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S top and S mell the  Roses

Stop and Smell the Roses

I grumbled under my breath while taking the long, steep hike up the mountain. Sure, the trees in all their green glory
were beautiful, but man was the slope precipitous.
    “Are we almost there yet?” I called up to my dark-haired mother. Her hazel eyes flashed back at me, contrasting
her soft features. People always said we looked alike, with the way our hair curled and the toothy smile, but I could
never see it.
    “Are you kidding? Sadie, we’ve barely left the flat part of the island.”
    I groaned, not caring if she heard me. Mom had been the one to want to go on this vacation, anyways. Apparently
she had always wanted to visit the Great Barrier Reef, ever since college. She had researched a lot about this
Whitsunday Island that is right on the reef, with the most beautiful beach, Whitehaven Beach. Once Mom gets an
idea in her head, she goes with it. That’s another thing people say we have in common.
    “Come on, Sadie! It’s time to wake up and smell the roses,” my adventurous mother called as she turned around
and walked backward for a moment to face me.
    I hollered back, “In case you haven’t noticed, there are no roses around! Just a bunch of trees, trees, and more
trees!” I guess you could say gentle teasing was our love language. Ever since Dad died, it’s always been just the
two of us. She does everything she can to make me happy, and I really should thank her more. We have fun talking,
in any way we can. It brings us joy.
    “It will all be worth it when we get to the top! I swear, people aren’t really in the moment nowadays. Too
absorbed in what is going on in their lives. When was the last time anyone really took the time to smell the roses?”
    Now the air was getting ever so slightly thinner, along with the trees. The path was still clear, and the air was
crisp. The sun was beating down harder now, as it reached noon. I took a sip of my water. It was getting warm. I
started to open my mouth to complain, but stopped. Mom had saved up for a long time to pay for this, so I should
probably stop ruining it. It’s not like I wasn’t enjoying the view, but my legs were killing me. Dirt paths can be so
hard sometimes. I sighed and picked up the pace to catch up to Mom.
    She smiled at me. “What do you think so far?” she asked.
    “It’s beautiful,” I said with a grin, then paused. “What is at the top, exactly?” I looked up at her curiously.
    “You’ll see.” Oh how I loved to see her happy.
    I contemplated what could be at the top. How great was it really? If it’s actually not that good, I might have to
pretend to be impressed. She’s acting like it’s the best thing in the world. Maybe it won’t be so bad. Will it be worth
the hike, though?
    “You’re doubting me, aren’t you?” Mom said skeptically. I swear, sometimes it’s like she can read my mind. We
really are close.
    “No!” I shook my head in protest. She raised an eyebrow. “Okay, how good can a view really be? I have
schoolwork to do!”
    She laughed, “I think you’ll be surprised at what can come out of taking the time to appreciate something.”
    We climbed the rest of the way up in silence. I tried to take Mom’s advice even while walking. I found I could
soon recognize the scent of the forest, the chirping of birds, and the scurrying of busy creatures. A soft breeze gently
swept through, stirring the trees like a ripple of water, providing relief from the ever-beating-down sun. The
freshness of the air was unreal, probably since there weren’t any buildings or many people around. I guess I started
to smell the roses, as Mom would say.
    Mom and I were almost to the top. There were many rocks around, including big boulders that I struggled to
climb through. The forest was very lush here, and the leaves swayed in harmony to the wind casually whistling



through. My feet were achy and my legs tight, but I tried to stay positive, for Mom’s sake. After another ten minutes
of slowly taking the hill step by step, we neared the top. 
We closed the distance to the very peak of the large hill on which we stood. Wow. Mom was not kidding about the
view.
- - - 
    I never really knew what the word breathtaking meant until I first looked over the edge of the mountain. It felt
like the whole world was beneath me, too big for anyone. The mountaintop we were standing on was the highest of
many, and there were more islands on the horizon. Never before had I felt so small. The lush green forest we had
hiked through stretched all across most of the land, broken up by the most prominent feature of the entire island, a
vibrant ribbon of water.
    The river was the most gorgeous shade of turquoise, snaking its way across the middle of the island. It looked
like something we would study in science class, the way it moved from the mountains out to the sea. Man, was it
magical. It looked as if the sand on the beaches were untouched by human hands, and it was the purest white you
would ever see. You could tell even from the tip of the mountain that it was fine, and soft. The way it curved was so
majestic that it looked unreal. The water was bluer than the sky in every single shade the river portrayed, as there
were many of them. The river fed right into the ocean, a perfect ombre of color.
    The ocean was perfect. It was a nice pacific blue, reminding me of fresh breezes. It was like nothing I had ever
seen before. And, within the water, you could make out beautiful shapes of color, presumably the Great Barrier
Reef. You could see the designs the reflection of the sun made, and there was never anything more beautiful.
    Of the few clouds that were in the sky, every single one was the perfect image of a puffy cloud, adding to the
wonderful landscape. The sun shining down on everything created a certain glow, and I didn’t notice how hot it was
anymore. Mom and I sat there for what seemed like hours, never saying a word.
    During that time, I did a lot of thinking. Maybe Mom was right. People really do need to take the time to
appreciate what’s around them. I guess I always am thinking or worrying about what’s next, and I’m just a seventh-
grader. It really did pay off to stop and look for a while today. Otherwise, I would have missed all the beauty around
me. Part of what made it beautiful was that it was so hard to get to. The long trek really was worth it. The best
things always are. And to think, all it took was one gorgeous landscape to make me realize this. It was even better to
be there with my mom.
    Once we finally started to pack up and head down the mountain, I couldn’t stop smiling. Mom and I returned to
our joking, and it couldn’t have been any better. Everyone should take a trip like this at least once in their lifetime.
People need to take the time to wake up and smell the roses.
 


