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Journals are pieces which collect not only experiences but memories of the best moments in 

life. I as a teen haven't been that good in maintaining a journal but have been fascinated to do 

so. Weird isn't it, being fascinated towards something I have no idea how to do! 

 

I write whatever i feel. So it can be said that I am an open book, but at some point a book 

even has to end, doesn't it? So why am I writing all this? I have no intention to blabber stuff. 

The reason for me to start with such an introduction is because of my interest in writing. 

Grammar,pronunciation,vocabulary,etc. are essentials for a good written piece but what is 

most important is to have a keen interest in writing. My love for writing started since I wrote 

poems when I was young. As I grew up I realized that poem writing isn't my thing, so I 

changed it to writing songs. Turns out that I love doing so! Okay, stories aside. Now coming 



to the topic-journals. Journal writing is an art. I am sure this is a common sentence where 

people start exaggerating things by saying that they are a piece of art but I am serious, it is. 

Many of my friends are obsessed with maintaining journals. I love diaries but journals, as I 

said, just not me. So to start with, a journal itself is a world. It depends on you how you treat 

it - just a notebook to you, but maybe someone's first love - writing.  

So how can a girl have such a craze for just a simple bundle of papers and a pen! Believe it 

or not, I do.  

Memories aren't counted to be so until they are remembered and such journals help us to do 

so. For people like me who love capturing every beautiful moment in any possible manner, 

this becomes priority. The journey becomes more beautiful than the destination, living in the 

present becomes more important than clicking pictures just for the sake of showing off the 

places visited and people in the particular places become an unimaginable and unforgettable 

experience.  

Wow! Read so much, haven't you. The final line which touched my heart and will surely 

touch those who love writing as me- 

 

"EVERY SECRET OF A WRITER'S SOUL, 

EVERY EXPERIENCE OF HIS LIFE, 

EVERY QUALITY OF HIS MIND, 

IS WRITTEN LARGE ONLY IN HIS WORKS" 
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One river but many streams 

One mind but many dreams 

We close our eyes,we see bright bear Startling scenes with no despair 

No one to limit, no one to say 

We, the victorious kings in dreams  

 

The freely flying birds, the verdant meadows , 

The charming fairies, the venturesome heroes; 

The frontline leaders the triumph in career  

And so many things that never end 

 



Of all those things we cannot think 

We succed in doing in our dreams     

How beautiful are the dreams! 

How mesmerising are the dreams! 
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It was a rainy day and I was returning home from school. I was alone and was scared too as 

there were no street lights on. However, I finally reached at the gate at my house and was 

astonished to see that it was locked. Now I was in a terrible condition and didn’t know what 

next to do. I was feeling cold due to rain and decided to go to my friend’s house. Just se I 

pressed the bell, I felt that someone was fallowing me. I thought it to be an illusion due to 

night and again pressed the bell. No one replied and I heard my friend quarrelling with his 

mother. I took my phone and made him a call. He told that he was at Goa in a hotel. Now I 

was extremely frightened because neither my parents were at home nor my friend. Now I 

heard the voices from the house telling me to come in. I ran outside the house and what else 

could I do. I sat in the park waiting for my parents. I also tried to call them but their phone 

was switched off. Time passed off and no one came. Just then a voice came calling me in the 



house to meet my friend. Now it became suspense and now I had to explore what was really 

inside the house. 

I again went to my friend’s house, pressed the bell and what I saw was the door opening 

itself. I went inside and turned on the light. The light suddenly tripped off and the door 

closed. I was locked in a dark room and had no way to escape, even from the windows. I 

took out my phone to call the watchman but saw that the battery was drained. It was a 

terrible night and I felt asleep. When I woke up, I saw myself in the classroom where the 

English teacher was staring at me . She sent me out of the class and I was still unable to 

understand that if it was a dream or a real incident. 
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The dark clouds first wander, 

before they begin to thunder. 



After the loud thronging sound,           

there comes the lightning to hit the ground. 

People stare at the dark sky, 

to see the divine rain drops fly. 

From slow drizzles to steady gushes, 

every single soul it nourishes. 

They come down as a prophecy to erase all the pain and vain, 

for they are the ‘drops from heaven’… 

Cars splash and spill the puddles on the road, 

as if they were in a pond as some toad. 

Some carry umbrellas blue and red, 

while some take shelter under some shed. 

They patiently wait and don’t fear being late, 

for they are enjoying what is written in their fate… 

 The drops from heaven thrum and batter the rooftops, 

and also drum and pelt the windows of shops. 



Among the crowd there might be people hiding their tears, 

they do this to suppress the pain they cannot bear… 

The drops from heaven wet and heal the dry leaves that begged for water, 

and the leaves pass it on to their fellow thirsty mates with a pitter-patter… 

I must say that this is magic for these black clouds conceal under their black veil,a streak of 

seven colors ‘vibgyor’ in the shape of a half wheel… 

These drops spread an eternal scent of rainforest and soil, 

As it once again proves the power of nature above human’s turmoil… 


