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Chapter 1:


	The New Start 


	
S





	ometimes in life, it may so happen that you feel like starting all over again. You get drained from all that has happened and there seems like no hope whatsoever when it comes to fixing up things. This is the time when you feel the urge to take a complete break when you want a fresh breath in your life. Often during these junctures, we end up finding exactly what we have been looking for the whole of our life. As I stumbled upon a new phase in my life, I had no clue that I was all set to finally meet the destination I had longed for. I was all set to discover myself after the feeling of being lost had enveloped me in its entirety. 


	***


	It was 4 O' clock in the morning and I kept tossing in my bed. It was now the fifth night when I had been unable to sleep in the week. The exhaustion was overwhelming and no matter, how hard I tried, it just felt surreal. I felt like I was stuck in the kind of hole from where you cannot sneak back to your life. So many things had happened together. I had lost my job, my boyfriend broke up with me and mom passed away after fighting a really hard battle with cancer. Life looked like it was going downhill and I badly needed something to get it sorted. The dread in my stomach kept growing and I wondered if there was any way things would sort out. I had nothing to do and the day stared ahead of me. I could go and catch up with old friends but what would I tell them – that I may be broke, have no job and no one to call my own. I got up and decided to take a walk. The park near my home had always been a great place to clear my mind of negative thoughts. I was wearing my SpongeBob PJs and an oversized tee. I didn’t even bother changing them and strolled out in the park even before the sun had actually filtered the world with its beautiful light. There was dampness in the air and the darkness resonated the stage of my own life. I wondered how long it would be before my life too could brighten up like the morning that was beginning to make its presence felt. After running for an hour or so, I came back home, sweating profusely. I looked at myself in the mirror. The sole respite for me was that my body looked great. Having no zeal to eat, I had shed a lot of extra pounds. Exercising had kept me in great shape. I surmised that maybe, this was a sign of the good times waiting for me. As I sat on my bed, I saw my phone blinking which signaled a text. I wondered who messaged me so early in the morning. As I checked my messages; I saw that it was from my Dad. “Hey Marsha, how are you holding up. Call me when you’re free. Love, Dad.” I remembered the times I had spent with my Dad. He had always been a great Daddy, but his work often took him to places. He was always busy socializing and his business spanned multiple countries. As I grew up, he started growing apart, but even then he did try his best to stay in touch. Dad and mom separated when I was 12 and ever since then, his visits started to thin down with every successive year. Regardless, I couldn’t deny the fact that he was a good man and so I thought to talk to him. Dad was in London at that time and so I figured it was alright to call him up. As I dialed his number, he picked up on the very first ring itself. His voice sounded weak and it looked like in all these years, he had literally aged. We filled each other with the different things which had happened in our lives. Although, Dad and mom had been divorced for a long time, and he was really devastated after her death, it was one of the first times when Dad discussed his divorce with me. “Marsha, I really miss your mom and the way we used to all sit together during Christmas time.” I couldn’t help but remember the good times too. I still remember the vacation we had in Miami where we three had been out on the beach and spent the wildest time. We had stayed at John’s house who happened to be Dad’s friend. As I kept talking of that trip, Dad suggested that I should head over to Miami again as it would allow me to unwind myself. I told him about losing my job and the personal problems and he suggested that the two of us should have a vacation in Miami as it will help us together bridge the gap. It looked like a great suggestion and maybe, this vacation was exactly what I was looking for. We settled upon the dates and Dad asked me to head to Miami. He had a meeting in London for the next two days so he told he would join me after that. He told that he would call up John and he would get the guest room ready for me. After a really long time in my life, I felt like I had something to look forward to. After losing mom, I knew that I should try harder to connect with Dad, after all, life was certainly unpredictable. I decided to head to Miami the same day as I had nothing eventful going on here. There was a part of me that hoped that just like old time’s sake, everything would be alright again. Of course, the hole that mom left would be there, but the rest of the things should fall in place.
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