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A View from the Field
  My life is a view from the field. It really doesn’t matter how my peers dress up the experience; what it all boils down to is the trenchant glare of the stadium lights, the glow and crackle of brightness from the distant stands which blinds me to the masses, and the darkness that lies thick in the air, choking the world like a cloak pulled to tightly, and I am within the eye of the storm. I live with my instrument in my hand because in a world I can scarcely imagine, what I love is what ultimately pulls me through. This place I occupy is a reflection of the things I understand and believe, and I believe in love.

  There was a time when I was lost; I had no ideas, definite beliefs, or direction in life. For two years I lived aimlessly, like a robot that only did homework and proceed to wallow in sorrow. When I reached 8th grade, my band teacher convinced me to switch my instrument from flute to French horn, and that change is what saved me from my despair. I began to think again and try new things because I love the horn and even if I had a hard day or didn’t know what to do next, I could always live for that. I practiced horn every day that year and joined the marching band in 9th grade, which has lead to the most incredible experiences of my life. This love is what has given me the strength to work hard for the causes I believe in, the motivation to learn about myself and the world around me, and the will to do what I want to do. Without love, there is no hope, and with no hope, the unemployed find no jobs, the firefighter rescues no victims, the deterred person beats no odds, the lonely middle school student has no reason to try, and the marching band never takes a 10-minute-long show to the performance field. Without love, small or great, there is little motivation to continue to live and work. 
  I only live today, in the eye of the storm of a world shrouded in seemingly unsolvable mysteries and obscured by the indefinite, because I found the things that I love. Without music, I would again be aimless and bored with life, but because of it, I find myself on the field. Maybe the stadium lights seem to penetrate my brain and blind my eyes with a piercing rage, and perhaps I cannot see the audience on the other side in their position in the stands, nor do I comprehend the blackness encircling the field, but I am on the field because I love to be there; to march a show that I have poured my life into and to play music that rips to shreds the cold silence of the night. If we find what we love, it does not matter where we are or what we shall do next, we will always be exactly where we want to be..
