
A Special
Collective

Poochu       Deborah A.G.        Jennifer P.     Anjali Bhargav
Mehak J.      Brendon P.M        Shibani K.      Samaara D.
Manjula J.    Mitchell S.G.         Dr. Nina P.     Simran N. 

holiday

T H E  U N O P E N E D  B O X  

alongwith



1 
 

The Unopened Box  A Special Holiday Collective 

 

 

 

 

For all the beautiful souls who experienced 2020, 

for all the untold stories, for all the shared 

journeys and the greater collective hope that 

connects us all.  
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How to get the most from this book: 

 

What I want from this book is for it to be Your Holiday 

Companion. As happy as the holidays can be for some, it can 

be equally heavy for others. This book is a treasure trove 

toward exploring yourself as you find solidarity in the voices of 

others.   

 

With a world that seems overrun with uncertainty in 2020, and 

yet resounding with hope and resilience, I wanted to make 

something special for the Holidays. I wanted to create a book 

that had a little bit of everything that celebrated, cultivated and 

showcased this hope, upholding what I deeply believe in for 

The Unopened Box.  

 

This book captures the most beautiful aspects of each writer’s 

soul, sprinkled with my favourite quotes and a host of activities 

that I have personally designed. I believe this book captures all 

of what I set out to achieve. I would love for you to make it 

your support companion.  

 

You will find here a compilation of beautiful stories that speak 

of bravery, faith, kindness, love, grief, and the overcoming of 

all sorts of odds. I want for you to be a part of it as well. This 

book is now a portion of your soul- be kind to it, treat it with 

love.  

 

If you would like to share your story, share the activities 

you tried through this book or leave me your thoughts 

on it, feel free to email me at connect.tub@gmail.com or 
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leave me a Direct Message @the.unopenedbox on 

Instagram.  

 

Sending you my best wishes for a beautiful 2021, 

Leanne Pais 

Founder of The Unopened Box 
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To our community, we grow stronger every day. Your voice 

matters. You matter. I am privileged to be a part of your 

journey.  

 

May you always have the strength to share your stories, find 

your hope, tap into your vulnerabilities and embrace your 

resilience. I hope you find joy in all you do!  

 

May 2021 be a year that fulfils your heart’s desires.  

Sending you my best, always, 

Leanne. 
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The Gift of Sisterhood 

By Poochu, Bangalore 

 

 

As humans, we are meant to share, we are meant to bond, cry 

and laugh together... and as Sisters we want to be stronger 

together and we have each other’s back. As sisters, we have 

the gift of female friendship and fearlessness and fun-loving 

streaks of adventure and oh yes! We want to crush our 

gorgeous goals together. This is a story of how I discovered a 

homie in my cousin sister, Akanksha, through our mutual 

empathy and graceful kindness for each other.  

 

“I feel nervous to go out to buy the vegetables, I feel like 

somebody is following me! I feel uneasy...” I tell my cousin 

sister who is five years younger than me.  

 

“Don’t go now. It’s ok if you can’t go today! It is not a good 

idea to go when you are feeling like this. Call your mom and 

tell her that you can’t buy the veggies, she will understand.” 
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My cousin sister’s voice soothes me. I do as directed; my mom 

says she will get the veggies herself. I feel like I am getting 

better with communicating with my family.  

 

Akanksha, my cousin sister is my Paternal Aunt’s daughter. My 

heart gets heavy and my eyes swell up with tears when I think 

of the collective suffering that women have to go through 

because of the reeking stench of patriarchy, lack of 

understanding and acceptance of mental illness and just the 

layered inequalities. Her mom, who is my aunt is still struggling 

with Schizophrenia.  This is one aspect of the consequences of 

our genetic predisposition that we don’t really wished we had.   

 

It’s been seven years now since my diagnosis of the same 

illness and the best person who knows what I go through is 

Akanksha. She inspires me. She gets me going. In fact, we 

complete each other’s sentences. We both love Taylor Swift 

and we write and sing songs together... Once we wrote a song 

about hogging glitter!  

 

I hope you like me the way I like you   

Remember the day we saw the moon dipped   

In honey dew  

Puppies, Sugar, unicorns and rainbow   

Drinking some coffee   

With a tinge of snow   

Sorrows, Sorrows, Sorrows... Vanishing and   

We have brighter tomorrows, tomorrows, tomorrows   

I hope I like you the way you like me   

Wise and otherwise...   

Wish we could hog glitter together   
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Like sassy slayers   

And beat-up bullies and bozos!   

Sorrows, Sorrows, Sorrows... Vanishing and   

We have brighter tomorrows, tomorrows, tomorrows...   

 

In August of 2019, I was pursuing the Young India Fellowship 

at Ashoka University. Due to the hectic work schedule, extreme 

stress, Bizarre Trigger factors and Sleeplessness... Everything 

led to an Unfortunate Relapse. I was taken to the University’s 

Infirmary. My mother had to come from Bangalore to Ashoka 

University to take me back for recovery. I missed an entire 

term and almost took a 45-day break. During my recovery, the 

first person I reached out to was Akanksha. She listened to me 

so patiently and without judgement. She listened to my vivid 

descriptions of the hallucinations I saw and just everything that 

I felt was unnatural. She even typed what I felt when I asked 

her to because I was that dysfunctional. She helped me draft 

emails to my professor updating about my recovery.  

 

One day I cried out loud and told my mom “Imagine, 

something like this happens to me when I have a kid, who will 

look after it?”   

 

Akanksha said “I am there. I will take care, you don’t worry” 

Just her reassuring words and her empathetic attitude healed 

me faster. I was even very lucky to have a great therapist who 

guided me towards dealing my paranoia. She asked me to take 

baby steps and one day at a time.   

 

I was back on campus in the first week of October. I would talk 

with Akanksha every day. We would share our day’s schedule. 

I would talk to her about my crushes and what not. I felt 
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accepted and really connected. It is such a wonderful feeling to 

be understood.   

 

In December, we both along with my brother and friends went 

on a trip to Kullu and Manali. It was Akanksha’s first trip on the 

flight. She teared up when she saw the breath-taking, snow-

capped hills in Manali. While my brother and friends went on a 

trek, I and Akanksha went to Tosh and Parvathi valley. We also 

had our evening coffee at a cafe in Kasol. We bought a 

handmade ukulele bag and lost it. It was really cold but we 

decided to have ice cream.   

 

My Relapse and Akanksha’s help through it made our bond 

stronger. She bought me a surprise cake on my birthday in 

February when I was home alone. We had some wine and 

enjoyed the night discussing about failed crushes and our 

future travel plans.   

 

These may seem like normal sisterly things... But for us it is 

special because we are the Cycle Breakers. Her mom and my 

dad (Who are siblings) lost their dad at a very young age. My 

grandmother was pregnant with Akanksha’s mom when 

granddad died. There was poverty, trauma, guilt, shame and 

absolutely no freedom or acceptance. I didn’t even know 

Akanksha properly until we bonded on our collective suffering. 

We accepted each other and we also encouraged each other. 

Now we discuss books like MINDSET by Carol Dweck. We talk 

about giving importance to our efforts over results. We know 

we are here for each other in this roller coaster of a life ride. 

Sometimes we do yoga together and write our gratitude 

journals at the same time. I am really fortunate for this gift of 

sisterhood.  
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After we became close and found comfort in each other’s 

company, we reached out to our youngest cousin sister who is 

in her 11th grade now. She was going through her own bouts of 

depression and board exam anxiety. I remember one incident 

where she said “My friend Aanchal is so lucky. She gets to talk 

about her crushes with her mom!” 

 

We hugged her and said “You can talk to us about anything 

under the sun...” We had a group hug. The warmth of 

Sisterhood is priceless.   
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The Happy List 

Fill in your Happy People (People whom you love and trust who 

cause you little to no conflict. You can include your pets!), 

Happy Places (Fill this box up with places that are Safe and 

bring you joy), Happy Food (All your comfort food comes here- 

add a beverage, starter, main-course and desert) and Happy 

Things (these can be a mix of activities that bring you joy and 

objects that make you happy). Take your time. If you haven’t 

discovered it yet, add on when you do! 

 

Happy People 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Happy Places 

 

 

Happy Food 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

Happy Things 
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The Signs My Brother Sends Me 

By Deborah A. Goldstein, Oregon, U.S. 

 

 

My brother and I had a tumultuous relationship. He was four 

when I was born. The story goes that he was also diagnosed 

with juvenile diabetes around the same time. So not only was 

life rough because there was a new addition to the family, but 

also because he now needed to receive daily insulin injections. 

That didn’t bode well for me.   

 

I honestly don’t remember much of my childhood with my 

brother. My mom shared a photo with me that was the epitome 

of who we were. I was shocked to see how young we were. I 

was probably four, so he would have been eight. The roles in 

our family were there from very early on. You see, my brother 

was the rebel. In this photo we’re standing at a historic site in 

our favorite beach town on the Oregon Coast. He’s atop the low 

rock wall, leaning against the fence that comes out of the wall, 

arms splayed back over it, jean jacket open wide, a little bare 

midriff showing above his jeans, his legs akimbo. He was 

looking away from the camera, as cool as James Dean. I was 

standing a few feet away right in front of the fence gate. I am 
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covered head to toe in boots, matching pants, and a sweatshirt 

that is all zipped up, with the hoodie up and tightened around 

my neck. I’m staring right at the camera, smiling, my hands 

folded in front of my chest. I am the strait-laced good girl. We 

were as different as night and day.  

 

I was the book worm. I loved school. He did not. I remember 

things like teachers finding it hard to believe that I was his 

sister. It’s not like there were a lot of Goldsteins in town! I 

idolized my brother though. He was a kind of cool that I could 

only dream of, which of course I didn’t. I remember calling him 

in college to tell him about one of my first parties. I so wanted 

to impress him. That’s when our relationship, away from our 

parents, finally started to grow.   

 

Throughout college and graduate school, my return home to 

Oregon for a few years, and then my 12 years in California, our 

relationship went through its ups and downs. His visits to my 

home in Monterey are some of my fondest memories. He’d ride 

his Harley down in a day from Portland and spend a few days 

with me. It was unlike any other time we’d spent together. It 

was just the two of us. I loved being able to show off the 

Monterey Peninsula. We had quite a few deep conversations 

over the years. I was always so surprised at how different we 

viewed our childhood. I felt like I was finally getting to 

understand my brother.   

 

When I moved back to Oregon in 2014 to get married, I was 

excited to be closer to my brother and yet nervous too. He was 

estranged from my parents at the time and I didn’t know how I 

was going to navigate that divide.   

 

A month after I returned home my brother died unexpectedly—

a heart attack at the age of 46.  Our family was thrown into a 
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tail spin. In an instant everything changed. My brother was 

gone and his wife and two boys were reunited with their 

grandparents. It was bittersweet.   

 

A week later, I was headed to my parents’ house when this 

truck entered my line of sight. Much like my brother, the sign 

came with a big entrance. MOHAWK. The 18-wheeler with 

Mohawk written along its side in all caps came barrelling onto 

the highway just slightly ahead of me. I knew in that moment 

that was a sign from my brother, Marcus.   

 

In the mid-80s, I was finishing elementary school and my 

brother was just entering high school.  One night at dinner he 

came to the table with a beanie on. My mom wasn’t having it. 

He needed to take his hat off before we ate dinner. Back and 

forth they went with their words.  Until finally, the big reveal 

came. My brother reached up, took off his beanie, and there it 

was.  A mohawk.   

 

His brown hair was cut like a horse’s trimmed mane—short and 

fuzzy. The skin of his head was slightly blue. It had never seen 

the light of day. Silence. And then…it was all a blur. I don’t 

recall what happened next. There was nothing we could do but 

accept this change to my brother’s hair. Move over Marcus, 

now there’s Mohawkus. Over time his mohawk grew and he’d 

die it or wear it spiked. It was died pink for prom to match his 

girlfriend’s dress, with spikes at least ten inches long. Another 

time it was jet black.   

 

This event in our family’s life, which kicked off a stage that 

lasted a couple of years, is infamous.  So, it made perfect 

sense that this was how Marcus would let me know he was with 

me.   
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In the days following my first sighting of the 18-wheeler, other 

glimpses of mohawk would pop up. My husband was driving us 

around town and I saw the name of a housing development— 

Mohawk Meadows. It didn’t always show up in big ways 

though. Teeny tiny letters on packaging would jump out at 

me—from a package of meat, from the back of a greeting card, 

from an ad for flooring. Sometimes I’d see someone walking 

down the street with a mohawk.  I’d think…there goes 

Marcus.   

 

The most amazing instance to date though has been at the 

birth of my son, born nearly nine months to the date of my 

brother’s death and days away from what would have been his 

47th birthday. Just as my baby was crowning, the doctor said, 

“I see a mohawk.” In that instant, I knew my brother was in 

the room with me. He was there watching over us. I was 

amazed and stunned. I gave my husband an intense look 

because I could barely breathe let alone talk. No one knew this 

story, so there was only one answer. Marcus was there. We 

gave our little boy the same middle name my brother had, 

Daniel.  
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Let’s build a support system today! Add your name to 

the centre of both dandelions. Add an activity at the tip 

of one dandelion and a friend whom you can do it with at 

the other end. I’ve added a list of prompts for one. Add 

what and who feels right for you- it can be fun and 

adventurous, include all your favourite things. Take your 

time filling this one. 

 

If you haven’t yet found people for this list, take your 

time to find people who share common interests with 

you. 
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From Catching a Red-Eye to the Pink Eye! 

By Jennifer Pais, 31 years, Mangalore 

 

 

It all begins with a love story. Cliche, I know! Nevertheless, 

this story is oddly different. Perhaps you haven’t heard of this 

one before. Don’t worry, the whole boy-meets-girl-they-fall-in-

love-and-get-hitched spectacle, that’s excluded. To be honest, 

it’s rather an ill-fated tale, albeit a comical one. Well, at least 

to me it is when I consider it now. It certainly didn’t seem that 

way back when the unfortunate events transpired. 

 

This is the story of our Honeymoon!    

 

Aha! You didn’t expect that, did you? How could a honeymoon 

story ever be ill-fated, disastrous even! After all, a honeymoon 

is supposed to be the most romantic getaway, a magical 

escapade, isn’t it? What could possibly go wrong? That’s what 

I’d believed too. My husband, Linus and I chose Mauritius for 

our honeymoon destination. Ahem. I chose the location; he 

paid for the vacation. A team effort, all in all. Vacationing in 

Mauritius had been a life-long dream of mine, and my darling 
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hubby had made this dream come true. Pretty remarkable, 

don’t you think? Husband: point 1, Wife – 0. 

 

Mauritius – a paradise island, known for its picturesque 

beaches and coral reefs, conceivably all things divine and 

breath-taking was all I could muse about. I imagined it would 

be heavenly, a place to leave all your worries behind. Or so I’d 

thought at the time. Even so, I found myself gleefully looking 

forward to this holiday. My first international trip after ages – 

how thrilling! The last I’d flown overseas was maybe around 

the age of four. Moreover, the last few days leading up to the 

wedding were enormously stressful. Also, let’s not forget the 

wedding day! I mean, I’m ecstatic undoubtedly, I got to marry 

the love of my life. Still, we all know how nerve-racking Indian 

weddings can be.  

 

And so, this dreamy, paradise island would be my escape. A 

glorious adventure to begin our journey together as husband 

and wife. One week of honeymooning and we would be back 

home relaxed and rejuvenated. Little did we know, it was 

bound to be a rollercoaster ride.  

 

We arrived in Bangalore International Airport on a pleasant 

January night, three days after the wedding. With the new year 

ushered in, the airport was bustling with people, both young 

and old. Our flight to Mauritius was not until the wee hours of 

the next morning. We had no other choice than to rest in one 

of the waiting rooms. When it was time to head to the terminal 

gate, I anxiously looked through all of our belongings in the 

carry-on luggage one last time. To my horror, I noticed a 

serious blunder in one of our documents. As part of the hotel’s 

policies for honeymooners, we were required to submit a copy 

of our marriage certificate upon arrival. Turned out the one 

provided by our church was declared ‘NULL and VOID’. It 

meant the wedding was bogus. A clerical error obviously, the 
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parish priest had not even bothered to go through the 

document before signing his initials! Linus assured that he 

would take care of it the first thing in the morning. We did 

bring our wedding invitation and with plenty of pictures on our 

phones, there wouldn’t be any problems at the hotel. It was 

eventually time to board the plane and so I had to put this 

episode behind me. Of course, the church corrected the 

document the very next day, we were informed later. By the 

way, we’ve still kept the erroneous copy as a funny anecdote to 

reminisce. We’re glad that we can laugh about it now.  

 

Minutes after the departure, a nauseated feeling crept in my 

stomach, the exhaustion from the wedding at last catching up 

to me. Hours later, we arrived in Mauritius looking like 

fatigued, groggy old timers, not as newlyweds. While Linus was 

checking in, a doctor attended to me. I had experienced the 

worst of travel sickness – nausea, giddiness, headache, the 

whole package. He prescribed some medication and welcomed 

us on our honeymoon. Off to a great start!  

 

We spent the afternoon napping like old cats. And in the 

evening, we took a stroll on the beach. Watching the sunset, 

we presumed the worst was over; we could finally start our 

vacation. Though shortly afterwards, I began to feel a slight 

tingle in my left eye which I ignored, initially. However, as we 

headed back to the room, it got worse and I could no longer 

stop rubbing my eye. When I checked in the mirror, the inner 

corner of my eye looked inflamed. Linus dismissed it as stress 

from all the traveling, and reassured that I’d be fine the next 

morning. Though deep down in my gut, I knew something was 

wrong. 

 

Conjunctivitis! I had contracted the Pink Eye virus, on our 

honeymoon! The next day, the redness and burning sensation 

took over the entire eye. The previous doctor stopped by our 
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room to inspect. Sensing dejection, he comforted us by stating 

that things could have been much worse. Apparently, one of 

the hotel guests had sustained serious injuries in a boating 

accident. Sorry Doc, that didn’t help! 

 

By the end of the day, the infection had set up shop in my right 

eye too! We decided to cancel our outing for the next few days 

which included water sports and activities. It would have been 

immensely fun, but then again, I needed the rest - could barely 

keep my eyes open, and we couldn’t risk infecting others. 

During this time, Linus took good care of me and was always 

by my side. Nonetheless, the situation just exacerbated. The 

eye drops prescribed by the doctor didn’t make it any better. 

We visited the nearest hospital for another examination, even 

got a medical certificate. But we probably should have checked 

with the airlines about our departing flight. Sadly, at the time, 

the thought never occurred to us. Soon, we would learn the 

lesson the hard way.  

 

By the end of the week, the honeymoon had turned into a 

disaster. We had missed all our trips which were paid for in 

advance, couldn’t explore much of the resort - no beach, pool, 

or the spa! I just wanted to be back home, safe and sound. 

With my condition worsening, this overwhelming fear of losing 

my eyesight had sunk in. On our last day, content that soon 

we’d be out of this mess, we reached the airport. Alas! We 

were not allowed to board the plane. Airline rules and all – only 

their registered doctor’s approval would permit us onboard. 

Distraught and defeated, we were left stranded in the island for 

three more days. This time, we had to find accommodation on 

our own, obtain the okay-to-board certificate which cost us a 

whole lot more. Despite all the trouble, we survived, and 

finally, the day had come for us to bid our goodbyes, although 

on a sombre note. Yet, alive and feeling hopeful, we made it 

back home victorious only for Linus to have developed the 

infection too! 
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Looking back now, we find the entire experience quite 

amusing. A strange love story of two people enduring 

misfortune in blissful times only to have emerged stronger, 

wiser, and deeper in love.   
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Make a list of 10 “I am…” Statements that you 

truly and deeply believe about yourself. Take 

your time. Fill them all up.   

 

 

1. I am caring 

2. I am brave. 

3. I am beautiful.  

4. I am intelligent. 

5. I am unique.      

6.     

7.      

8.      

9.      

10.      

11.       

12.      

13.      

14.      

15.      

 

 

 

Now that you’re done, place one hand over your 

heart and read each one out to yourself. Read 

them slowly, firmly and clearly. Do this as often 

as you need to and embrace it.  

 

Add as many more as you’d like to! You are 

worthy and you matter! 
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The Calm after the Storm 

By Anjali Bhargav, 24 years, Bangalore 

 

It was the summer of 2013. In a year, I would be done with 

12th grade. I was all geared up to write CLAT, the competitive 

exam for Indian law school aspirants. My mother sat me down 

and asked me, “Are you sure that you want to study law? I 

know that you made a decision quite early on that you want to 

be a lawyer. But, there’s still time. You can consider other 

options. Law may not be the right path for you.” Filled with 

visions of myself in a power suit and a briefcase, working at the 

International Court of Justice, I struck back at my mother with 

uncalled for meanness. “I have ambitions and goals”, I said. “I 

don’t want to stay back in Bangalore. I want to get out, explore 

and become something bigger.” 

 

It was the summer of 2014. I had made it to an above average 

National Law University in Raipur, Chhattisgarh. A huge leap 

from the Kannada speaking, leafy, quiet lanes of Jayanagar, 

Bangalore. I spent the month leading up to my moving, 

constantly texting on a group with future classmates that I had 

met during the admission process. Barely paying attention, 

even to the packing up of my belongings for my big move. 
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When we got there, I sat while my mother set up my room, 

waiting for her to leave, so that I could go hang out with the 

new friends from the group. When I saw my mother pull away, 

in her cab at 4:30 PM on the 20th of July, I felt so grown up. I 

felt empowered. I felt like I was ready to take the world by 

storm.  

 

It was the summer of 2016. After three law internships, I was 

not at all sure that I was enjoying it. Law school was nothing 

like I had expected. The friends from that group had stuck 

around for exactly two days. Sure, I had made other friends. I 

was still having a great time at law school. But, after the fourth 

semester, I decided that I wouldn’t intern that summer. That I 

would stay at home and have a good time. My father was 

unsure. My mother convinced him that the fourth semester was 

still quite early in law school and I could definitely afford to 

take a break from interning. That maybe, I even deserved it. 

After all, I didn’t live at home and could barely spend any time 

with my family, if I did an internship. I got to stay home that 

summer.  

 

It was the summer of 2017. After six semesters of law school, I 

was almost sure that law wasn’t the right path for me. For the 

first time, I had got myself an internship that summer, not 

through a connection of my father’s. It was a place that worked 

with the downtrodden, the differently abled, the ones that did 

not identify with the mainstream. I thought that that might be 

my jam. I wanted to make a difference in the world. I wanted 

to bring justice to people. I wanted to give back. Two days into 

the internship, I came home crying. It was too much pressure. 

I could never find what they wanted me to. I was overwhelmed 

with the research. I was overwhelmed with everything. Both 

parents were unsure now. What was the next step? It was too 

late to quit school. I didn’t even have another avenue that I 

wanted to pursue.  
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It was the summer of 2018. My father had wrangled an 

internship for me at a fancy corporate law firm. I dragged 

myself out of bed every day to a day that I knew would be 

chock-full of anxiety until the clock struck 7:30 and I could 

respectably leave for the day. I had my first ever work-related 

panic attack. My co-intern got me a cup of honeyed tea that I 

sipped on and managed to breathe. I still somehow made it 

through to the end of my internship. I was exhausted. I went 

back for my final year of law school. 

 

It was the summer of 2019. I had made it. I had made it 

through five years of law school. Through the bumpy road, the 

failed relationships, the below average standard of academics. 

I was a B.A. LL.B (Hons.) graduate. But, every minute at home 

was anxiety. What next? I was sure that I didn’t want to work 

in law. The previous summer had taught me that much, at 

least. All around, there was pressure, both intrinsic and 

external, to prove that I had it in me to land a job, any job. 

Two months after I graduated, I had a job in event 

management! A job with a kind and amazing boss, with work 

that I loved, with sweet colleagues. I worked dedicatedly. I was 

happy. But, there was the anxiety. Always gnawing at me. 

Preventing me from doing tasks that seemed so easy in theory. 

Slowly, work started to get more difficult. The boss was still 

kind, the colleagues still sweet, the work still right up my 

sleeve. But, even that work would cause me to sleep uneasily. 

I couldn’t get work out of my mind. I was constantly thinking of 

work, even on a free Sunday. Then, I had my second work 

related panic attack. My boss and my HR Manager allowed me 

the rest of the day off.  

 

It was the summer of 2020. There was COVID-19 in the air. I 

had quit my job a month ago. I had stopped seeing my 

therapist. I was at home. And, every day, one feeling in me 
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grew. And, grew. And, grew. It was contentment. It was peace. 

No, I did not need to work a 9 to 5 job to prove my worth to 

anyone. No, I did not need to earn a wage to feel like I 

deserved to sleep at night. No, I did not need to be driven by 

capitalist conditioned societal pressures to conform to the 

career minded 21st century girl. I was cooking, singing, 

reading, learning. I brought happiness to the faces of the 

people around me. I had no panic attacks. I had no sleepless 

nights. I was truly happy after a long, long, long time.  

 

Soon, it will be the summer of 2021. The past year has been 

very hard on people, around the world. I did not know the 

previous summer that my grandmother would not be around 

for this one. Without her, life at home has changed. There’s 

more responsibility, less chatter, a little more work and a little 

less joy. But, I still carry that glow of contentment in my heart. 

The relief at not having to subject myself to unending days of 

anxiety at the workplace. My heart goes out to those, like me, 

who have generalised anxiety disorder and do not have the 

privilege of living life at their own pace and on their own terms, 

as I do. But, for those who have the choice, but are scared, I 

hope that life brings them the fearlessness to carve out their 

own path and not let the world clip their wings.  
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What are certain things that have been holding 

you back that you can let go off? What are certain 

things that you would like to add more of in your 

life? Write them down! 

 

 

 

 

I want to begin to let go 

of… 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I want to add more of the 

following my life… 
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My Nanni 

by Mehak Jamil, Toronto, Canada 

 

Christmas season is always packed full of celebrations. We 

have lots of birthdays in the family around this time, and Nanni 

tried to integrate the two cultures. She always puts up 

Christmas lights in her living room and we exchange presents. 

She even makes all of our special Eid foods on Christmas, like 

her delicious rice pudding. The kitchen is also stocked full of 

our newer Canadian traditions: cartons of thick creamy eggnog 

and big blue tins of Danish butter cookies, pecan pie and 

homemade banana bread and amaretti biscuits that my aunts 

bring over.   

 

When we were little, my aunts used to take me and my cousins 

out tobogganing on the hill at East Lynn Park, and we’d come 

back to Nanni’s house for hot chocolate, dropping our sopping 

wet socks to dry by the fireplace. They’d take us out to see the 

Christmas lights displayed in shop windows in Yorkville and 

Niagara Falls, and the giant tree at the Eaton Centre. Now, I 

also go ice skating at Harbourfront, or to see plays with my 

university friends, like The Phantom of the Opera and The 

Nutcracker.   
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When I was little, I remember tearing open layers and layers of 

wrapping paper, each package getting smaller and smaller until 

it revealed a soft dress inside. I remember getting a beautiful 

pink hijab for my birthday, which is only three days after 

Christmas, and all four books in the Twilight series. They were 

some of the very first brand new books I had ever owned, with 

pristine hardback covers.   

 

My youngest aunt, who is a teacher-librarian, often gave me 

and my cousins books for Christmas. When we grew up, she 

told us it was because she wanted us to value reading, and to 

see it as something special, something to be treasured. My 

aunt always let me and my cousins read her books whenever 

we visited. She was getting her degree in Early Childhood 

Studies, and she had books by Shel Silverstein and Roald Dahl 

and Robert Munsch.   

 

My mom and brother and I had lived in Regent Park at the 

time. It’s where Nanni had settled after coming to Canada in 

the 1970s, although she’d eventually been able to purchase a 

house on the Danforth in the early 2000s. Nanni and her 

brothers and sisters had fled from India when it was under 

British rule in the 1940s, during the War of Partition, when 

Pakistan was created as a homeland for Muslims. She was only 

five years old when she’d been forced to leave India, but she 

still remembers it and tells us stories about the War. After she 

married my grandfather, they relocated to Canada.   

 

Last Christmas, I got her a rose gold elephant figurine from a 

shop in Kensington Market, because my grandfather always 

called her hatti, which in Urdu means elephant. Her face lit up 

with joy as she unwrapped the tissue paper and placed it on 

the fireplace mantel. I have everything I do in Canada because 

my Nanni came here.  
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As for me, to this day, the highest item on my Christmas wish 

list is a gift card to Indigo. When I was little, I would borrow 

books from the library, and my aunt would give me all the 

books they were getting rid of from the schools she worked at. 

I had the whole Goosebumps series by R.L.  Stein, but the 

covers were all ripped because they were public school copies. 

I kept them in a giant toaster oven box in the storage room, 

which is where my mom made me play and read.   

 

I had a couple of new books, too. I got one every Christmas 

from the Toronto Star’s initiative to help children in need. They 

called it the Star Box, and they would give children in my 

neighbourhood a whole box of Christmas goodies, like new 

books or sweaters or art supplies. It seemed strange to get 

these presents, because I never felt any different from any 

other family I knew at the time. We were all poor immigrant 

families. I didn’t know that most children didn’t read quietly in 

the storage room of government buildings, from books with 

ripped covers out of toaster oven boxes.   

 

But, I never saw it like that. Most kids I knew didn’t have aunts 

who were librarians who could give them mountains of books, 

or who had tons of family in the city who got them lots of 

presents on Christmas, and gathered in their Nanni’s living 

room, even though we weren’t even Christian. I didn’t like the 

Twilight books as much as some of my friends at school, but I 

loved that they were some of the first books I owned.   

 

I remember my aunts getting me and my cousins a Tamagotchi 

and an iPod shuffle when we were a little bit older. I think what 

my family remembers most is how I would hold my duaptta 

between my chin and chest with the side of my cheek. We 

would always dress up in our best lenghas or sparkly 

embroidered shalwaar kameez on Christmas Day, and we 

would move the rocking chairs off to the side and there would 
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be huge piles of gifts from everyone in the family against the 

backdrop of snow falling outside the sliding glass door to 

Nanni’s backyard.   

 

We tell lots of stories around this time, about how my aunt was 

asked as a kid in school who in her class was Christian, and 

she’d raised her hand with the rest of the kids. Then, when she 

got home, she asked Nanni if we were Christian, because we’ve 

always given presents on Christmas.  My aunt’s birthday is also 

on Christmas Day, and now we all poke good fun at her for 

being confused.   

 

When I look at my Nanni, I see soulful grey eyes with wrinkles 

and a warm smile. I see a woman who loved to cook for her 

family every Saturday, before the health restrictions of COVID. 

I see the child who fled from white supremacy in India, the 

little girl who got on the train with all her brothers and sisters 

as white men slashed swords at women and children. I see a 

woman who moved to Canada so her children and 

grandchildren could have a better life. I see the crowded living 

room full of stories on Christmas morning, full of stories of 

trauma, but also full of strength and healing.   

 

When I look at my aunt, I see the twenty-five-year-old she 

used to be. I see the young teacher librarian who gave me the 

gift and joy of reading. Even during a COVID Christmas, as the 

snow falls outside on silent streets, I’m glad I have these 

stories. And, this year, as I turn twenty-five just three days 

after Christmas, I’ll be the age my aunt was when she passed 

on those books to me. 
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What were your favourite holiday traditions as 

you grew up? 

 

 

 

 

 

What are the holiday traditions you practice? 

 

 

 

 

 

What holiday traditions from the past would you 

like to revive? 

 

 

 

 

 

What are new holiday traditions that you would 

like to begin? 
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God Loves a Good Story 

By Brendon Presentation Mascarenhas, Goa 

 

The rough waves keep crashing into me even on still shores.  

 

These persistent waves of depression and numbness follow me 

wherever I go. It’s easier to navigate through the depression 

because I expect it, but the numbness is unpredictable, and 

almost impossible to navigate through. This particular wave 

keeps taking me back to the hospital room, to the moment 

when the numbness descended upon me for the first time, 

after watching my dad take his last breath.  

 

The first six months of the 2020 pandemic were a cakewalk for 

me. I had just gotten over my ex, my job was stable, my only 

brother got married, and I managed to crack a coveted finance 

exam. Unlike the rest of the world, I couldn’t have been more 

grateful to God for all of my blessings… Until September, when 

my prayer of thanksgiving quickly turned into a desperate cry 

for help.  
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After I learned that my father and godfather contracted Covid, 

I took a flight back home to Goa. At first, it seemed like a 

regular trip- I met my folks, grabbed a fish thali, made plans to 

meet my friends, and all this while I just assumed that my dad 

and uncle would recover. And why wouldn’t they? The virus 

was only detrimental to the old, the diseased and the frail, and 

papa and Uncle Oscar were far healthier than most men their 

age. They were going to beat this flu… so I thought.  

 

I lost my uncle on 28th September, it was awfully quick and 

horrendously unimaginable. As I sat beside my dad comforting 

him through one failed treatment after the other, Sheldon told 

me that Uncle Oscar didn’t make it. As I attended his funeral 

and watched his body forever descend to the ground, I began 

to weep. I realized then that the virus didn’t just give the flu, 

but it took the lives of deeply beloved people. Through all the 

tears, as I grieved with uncle’s wife and daughter, the 

dominant thought that resonated in my mind was that I 

couldn’t let my dad meet the same fate. I just couldn’t.  

 

Back in the hospital, my dad’s condition kept deteriorating, no 

treatment seemed to work, and the doctors couldn’t give us 

any answers because they didn’t have any themselves. As I sat 

beside my dad, praying for a miracle while never losing hope, I 

saw his oxygen levels drastically drop. The doctors told me that 

if it doesn’t improve, he may have to be put on the ventilator. 

This was the most helpless moment of my life. Despite great 

efforts, nothing changed and the doctors surrounded the bed to 

begin incubating him. I asked them for more time and really 

pushed my dad to try to breathe. Finally, I told him, “Orlando 

Mascarenhas, I love you”.  He replied, but since he had the 

mask on, all I heard was “too”. He meant to say “I love you 

too”. He knew just how much I needed that reply, so he did 

what was right by his child even during his last breath. He 

never stopped being a great dad.  I ran out of the ward 

sobbing and pinching my hand, hoping that this was just a 
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nightmare from which I would wake up. When I came back, he 

was listless. Two days later he passed away. 

 

Believe it or not, 2020 didn’t stop kicking me there. I, along 

with the rest of my family also contracted the virus. Messages 

of shock and condolence poured in from friends, family, and 

members of my Catholic Charismatic Community- Missionary 

Families of Christ (MFC). When they checked in on me, I didn’t 

know what to say. I couldn’t process anything, primarily 

because the only person that could get me through such a loss, 

was unfortunately the person whom I lost.  

 

While growing up, every time I misbehaved- recklessly 

splurged money, lost expensive devices, had one drink too 

many and acted like a complete idiot, my dad never reacted 

with anger. Rather, he would sort everything out as ask me, 

“What did you learn from this?” From the nightmare that I’ve 

been living since mid-September, I’ve learned that God loves a 

good story. A couple of weeks before losing my dad, I went to 

church and sensed that something grave was to happen to him. 

Hence, I urged him to go for confession, and praise Jesus, he 

did. Since the moment my dad died, the only thing that 

comforted me was knowing that his soul after confession was 

pure and that he was in heaven.  

 

Unfortunately, this comfort was short lived. The same severity 

with which the virus attacked my father and godfather, it 

attacked my brother and I. What hurt the most was that as I 

laid in my hospital bed, gasping for breath, unable to sleep 

because my temperature see-sawed from hot to cold, was 

knowing that I was too physically weak to take care of my 

family. But, my story didn’t end there, God wouldn’t allow it. 

He never gives us a cross that we can’t carry, he always sends 

us His helpers. Prajwal and Preetam from MFC left their 

families back in Bangalore, risking their health to take care of 
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me and my family. One of the biggest pains at that time was 

losing my role model, but God, through these men, reminded 

me that though nobody could love me as much as my dad, 

there were many others that loved me a whole lot. And therein 

my healing process began- by being grateful for what I had, 

rather then what I lost.  

 

I was grateful for all the people that were praying for me. 

Every day a Zoom link would go out to intercede for my 

condition, and those prayers eventually restored my health. 

Though that Zoom link was originally created to pray for the 

petitions of my family, today, it’s circulates every Thursday to 

intercede for other petitions from within MFC and beyond. This 

just shows how God can create good from any situation, even 

the darkest. I’m also grateful for my mum and the faith that 

she instilled in me- the faith that encouraged me to listen to 

the Holy Spirit and urge my dad to make a confession. Most of 

all, I’m grateful for my dad’s legacy, a legacy that I wish to 

continue. You see, legacies aren’t about how much a person 

was loved, it’s about how much that person loved. I doubt that 

I’ll meet anyone who will ever love me as much as my dad did, 

but there’s hope that I’ll one day love someone as much as he 

did. 

 

2020’s been rough on all of us. But have faith, our story 

doesn’t have to end here. So, stand your ground through the 

waves of grief. There’s more to look up to and more to look 

forward to like living out a legacy of a loved one for your loved 

ones. Remember, God loves a good story, but for that 

narrative to come into being, you got to believe. I’ll be praying 

for you. Merry Christmas! 
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This page is for grief and pain. Let it all out here, 

in whatever way feels right for you. No 

judgement. Allow yourself to feel, heal and grow 

through your emotions. 
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A little bit of Love 

By Shibani Kumar, 26 years, Bangalore 

 

 

“Maaaa my head hurts!”  

“Drink some water!”  

“How is that going to make my headache go away maa?!”  

 

No point trying to win an argument with your mother, you are 

bound to lose! Better get to work, already running late!  

 

Work, its where I saw her almost every day of the week, she 

looked gorgeous. Could light up the room, add a touch of 

warmth even. There were days where the wind could push her 

down, but she was a fighter, the wind didn’t really stand too 

much of a chance.  

 

Could I just steal her for a bit? Maybe no one will notice! I 

could give her everything she needed, the life she wanted, the 

one she deserves.  
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It wasn’t the right thing to do, I suppose.  

 

Days went by, woke up with a sense of heaviness in the air, 

could feel the weight on my head, gravity pulling me down to 

the floor. No work and I still have e-mails stacked up 

screaming to be read, holidays aren’t always the best when 

combined with alcohol and Netfilx are they?!  

 

She stayed in my head, would she be okay, it’s been two 

weeks? Were they taking good care of her?  

 

I must know. Picked up my keys, left home and headed 

straight to her, and there she was, hanging on to life almost as 

if waiting to see me.  

 

She was barely recognizable. So fragile. so weak.  

 

I had to steal her, take her away for good. It was time, I put 

my arms around her and said “You’re coming with me!”  

 

Wanted to make a dramatic exit but she was a bit heavy, 

couldn’t really make my great escape but I managed to go 

unnoticed!  

 

Brought her home, finally!  

 

“Give her some water, will you?!”  

 

My mother couldn’t help herself; water was the solution to all 

the problems in the world, clearly.  
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I won’t deny, she seemed better after a bit of water. I spoke to 

her every day, watch her gain back her strength inch by inch.  

 

She grew, she got brighter. I could almost see the old her 

coming back. 

 

I took a deep breath, a sigh of relief. She began to light up the 

room, not to mention a small part of my world too.  

 

All she needed was a little bit of Love. (Okay, and water!)  

 

To all my fellow Plant Parents, the world needs more of you!  
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Your inner child wants to be set free! Here are 

just some suggestions. Feel free to add on. What 

are some fun, crazy, wild, adventurous things 

that you’d like to do for fun in its purest form? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lay on your back and watch the 

clouds passing. No thinking. Just be.  

Tell someone all the naughtiest 

and cutest stories you have about 

yourself as a child 

Have a junk food night, 

watch a movie and eat lots of 

candy with no guilt 

Make a bubble painting with water, 

paint and a straw 

Make paper boats and sail them 
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Esme’s secret 

By Samaara Dsouza, 9 years, Mumbai 

 

Once upon a time there was a little girl called Esme. She lived 

with her parents in a cabin, but during the summer school 

break, she would visit her grandmother. Our story begins with 

Esme sitting on a banyan tree branch in her grandmother’s 

house. She was a little naughty, and would often sit there, 

although her grandmother told her not to.  

 

Once, when she was sitting on the branch, she fell down on the 

ground, flat on her face. Her front teeth were knocked out by 

the blow. Luckily, they were her milk teeth. Her grandmother 

used to tell her that next time she wouldn’t be that lucky. Esme 

hummed to herself and thought of all of this.  

 

She hung from the aerial roots of the banyan tree. On 

afternoons like this she would go to the kitchen and steal some 

lime pickle. She had built a small tree house, which, she built 

like a cove of wonders. She often sipped a quiet ginger beer 

there, because she thought the bottles made the cove look 
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more authentic. Her grandmother often found a missing ginger 

beer bottle and chuckled to herself. 

 

In the evening after dinner, she asked her grandmother to tell 

her a story. ‘Grandmama, please tell me a story. I like your 

stories.’ Her grandmother was tired but soon she was spinning 

a web of stories about lost princesses and fairies. Esme wished 

to visit that world. She had millions of books written by 

Anderson and the Grimm brothers. She was delighted. One 

Sunday afternoon she found a hollow in the Banyan tree, big 

enough for her to climb in. She climbed in. There seemed to be 

no end to it. Then she fell in a hole and colours swirled around 

her. ‘Oh my!’ she whispered. She had always felt there was 

something special about the banyan tree. She was shocked as 

she saw the colours form a weird shape and dissolve. She saw 

then that she was in a fairy tale. Then in the darkness she saw 

a little girl wearing ragged clothes approach her. ‘Cinderella!’ 

she exclaimed. The girl replied ‘How did you know my 

nickname?’  Esme then realised she should not warp the fairy 

tale and ran away.  She met so many characters on the way 

that she could not remember them all. There was Pip from 

Great Expectations, Lucy from The Chronicles of Narnia, The 

Fairy Godmother and more. She whispered to herself ‘This is a 

wonderful world’ and skipped along the roadside.  

 

She met Aslan from the chronicles of Narnia and Swaminathan 

from Malgudi School days. Her favourite was meeting Hermione 

Granger from the Harry Potter series. She laughed on meeting 

these strange people. Then she saw the authors of the books. 

There was J.K. Rowling, Charles Dickens and Earnest 

Hemingway. There were many more authors and characters, 

but, I shall skip forward. Then suddenly J.K. Rowling took her 

hand and asked Esme, ‘Do you miss your home?’ and Esme 

whispered, mortified ‘Yes’.  
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So, J.K. Rowling sent her home through a cauldron and she 

saw the colours and went back home.  Her Grandmother was 

looking down at her, saying ‘Why did you faint?’ and Esme 

replied ‘I won’t tell you, Grandmama.’  
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Make yourself a bucket list for the next 365 days. It 

needs to be something you have a burning desire to do, 

achievable and something that makes you want to pull it 

off. These are not resolutions. Your list can be fun, 
adventurous, have small goals that may be professional 

or personal, like learn a new skill or overcome fears and 

be charitable. The choice is yours! What would you like 

from the next 365 days? 

 

 

1.     

 

2.     

 

3.      

 

4.       

        

5.      

     

6.       

 

7.      

 

8.   

   

9.     

 

10.     

 

Try and see if you can make the above happen. 
Make time for the things you want to do more of 
and allow yourself to use your time the way you 

really want to! 



54 
 

The Unopened Box  A Special Holiday Collective 
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The story of Klaus 

By Mitchell S.G., Mangalore 

 

 
 

There was once a man named Klaus, 

Who had a wife, a son, and a beautiful little house. 

 

His days were spent on a mission, 

To make the best toys that one could envision. 

 

He tried to teach his son his craft, 

But his son had no plans to pursue the art. 

 

Klaus’s son was an ambitious boy, 
His father’s dream alas did not bring him joy. 

 

With a heavy heart Klaus told his son follow his chosen path, 

All the while inwardly mourning, he could not pass on his craft. 

 

Overjoyed by his father’s acceptance, 

He set out into the world to mark his presence. 

 

The son soon became widely known for his talents, 
Hearing about his son’s success filled Klaus’s heart with 

gladness. 
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Klaus learned something new in his many years on this earth, 

To live and let live and revel in the joy of his son’s talents 

being unearthed. 
 

The son meanwhile was disappointed to see, his father’s dream 

remain just a dream. 

 

He planned and plotted and took his mother’s help, 

To fulfil at least some part of a legacy that was unparalleled. 

 

He built a workshop and a school, 

And added into it all things “cool”! 

 
Advertising the school for both young and old, 

He made sure that only the worthy would receive the skill 

worth its weight in gold. 

 

He went to his father and gave him his present, 

To teach eager students with resources incessant. 

 

Klaus was touched by his son’s thoughtfulness, 

And started teaching his skill with all joyfulness... 
 

 

This little story teaches us to be hopeful and cheerful and take 

things in stride, 

and let our conscience be our forever guide… 

When everything feels against us, remember, God is always 

with us... 
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Tell me about your dreams. It can be anything. 

Write it out, draw it out, stick pictures if you need 

to. This is your page to dream and write whatever 

you want on here. This is Your Page.  
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An ode to ceiling fans and Suprabatham 

By Manjula Jayaprakash 

 

One of the fondest memories of my childhood are the 

numerous nights that I spent sleeping next to my grandmother 

listening to stories from the Ramayana and Mahabharata. She 

had hair that looked like cotton candy or “Panju Mittai”, always 

wore cotton sarees and smelt like medimix soap.  

 
 

As 6 year old me would lie in bed listening to her, I would be 

transported into Ayodhya or Vrindavan wishing that I could 

steal butter or shoot an arrow. Paati was the one who raised 

me. She was a typical pickle making grandmother. Someone 

whom you love to death but who still annoys you.  

 

 

Paati had a routine. She’d wake early, bathe and play MS 
Subbalaxmi’s suprabatham on a very old tape recorder. The 

house would smell like incense and jasmine in the morning, 

tomato rasam later in the day. Summer mornings would mean 

that we make fryums or vadaaam on the terrace and winters 

would be for chukku kaaapi. Mom tells me that I get my sharp 

tongue from paati. She raised 4 kids and numerous 
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grandchildren singlehandedly and would never hesitate to 

speak her mind. I learnt self-care from her too. No matter what 

happened, she always spared time for her reading in a day and 

would always sing while she’s finishing a chore. 
 

 

Losing her abruptly 4 years ago due to a cardiac arrest had left 

an irreplaceable void in my heart. For the longest time, we 

would buy the extra puff from Iyengar bakery. For the longest 

time, my fingers would crawl across the empty bed at night. 

Every wall, every room, every smell reminded us of her and 

how she’s missing… hers was the first close death that I 

experienced and I wasn’t ready to let go.  

 
 

One lonely night when I was crying myself to sleep, I realised 

that she was watching from above. It gave me the strength to 

go on as I felt protected. Years later, I mustered up the 

courage to play the suprabatham in the morning. As 

Subbalakshmi sang through the song, I felt her warm presence 

right next to me in the house and I realised that we may lose 

people but there’s always something that they leave behind. 

The love that we experience with each person is different and 
that can’t be taken away, even by something like death. My 

grandmother gave me a lot of love but she also left behind the 

story telling with me and that is something that I will cherish 

for life. 
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List out 10 incidents when you beat the odds, when you 

healed, when you stood up for yourself. This is your 

Accomplishment List. Everything that you believe is an 

accomplishment, is an accomplishment. Nothing is too 

small to be on this list! 

1. 

 

2. 

 

3. 

 

4. 

 

5. 

 

6. 

 

7. 

 

8. 

 

9. 

 

10. 

 

Congratulations! I’m so very proud of you and all that 

you have accomplished! Give yourself a warm hug for 

me. 
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The SymmerwithSim Story 

By Simran Nagpal 

 

 

I'm Simran, the recipes you'll find on my page are inspired by 

the people and places I really admire. 

I created SymmerwithSim in 2019 but I recently got super 

active on it and started posting more. I try to use a couple of 

ingredients to make it easy to cook and less time consuming. 

 

 

While I was young, I grew up eating hot sauce and I love 

cooking with it, hence I came up with my own version 

Symmer’s chili oil in October 2020 and so far it’s doing brilliant 

by the support of my followers and I truly appreciate it. 

 

 

My hope is to inspire a love for food in others, as well as the 

courage to try something new. 
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The Ennelle Story 

By Dr. Nina Pais 

 

 

I never dreamed of being an entrepreneur, yet here I am 

today. This is a story of how a practicing doctor with over 30 

years of experience in the allopathic field, chose to follow her 

passion and founded a venture that touches people’s lives in a 

holistic way, every day.  

 

People who know me, know how passionate I am about being a 

doctor and how much patient care means to me. Providing the 

best care to my patients has been the central aspect of the 

work I do. Which is why, when a few years ago, my daughter 

had a stubborn bout of acne which was resistant to treatment, 

I had to find a way to easy her suffering.  

 

Like all mothers, I too wanted to do the best I could for my 

daughter. After several frustrating visits to dermatologists that 

didn’t yield adequate results, I decided to do my research and 

find a solution that would work for her. 
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Knowing that all fields of medicine have their strong points for 

various problems, I set out to discover the world of herbal 

medicine! I delved deeper and researched a whole lot and 

came up with a treatment plan for her. I knew my treatment 

had to be easy-to-use, safe and effective. It also had to entice 

her enough with its exotic fragrance so that she’d use it 

regularly. 

 

When I was ready, I went to my daughter, my willing “lab rat” 

(as she calls herself) with my labour of love. I must commend 

her for her patience with me. She followed my instructions to 

the T and in no time, there was a great improvement: her skin 

tone improved and the acne scars started to fade away. 

 

I mentioned my story to a few of my close family and friends 

and they requested me to find herbal treatments for their 

various skin and hair issues. So, this led to my formulating 

products for them too. My skills and venture began to expand 

even further.  

 

I was extremely passionate by this point and decided to delve 

even deeper, study, research and hone my skills. I got certified 

as a skin care formulator. 

 

I offered my treatment as an option to my patients with similar 

problems and the results were amazing. This is how Ennelle 

was born, a dream of solving one problem at home to find 

solutions for much bigger ones outside.  

 

Today, Ennelle caters to patients with Acne, Eczema, Diabetic 

Dermopathy, Psoriasis, Skin Tags and so many more with safe 

herbal treatments.  
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Along with this we make face butters, body butters, face 

scrubs, body scrubs, nourishing hair creams and many more. 

We are constantly researching, innovating and adding new 

products to our range. Client, customer and patient care is the 

center of our focus.  

 

Ennelle is Naturally Loving to Your Skin and Hair. Our Products 

are freshly made from pure ingredients. They are easy and safe 

to use. Our products are created so that they bring you a spa-

like feel straight to your home on an everyday basis. At 

Ennelle, we are a family. We believe in offering the best of 

services and extending ourselves to help you in a holistic 

manner. We’d love to have you join our dream and our 

community. Check us out on www.ennelle.in and join our 

community on Instagram @ennelle.in 

 

We look forward to seeing you, meeting you and interacting 

with you! 

 

Warm regards, 

Dr. Nina Pais 

Founder 

Ennelle Skin & Hair Co. 
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Dear Friend, 

 

Thank you for reaching here. I do hope the book was your 

support companion through this journey. I hope you connected 

with the stories shared and participated in the activities on 

here. This book was a labour of love, carefully compiled and 

put together. I do hope it touched you, the way it did me, while 

I organised it. 

 

As is with all endings, I feel the bittersweet thrill of having 

reached this page. I also feel so much in awe of the people who 

participated in making this happen. Each of you, including you 

dear reader, deserves a pat on the back.  

 

You did good! 

 

Thank you for being on this journey with me. I’m so thrilled to 

have this sent out for the holidays. The stories in this book 

belong exclusively to the writers. Please do not claim them as 

your own, even if you relate to them. The activities on here are 

carefully compiled, planned and structured by me and the work 

that I do as a Psychological Therapist. I do hope they gave you 

support and solace. All activities were put together with the 

best of intentions and I hope they are received in the same 

way. Do what works for you and leave what doesn’t. This is 

your journal. Your takeaways are entirely yours. 

 

The quotes here are some of my favourites that I’ve collected 

over the years and believe in. Most of them are from poems, 

some from movies and books as well. I do hope you were able 

to relate to everything on here in your own unique way. This 

book isn’t meant to be sold or used for profit. It is to share 

hope and acknowledge all the people who made this possible.  
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If you have anything you’d like to share and if you would like to 

join The Unopened Box Community drop me an email at 

connect.tub@gmail.com or leave me a Direct Message on 

Instagram @the.unopenedbox 

Sending you my best, always, 

Leanne.  

 


