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Think about a beautiful view of the mountains, fog beginning to arise from the ground just 

following the sun upward, as it disappears into the moist morning air. Imagine sitting on a boat 

out on a soft lake watching as father god paints the skies with warm evening colors, and just as 

you are free to take in the moment you are also free to be happy and not care about anything 

besides getting off the lake before curfew. Close your eyes and pretend you are on the 

riverbank fishing, the fish are biting well and you’ve caught several within a few minutes. Your 

everyday hobby-fishers dream is tugging on your pole and you’re able to let loose of everything 

and just embrace the flowing waters and the graceful movement of the fish in the water. 

Mentally, place yourself on the sidewalks of a small town in mid-fall and you’re breath escapes 

you suddenly, at the sight of colorful leaves doing a dance in the air from the very moment it 

falls off the tree to the split second when it hits the ground and discontinues movement. The 

autumn breeze kisses your skin lightly and leaves you lost in the marvelous beauty the Earth 

holds in its palm so tightly. I bet ninety percent of the people in the world would think one of 

the few things I mentioned sounds amazing. That’s because the world is a beautiful place. All of 

God’s creations speak hope and it is absolutely marveling to us.   

Now, think about living in a big house with a verbally abusive father. Every time he drinks he 

spits painful words into your mothers’ face and threatens to take the air she breathes from her 

lungs. Imagine looking into a mirror and never seeming to be able to see passed all the wrong 

you’ve done in your life, and all that you think you’ve failed to do. Close your eyes and pretend 

you’re being verbally and physically bullied and tormented every day because you’re a little 

different from other kids your age. Your cry yourself to sleep every night and nothing anybody 

has done so far has helped the situation and it seems absolutely hopeless. Mentally, place 

yourself in the shoes of the little girl who lost her mom to cancer, but although her dad is alive, 

she lost him too. She tries but her father drifts further and further away every day until 

eventually they’re not even on speaking terms any longer! Again, I’d say nighty percent of the 

people in the world would strongly prefer to not ever go through loss, suffering, or any kind of 

the known tragedy above.  

But, now ask yourself... Does the negativity in and around the world take away from the beauty 

of the world itself? If the promise is broken does that mean the promise was never made? If 

your identity is stolen do you have any identity?  

Imagine the world is a person. Her name is Laramie. Laramie is beautiful. She stands bold and 

confident as the mountains have all these years against the winds and waters. She has a vibrant 

personality and paints her canvas through her actions and the words she speaks so fluently. She 

laughs with security knowing she is safe in the hands of an almighty God. She walks and she 



What Do You See? 
2014 Essay Entry 

Brittany, Age 13, McDowell County 
 

sways gracefully at the natural. But, she lost her mom to Cancer. Her best friend committed 

suicide because he was bullied and tortured for looking different from some of the others and 

he wasn’t popular. Her dad has become nothing more than an angry hollow shell.  

See, Laramie’s life started out perfect! She had the greatest friend in the world. Her parents 

were happily married. Her mom was alive. Her dad was happy. Her best friend was alive and 

happy. However, as the years went on, times got harder. Little lumps of death made a home in 

her moms’ throat. Words like torpedoes exploded over and over around her best friend until 

one hit him! Before things got hard, her life was paradise. She would remain beautiful and 

genuine; however, her surroundings would not. Her paradise was lost.  

That is exactly what I see when I look out into the world! I see a paradise that has been lost. 

Somehow the marvelous view of this world we live in has escaped from us. In the beginning life 

was perfect. God created the world with beauty and amazing things to be discovered and 

embraced. But once the world was tempted, Eden fell. Paradise was lost. After temptation, 

then came things such as the act of lying, hatred, theft, gossip and all things that force 

negativity into ones’ life. These things still remain today; these things still cloud up our view of 

the Earths majestic beauties.  I look out into the world and I see potential for paradise still. But, 

when I look at us, at people, at our society, I see leaves. We are no more than the objects hiding 

away our own paradise. Just as in the season of autumn, I see some leaves that have fallen 

from the tree wanting to see paradise, but others still green still hoping that paradise will never 

be found. We long for hope and love and yearn to have peace and happiness but, at the sound 

of the possibility of such a thing, we hide away in our shells as turtles instead of feeling relieved 

that positivity is a possible thing to reach! We go out of our way to paralyze our possibilities. 

We are all so beautiful, the world is so beautiful, but we are too square to turn in circles and 

too stiff to squat, even though we want to. We’re all after the same thing, but we deny 

ourselves the pleasure of it! If we want something better for this world we must be the change 

we wish to see. We must change ourselves first. Until we realize that, paradise will remain lost. 
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