
Young Voices 
ISSN: 3049-4338 (Online) 

Vol. 1, No. 1, September 2026 

 

 

Afflatus Creations Peer-reviewed Multidisciplinary Journal 

                                                               ISS National Poetry & Short Story Writing Competition  
 

(Entry) 

THE LATENT BEAUTY OF RAIN 
 

I never knew the sky could softly weep, and send a thousand diamonds from above, A sudden rush 

that wakes the earth from sleep, A sprinkling of unexpected love. The tiny drops cascade upon my 

face, I do not run to seek a sheltered door, but stand surrendered in this wild beauty. A thrilling chill 

I’ve never felt before. And rising from the dark and thirsty ground. A sweet, rich fragrance fills the 
heavy air, The scent of hidden life. A magic born of water, soil, and care. 

 

I let the storm wash my fears away, and find my spirit born new today. To step into a downpour for 

the very first time is to surrender to something vastly larger than yourself. There is a strong 

vulnerability in choosing not to run for cover, in letting the sky lay claim to you. The initial shock 

of the cold water striking your skin quickly transforms into an electric thrill, a sense of being 

entirely present in the moment. The heavy clothes clinging to your arms no longer feel like a burden, 

but rather a comforting weight anchoring you to the earth. 

 

As the heavy fall of rain washes over the world, the true magic of the storm reveals itself in the air. 

That rich, intoxicating scent of wet earth—petrichor—rises up like a forgotten memory. It is the 

smell of patience, of very thirsty soil finally drinking its fill after enduring a long drought. 

Breathing it in grounds you deeply in the present, connecting the rushing chaos of the weather 

above to the quiet, faithful roots below. The rain strips away the noise and artifice of the everyday 

routine, leaving behind a raw, unpolished clarity. In that breathless, drenched moment, the storm is 

not a disruption to be avoided, but a profound awakening to be felt down to the bone. 

 

© Sinchana G. Babu, 
School Student – 12

th 
Standard 

P M Shri Demonstration School, Mysuru, Karnataka 570006 

 

 


