
           The First Morning of The Rest of My Life

The Earth and all of its wonders surround the human race in a surreal land of marvel and wonder. One of the most emotionally captivating, and
majestic sensations man can have is the smell, sound, and sight experienced on the first day of summer. Many times in this overbearing modern world,
priorities are shuffled and senses are desensitized due to the lack of time to taken to appreciate nature. The single most tantalizing and rejuvenating
experience my senses have encountered came on the first morning of the summer going into my first year of high school. The emotional frenzy which
occurred on that summer morning gave me an eye opening experience that presented a new outlook on life and the world around me thus making me
the optimistic person I am today.

My eyelids felt glued shut. Sleep was the only thing on my mind. My trance of inner peace was soon broken however. Like water expels from a
dam, my nostrils flooded with an odor, which corralled itself into my nasal passage. The origin of the smell became more evident to me, a partially
propped open window to the left of my disheveled bed. Trying hard not to open my eyes, I sniffed, snuffled, and snarled until my nose was able to
diagnose the eclectic summer breeze. The honeysuckle plant released a sweet and light odor, while the freshly cut grass spread a pungent, yet tangy,
and fresh scent. Sludge and gasoline poured from the cars clanking by on Route 313, and lifted into the diffusing air of my bedroom. The smell was
pungent, and lingered in my nasal cavity, on the tip of my pallet.

 My ears buzzed with the sound of a million different sources, each with a different pitch and tone. The birds sang in perfect rhythm and meter,
small lungs struggling to make their songs heard. The crickets’ internal instruments echoed a sweet chirping as their tunes resonated through my
propped open window. The man-made noises intruded on natures’ natural symphony. The cars sputtered along the road in each way, their engines
churning out roaring acceleration, tightly wound gear shifts, and squealing horns. The distant, distinct rustle of lawn mowers vibrated the sound waves
in a rough series of notes, while the clamor of men’s laughter and the playful giggling of children smoothed and sped the beat. All of the magnificence
and musical masterpiece of the outside world filtered through the one partially open window of my room, and straight into my ears. Inside my room the
breeze whistled, the ruffled sheets were lightly draped over my body, and the springs of my bed creaked and moaned on the wooden frame.

As my senses became more engulfed by nature, my body became awakened, and I rose from my fleeting slumber. Driven to the opening in my
window by smell and sound, I looked to the right, and there at eye level was a portal into a new world. Standing up with as much vigor as a bull, I
rushed to the opening. My head slid into the propped open space, and a scene was painted before my eyes that I will never forget. The grass seemed
greener than ever before. The evergreen trees looked stronger than oxen, and their pine needles were crisp and firm. The garden was flowing with life.
The textured plants were as smooth as babies’ bottoms, and the vivid flowers were in blues, reds, yellows, and oranges. The sky was a soft blue, with
no clouds in sight. The scene was so clear that Heaven was almost visible. Kneeling there in shock and awe, I came to realize that this was a milestone
day for me. My journey into adulthood had begun.

The world was no longer a black and white picture, but a vibrant and creative photograph. The emotional pandemonium which occurred on that
summer morning gave me an eye opening experience that presented a new outlook on life and the world around me; thus making me the optimistic
person I am today. I came to the realization that although life seems short and our lives at times seem insignificant, taking time to appreciate the world
and all of its natural wonders makes you realize how big the earth is, and how many opportunities for greatness will arise throughout the course of life.
If not for the smells, sounds, and sights on that morning, I may not have reflected on my life and realized the importance of optimism. A greater
understanding of life’s’ deeper events is only fully acquired by taking time out and appreciating life’s smaller events. Carpe Diem!!!
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