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ONE BEAUTIFUL JOURNEY


Generally, a person sees thousands of people in his life. But as soon as the moon appears in the sky, he forgets them. There are many meetings in the journey of life, but there are some which cannot be forgotten, only death can forget them. But the journey of life is also very beautiful. Some meetings, their memories always bring a smile on the face, while some become the reason for sadness. If seen, the way we remember the memories, we see them in the same way. As long as our favorite things or people are with us, we ourselves create their memories in our own way, then why do we curse ourselves later. Or maybe because of the expectations which are not fulfilled, or we consider them immortal memories. But nothing is immortal, so how can memories be immortal, no one has the answer to this, neither any saint nor Mahatma nor anyone else can answer this. We ourselves created the memories and they are giving us pain, after all how can a human being feel like this. Why is he remembering his own forgotten old things when no one else knows this except him. Maybe he is learning something from his past. But he is not able to teach much. The other memories that are made in the journey of life, some happy and some sad memories always go with it. We always remember the beautiful journey. They cannot be counted. Some unknown meetings fill life with happiness but they are not immortal but they are definitely everlasting.﻿

Almora is a beautiful city, lush green forests, beautiful mountains, a blanket of snow, the rising sun, it is impossible to describe it. Some unpaved roads and some paved roads bring people to this city and then they do not go back. Believe it or not, this city has been made by God himself with his own hands. This city is always inhabited by the grace of the hills of Almora and mother Nanda Devi. Some hilly roads are definitely risky but this is what makes the beauty of this place look like the moon. When the sun sets in the evening, tears must have come to his eyes. He must also be sad to leave this view, but in the moonlight, this city shines like a white Gohar. No matter how much you praise it, it is less. A boy named Shubham lived in this city. As beautiful as the city in which he lived, his face also had the same beauty. And he was also an innocent boy by nature. He used to speak less and avoid eye contact, this reflected his nature. There was no system of higher level education in Almora, due to which he used to go to Nainital daily. The bus used to leave from Almora to Nainital at 6 in the morning. This was his daily journey. He used to like this journey of a few hours, but now the daily coming and going brings sadness. One day he left for Nainital in the morning by bus. Today there was no one sitting next to him and the winter season had also arrived. There was a little dew and fog. Suddenly the bus stopped in the middle of the road. The bus never stopped here, maybe someone had made it stop. A girl got on the bus. Her gait was like the Kosi river. Blue eyes. White sheet of snow of Himalayas on her face, dew drops in her hair. Shubham's eyes became blurry as soon as he saw her. The bus driver asked where will you go daughter. She replied, drop me before Nainital. There was simplicity in her voice. She sat next to Shubham. Shubham's breath stopped and he moved towards the window. There was a little space between the two. Shubham had already made a picture of her in his mind. The bus used to shake a lot on the hilly roads due to which she was repeatedly getting stuck to Shubham. Shubham was feeling her touch like a wonderful sight. But it was difficult for Shubham to talk about anything in the first meeting, but he was having such a feeling for the first time. I did not know when her innocence disappeared.﻿

She asked, "Will you go to Nainital?"﻿

Yes, no, I will get down before Nainital. Are you facing any problem?" She said.﻿

No, there is no problem. I just asked.﻿

After saying this, Shubham started looking out
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