Grace Antinori
Eng-110
Rea
[bookmark: _GoBack]September 28, 2015
The Diaries Of Who I Am
	I don’t have a hard time looking back on my life. I have it all written down.
	I purchased my first diary when I was in the third grade. I remember it specifically because I was the new girl in school. I wrote all about the cute boy who sat in front of me and how strange it felt to be the only girl without a friend. It was also the first time I ever joined a cheerleading team, and my excitement led me to writing and creating basketball cheers in my new diary. I enjoyed having a diary so much that I decided to buy a new one every time I ran out of pages in the one I’d currently be using. Each time I reached the last page I’d feel a mishmash of emotions;  sad to be finished, but excited to begin a new chapter. 
	By the time I got to the fifth grade, I would start writing poems. I went to a catholic school, so most of the poems I wrote focused around my love for God. In my diary, I wrote a poem that I titled “A Little Angel.” I was so proud of my poem, that I memorized it’s every line. Eventually, I began reciting it out loud for my friends and family. I would write it out on paper, decorate it, and give it to friends that were going through a hard time. It made me feel good to know that they appreciated what I had to say.  What I learned while writing that poem, was that I really enjoyed poetry. For a fifth grader, I thought I was a pretty good poet. That made me enjoy it even more.
“A Little Angel”
Theres a little angel
at every door.
An angel to look up to
or an angel to ignore.
An angel to know that you’ll always be protected
Because God sent a gift
to watch over you and me
which you can see, if you believe.
There’s a little angel
I did see 
once in a dream
when I didn’t believe.
She told me there is a purpose for every living thing
and that God is protecting me
through everything!

	In the fifth grade my favorite poet was Shel Silverstein. I loved how wacky and peculiar he was with his writing. He inspired me to try to break the mold and be bold with my writing. I had many failed attempts, but I still had fun exploring just how weird my imagination could be.
	From that point on, my diary became my sanctuary. It was whatever I wanted it to be. One page would be me pouring my heart out over the seventh grade boy who broke my heart, and the next would be pages and pages of quotations that I found to be inspiring. There would be pages of drawings and doodles, and sometimes I’d even print out pictures of me and my friends to paste under an entry. I wanted my diary to be a place that I could come back to and be reminded of everything I was in that period of time. The soul purpose of my diary was for me to remember everything. I wanted to remember every part of my beautiful and crazy life. 
	When I got to high school, my diary was my therapy. As a freshman in high school, I felt very overwhelmed by the world. I was having a hard time dealing with finding the person I wanted to become, and I lost a lot of my faith in God. For a moment in time, I stopped writing poetry and I started writing more insightful entries about my take on the world and how different I felt than all of the people around me. I would write pages on pages of how I felt misunderstood by my peers and by my family. By the time I was a sophomore, my writing had changed drastically from how it was when I was in the eighth grade. I started to take writing more seriously than I did in middle school, and in my diary I would pretend that I was an author. What I loved the most about having everything written down was that I could see how I grew as a person and a writer. Instead of writing about boys and silly fights with my friends, I’d write about real world problems and my opinion towards them.
	My diary allowed me to have a voice. I was able to express my opinions openly without judgement. Most of the time my family and I didn't agree on things. When I would go to my room angry after a fight with my brother, I’d let my hate filled tears be my pen’s guide. Words would flow out of me in ways I didn't know I was capable of. When my hand was too cramped to continue and I’d finally put my pen down, I’d let out a sigh of relief. It would feel so good to let all of the anger out of me.
	However, during my senior year of high school, I chose to take a creative writing class. I thought it would be an easy class to take, and as a senior I wanted to do the least amount of work possible. I also decided to take it because I wanted to be able to share my writing with other people. I wanted to try to combine my diary writing style into my school work. I figured that a creative writing class would do just that. To my surprise, it became the hardest class I had taken throughout my four years of high school.  Although it was hard, I appreciated it more than any other class; it challenged me in ways no other class had in years. It tested my imagination and I learned that I am capable of producing different styles of writing. 
	Every few weeks we would focus on a different style of creative writing. We started off by writing about ourselves, much like this assignment. We then moved on to short stories, followed by Sci-Fi stories and fables. When we moved on to poetry, I became fascinated by all the different styles of poems that I didn't even know existed. Writing poetry for my class brought me back to the time when I would write poetry for fun. When it came time for me to present one of my pieces to the class, I chose to read my poem. I was thrilled by all of the positive feedback i received from my peers.
“Flames”
does it really matter
if this fire burns out?
will it matter if the
ashes blow away?
what if the fireworks end 
and the sky starts to clear
but
everyone has all walked away?
but at the end of the day
by the fireplace
will you sit and hold me tight?
till the logs start to die
just you and I
nothing but candle light
and if the Sun crashes down 
will you stick around?
we can dance with the flames on the ground
could we stay here together?
two
birds of a feather
I'm yours 
and you will be mine
so maybe it does, or maybe
it doesn't 
but I hope you stay the night 
this fire burns
and it burns so
bright
boy, I promise to kiss you goodnight 

By taking that class, I was reminded of how creative I once was and I decided to start writing creatively in my diary again.
	Who I am as a writer today stems from everything I’ve ever experienced. I have written down everything that has touched my heart enough to take out a pen and a blank sheet of paper and let my mind be free. What I’ve learned since the third grade is that if you enjoy doing something, you should do it. If you looked through my diaries from start to finish, they would tell the story of my life. A dream of mine is to one day publish one of my diaries. I think a lot of young kids would relate to my story and hopefully my words would inspire them enough to pick up a pen too.
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