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Journals


Journal #1


Snowdonia National Park was the last stop on our list to complete summiting the 3 highest peaks in Wales. Snowdon mountain is the highest peak in the whole country, and since that was last on our list, expectations were high. Up until this point the weather had been rainy and dreary, and we struggled to see much in terms of view because of this. But this week was going to be the week where we spent time exploring the town, going into slate mines, scrambling up the side of mountains and finally to top it off; hike to the top of Snowdon to watch the sun rise. I was excited after hearing students on previous trips talk about this week and was looking forward to being in a cabin with everyone so we could get to know one another a little better being in such close corridors. I was hopeful for good weather also and was dying to see the unbelievable views I had heard so much about. 


 As the week went by, tensions between each other were high unsurprisingly considering how much time we were spending together. I had been so excited for this week based on what I had heard about it, but by the second day I was frustrated with just about everyone and desperately needed space. The combination of exhaustion and lack of alone time was quickly catching up to me and I could tell others were feeling similar. I tried to remain positive and do what I could to stay pleasant and kept reminding myself of the beautiful sunrise we would see in just a few short days that would make this week suffocated by one another worthwhile. So, when we got the news that the weather for Friday called for thunderstorms, I was disappointed and upset. Everyone was on my last nerve, I was so sick of the horrible weather, and on top of that the one thing I was looking forward to doing was not going to happen. I could feel the stress and fatigue overpowering me and for the first time this trip I just wanted to go home. 


Jon and Tomo gathered us all after the slate mines to tell us they we had two options for Friday; either do a sunset hike tonight or keep the plans for Friday’s sunrise hike and risk the chance of poor weather and no view. Ultimately, we all agreed upon a sunset hike later that evening since it was the first time seeing the sun out in a while, so we’d better take advantage of this rare event. When we started off for the hike, it was after 7:00 pm and I was nervous that the sun would set before we got to the top. We had approximately 2 hours to get there and I was determined to make it. Everyone was eager but visibly exhausted from the weeks activities. As we hiked up Snowdon, the trail started off easy, but went straight uphill quickly. The group was divided, everyone in smaller groups amongst each other and Sandro was at least 20 feet ahead on his own. As the terrain got more difficult, everyone was splitting off trying to take their own paths rather than working as a unit and following one route to get to the top together. We stopped to try and reconvene, but still were missing members of the group who were too far gone to notice we stopped. The visible frustration with one another was very obvious at this point and it began to be more of a competition of who could get to the top first rather than the serene experience I had hoped for. 


As we neared the top of Snowdon, there was a level area just below the summit that gave the perfect view of the sun as it was setting. One by one everyone started to arrive and no one was speaking, just completely consumed by the incredible scene we were witnessing. It was breath taking as we stood there as one unit again, admiring the beauty around us. As we stood in silence and awe, I couldn’t help but feel consumed with guilt. So many times, I am caught up focuing on what I do not have instead of appreciating what I do. I realized that I get so caught up in my emotions or in life that I forget to stop and take a look at what is happening at that moment in time around me. In this instant I was taking photos on my phone, when I stopped to ask myself why. Why was I taking a photo? Was it for myself for memories to look back on or was it for everyone else so I could show off of how amazing my trip was to the hundreds of people that follow me on social media who I have probably never met before. I realized that no photo would begin to capture what we were witnessing first hand that evening. And no photo would capture the rollercoaster of emotions that I had been feeling that week. And that’s the problem I came to realize is that social media is too often about trying to impress others, showing them the highlights of your life, which are just nothing more than snapshots of a moment in time. I understood that there was so much more to the story of our sunset summit up Snowdon, and no photo could truly capture the raw reality of how messy that week had been. But it didn’t matter what had happened before hand. What mattered was that we were all here together now, witnessing something incredible. And we were together. No separate groups, no loners, just 18 of us as one. In that breathtaking moment, I was overwhelmed with happiness of how lucky I was to be standing there, witnessing this surreal view with these people who two weeks ago were strangers but now I considered family. After a few minutes we decided to continue to the very top, but all together this time. I think we finally recognized that we work a lot better this way, as a team. As Kolb states in his learning cycle, it takes failure and experience, reflection of the experience and learning from it to be able to plan and do better the next time. From this point on, I think we will stay as a team. 


When we got to the top, everyone had faces of relief and joy, and we celebrated the best way we know how- by drinking. As we decided to head back down, the lingering glow of the sunset seeped through the cloud covered top of Snowdon. No words can accurately describe this experience with justice. All I know for sure is I will never forget today.

Journal #2 


When the day for mountain biking came, I was feeling nothing but excitement to go out there and try it. I’ve known how to ride a bike since I was young, and so this seemed like it was going to be an easy go. Upon arrival at the mountain bike trails, our warm up was simple, I learned how to turn and stop efficiently on a bike as soon as I began riding a bike so I was cruising through the warm up session. Tomo talked about how we needed to focus on where we wanted to go, and our bikes would go there to avoid injury. I half listened and felt confident in my abilities in riding a bike. After all, how much different could it be?


When we were finished warming up, Tomo sent us along this first path to see how we would handle it. With my adrenaline pumping I was ready to fly down the hills at top speed. The problem with speed and mountain biking is you need to have control over your bike, and when you’re going too fast, that control is lost. I quickly learned that speed and control were not agreeable in the mountain biking world. As I was going down the first hill, I tried to look around, ignoring what Tomo had instructed us to do. The next thing I saw was the ditch and I was headed straight for it. For the first time this trip I was actually fearful. I was afraid of injuring myself and I didn’t like the fact that I was not in complete control of the situation. 

When I got to the bottom and told what happened, Tomo asked me if I kept my eyes on the path and was looking where I wanted to go. Thinking back, I laughed and responded no I did not, and would keep that in mind for the next time. I realized that I needed to fully focus on what I was doing rather than trying to look around me. 


 The next time I went down, I was flying down a path that led into a slanted turn. Erin was at the turn to make us aware of it and as I was speeding towards her she was yelling to slow down. Naturally, I didn’t slow down and kept riding surprised but hype when I made the turn without falling. But what I didn’t realize is that I would quickly be met with another sharp turn, that I would never be able to make at the speed I was going. I flew off my bike onto the rocks and was thankfully able to make a fast recovery. If I would’ve listened to Erin’s instructions, I wouldn’t have fallen, but instead I thought I knew best for my abilities, even though I was on an unfamiliar path doing much more extreme biking than I am used to. I was experiencing adventure and was pushing my limits to the extreme and although this was my second fall off the mountain bike, I wasn’t really injured so I was still having a great time. 


Tomo gave us the option to return to the car park or to continue riding the trails. Despite my falls, I was excited to take on more trails and redeem myself. Some people went back to the car park and some were visibly terrified but decided to remain on. When we reached the top of the trail I still had high energy and was excited to take them on. This time we had to wait 20 seconds between each run to make sure there was enough space between each person since these trails were more intense than the last ones. I kept reminding myself to stay focused on the path ahead and look where I wanted to go and then my bike would go there. When it was finally my turn, I started off strong by making the tight turn right at the start of the path that a lot of people before me were struggling with. This boosted my confidence for the rest of the trail since I thought I conquered the hardest part so I must be fine. I became lackadaisical and wasn’t focused completely on what I was doing when I spotted Bree with the camera. I was distracted by her and looking around me which caused me to miss the turn and fly off my bike landing right at her feet. This fall was the most painful thus far and was definitely going to leave a mark. I tried to laugh it off and got up as quick as I could and finished off the path. Upon arrival I made jokes about yet another fall and since I was all back in one piece it was comical. I was starting to understand why others were feeling uneasy about the event and although I was making jokes about it, I was ultimately frustrated with the fact that I kept failing. 


Finally, it was the third trail we would go down before we were finished, and I was behind Josh who was confidently going through the trails since he has had some experience mountain biking. As I waited the 20 seconds after he started, I was determined to stay on the bike this time. I was cautious and focused on the trails ahead of me since every time I lost focus I lost control. As I came around the second turn I saw Josh on the ground, he was okay but he had fallen off his bike. I instantly was panicked because if he fell off on that turn, I was sure I would. To my pleasure I made the turn and feeling an instant of relief before another, slightly steeper turn appeared immediately in front of me. I tried to break and slow down but as I went around the bend, I knew I wasn’t going to make it. The next few emotions were something along the lines of shock, fear, and then sharp pain as the I landed hard on the ground and the bike crashed down on top of me. This fall was by far the worst one yet and for a moment I thought I had broken a bone. I was in pain physically but also annoyed that I kept falling. I find that a lot of activities come easier to me so when I am met with a challenge I can’t seem to overcome it can be discouraging and frightening. I was thankful that everyone behind me stopped to help and see if I was okay, and luckily I was, but I was shaken up and terrified to continue on. By the end I made it down with a total of four falls, torn leggings and a ripped raincoat, a blue swollen elbow, and bruises all over. 


Despite the outcome of mountain biking, this day was one of my favorites because I finally felt like I was really pushing my limits to reach that peak adventure. I was uncomfortable with the tasks at hand which forced me to have to find alternate solutions than I am used to. It was exciting and scary and made me reflect on my approach after each run. I needed to be more in control and tone down the risky side of me that so desperately wanted to go as fast as I could. I now was empathetic for the girls who were struggling with scrambling the previous day because although climbing came easy for me, it was pushing people past limits they’ve never crossed before, and now after mountain biking, I clearly understood that. I knew I had the option to sit it out when I was afraid, but I am glad I didn’t. This experience made me reflect on what could’ve happened and made me realize I needed to take it easier next time. Coming to terms with failure and the understanding that I’m not going to be good at everything in life has always been a difficult thing for me due to my competitive nature. But after this experience and the support from everyone else who laughed with me while also making sure I was okay, I finally felt content with the events of today. Next time I go mountain biking I will be much humbler about my abilities and learn from the mishaps of today. I am eager to come back and conquer that trail in the future. 

