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ON COURAGEOUS CREATIVITY...

“IN RESPONSE TO THOSE WHO SAY TO STOP DREAMING AND 
FACE REALITY, I SAY KEEP DREAMING AND MAKE REALITY.”

“DREAM NO SMALL DREAMS FOR THEY HAVE NO POWER TO 
MOVE THE HEARTS OF MEN.”

“IF A LITTLE DREAMING IS DANGEROUS, THE CURE FOR IT IS 
NOT TO DREAM LESS BUT TO DREAM MORE, TO DREAM ALL THE 
TIME.”

- Kristian Kan

- Johann Wolfgang von Goethe

- Marcel Proust



EDITOR’S NOTE 
SHIRIN SUBHANI 
Shirin Subhani and Shahana Dattagupta were inspired to become curators of stories of courageous 
creativity after experiencing firsthand, the transformative power of creative thinking and expression 
that involve emotional risk and personal vulnerability in a collective forum. For more about Shirin and 
Shahana, please visit the “About Us” page on Flying Chickadee’s Web site: 
www.flyingchickadee.com/about.html and connect with us on Facebook/flying chickadee.
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For the last fifteen years, I have carried a little card in my wallet with a quote from one of my favorite authors, 
Louisa May Alcott, reminding me to ‘Follow my dreams.’ I have peeked at it on numerous occasions when 
self-doubt or fear have crept in, and used her words to keep my eye on my aspirations and faith. 

As we launch into our third year of both our storytelling platform Flying Chickadee, and our zine Courageous 
Creativity, ‘Dreaming Big’ has never been more significant. Along with big dreams, we need to ‘Embrace 
Uncertainty,’ and also be prepared to employ ‘Failure as a Muse’! 

Our next three issues will explore these themes as a set, this one being on ‘Dreaming Big.’ Envisioning freely 
with imagination and without fear or judgment or false reality checks, is at the core of courageous creativity. 
Dreaming big takes a big heart and a disciplined mind – one that can be trained to suspend judgment!

Our dreamers in this issue include Vasavi Kumar who, in her piece ‘Limitless,’ shares how she discovered 
hidden gifts in her bipolar disorder, to find success in her coaching career. Eddie Simelton recounts his simple 
dream of inheriting the title of ‘Grill Master’ from his father and how this relationship gave him solace amidst 
his turbulent times. Next, discover two sides of the same incredible and poignant story – from Kasey Poirrier, 
who dreamed big on behalf of Melvin Jones, and from young Melvin, who would’ve never believed his dreams 
could come true but for the unconditional support and help that miraculously came his way from Kasey and 
his mother, and his own willingness to receive and create change. Poet Beth Kephart, with her beautiful poem 
‘The Graduate,’ creates a picture of a boy, ready to take his turn, ready for his dream. Artist Rashmi Thirtha’s 
unique jewelry speaks of her vision to merge the worlds of design and healing. Finally, in an interview with 
Sarita Dwivedi (conducted by Archana Raghavan) we learn how a young woman who lost three of her limbs at 
the mere age of four, continued on with her zeal for life and her dreams of becoming an artist!

Keep dreaming, keep believing!

Shirin.
 

“ENVISIONING FREELY WITH IMAGINATION AND WITHOUT FEAR OR 
JUDGMENT OR FALSE REALITY CHECKS, IS AT THE CORE OF COU-
RAGEOUS CREATIVITY. DREAMING BIG TAKES A BIG HEART AND A 
DISCIPLINED MIND ...”

EDITOR’S NOTE



EDDIE SIMELTON
Eddie was born in Brooklyn, NY, grew up and attended school in the NYC Public School system and attended 
the City University of New York (“CUNY”) at Bronx Community College, and has his Associate degree in Para-
legal Studies. He has served in the United States Army. He moved to Seattle in 1995 and moved to Char-
lotte, NC to care for his 92 year-old-mother in 2011. He is an avid reader, loves fishing and race horses.

“FINALLY, THE DAY COMES WHEN YOUR FATHER CALLS YOU OVER AND 
HANDS YOU THE TONGS, PATS YOU ON THE BACK AND TELLS YOU: “TO-
DAY, YOU ARE THE COOK AND I WILL WATCH TO SEE IF YOU HAVE REALLY 
LEARNED WHAT I TRIED TO TEACH YOU ALL THESE YEARS,” AND YOU 
KNOW THAT YOUR DREAM HAS COME TRUE; YOU HAVE REACHED MAN-
HOOD IN ANOTHER WAY. TODAY, YOU ARE THE “GRILL MASTER” AND YOU 
WANT YOUR FOOD TO COME OUT JUST RIGHT. “  

“FINALLY, THE DAY COMES WHEN YOUR FATHER CALLS YOU OVER AND 
HANDS YOU THE TONGS, PATS YOU ON THE BACK AND TELLS YOU: “TO-
DAY, YOU ARE THE COOK AND I WILL WATCH TO SEE IF YOU HAVE REALLY 
LEARNED WHAT I TRIED TO TEACH YOU ALL THESE YEARS,” AND YOU 
KNOW THAT YOUR DREAM HAS COME TRUE; YOU HAVE REACHED MAN-
HOOD IN ANOTHER WAY. TODAY, YOU ARE THE “GRILL MASTER” AND YOU 
WANT YOUR FOOD TO COME OUT JUST RIGHT.”  

RITE OF PASSAGE
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I am fifty two years old; a child of the 1960s and that turbulent time in American History. The darkest of springs 
and summers, 1965-1968; a time of lynching African-Americans in the South with regularity, the struggle for 
Civil Rights, Voting Rights and Fair Housing for minorities. 

I recall feeling the despair of a dream dying on a warm April night in 1968, as I sat in front of the TV and saw 
the “Special Bulletin” come on and the commentator announce that Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. had been killed in 
Memphis, Tennessee.  The death of Dr. King, and the dream he represented, weighed more heavily two months 
later on a nice school morning in June 1968 when the TV commentator announced that Robert F. Kennedy had 
been assassinated the night before in Los Angeles. All the while, an unpopular war was raging in Vietnam. I 
remember the riots following the assassination of Dr. King and the country ripping at the seams. 

While the country was engaged in a fight to find its “moral compass” and shed the shame of Jim Crow and 
second-class citizenship, there was a calming solace in a father-son relationship. As little boys, most of us 
tend to want to emulate our fathers and dream about being like them when we grow “big”. I was no different 
than those that feel that way about their “Dads”. I will never forget coming up, watching my father prepare for 
a barbeque. The days of the fancy Weber Gas Grills with all the BTUs and various shelves so that you can cook 
different things at the same time were still to come; in those days, most families had the round, charcoal based 
“Smokey Joe” grills. Or, if you were lucky, you knew someone that would take an old 55 gallon drum, cut it in 
half, put some hinges on it and a rack and you had a barbecue grill of immense size. “Kingsford” charcoal ruled 
and most families kept a bag of that in the basement or garage, along with a can of lighter fluid, which mysteri-
ously “disappeared” right after Memorial Day, only to reappear on Labor Day weekend.

In my family, barbeque was “high art” and such a cherished event, it became a rite of passage for my father to 
pass the tongs down to me and allow me to be the “Grill Master” on a holiday event. For years, I would watch 
him start getting his grill ready at 9 or 10 AM even though he would not be cooking until 1 or 2 PM.  The old 
newspaper had to be balled up just so, and the briquettes had to be layered in a precise manner. 

RITE OF PASSAGE

“WHILE THE COUNTRY WAS ENGAGED IN A FIGHT TO FIND ITS 
‘MORAL COMPASS’ AND SHED THE SHAME OF JIM CROW AND 
SECOND-CLASS CITIZENSHIP, THERE WAS A CALMING SOLACE IN A 
FATHER-SON RELATIONSHIP.”



For years, I would dream of the time that I would be doing the grilling on my own and year after year, season 
after season, like an episode out of the TV series, “Kung Fu,” my father, playing the role of the blind Shaolin Monk 
and I, the young apprentice, would be told: “You are not ready yet Grasshopper!” and yet again, I would be a 
mere observer and “gopher” for that day’s event. I would watch as the lighter fluid was precisely administered to 
the paper & briquettes in the bottom of the grill; the rack rubbed with just the tiniest amount of cooking oil and 
placed on the grill as the fire died down. Then, you waited as the briquettes had to be just right, a certain shade 
of gray.  The meat was then placed on the grill and the barbeque was officially underway. 

Finally, the day comes when your father calls you over and hands you the tongs, pats you on the back and tells 
you: “Today, you are the cook and I will watch to see if you have really learned what I tried to teach you all these 
years,” and you know that your dream has come true; you have reached manhood in another way. Today, you are 
the “Grill Master” and you want your food to come out just right.  And even though you’re nervous because your 
entire family is watching and waiting, and you know you have the severest of critics overseeing your actions, you 
pull off the perfect barbeque and the “old monk” is proud of his “grasshopper,” and another dream is obtained.

I remember those days fondly and they still stick with me to this day. The “old Monk” is gone now, having gone 
to his rest on Christmas Day, 1989, and a lot of the old timers in the family who waited that day to see how the 
food came out, they too have gone to their rest. Yet, the things I learned from the “old Master” still guide me 
today and I still turn out some mighty fine ribs and some excellent steaks. 

The things I have learned from my father and applied over the years and the compliments I have received re-
garding the ribs and the other food I have prepared have always made me dream about owning a small eatery, 
which in my mind, I have already named: “Big Eddie’s Rib Emporium & Greasy Spoon.” Heck of a name, if I say 
so myself. 

“THE THINGS I HAVE LEARNED FROM MY FATHER AND APPLIED 
OVER THE YEARS ... HAVE ALWAYS MADE ME DREAM ABOUT 
OWNING A SMALL EATERY, WHICH IN MY MIND, I HAVE ALREADY 
NAMED: ‘BIG EDDIE’S RIB EMPORIUM & GREASY SPOON.’”
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I don’t plan to open it here in Charlotte, NC because opening a barbeque place in North Carolina is like opening 
a cheese store in Wisconsin. No, it is my Dream to return to Seattle one day and open it there. Something like 
“Catfish Corner” or “Ezells.” Nothing too big, but big enough to sit a few people and be able to produce “take 
out” so folks can call in their orders and come and pick them up.  

I am very hopeful of making this Dream come true one day. If I am able to pull this off and open that barbeque 
Restaurant, I am sure there will be a Proud Old Man, who, like his father before him, entrusted his son with a 
family secret and made it a successful endeavor that many can now enjoy. That restaurant would mark a long 
journey from the confines of a backyard and a “Smokey Joe” charcoal grill...”

RITE OF PASSAGE



THE GRADUATE
BETH KEPHART
Beth Kephart’s fourteenth book, Small Damages, is due out in July.  It has received starred reviews 
from Kirkus and Publishers Weekly, and was named to The LA Times 2012 Summer Reading 
Guide.  Beth blogs about writing and life at http://beth-kephart.blogspot.com

“SPEED, SPEED 
LIKE THE ONE WORD:
YES.”

“SPEED, SPEED 
LIKE THE ONE WORD:
YES.”
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The boy is not
a boy, not 
the way
he runs the stairs 
to his own life 
—   up    down   —
the nubbed carpet flattened and buffed
by his fleet
speed, speed 
like the one word:
Yes.

It is his turn. 
It is his more
than a dream,
his crank
toward what is to come
(whatever is to come?)
(when will it come?),
his hope
on the edge of itself.
Blade thin.
Heart bright.

THE GRADUATE



LIMITLESS
VASAVI KUMAR
Vasavi Kumar, LMSW, MSEd, is an expert in transforming the internal conversations that her clients 
have. She believes that true success begins with knowing who you truly are. Period. After battling with 
a diagnosis of Bipolar Disorder for 10 years, and allowing that to define the perception of herself, Vasavi 
now knows one thing for sure...that only you can define YOU! Get to know Vasavi on her website (link to 
www.vasavikumar.com), and connect with her on Facebook (link to http://www.facebook.com/VasaviKu-
marCoaching) and Twitter (link to http://www.twitter.com/VasaviSource).

“PART OF THE “GIFT” THAT COMES ALONG WITH HAVING BIPOLAR DIS-
ORDER IS THE NOTION OF LIMITLESS AND EXPANSIVE THINKING. THERE 
IS NO SUCH THING AS “IMPOSSIBLE” FOR ME. I CONSIDER THIS A GREAT 
BLESSING; TOO OFTEN WE FIND OURSELVES UNDULY CONSTRAINED BY 
THOUGHTS OF IMPOSSIBILITY.”

“PART OF THE “GIFT” THAT COMES ALONG WITH HAVING BIPOLAR DIS-
ORDER IS THE NOTION OF LIMITLESS AND EXPANSIVE THINKING. THERE 
IS NO SUCH THING AS “IMPOSSIBLE” FOR ME. I CONSIDER THIS A GREAT 
BLESSING; TOO OFTEN WE FIND OURSELVES UNDULY CONSTRAINED BY 
THOUGHTS OF IMPOSSIBILITY.” 
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“Your only limitations are those you set up in your mind, or permit others to set up for you.”
Og Mandino

I have been blessed with the ability to Dream Big. I always knew that thinking small was not an option for me. I 
guide many of my decisions based on this concept and for me, it feels most authentic. 

I truly believe, and I try to inspire in others, the understanding that being authentic leads to greater joy and full-
ness. An important first step towards this is the pursuit of that which feels most natural to us. And often, what 
seems most natural to our souls is when we are working towards our dreams. 

Part of being authentic and following our dreams is, embracing the challenges we have in our lives, and ac-
knowledging them for the purpose they serve. 

The challenge that I have had to face and embrace is that I have Bipolar disorder.  It made me experience 
some extreme highs and lows, and I had to come to terms with what that meant to me, and what possibilities 
it could reveal.

Ten years ago when I was first diagnosed with bipolar disorder, I thought my life was over. I was scared and 
didn’t know how people would react to me. To give you a glimpse of what goes on in my head, just like you, I 
too have a lot of chatter in there, except,  my chatter is going 100 miles an hour and I have about 50 differ-
ent voices telling me that I’m not good enough, that I can’t hit the big time (that’s for OTHER people), that I 
should stay small so that other people don’t get jealous or feel insecure about themselves, and that I will never 
amount to anything because I have bipolar disorder.

LIMITLESS

“...BEING AUTHENTIC LEADS TO GREATER JOY AND FULLNESS. AN 
IMPORTANT FIRST STEP TOWARDS THIS IS THE PURSUIT OF THAT 
WHICH FEELS MOST NATURAL TO US. AND OFTEN, WHAT SEEMS 
MOST NATURAL TO OUR SOULS IS WHEN WE ARE WORKING TO-
WARDS OUR DREAMS.”



The most remarkable part of my journey is where I am now in comparison to where I was before.  The old me 
was out of control, wondered if people liked me (and cared a lot about that) and wondered if I would ever find 
peace of mind and a career that kept me awake and doing something that meant something.  

Today, my life is peaceful, fun and I’m surrounded by love.  Do you know why?  Because every day I wake up 
and choose who I want to be in the world:  who I want to be as a wife, as a business owner, as a friend and as 
a human being.  I choose to be the best Vasavi I can be, whatever that may look like on any given day.

Today, through a mix of eastern and western medicine, my bipolar disorder is something that is not only com-
pletely under control, it is also something that I have completely embraced as part of my being.  And because 
of that, I’ve achieved what I consider epic success.  

Part of the “gift” that comes along with having bipolar disorder is the notion of limitless and expansive think-
ing. There is no such thing as “impossible” for me. I consider this a great blessing; too often we find ourselves 
unduly constrained by thoughts of impossibility.  

Acknowledging that being bipolar is not a limit, but an opportunity – an endless stream of possibilities – was a 
pivotal change within my spirit. In fact, as I examined history, I saw clear evidence of the possibilities of bipolar 
disorder - some of the greatest visionaries, artists, poets, writers and presidents had been afflicted.

But you don’t need to be bipolar to embrace limitless thinking. We are all born with the ability to think and 
dream big. Somewhere down the road, however, we let our imagination die. Probably it was right around child-
hood where there were one or two particular events where someone told us that we shouldn’t think so big, or 
that we couldn’t have what we wanted; or that our dream was impossible. 

“BUT YOU DON’T NEED TO BE BIPOLAR TO EMBRACE LIMITLESS 
THINKING. WE ARE ALL BORN WITH THE ABILITY TO THINK AND 
DREAM BIG. SOMEWHERE DOWN THE ROAD, HOWEVER, WE LET 
OUR IMAGINATION DIE.”
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I’m reminded of a wonderful game that children play, looking up at the sky and guessing what the clouds are 
shaped like. There is no right answer – just possibilities, opportunities for creativity. When does that sense of 
imagination cease, when do we start limiting ourselves?

I want you to step back for a moment and consider that you are created in the image of the Universe (God, 
Source, Spirit), so by mere default you are limitless, expansive and all pervasive. Take a look around you, wit-
ness the many examples of vastness inherent in your surroundings. Look at the sky, the stars, if you’re fortu-
nate to live on the coast, look out to sea, or visit some of our amazing parklands. Nature inspires us to dream 
without borders, to embrace all that there is. It is a daily reminder of how great we can aspire to be.

Each time someone tells me “no,” I say to myself: I must be talking to the wrong person. The company that you 
keep plays a HUGE role whether you dream big, or not. Which is why it is of the utmost importance to surround 
yourself with people who believe in you and are positive influences in your life. Don’t be restrained by their 
dreams, and their limits. Guide your life by what you believe to be true.

People often ask me, “How do you get NY Times best-selling authors on your radio show? How do you get a 
meeting with the NFL?”   And the answer is that it really comes down to something as simple as, picking up 
the phone and calling them. 

It is just as difficult, managing the self-doubt in my own head. I remember when I was on my 35th time of 
calling the NFL, I prayed that they wouldn’t pick up the phone because if they did, I would have to talk to them. 
And guess what? They did pick up and I did have to talk to them, say something intelligent and charming and 
hope for the best. 

“I’M REMINDED OF A WONDERFUL GAME THAT CHILDREN PLAY, 
LOOKING UP AT THE SKY AND GUESSING WHAT THE CLOUDS ARE 
SHAPED LIKE. THERE IS NO RIGHT ANSWER – JUST POSSIBILITIES, 
OPPORTUNITIES FOR CREATIVITY.”

LIMITLESS



But it worked – I had my first meeting with them and now we’re talking through the next steps and building a 
partnership to bring transformation to their company (the NFL!).  Wow, right?

In spite of the doubt, the self-judgment, the fear… do it anyway.

A lot of times we are afraid to dream and do big because we think we will outshine other people. But once we 
realize that when we shine, other people get to shine as well, this ceases to be an obstacle. When we  sur-
round ourselves with the right people, they will find joy in watching us excel, and that in turn, will impact them 
– inspiring them to follow their dreams. 

Sometimes what stops us from dreaming big is the fear that other people might judge us. But, if someone tells 
us that we can’t do something, or that our dream is impossible, it could very well be because they haven’t 
done it themselves. We can use that as the fuel to challenge our beliefs about ourselves and what we can ac-
complish.

I often ask myself and others to consider two questions:

Would we rather be judged for setting out to achieve our dreams, or for never seeking our dreams?

What will happen if we don’t dream big?

Considering these alternatives routinely helps me and those I work with to realize that there is, actually, more 
to lose by not going for my dreams, than by giving it a shot, even if I were to fail! And this keeps me reaching 
for the stars.

“EACH TIME SOMEONE TELLS ME “NO,” I SAY TO MYSELF: I MUST 
BE TALKING TO THE WRONG PERSON. THE COMPANY THAT YOU 
KEEP PLAYS A HUGE ROLE WHETHER YOU DREAM BIG, OR NOT.”
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WHEN ONE DREAMS FOR ANOTHER
KASEY POIRRIER
Kasey is thirty one years old and is married to Jessica Poirrier. They both work for Nordstrom and were 
recently transferred to Salt Lake City. They have a four year-old-daughter, Tatum, who loves her Uncle 
Melvin. Kasey hopes someday to be able to work his schedule out so he can coach again.

“THIS EXPERIENCE TAUGHT ME NEVER TO JUDGE PEOPLE UNTIL I GOT TO 
KNOW THEM; YOU NEVER KNOW WHAT THEY MIGHT BE GOING THROUGH. 
I ALSO LEARNED THAT EVERYONE NEEDS SOMEONE TO BELIEVE IN THEM 
AND BE THERE TO ENCOURAGE THEM.”

“THIS EXPERIENCE TAUGHT ME NEVER TO JUDGE PEOPLE UNTIL I GOT TO 
KNOW THEM; YOU NEVER KNOW WHAT THEY MIGHT BE GOING THROUGH. 
I ALSO LEARNED THAT EVERYONE NEEDS SOMEONE TO BELIEVE IN THEM 
AND BE THERE TO ENCOURAGE THEM.”
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WHEN ONE DREAMS FOR ANOTHER
I grew up playing basketball. Unlike everyone else around me who seemed to have the dream of playing 
professional basketball, my dream was to coach. I loved playing basketball but I loved coaching even more.  I 
liked teaching others. I had had some great coaches and had learned how to get the most out of individual 
players. It was exciting to me to see everything come together.  I was a good player, but a much better coach.

I coached my first team when I was in high school. It was comprised of eight- and nine-year-olds, and was at 
the local community center that served the projects in our area. The city arranged the schedule of the kids on 
this team so that I could coach them as well as play for my own high school team at the same time. I was the 
point guard for my team. My coaches always said how I was the coach on the court and that I knew the game 
better than any kid they had ever coached. I eventually coached all age levels at the community center, and 
even a men’s team. 

I loved coaching and was finally lucky enough to be given the chance to be the head coach for the Junior Var-
sity team at Chief Sealth High School.  This meant that I was also able to be an assistant coach for their Varsity 
team. It was there that I met my soon-to-be brother.

Melvin had just transferred to Chief Sealth School, and had started coming to open gyms. After a game was 
over, he would ask if he could get a ride home. It would be late and he never had any bus money so I would 
give him a ride. We would have to drive around to different places before someone would let him in to stay the 
night.  Soon I realized that he didn’t have a consistent place to stay. 

It was on these rides home that I got to really know Melvin, and I recognized what a good kid he was and 
what a nightmare of a situation he was in. I felt that he just needed a chance, a push in the right direction. 
He needed to get away from the people he was hanging around with and have some positive role models in 
his life. He was closed off and didn’t talk to many people. Everyone thought he had a bad attitude. But I knew 
differently. 

“I LOVED PLAYING BASKETBALL BUT I LOVED COACHING EVEN 
MORE.  I LIKED TEACHING OTHERS. I HAD HAD SOME GREAT 
COACHES AND HAD LEARNED HOW TO GET THE MOST OUT OF IN-
DIVIDUAL PLAYERS.”



Melvin and I would talk about everything – how difficult his life was, how people would steal from him while 
he was sleeping, how he would do anything to have a permanent home, how hard it was to do well in school 
in his situation, and how he wished he had the grades so he could play basketball. He didn’t drink or smoke 
which surprised me considering his situation. He and I just seemed to connect. I liked that he felt comfortable 
opening up to me and I liked that I could make him laugh. 

We had had several foster kids in our house when I was growing up, and my mother was always opening up 
her home to people who needed a place to stay. So I decided to ask her about having Melvin come and live 
with us. She was single now and we had an extra room. I knew she would like him.  

One night I brought Melvin home, and we sat at our kitchen table and talked to her about it. I had told him it 
wasn’t going to be easy because she had lots of rules and would always be in his business, but he said he 
could deal with it. The next week he moved in. 

It was not easy for my mom or for Melvin but they hung in there together. As for me, I was an only child and 
had always wanted a brother, so it was great having him around. I continued to coach him but my mom totally 
took over the role as his parent. She was strict, and Melvin had never had to follow any rules, so they had 
trouble at first. It was hard for me to watch how hard it was for them. I helped as much as I could but she let 
me be his brother and didn’t make me parent him. 

I was so glad when he finally began to believe he was a true member of our family and was here to stay.  I 
lived with them the first few years but then got married and moved out.  We continue to have a really close 
relationship, and my wife and daughter are close to him as well. My mother eventually adopted Melvin and he 
officially became my younger brother. It was a great feeling. 

“IT WAS ON THESE RIDES HOME THAT I GOT TO REALLY KNOW 
MELVIN, AND I RECOGNIZED WHAT A GOOD KID HE WAS AND 
WHAT A NIGHTMARE OF A SITUATION HE WAS IN. I FELT THAT HE 
JUST NEEDED A CHANCE, A PUSH IN THE RIGHT DIRECTION.”
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My dream for Melvin was for him to be able to turn his life around so he could graduate from high school and 
become a successful adult. It would be even better if basketball could be a part of his future and he could live 
out his dream. 

Melvin has most definitely exceeded my dreams for him. He not only graduated from college but went on to 
play Division 1 basketball as well. I hope he gets to play professional basketball too, but for now, I am thankful 
that he has his degree, and a dream of a long term career of working with kids. 

My mom and I gave Melvin love and support and the opportunity he needed, but none of that would have 
mattered if he hadn’t done his part. This experience taught me never to judge people until I got to know them; 
you never know what they might be going through. I also learned that everyone needs someone to believe in 
them and be there to encourage them. I am so incredibly proud of how hard Melvin worked to make his dream 
come true, and I am grateful that I could be a part of his journey.

“MY DREAM FOR MELVIN WAS FOR HIM TO BE ABLE TO TURN HIS 
LIFE AROUND...MY MOM AND I GAVE MELVIN LOVE AND SUPPORT 
AND THE OPPORTUNITY HE NEEDED, BUT NONE OF THAT WOULD 
HAVE MATTERED IF HE HADN’T DONE HIS PART.”

WHEN ONE DREAMS FOR ANOTHER



DREAMING BIG, AIMING HIGH
MELVIN JONES
Melvin is twenty four years old. He is blessed to have been given the love and support he needed to 
help him overcome adversity and become the man he is today. Basketball and working with kids are 
his passions. 

“FOR A LONG TIME I WONDERED WHY PEOPLE WANTED TO HELP ME.  AND 
THEN I REALIZED WHY – IT WAS BECAUSE I NEVER REALLY GAVE UP ON MY 
DREAMS; THEY WERE THERE TO HELP ME MAKE MY DREAMS COME TRUE.”
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DREAMING BIG, AIMING HIGH
When I was young, my big dream was to play basketball. I dreamed of playing basketball in high school and 
then in the NBA.   

Because of my life circumstances at the time, I thought my dreams would simply remain dreams.  I grew up in 
a family where the use of drugs and alcohol was a problem. The adults around me were too busy doing their 
own thing and had no time to take care of me. I got into lots of trouble and at one point, was actually banned 
for life from the projects where my mother was living. Once that happened, I never really had a place to stay 
that I could call home. My mother eventually passed away from her drug activity.  

I bounced around from place to place.  I went to three different high schools.  To be honest, I didn’t spend 
much time in school so really didn’t think I was ever going to graduate.  Most of my time was spent on the 
streets, stealing and getting into trouble. In November of my sophomore year in high school, I transferred to a 
different school. That’s when my life began to change. 

During some open gyms, the assistant coach of the basketball team noticed me and started taking an interest 
in me.  He gave me a chance to be on the Junior Varsity basketball team. He helped me get my grades up and 
gave me rides after practice. When he realized that I didn’t have a place to stay, he took me home to live with 
his mom and him. Just like that, I found myself dreaming again.

I knew it was going to take a lot of work. First of all, I needed to learn to study and get used to doing home-
work. I had never had to do things like come home for dinner, do my homework and go to bed early. These 
were all new for me.

One of the hardest things I had to teach myself was to trust people and accept help from them. I had always 
had to do things for myself and never really had anyone to do things for me. It was confusing to me why my 
coach and his mother wanted to help me. “Why me?” I used to ask all the time. 

“BECAUSE OF MY LIFE CIRCUMSTANCES AT THE TIME, I THOUGHT 
MY DREAMS WOULD SIMPLY REMAIN DREAMS...IN A FAMILY 
WHERE THE USE OF DRUGS AND ALCOHOL WAS A PROBLEM... MY 
MOTHER EVENTUALLY PASSED AWAY FROM HER DRUG ACTIVITY. ”



DREAMING BIG, AIMING HIGH
I could deal with them giving me a place to stay but the rest was hard to get used to. I couldn’t understand 
why someone would want to do things for me that I thought I should be able to do for myself. I had been pretty 
closed off from people and never really talked to them unless I needed to. Then all of a sudden I had all these 
people telling me they cared about me and wanted to help me. 

A tutor came to the house three times a week to work with me. I had to take an extra class at school and an 
evening class at the community college, and I had to go to summer school. Throughout all this time, I was get-
ting to play basketball and run track.

Because I had missed so much school, there was no way that I was going to be able to graduate on time. I 
decided to go to a hearing and plead my case to get to stay in high school for a fifth year and still be able to 
play sports. At the hearing, the hearing officer congratulated me on all my hard work and for turning my life 
around and gave me my fifth year! 

I made choices that really made a difference in my life. I totally quit stealing, I didn’t drink or do any drugs and 
I tried hard not to do anything to get into any more trouble. I was lucky to now be part of a family that was 
there to help and support me every step of the way. Once I got used to and accepted all the help people were 
giving me, good things just kept on happening. My dreams started becoming a reality. 

I graduated from high school and got basketball scholarships to college. Nobody would have ever believed that 
I would graduate from college with a 3.34 grade point. People started recognizing my accomplishments and I 
received several awards for overcoming the obstacles in my life.
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“DURING SOME OPEN GYMS, THE ASSISTANT COACH OF THE 
BASKETBALL TEAM...STARTED TAKING AN INTEREST IN ME.  HE 
GAVE ME A CHANCE TO BE ON THE JUNIOR VARSITY BASKETBALL 
TEAM...HE TOOK ME HOME TO LIVE WITH HIS MOM AND HIM. JUST 
LIKE THAT, I FOUND MYSELF DREAMING AGAIN.”



DREAMING BIG, AIMING HIGH
Right now I am fortunate to be working at a school with kids with special needs. I began working with kids 
when I was in high school and really enjoyed it.  The school I worked at had kids with special needs and typical 
kids and I realized right then that I wanted to work with special needs kids as a career. 

I get along well with them and feel like I have a unique ability to develop relationships and work with them 
because of my past experiences. I know what it’s like to feel different and not as good as other people. I also 
know what it’s like to have to learn to communicate with people, because it is something that I had not been 
taught when I was young. I feel like I can be an example, especially for at-risk kids. 

This past year I also got to play semi-pro basketball and hope to live out my dream of playing professional 
basketball overseas. 

For a long time I wondered why people wanted to help me.  And then I realized why – it was because I never 
really gave up on my dreams; they were there to help me make my dreams come true. 

“ONE OF THE HARDEST THINGS I HAD TO TEACH MYSELF WAS TO 
TRUST PEOPLE AND ACCEPT HELP FROM THEM. I HAD ALWAYS 
HAD TO DO THINGS FOR MYSELF...IT WAS CONFUSING TO ME WHY 
MY COACH AND HIS MOTHER WANTED TO HELP ME.”



“MY VISION IS TO MERGE THE WORLDS OF DESIGN AND HEALING THROUGH 
JEWELRY PIECES THAT CREATE TRANSFORMATION. I REALIZED THAT EVERY 
OBJECT, ANIMATE AND INANIMATE, IS A COLOR BALL OF ENERGY THAT VI-
BRATES AT DIFFERENT FREQUENCIES AND HAS ENORMOUS HEALING POWER.”

“MY VISION IS TO MERGE THE WORLDS OF DESIGN AND HEALING THROUGH 
JEWELRY PIECES THAT CREATE TRANSFORMATION. I REALIZED THAT EVERY 
OBJECT, ANIMATE AND INANIMATE, IS A COLOR BALL OF ENERGY THAT VI-
BRATES AT DIFFERENT FREQUENCIES AND HAS ENORMOUS HEALING POWER.”

SHRINGAARA
RASHMI THIRTHA JYOTI
After working as a structural designer for twelve years, a spontaneous, spiritually guided path led Rashmi 
to healing and design, and she trained in both. This eventually created Shringaara! She often sees vivid 
colors and patterns in her mind’s eye, just as she reads the energy of people, and she loves to combine 
these insights into intentional and even customized ‘jewelry for healing.’ Rashmi was born and raised in 
Bangalore, and currently lives in Redmond, WA with her husband. Learn more about her work at www.
shringaara.com or connect with her on Facebook at www.facebook.com/Shringaara 
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SHRINGAARA

Orange Blossom  
The inspiration for this piece is a dream of the little girl in me. 
I walked by the river into the forest and saw this bright dark 
orange blossom on a beautiful and fresh green bloom, asking 
me to come wear it. The beautiful and rich dark orange flower 
and the green leaves represent the abundance of nature’s 
giving, and creating just for the joy of creation. 

Blueberry Hazelnut 
The inspiration for this piece is my favorite chocolate Blue-
berry Hazelnut. I combined the earthy and grounding color 
Brown with the spunky and electric Blue. This piece to me is a 
combination of the still grounding action of the brown with the 
calming action of the electric blue. It represents the eternal 
stillness of the earth energy in our lives.

Naked 
The inspiration for this piece is the witch spirit in me. To me, 
white is the color of an awakened spirit, the color of the cos-
mic consciousness. I have combined this with orange which 
represents the sacral chakra and has a freeing action upon 
the body and mind, and black which opens up deep uncon-
scious levels. This piece to me represents the unbounded 
possibilities that our soul creates for us. 

Seed of Life
The inspiration for this piece is the seeds that give life to the 
abundant nature that provides for us. The small seed that we 
seldom step back to look at, holds the unbounded creative 
energy. This is a piece I trust will transform our thoughts about 
our limitations in reminding us of the unlimited creative en-
ergy that we are. 



IN DIALOGUE WITH
SARITA DWIVEDI    by Archana Raghavan
Sarita is a simple girl and she likes simple things and simple people. She was four when she was playing 
on the terrace of her uncle’s house and a 11,000-volt power line fell on her. Though her condition was 
critical, she came out of the hospital alive and well but without her limbs. She lost both her hands from 
shoulders on and half of her right leg. But she is happy with her life. She does all her work like writing, 
eating and painting, using her left leg and mouth and uses an artificial leg on her right leg for walking. 
She is currently enrolled in the Bachelors of Fine Arts program at Allahabad University in India.

“I NOW HAVE [ONLY] ONE [LIMB] WITH A MUTILATED FOOT. BUT, THAT 
DOESN’T STOP ME FROM PURSUING MY PASSION - PAINTING! I ALSO 
ENJOY CLAY MODELING, SEWING, COOKING AND DESIGNING MY OWN 
CLOTHES!”

“I NOW HAVE [ONLY] ONE [LIMB] WITH A MUTILATED FOOT. BUT, THAT 
DOESN’T STOP ME FROM PURSUING MY PASSION - PAINTING! I ALSO 
ENJOY CLAY MODELING, SEWING, COOKING AND DESIGNING MY OWN 
CLOTHES!”
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IN DIALOGUE WITH    SARITA DWIVEDI

AR – Hi Sarita!  A few weeks ago, I tuned into an online radio channel and happened to listen to your inter-
view. I was really inspired listening to your story and would like to share it with our readers as well. Please give 
us a glimpse into your journey so far.

SD – My story started off as any typical child in Fatehpur, Uttar Pradesh. I was four years old when my family 
was visiting a maternal uncle to celebrate Rakhsha Bandhan. Little did we know then that this visit was going 
to change our lives forever.  

I had finished tying Rakhis to my cousins and was playing when one of them announced that there was a 
monkey on the roof top. Excited, we rushed to see the monkey. Young and unaware I sauntered closer to an 
exposed 11000 volt electric cable. This proved critical; I was subject to an electrical shock that left me battling 
for my life. The doctors had to amputate three of my limbs to save me. 

I now have one leg with a mutilated foot. But, that doesn’t stop me from pursuing my passion - painting! I also 
enjoy clay modeling, sewing, cooking and designing my own clothes!

AR – You do most things on your own and never let your disability stop you from pursuing your interests and 
your passion. How do you accomplish that?

SD – First of all, my family treated me like any ordinary child. I never felt inadequate in any way. While re-
covering at the hospital, my mother started to train me in using my foot as my hand. I was determined to be 
independent and did not want to be a burden to my parents, so I learned to find ways to do things myself. 
I can do most everyday tasks on my own with the exception of three things for which I need help - putting on 
my artificial leg; tying my hair into a braid or a pony tail and wearing my clothes. 

“I CAN DO MOST EVERYDAY TASKS ON MY OWN WITH THE EXCEP-
TION OF THREE THINGS FOR WHICH I NEED HELP - PUTTING ON MY 
ARTIFICIAL LEG; TYING MY HAIR INTO A BRAID OR A PONY TAIL 
AND WEARING MY CLOTHES.”



My parents sent me to regular schools along with my brother and sisters. I took the same exams they did and 
refused any special privileges because of my disability. 

AR – I saw some of your beautiful paintings online. They are absolutely fascinating! Tell us more about your 
love for painting.

SD – While I was recuperating at the hospital after the accident, my mother noticed my fascination for colors. 
I was introduced to painting at the Jawahar Bal Bhawan in Allahabad and soon, my talent was recognized by 
my teachers.  

I participated in the Kanpur Zonal Painting Competition and was subsequently selected for the National Paint-
ing competition at New Delhi. From there on I was chosen for the Bal Shree Samman award presented by the 
then President of India, Shri Abdul Kalam at the Rashtrapati Bhavan; it was one of the most memorable days 
of my life. 

I have since won several awards including one from the Egyptian Ministry of Culture. I am currently pursuing 
a Bachelor’s Degree in Fine Arts at the Allahabad University and hope to showcase my work after I graduate, 
through an exhibition.

AR – Sarita, listening to you, I gather that nothing can stop you from achieving what you want. What keeps 
you going? 

SD – Growing up, my parents demonstrated that challenges can be overcome and there are multiple ways 
to find solutions. I have met every challenge so far with the question- “why is it not possible”?  This approach 
has always helped me find creative solutions and smarter ways to reach my goal. I have not yet come across a 
situation where I have not been able to overcome my challenges!

“I HAVE MET EVERY CHALLENGE SO FAR WITH THE QUESTION- 
“WHY IS IT NOT POSSIBLE”? THIS APPROACH HAS ALWAYS 
HELPED ME FIND CREATIVE SOLUTIONS AND SMARTER WAYS TO 
REACH MY GOAL.”

IN DIALOGUE WITH    SARITA DWIVEDI
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AR – You have such a vibrant smile and your laughter is filled with the joy of living. How do you maintain this 
positive disposition? How do you deal with people’s curiosity to learn about your disability? 

SD – In my mind we are lucky to be born as humans and we should take every opportunity to enjoy the beauty 
around us. I thoroughly enjoy every moment. 

My family made every effort to give me a regular life. I was raised like any other typical child and never felt 
differently abled. So when I did encounter people who treated me differently, what they thought simply did not 
matter.

Over the years, I have learnt to really listen to people. I learnt that when people want to talk to you, the least 
you can do is “listen” by engaging yourself totally into the conversation. By doing so, you begin to develop the 
ability to understand people before rushing to judge them. Soon you realize that those inquiring questions do 
not bother you anymore; people ask because they want to learn more about you and nothing affects you after 
a point in time.
 
AR – Tell me more, how did you figure that out?

SD  – Often people refer to specific individuals as their source of inspiration. That is because they like specific 
qualities in those inspiring people. 

If we all spent just 15 minutes every day and reflected on ourselves, we would be able to put our finger on our 
own positives and negatives. The one who understands himself understands others. When your own qualities 
become apparent, you will not attempt to hurt another or wish ill for another person.

IN DIALOGUE WITH    SARITA DWIVEDI

“OVER THE YEARS, I HAVE LEARNT TO REALLY LISTEN TO PEO-
PLE... SOON YOU REALIZE THAT...PEOPLE ASK [INQUIRING QUES-
TIONS] BECAUSE THEY WANT TO LEARN MORE ABOUT YOU...”



AR – That is really insightful and on that note, do you have someone who inspires you?

SD – My mother. She is my friend, my confidante and my inspiration. 

My father was with the armed forces and was required to travel extensively; my mother stayed with me 
throughout my journey. Although she was educated only up to fifth grade, she is one of the smartest people I 
know. She is very good at math and has learnt to read English on her own. She is my source of strength and 
she is the one who inspires me to challenge status quo.
 
AR – We all have dreams for the future, I am eager to find out about your dreams.

SD  – I would like to send my parents on a pilgrimage someday. 

Also, I would like to work for the government of India and would like to own a home in Allahabad. Someday I 
dream of having an exhibition of all my paintings as well. 

I don’t worry about the future too much, neither do I think about the past. If you take care of the present and 
trust in God, the future will be just fine. By doing good in the present and living every moment, the future will 
take care of itself.

AR – Thank you Sarita for a wonderful discussion and I wish you the very best in all your endeavors. 

We are very grateful to Archana Raghavan for conducting this interview and then translating the original Hindi 
conversation to English. To watch a video of Sarita, click on http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KelXrGmIjwM
watch?v=hQ2a7LFIo_0
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