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Introduction: The Weight of lllusions

We all have windowsills in our lives—both literal and metaphorical.
These are the spaces where we display the things we value most:
our achievements, our core identities, and the stories we repeatedly
tell ourselves about who we are. We curate these spaces carefully,
dusting around our prized possessions, trusting entirely in their

permanence, their authenticity, and their weight.

But what happens when the very foundation of our certainty is

actually a disguised confection?

Who Moved My Jelly Beans? is a modern fable inspired by the
classic business and self-help parable Who Moved My Cheese?.

While the original story tackled the inevitability of external change



and the necessity of adapting to new circumstances in the maze of
life, this story explores a different, often more difficult labyrinth: the

maze of our own deep-seated, internal assumptions.

It is a story about the stubbornness of human belief, the profound,
paralyzing fear of being foolish, and the unexpected
messengers—sometimes six-legged, silent, and relentless—that the

universe sends to wake us up.

Before you step into Vibha’'s apartment, prepare to closely examine
the "stones" you carry in your own life. Because sometimes, the
heaviest, most unyielding things we hold onto are actually the

sweetest, most fragile illusions.

Chapter 1: The Kingdom of Windowsill Treasures

In a modest, creaky-floored apartment perched precariously on the
edge of a bustling, never-sleeping city, where the late afternoon
sun painted thick, golden stripes across a maze of cluttered
bookshelves, lived Vibha Jha. The space was constantly alive with
the low, vibrating hum of urban existence. If she closed her eyes,
she could map her neighborhood purely by sound: the distant,
Doppler-effect wail of ambulances rushing to the general hospital,
the rhythmic, metallic clack-clack of the elevated subway train
rattling over worn tracks three blocks away, and the rattling hiss of
her antique cast-iron radiator that smelled faintly of old paint and

dust.

Vibha was a woman of many distinct, vibrant passions. She loved
the sharp, acidic tang of dark roast coffee, the dusty, vanilla scent
of old paperback books, and the quiet satisfaction of a completed
crossword puzzle. But none of these interests burned as brightly, or

felt quite as grounding, as her love for rocks. Not just any polished,



store-bought rocks—she craved meaningful rocks. Specimens with
intricate, personal stories, heavy with the scent of memory. She
viewed them as pieces of the earth that had miraculously survived
the brutal crush of millennia only to end up resting on her dusty,

white-painted windowsill like tiny, silent, colorful guardians.

Her obsession had truly blossomed during a particularly
transformative, blisteringly hot trip to Crater of Diamonds State
Park in Arkansas back in the sweltering summer of 2019. The park,
a vast, sun-baked expanse of deeply plowed, rust-red soil that
smelled sharply of dry clay and impending thunderstorms, famously
promised that absolutely anyone could find a real, glittering
diamond if they were just willing to sift through enough dirt. Vibha
had spent hours on her knees, sweat stinging her eyes, her

fingernails caked in thick, iron-rich mud.

Instead of a sparkling, translucent gem, the muddy, sweat-
drenched earth had delivered something that felt even better, even

more ruggedly authentic in her eyes: Mookaite.

At least, that is what she had proudly called the small, lumpy,
charcoal-toned nugget she plucked from a slurry of brown water
and gravel in her sifting screen. It felt dense and heavy enough in
her damp palm, its surface a mottled, matte map of deep black and
dull grey. She had taken it to the visitor center, seeking validation.
The park staff, standing exhausted under the bright, buzzing glare
of fluorescent overhead lights, had nodded approvingly when she

held it out to them.

"Nice find," one of the rangers had mumbled, wiping his brow. The
faint scent of his stale peppermint chewing gum drifted over the

scratched laminate counter. That single, indifferent, two-word



assessment was all the validation Vibha needed to cement the

stone’'s legacy in her personal history.

For seven long, eventful years, Mookaite sat proudly on her
apartment windowsill, silently bathing in the shifting spectrum of
city light. It absorbed the crisp, blue-white glare of freezing winter
mornings and the neon-pink bleed of humid summer sunsets. It had
traveled with her through two chaotic, stressful moves filled with
the sharp smell of packing tape and the dust of cardboard boxes. It
had been her silent companion through three tearful, dramatic
breakups accompanied by the sound of slamming doors, one tear-
filled career change, and countless late-night existential crises
where the only sound in the room was the ticking of her kitchen

clock and the beating of her own heart.

Vibha talked to it sometimes, her voice a soft, vibrating hum in the
quiet apartment, speaking to it the way other people talk to

flourishing ferns or particularly understanding golden retrievers.

"You've seen it all, Mookaite," she'd murmur, inhaling the sharp,
citrusy steam of her Earl Grey tea, leaning against the cold glass of
the window. "You're solid. You survived millions of years of
pressure. You're completely unlike absolutely everything else in my

chaotic, fleeting life."

Over the years, her collection had grown, transforming the plain
wooden sill into a vibrant, textural geological museum. There were
clear quartz points that caught the four o'clock sun, throwing sharp,
rainbow-colored prisms against her beige wallpaper. There was a
smooth, heavy agate slice, banded in vivid orange and cream, that
felt ice-cold to the touch and looked like a frozen, miniature sunset.

There was even a deep violet amethyst geode that still smelled



faintly of the dusty thrift store where she had aggressively haggled

over its price.

But Mookaite remained the undisputed crown jewel. The original.
The anchor that started the entire obsession. It wasn't particularly
beautiful—truth be told, under the harsh, unforgiving light of a
cloudy day, it looked quite a bit like a desiccated, shriveled

potato—but it was undeniably, entirely hers.

The windowsill itself was a sacred, sun-warmed space. Vibha kept it
relatively clean, or so she firmly thought. The faint, artificial scent
of her lavender multi-surface cleaner usually lingered in the air
around it. Dust gathered in the corners, as grey, fluffy dust
inevitably does in old buildings, and occasionally a stray brown hair
from her head or a golden crumb of morning toast would somehow
find its way there. But Mookaite remained entirely untouched by
such trivial, domestic mundanities. Or so Vibha believed with all her

heart.

That fateful Saturday morning began like any other crisp, bright
weekend day. Vibha woke up to the screech of a garbage truck
outside, ground her dark-roast coffee beans—filling the small
kitchen with a rich, bitter, chocolatey aroma—and decided it was
time for a deep spring cleaning refresh, even though it was
technically late October. The morning light was blindingly yellow
and clear as she approached the windowsill with a damp microfiber

cloth smelling sharply of synthetic lemon and good intentions.

That's when she saw them.

Six tiny, jet-black ants were marching in a perfect, rigid, terrifyingly
disciplined formation directly across Mookaite's rugged, dark

surface.



At first, a short, breathy laugh escaped her lips, breaking the
morning silence. "What on earth are you doing, little guys?
Mookaite's a rock, not a picnic.”" Her voice was a warm, sleepy
rumble. She gently brushed them away with the soft edge of her
cloth and vigorously wiped the white wood of the sill until it
squeaked under her pressure. Crisis averted. Nature repelled. She

took a deep, satisfying sip of her hot coffee and turned her back.

By mid-afternoon, the light had turned a bruised, golden-orange,
and the ants were back. More of them this time. It was a chaotic,
vibrating swarm of tiny black dots contrasting sharply against the
charcoal mass. They weren't just casually passing through on their
way to the kitchen trash can; they were deeply, physically invested
in the stone. The faint, almost imperceptible sound of their tiny
mandibles and legs scratching against the surface was drowned out
by the city outside, but their visual presence was deafening to

Vibha.

She cleaned the area again, this time aggressively spraying the
lemon cleaner until the air was choking with citrus fumes, muttering
under her breath about terrible building management, the cost of
pest control, and whether she needed to brave the hardware store

to buy toxic ant traps.

But a cold, prickly sensation nagged at the back of her neck,
making the fine hairs stand up. Why this exact spot? Why Mookaite,
specifically? The smooth, orange agate and the sparkling amethyst
sat entirely ignored, collecting only sunlight. Only her prized
possession, her seven-year survivor, seemed to be hosting an all-

you-can-eat buffet for the local insect population.

As the sun dipped much lower, casting long, dramatic, purple

shadows that stretched across the worn oak floorboards of her



