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I had been swimming in the ocean before but not like this. When we first stopped the paddle board and handed the rope to Denise and she told us “now swim to where Tommo and Rhys are” I thought she must be mad. So, I dropped my paddle and dove into the crashing waves, wetsuit, helmet, life perserver and all and started swimming, that’s when I thought to myself, ‘yup she seriously is mad’. Having gone into this trip knowing I was not the strongest swimmer, I fully knew that moments like this would arise. I have not been anywhere near thinking for these past weeks that a stage four was anywhere on the radar, but in this moment did I think it was nothing more than possible. I started viciously swimming trying to get myself there as fast as I could, I kept thinking to myself just calm down and take it easy and you’ll get there when you get there. That mindset lasted for about 20 seconds before I was hyperventilating and whaling my arms and legs around was the waves kept pushing me back. It felt like I was never going to get there. 
	After what felt like hours but was really only minutes, I was finally there. I ripped myself up on that rock as fast as I could and thought, ‘holy shit I almost just died’. A little dramatic it seems now, but in that moment, I was nowhere but seconds off from a full-on panic attack. It was over though, they tested us on our swimming and now it was time to do other different activities. But no, after scraping myself along the rock to get to where Tommo and Rhys where they hit us with our next surprise, “ok so now you will be jumping off this rock and swimming back to the paddle board”. ‘YOU HAVE GOT TO BE KIDDING ME IM OUT’ I thought to myself, but I knew I wasn’t, I knew very well that I would be jumping off this cliff and getting back into that water. Why? Well because I don’t know with me there really is no saying no to a challenge. So, I planned this time. I took my past experiences of what had happened only minutes ago and tried to attack it from a better way now. I knew that I wanted to be in the water for the least amount possible, so I waited until a good amount of people had already jumped before I did, so then I would only have to be waiting in the water for a small amount of time before swimming again. As people we need to know our strengths and weaknesses and play them to their best abilities. I knew that I get tired easily in the water, so I waited and let other people first to ensure I had enough steam to get to the paddleboard. 
	Once in the water linking arms with the group I realized that being in the water actually isn’t that bad. What helped most at this point was that I had my group right next to me. I couldn’t float away, and I wasn’t going under anytime soon. I wasn’t the only one who was freaked out by the swim and I wasn’t the only one nervous for the other swims we would be doing that day, I was not alone in this. For the rest of the day we swam all over the coast of Pembrokeshire from place to place, rock to rock and jumping right in not knowing what was going to happen. With each long and short swim, we took I felt myself getting more and more confident in the water. I surprised myself, I was a much stronger swimmer than I thought that I was, (except if I didn’t have that life vest I would have been a dead woman out there, but that’s beside the point). By the end of the day I was begging to get into the water, it was fun to be pushed around by the waves and test yourself on what was challenging and what became play. I learned that it was all about my mindset. 
	Before coming on the Wales trips, like I said, I knew it was not a very strong and talented swimmer. The summer before wales I changed one of my summer work outs to swimming laps at the lake. I would go in the mornings and swim for my workout, not just because I knew it was good for me but because I hoped by doing this I would become a better swimmer. After the summer I knew that I still had not improved much, so this winter and spring while at college, my friend and I would use our colleges pool during open hours. I would go a couple times a week and swim laps until I couldn’t anymore. I love to swim, and I love being in the water, but I knew I was not good at it, which is why I spent my time trying to be. Had I not come into this activity knowing my past with swimming maybe I would have been a lot more confident during those first two go arounds in the ocean waves. It was all about my preconceptions before getting into the water that hurt how my current experience went. This also being true as to why I got better as the day went. With more and more repetition of anything in our lives we become more comfortable. I’m happy that we were forced to continue swimming during our coasteering day, else I might not have gotten comfortable. Pembrokeshire was one of the most beautiful places I had ever been before and had I not become more comfortable in the water I might not have been able to truly take it in for how amazing of a place that it was. Coasteering may have not been something I thought I could do in the past, but it will now be something I make sure I incorporate in my future.
