glitzy fashion scene, ran a manicured finger over Yamini’s image. 

His office, a minimalist temple of glass and chrome, hummed with a quiet intensity. 

His assistant, a young woman with eyes that missed nothing, scribbled notes. 

"Her details, where is she from?" Malhotra’s voice, usually laced with a theatrical flourish, held an uncharacteristic urgency. 

"The photographer, Sowmya Sharma, won the competition," the assistant offered.

She listed a Mumbai address.

"Contact her. Tell her I want to meet this girl for Miss Mumbai." 

The words hung in the air, a command. 
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​Sowmya greets Yamini to Mumbai
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Sowmya received the message, a whirlwind of disbelief and excitement. 

The village beckoned again, this time with a purpose. 

The long journey, the jostling bus, the familiar dust-caked roads! 

But the air felt different, heavy. 

The small, mud-walled house, usually alive with the clatter of pots and the murmur of voices, stood silent. 

A knot tightened in Sowmya’s stomach. 

She found Yamini not by the river, but crouched by a flickering oil lamp, her face a mask of profound grief. 

Her eyes, once sparkling with life, were now hollow, rimmed with red. 

"Yamini?" - Sowmya’s voice was a mere whisper. Yamini looked up, her gaze vacant. 

"He’s gone, Sowmya......My father....The fever took him." 

Her voice was raspy, broken. 

"Now... there’s nothing....only this." 

She gestured vaguely at the small, desolate room. 

Sowmya’s heart ached. 

The vibrant girl of her photographs, the spirit of the river, was crushed. 

"You can’t stay here," Sowmya said, her voice firm, "Come with me to Mumbai." 

Yamini stared at her, a flicker of something, perhaps hope, and perhaps fear, in her eyes. 

"Mumbai? What would I do there?" 

"You’ll live with me. My apartment has space. Malhotra, he’s a big name, a designer. He saw your picture. He wants you for Miss Mumbai." Sowmya spoke quickly, painting a picture of possibility, of escape. 

Yamini's gaze drifted to the framed photograph of her father, then back to Sowmya. 

"A contest?... I... I don’t know anything about that." 

"You don’t need to. Malhotra will teach you. He sees something in you, Yamini!!!...Something special." 

Sowmya reached out, taking Yamini’s cold hand. 

"This is your chance....to build a new life.... your father... he would have wanted you to thrive." 

A long silence stretched between them, punctuated by the chirping of crickets. Yamini’s shoulders slumped, and then slowly, she nodded. "Okay," she breathed, 

"I’ll come." 
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​Nervous Yamini
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Mumbai swallowed Yamini whole, its ceaseless energy a dizzying contrast to the quiet rhythm of her village. 

Sowmya’s apartment, a compact space overlooking a bustling street, became her sanctuary. 

Yamini moved through it with a quiet grace, her eyes absorbing every detail of this new, alien world. 

"This is Malhotra," Sowmya announced one morning, leading Yamini into the designer’s opulent studio. 

The air hummed with the scent of expensive perfume and new fabrics. Malhotra, a man whose presence filled a room, assessed Yamini with the clinical eye of a sculptor. 

He circled her, his gaze intense, then a slow smile spread across his face. "Magnificent," he declared, "Raw, but magnificent." 

Yamini, dressed in a simple cotton kurti, shifted uncomfortably under his scrutiny. 

"No, no, don’t be nervous," Malhotra waved a dismissive hand, "You have it. That indefinable something!...We just need to polish it." 

He turned to Sowmya. "She’s staying with you, yes? Good. We start tomorrow. Diet, posture, walk, talk....everything!!" 
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​Intense Beauty Training 
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The next few months were a blur of intense training. 

Yamini, a quick study, absorbed everything. 

She learned to walk in heels, a precarious art that transformed her village stride into a confident glide. 

She practiced answering impossible questions with poise and intelligence. 

Her Hindi, tinged with a village accent, softened, becoming more universally appealing. Malhotra, a taskmaster with a surprising streak of tenderness, pushed her relentlessly. 

"Chin up, Yamini!" he would bark, 

"Shoulders back! Imagine you are wearing a crown, even when you’re just walking to the kitchen!" 

Yamini, initially hesitant, blossomed under his guidance. 
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