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	                Student No./Name:	
                                               Module: SHOA4001	
                                     Module Code: Theoretical Issues In Outdoor Pursuits


	Personal Evaluation – to support your academic progress please complete the section below BEFORE submitting your work.

	What do you consider to be the best aspects of this work?
	My ability to deeply reflect on my experience while also connecting to the Welsh culture.

	Which aspects do you consider could have been improved in this piece of work?
	I wish I had more specific memories from the hikes that I could have touched upon instead of the more vast ones that I explained.

	What have you found most satisfying whilst undertaking this submission?
	It was magnificent how writing these brought me right back to my time in Wales. It made me realize how amazing of a trip our group had. 
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	It is expected that students will present work that is proof read and correctly referenced. Poor presentation will be penalised.
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June 2, 2019: Conquering Cadair Idris
[bookmark: _GoBack]It was a cold rainy morning as we prepared to head out and begin our journey to Cadair Idris and North Wales. What was yet to come was vastly unpredictable much like many other days we embarked on. I began the morning by packing my bag with gear and goodies for the night that was ahead along with my fellow classmates, instructors, and buddies. Some students were sluggish from the previous day off, others were alert and strategically organizing their items in their backpacks. While I was tired like many other students after an eventful first week of activities and a day off filled with traveling and exploring just the day before, I couldn’t help but have a feeling of excitement to partake in something new. Backpacking out to just below a mountain and camping for the night was something I had never done before. I had already had experienced other firsts in the week prior but I felt that this task would cause me to have the quintessential outdoor experience that I had been waiting for.
After stopping at a store for lunch and food to cook that evening, we landed ourselves in the parking lot at the base of Cadair Idris. Digging through the trailer filled with our belongings for our week ahead in North Wales, my classmates were eager to set off on the night that we had ahead. Some of us decided to gear up head to toe in waterproofs, despite being advised that we would probably get a bit toasty on our hike to our camp site. Others threw on their overstuffed backpacks after discussing with those around them how heavy or light they had expected them to be and giving them the one-arm curl weight check. At this point the weather was still relatively clear and sunny. The trailer was eventually locked up for the night and blocked from intruders because harnesses and hiking gear is a big ticket I would imagine everyone would want. Alright, maybe not everyone… 
As our group finally started up the trail to Cadair Idris we would be faced with a plethora of stairs and fellow hikers who were returning from the summit and other parts of the trail. Here I had learning experience number one of the day. As I was advised, I got very hot, very quickly on the stairway to hell as one student called it. When someone with a bit more outdoor experience than myself, especially one who has been up this trail several times gives you the simplest of advice, its best to take it. Although stopping to take off our waterproofs would give us a bit of a break, struggling to find room in our already overflowing backpacks while feeling gassed in the midst of several sets of stairs is not as easy as when you’re in a flat parking lot and well rested after a long car ride. 
While other students may not have reflected on this minimal but interesting learning moment, I continue finding myself revisiting it. It is easy for us to understand and value advice when it seems evident and necessary, such as on the side of a cliff. However, it is less likely for us to find the same gratitude when it is something so small, such as refraining from wearing a jacket, that goes unnoticed. I believe that we should not enable one sort of advice to take precedent over others just because of the risk associated. Rather it is essential to value advice and reflect on what we take and more importantly do not take from others at all levels in order to get a more holistic learning experience.
Fast forward about thirty minutes: the wind began whipping again and the temperature was well below what we had experienced during the first leg of our journey on the steps. After admiring the sheer beauty of the lake we were sleeping near that night, it was time to get our camp set up for the night before we would continue on our journey to the summit. Students ran about as the tents blew towards the lake. Some were ready to call it a day then and there and hang out at the camp site instead of continuing to the summit. While the inside of my tent was warm and inviting, I was ready to reach summit number two of Wales.
As we began our journey up to the summit we would pass fellow hikers who had decided to turn back because of the wind. Although we had Jon with us to monitor the wind and safety of the trails, looking back I have begun to draw a connection between the Welsh people and this journey. Times got hard for the Welsh when the British state tried to take over and abolish many parts of Welsh culture, particularly the language. But when the going got tough, the tough got going. We would continue on and similar to the Welsh, our journey was hard and the view from the top wasn’t the greatest due to the conditions we had to fight through. The Welsh still today do not have a beautiful view of a country of made up predominately of first language Welsh, but that does not mean they have not fought to get to the place they are now like we pushed to get to through the journey we embarked on. All in all, maybe those hikers who turned back weren’t ready for a Welsh fight.
During our journey to the summit, as well as on the way down, we would experience other pieces standard to the country of Wales. Cold weather, wind, and rain for starters; often referred to as the “true Welsh experience” by our guides. The day would have not been the same without this weather. It was a constant reminder, whether I liked it or not, that I was in this country to experience all that the people in it see day to day. I was not just in Wales to see the sought after destinations or have three weeks of beautiful weather, I was there for the authentic experience, and I am thankful to have had it. I also was reminded of how small Wales was on this journey. As we reached different parts of the trail we could see other summits that were familiar to us as well as the coast. It’s as if no matter how far you go in Wales you are never too far from home. It made me jealous at times of this close and tight-knit feeling that this country has. Finally, a journey in Wales would not be complete if we did not see our dearest friends: the sheep. There was a particular time that I could not help but to think “that’s Wales for you.” As a fellow student was climbing a ladder to cross from one field to the next the rapid wind whipped her hat off into the valley. As we all watched the hat fly away while bracing ourselves in the intense weather two sheep would waddle by unbothered by this Welsh weather that they were so used to.
While the rest of the way down from the summit was pretty uneventful, it allowed me time to reflect on what I just had been through and where I was headed next. It was time to finish strong and gather for the night with those who had just had their own unique experience. Some were unhappy with the conditions and view from the summit, whereas others were caught in the thrill of the moment and wild weather. However, these varying experiences were exactly what Dewey’s envision of progressive education was. We each were able in part to control the learning experience that we had and have individual empowerment in the process. This encapsulating day was something far beyond anything a teacher could lecture or even begin to try to grant knowledge on. 

June 6, 2019: Snowdown Sunset
	An eventful day had already occurred at the slate mines, but our group was eager to push through in the beautiful weather that we would rarely see in our time in Wales. When given the option as to when to summit Snowdon students shouted from the back of the bus, “YESSS, SUNSET” “No doubt, sunset” “Let’s do it tonight, then we can kick back and drink at the cabin when we finish!!” Mine was along the lines of the second response being the sunset lover I am and the fact that you first need the sunshine to be out if you are going to see any sort of sunset or sunrise. We had the sun with us alright and boy did it feel good. The weather time and time again proved to be a factor in our outdoor education experience that enabled for the varying experiences from one group to the next to occur that Dewey finds essential to progressive education. It was to my knowledge that last year’s group had beautiful sunny days the majority of the time they were in Wales. While our group could not say the same, I am grateful for the vast weather patterns that we did in fact face. If it wasn’t for the dull weather that we had experienced in the days leading up the our sunset hike, I don’t think my experience would have been the same. Seeing the sun and feeling its warmth on my skin as I began the journey up the mountain was sweet like candy (which I think we had a bit too much of in Wales with Granny B and Erin), it was a taste of the summer weather in New York that I had been missing out on while In Wales.
	Our pace out of the gates might have been something similar to that of the horses at the Kentucky Derby. We were ready to reach the highest point in Wales. We were ready for a long day that started with a 6:30AM wake up to be topped off with beautiful views and lots of pictures to show for it, of course. However, before we reached the summit that is so sought after, we would experience a plethora of incredible views, habitats, and a myth or two from Tomo. Yet again, the trail to the summit would enable us to see many other places that we had been before in the distance. One of the most memorable landscapes was the lake just under that of Snowdon and it wasn’t just due to Tomo’s quite believable story about the dueling Welsh dragons. It was a good moment to reflect on my learning experience because as I looked around I was able to see the highest peak in Wales above me, the breathtaking Welsh landscape filled with varying rock types surrounding me, and a fresh lake below me that had the remains of a small home just off its shore. Thousands of others had hiked this same path while others had called it home a time ago. The change in land use across time and a movement between different interests from one generation to the next was evident as I stood on this thin path.
	It is here where I started to question and think about different scenarios that I would revisit throughout the adventure to the top of Snowdon. I was able to stand where I was that day largely due to the fact that thousands of others wanted to have the pleasure of conquering the highest peak in Wales and had worn down a path that was accessible to others like myself. If several others did not have the drive to conquer this mountain, we may have never reached the summit that day or even in our lifetime. Although the landscape at a time was accessible to those living in the small home next to the lake, how easily accessible was it? Did those people build that house there because they wanted to be hidden away and guarded by Snowdown? If those people still lived today, and their house still stood, would we even have been able to take that path up to Snowdon? Or would the government have forced them to move because the commercialization of the mountain would have been more profitable and boosted tourism?
	We would continue on past the lake and up the steepest part of the hike followed by a plethora of wide steps. By this part of the adventure many of us were gassed but could see the sun peaking over the ridge just ahead of us. It was the light at the end of the tunnel that I needed after a tiring, but successful week of outdoor experiences. As I finally made it over the ridge the sun hit me right in my eyes. As I spun around and took it all in it felt as if I was in a dream. I was surrounded by people I did not know very well just two weeks prior, but it now felt like I had known them for years as we looked at each other with smiles and a twinkle from the sun in our eyes. Endless mountains and hills filled with green surrounded us while the warm hues of the sunset radiated between us and throughout the sky. I would try to take pictures and videos to remember the moment but they did not do it justice. Although many of us felt like we had made it to the summit because of the incredible beauty we had finally found, we still needed to finish the short bit of the hike that we had left.
	During this last bit of the adventure we had the sunset in our view to the right for some time before breaking the clouds shortly after. These clouds would obstruct the view around us, but would create an  eerie yet awe-inspiring image. As one student captioned her photo of the clouds that day, “I swear this day we witnessed heaven on earth.” That phrasing hit the nail on the head when describing the view. However, the photo did not capture the experience we had or even the view it was meant to show. The greatest photographers and artists in the world would not be able to recapture what I saw from the edge of the summit with my fellow classmates. No lecture or traditional learning experience could ever replicate the thoughts, visions, and imaginations that went through my head during that time that I looked into the cotton candy clouds. And as I took it all in and looked at those who had surrounded me for the last two weeks filled with ups, downs, and incredibly long days, I couldn’t help but to think, “We gone and done it buddies.”
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