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Sandro Carboni

Journal 1: “The Bog”
For this first journal titled “The Bog” I am looking back on my favorite day of the entire trip, when the group traveled to the Preseli Hills. One of the main reasons that this day stood out to me has to do with the combination of human history and geology that was linked to our exploration. Very rarely do I look at my surroundings, but the activities I will go over during this day forced me to analyze what I saw and question why it was there. 
However, before I get into my reflection of surroundings and what nature means, I wanted to talk about what made this day at the Preselli Hills so memorable. There was a point about two-thirds of the way through the 14-mile hike that our guide Andy allowed us to decide what route we wanted to take. There was a rock formation at the top of a hill with what looked like a straight shot of just grass cover all the way. He mentioned that some of that route may be hard to get through but the alternative looked as though it would take much longer regardless. Referring to Kolb’s learning cycle, I would say that collectively we all dove straight into the concrete experience rather than starting a step earlier and planning/experimenting what would be the best route. My immediate reflection once I entered the bog was that we clearly made the wrong choice. What looked like grass from a distance was an ankle-rolling nightmare of ditches and water to get your feet stuck in. I did take the lead and convinced others around me to test the route Andy warned against, and looking back on that now, I’d say that sometimes I do display leadership at times when I’m confident. The reason I was confident in this case is because I knew that we had the direct line to the rock formation and also that my endurance would allow my to not stop and get exhausted. Once I realized what I had entered, the first thing that came to my mind was “I will be the first to make it there regardless of how challenging this is.” I am a very competitive person at times and if I am given the challenge to beat the odds, especially when it comes to physical activity, I almost only care about winning. 
I muscled through that entire bog without stopping once and when I finally reaches grass again I looked back and realized that I had made considerable distance on the rest of the group. Looking back on this now and thinking about other hikes (such as Mount Snowdon) I realized that I was so consumed by competing that I failed to realize others did not see it as a competition. As a result of this, I found myself out of the loop when everyone arrived after me. Although I had a really good time, and quite frankly got a natural high out of how exhausting it was, I realized that the other people in the group may have had even more fun because they shared that experience together. I never saw the trips and slips that they couldn’t stop laughing at. As I move to abstract conceptualization, one thing I will learn from this experience is that sometimes people make the experience worthwhile, and getting there first does not mean you have experienced frontier adventure. 
One of Andy’s tasks during the day had us looking around an area of scattered rocks to find which ones had been placed there by humans. We had been there for over 10 minutes and nothing had struck me as man-made during that time. However, a circle of rocks around a stone suggested that there may have been a grave. This whole experience in the Preseli Hills got me thinking about my personal understanding of what is man-made and what is natural, and whether the terms deserve to be separated in such a way: How much around me do I miss on a day to day basis when it comes to the formation of the places I know or call home? For example, metal and lack of grass still remained at Preseli Hills decades after a crash. What other aspects of the environment around me do I inherently believe as being natural rather than man-made? Should we consider a rock out of place as unnatural because evidence shows humans have moved it?

After reflecting on this particular day, the distinction that we have made between natural and man-made seems odd to me know. In the past, my sense of place was determined by compartmentalizing everything around me into these two categories. However, the more I think about it, the more I realize that separating what is natural and what humans have altered does a disservice. Although this method is helpful in separating human history from the rest of the natural world, it also separates us from recognizing that we are a part of nature. In such a remote place as the Preseli Hills there is evidence of human activity in the landscapes. The question that I’ve continued to ask myself after this day is “what isn’t man-made?” Many of the trees around me in Massachusetts are second-growth forests planted to replace old growth forests we cut down to build railroads. Humans have altered so much that we create spaces in our vision of what’s natural, like New York’s Central Park. Our impact is so far-reaching that there is evidence of plastic in the Mariana Trench, which is the deepest point below sea-level. If this day has taught me anything it is that I need to be more conscious of my connection with the place I live. One last thing about myself that I can gather from this reflection is that I think differently, and I admire my ability to question why things are done a certain way rather than how they are done.
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Journal 2: “Snowdon Scrambling”
My second favorite day of this entire trip was when we went scrambling in Snowdonia. The reason that I wanted to talk about this day specifically for my second journal is because this day was the most challenging for me. And when I say challenging, I mean mentally rather than physically.

As a kid I was always afraid of heights, so much so that sometimes I couldn’t even look out of the windows on high floors of buildings. I admire my ability to have overcome this fear since childhood, and with the exception of glass floors I don’t really get scared of being in high places. This winter I had the best day of my life in New Zealand where I confirmed my conquering of this fear and jumped out of a plane and bungee-jumped off of a bridge in the same day. The experience that I had while scrambling, however, made me question whether I had truly gotten over my fear of heights.

When we started the day I couldn’t help but get to the front so I could test the rocks first. I had had one memorable experience scrambling before in New Zealand which was the most rewarding adventure of my life. I was trying to get a view of where the lord of the rings was filmed in front of Mount Doom, but there was a miniature canyon in my way and a ski resort under renovation. I tested the cliff edge to see whether what I was getting down could be returned and I made the judgement that it could. I then scrambled up a steep rock face in under 45 minutes on the other side and got the most amazing view imaginable. Looking back on that day, I realize that nothing frightened me along the way which is why I would categorize that experience under “peak adventure”. 

Ahead of the pack while in Snowdonia, however, I quickly realized that this scramble would not be achieved through speed. I love constantly moving and not waiting but a lot of our hikes involved multiple stops so everyone could catch their breath. These stops combined with events near the peak allowed me to get in my own head which resulted in the feeling of a fear I thought I had left behind. As we approached sections of the scramble that needed multiple people helping from both the top and bottom, I was at the back of the pack because I had helped at the bottom of one of these portions. The next steep portion had me standing there for about 10 minutes, and during that time I realized how likely it was for someone to die if they had merely slipped while awkwardly scraping their butts over this tall rock. At that moment, suddenly Riley slipped and fell off of her holds. A chill rushed over my body as she seemed helpless coming down near the cliff edge. But thankfully, Sam was prepared at the bottom next the the drop-off ready to body slam and pin her into the rock as she reached the surface. She was a little banged up and I didn’t realize until later that day how it had affected her mentally.

This for sure affected me mentally. I started to second guess every step and not hang out near the edges during breaks as if I was a kid again. Why was this irrational fear coming up again when I had done so much to overcome it in the past? But reflecting on this experience I realized that fear isn’t actually irrational and when we feel it our body is attempting to tell us something. When we attempt things that we feel are extremely dangerous our body shuts down as to say there is no point in risking it. I guess the reason that I didn’t feel the same way while skydiving is because in my head that action was perceived as less dangerous. I find it interesting that as technology develops and safety measures enhance, things that used to almost certainly result in death don’t bring nearly the same level of fear as scaling a mountain with a few minor edges. Although this resurgence of fear led to minor misadventure (conceptualized by Mortlock and Priest) during the day, I did learn that it is ok to feel fear when others don’t, in fact it is a necessary trait for survival.
Looking at the words that were used to describe me, one that I didn’t associate with myself in the past is “confident”. It didn’t make sense to me that I could both be introverted and confident. However, I thought back to the beginning of the day of scrambling before the first false peak: A few individuals with Tomo were assessing whether or not we felt comfortable going up an extremely challenging cliff edge. Tom asked which one of us believed they could handle that climb before stating his opinion, and without hesitation, I said I would. I was so consumed with finding the most challenging path for me individually that I forgot to take into consideration my experience as well as the current surroundings. The truth is that I am introverted and this aspect of my personality is something that I desperately attempted to break leaving high school, and made it my mission to display more confidence to new people. I believe this has helped me immensely towards forming new friendships and partnerships with people that I would not have known otherwise. However, along the way I think that I mischaracterized arrogance as confidence as I was desperately trying to become someone that I’m not. I believe that this intentional pivoting of my personality at the start of college is the reason why one of my peers perceived me as “egotistic”. 

I not only care about furthering the duration of my life but I want people to know that I care about others and would be there for someone if they needed me. This I why I feel like this moment of over-confidence has helped me realize that nothing good will come of trying to be something that I’m not. That doesn’t mean that I’m not going to show confidence in myself, but it does mean that I will think more critically about my decisions rather than jumping right into something I have not fully considered. Instead of allowing emotions to control my actions, I will analyze situations and act based on the moral principles I have set for myself. 
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