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Journal 1
	Who am I? This is the seemingly simple, yet profound question that was asked of my classmates and I at the beginning of our time in Wales. Who am I? It seems like I should be able to give a distinct answer. I mean I have known myself for 20 years. Shouldn’t I be able to define exactly what and who I am? However, when I thought about the question, I found that it took me a little bit of time to really articulate, in three distinct words, who I am. At the beginning of the trip my words were: hardworking, thoughtful, and determined. To this day I would still write down these three words. 
	During my time in Wales there was one day in particular that reassured and elaborated my definition of myself. My infamous skill (lack thereof) in mountain biking. Up to this point in the trip I have been able to do everything with ease and was never once legitimately scared. I should have known when I was falling off my bike in the parking lot that it was going to be my day. I have ridden a bike plenty of times…down a straight road. Nothing that I had done before could’ve prepared me for what the day ahead of me consisted of. 
	 In the first ten minutes of our adventure we had to go down a little practice route. I was the second person in line and was convinced that the parking lot situation was a fluke and I was going to be fine. I started my way down and could almost see the finish line. With no falls! I was in the clear. Just as I was taking my first sharp turn… I didn’t. Instead I went straight into the bushes and landed, twisted, with my knee stuck and my bike on top of me. I yelled out “Tommmo. I need help.” After I tried to get up on my own with little success. Tomo appeared at the scene to see me laying upside down, with branches sticking out of my helmet, and a stream of tears rolling down my cheeks. 
While, I did tweak my knee pretty good, I wasn’t crying because I was in pain. I was crying because I was pissed. I have realized throughout the last couple of years that when I am really mad or frustrated, I cry. I explain it to my friends as an emotion scale 1-10. If I am feeling any emotion (particularly anger, frustration, and tiredness) over a level 8, on the scale, I am in tears. This is simply the way that my body handles my emotions. It is not something I am proud of, but it is candidly the way I am. 
First, let me explain why I was so pissed. My entire life, I have held myself to extremely high standards. I have made it my goal to be really good at everything I do. And if I am not good at first, I work at it until I am. This has been a part of me for as long as I can remember. The thing is, it doesn’t come from anyone in my life other than myself. Most people would think that my parents or friends are putting some kind of pressure on me. This is not the case. My Dad has to tell me to relax when I’m hard on myself for getting an A- in a class that I thought I should’ve gotten an A in. When I was in first grade, I was put in the second highest reading group. As a six-year-old I came home that day and told my Mom that I wanted to be in the first reading group. That following summer, every day, I read aloud to my Mom. I went into second grade as the best reader in my class. This kind of puts it into perspective how deep rooted this desire for perfection is for me.  
It seems like I have met my match. Mountain biking. Which I have proven to be simply atrocious at. And boy, it really pissed me off. Then, to make matters worse, I had people asking me all throughout the day if I was okay. I knew it was because they cared, and they thought I was hurt. But I couldn’t help myself from wanting to scream “I am fine. Leave me alone. I can do this!” I really almost lost my shit when Zane came up to me and tried to coach me. He said something along the lines of me needing to put my feet at a different angle. I don’t fully remember because it took everything inside of me to not throat chop him (this is a phrase that I use a lot… but I am not violent don’t worry) then and there. Instead I angrily muttered “I know how to ride a bike Zane.” This is another thing about me. I am really bad at accepting help. Even worse at admitting that I need help. 
Following this, came the cross roads of the day. We had the option to either go hang out at the café, that consisted of coffee and Wi-Fi, or to continue on the bike trail flooded with steep turns, boulders and cliffs. Even though my skill was not sufficient for the activity of the day and coffee was much more appealing, I was not going back to that damn café. We had a mile uphill bike ahead of us before we started the real challenge of the downhill trail flooded with natural obstacles. Uphill and Straight? Finally, something that I knew I could be good at…also, the perfect opportunity for me to get out some of my anger. I fiercely peddled, only stopping to walk on the last couple hills. I ended up being the third person up- behind Sam and Zane, but they started ahead of me so who really knows.
The next couple hours of my day consisted primarily of me falling. Face first. Into rocks. Every time I just wanted to keep going. I wanted to do it until I could get it right. Even at the end of the day, walking with a limp and mud splattered all over my face I said to Bree “If I could practice, I would get really good.” 
This outdoor adventure really pushed my skills to the limit. Honestly this day was a misadventure for me. I choose to go on the trail even though I knew I was going to fall. A lot. I woke up the next day with bruises covering my entire body to the severity that it looked like I was beaten. I was limping from my knee for the next three days. However, I was more than willing to sacrifice my well-being in this way in attempt to keep my pride. I am stubborn, competitive and proud. I don’t ask for help and I am not good at accepting it. I work as hard as I can at everything I do. I never give up. 
In many ways this is exactly why I am as successful as I am. This is why I excel in school, lacrosse, and everything else I do. I have this desire to be in control. Being the person that tries the hardest is something that I can control. All of this might sound super intense and sometimes it is, but I am still a smiley, kind and laid-back person. I have learned when to turn my passion on and off. My Dad always tells me that I have the biggest heart of anyone he knows. This phrase is really the core of who I am. For example, I play lacrosse with the biggest heart. I want it. I care. I fight. Another example, I care for people I love with the biggest heart. I will do anything and everything for them. Even at my own sacrifice. 
Mountain biking was an activity that brought out a lot of my core characteristics. Who am I? I am someone who desires perfection and control. I am stubborn, competitive and proud. I have one of the biggest hearts that you can have. I will never give up. All of this is going to continue to lead me to success. However, mountain biking has shown me that, in some cases, it is going to lead me to inevitable pain. And, that’s who I am.

Journal two 
For the duration of the trip Any Williams and the Preseli Hills was the running joke among the twelve of us. This is because none of us really enjoyed the content of the day. Even though we still talk about “rock man”, now in a more endearing way (because we all want to go back to Wales so bad), there is definitely some real importance to what that day was all about. Most of us tuned out the rambles about magic rocks. More so when he explored his theories about ancient communities based on the placement of a few rocks here and there. It all sounds a little far-fetched. How do we really know anything about the activity on the planet that long ago? This central idea was actually a core part of this trip and our outdoor education experience. 
The second week of the program consisted of different activities in Snowdonia, a national park known for world class scrambling, rock climbing and hiking. Originally, we were supposed to end the week with a sunrise hike starting at 3am on Friday morning. When Tomo and Jon saw that it looked like rain Friday morning (come on Wales! Like we haven’t already gotten our fair share of it?) we made the last-minute decision to do a sunset hike instead. After a long day of exploring the Cwmorthin mine, we headed back to the cabin to get gear for the hike ahead of us. 
Once we got out of the van (which had become my safe place by the way) we were all in high spirits for the hike. I couldn’t wait to get to the top and hear Erin call out “We gone and done it buddies!!” Typically, on hikes, I try to go as fast as I can so I can get done with it faster. I remember consciously trying to take my time on this beautiful evening (yes, I was actually wearing short sleeves for the first time since arriving in Wales). I really wanted to remember distinct characteristics about this place, that to me, is so Welsh. Within the Welsh community I really get the sense of pride, strength and independence. 
I remember walking joyfully with my peers. There was soft music in the background and beautiful views that increased in magnitude with every step we took. We stopped quickly to take a break where Tomo told us a bullshit story (that we found out later he 100% made up) about the dragon that is on the Welsh flag. The story of how it came to be. Even though Tomo’s version was rubbish, I think that the dragon is a really important figure for Wales. When I look at the Welsh flag, I see strength represented by a figure that will burn you to bits if you take a step out of line. I had never really thought about the Welsh flag in this way until that specific moment. 
As our group reached the top, each one of us fell into a sort of awe as we took in the scene around us. This might have been the first time the whole trip that Dylan was silent for more than 5 minutes and wasn’t sleeping. I was struck with beauty before me. No camera or picture that we took could ever really capture the view we were all gawking at. Once we had spent some time on the top, and Riley has shot gunned a Malibu mixer, we started our descent down to the cabin. 
The sun continued to set as we walked along the train tracks. We all walked in small groups chatting about our lives or family’s. This is one thing that is hard to explain about the Wales program without going through it for yourself. It creates really close bonds with people that I would have never met on campus if this trip didn’t bring us together. For a while I wasn’t sure exactly what it was about the Wales program that did this. More so than any other study abroad program that HWS offers. Looking back at the trip I am sure that is because of the outdoor education component. Through this program we were forced into uncomfortable situations. It was up to our group to really support one another and work as a team. Our group truly is a team. A year from now we will still be a team. We developed a sense of trust that heightened are already close relationships. 
A quarter of the way down we stopped to wait for the rest of the group (since we were all going at our own paces but wanted to stay together as it got dark). While we were waiting, there was an open field to our left that overlooked mountains with the sun setting between them. Kate and I wandered over to the edge of the field and laid on the ground, looking out at the world around us and up at the stars appearing overtop of us. We didn’t say anything. We didn’t have to. This was the moment that I really felt my connection with the landscape. This was also the moment that I gained appreciation for Andy’s rambling that occurred a week prior.  
The time humans have on earth is so insignificant in comparison to the history of our landscape. Every day we take for granted everything that the world has given us. Our land has been the catalyst for first, human survival and second, human advancement. Yet, most of the time we are too caught up in social media, technology and artificial aspects of life that we don’t take the time to notice, respect, and thank the land for what it has given us. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]This was a monumental realization for me on this trip. I have always been very environmentally conscious and aware of the human impacts that are only increasing with time. However, this is the first time that I have really thought about the land being more than humans. Land out does humans in every way. Specifically, history and strength. We have been lucky enough that our landscape choose to accept us. This way of thinking was very new to me and one of my greatest take aways from this course. I am forever grateful for the people, knowledge, and experience that Wales has brought me. It is something that I will never forget and has been meaningful in my development as a student and a person. We gone and done it!! 
