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 Adventure captivates the hearts of any person who happens to run across its path.  It is 

exhilarating. It is enthralling.  It makes you forget about the world you leave behind and immerse 

yourself in a new life that you may be just experiencing for the first time.  That was my 

experience in India.  The sights, the sounds, the colors, the language, the food, my built up spice 

tolerance, the tiny bananas, the religion: everything completely captivated me.  It was all so 

foreign and so new that I just wanted to drink it all in, kind of like the sweet mango juice we 

would sip on street corners.  Traipsing across the sea and into a foreign country with our band of 

intelligent and curious Hathaway Brown girls changed me, to say the least.  It made me think 

that Indian babies were the cutest things on this planet and that there was no better fruit in this 

world than the pineapple freshly picked in South India, but while those were more “on the 

surface” ideas I felt something deeper transform as well.  I looked at the world from a different 

perspective.  I took myself out of my own shoes and put myself into those of someone whose 

eyes were being opened to a completely different lifestyle for the first time.  Even though I 

seemingly was nothing more than a tourist, I gained something much different than millions of 

photos (even though I did get quite a few of those) and a t-shirt reading I Love the Taj Mahal.  

Instead I got what may seem cliché, but in reality is a truly transformative experience.  I learned 

to appreciate the little things that life has to offer, whether it be the gift of a bracelet from a 

family that has already given you all they have, or the power of a smile, or flying kites overtop of 

a city at dusk and seeing the beauty that can come from the simplest of things. 

 In Ahmedabad we were tired, to say the least.  We’d already lost a day of our trip and 

we’d struggled through a long flight.  But we made the best of it and pushed through our jam-

packed days.  For me the greatest reward came one night when we visited HUM, a Hindus 



United with Muslims organization in the heart of the city.  They took us up to the roof and 

explained to us how they made kites as a uniting mechanism, but then we had a rather 

spontaneous experience.  Two small Indian boys, one with a leather jacket and a popped collar 

and the other with a little polo, along with three men a little older than ourselves ran upstairs and 

started flying kites high above the rooftops.  We became intrigued as more and more kites filled 

the air and the kite-flying scene from the movie “Kite Runner” came to life before our eyes.  

They were zipping and slicing through the air, attacking one another and trying to escape from 

the terrible fate of being cut down.  Eventually we were handed the reigns and the boys taught us 

how to keep the colorful pieces of paper aloft.  Though not all of us were skilled at keeping our 

kites in the air, the simple act of taking the twine in our hands and soaring high above the city 

without once actually removing our feet from the ground united us with the rest of the country.  

We were participating in a long loved tradition.  Kids called to us from other rooftops and waved 

and laughed as we attempted to attain their level of skill.  At that point we weren’t foreigners, we 

were just people who looked a little different because of the color of our skin partaking in a 

nighttime activity that stretched as far as the eye could see.  It was the moment that I truly fell in 

love with the country.  It was an experience that represented the heart and soul of the culture.  

And it was that moment when I looked up into the color filled sky and realized that I was really 

going to miss it when it was time to leave. 


