Shannon Power
YouTube Link to my Assessment 2 Vlog:
https://youtu.be/6TA4YQCx6kI
Script for Vlog:
It goes without saying that 3 weeks of exploring the natural environment of Wales is a life-changing experience. For me, it was three weeks of many firsts. My first time leaving the country, my first time rock climbing outdoors, my first time seeing sheep and horses outside of a barn, and many more. Going into the experience I knew it’d be important to practice mindfulness in order to fully appreciate the lessons the country was teaching me. I knew that in my subconscious I’d be undergoing Kolb’s learning cycle of Concrete Experience, Reflective Observation, Abstract Conceptualization, and Active Experimentation. Mindfulness would allow me to fully realize how this cycle was playing out and what I should be taking away. At times it was hard; we would have some long days as a group which didn’t offer up to much independent time. However, I think through my experience of summiting each of the 3 Welsh peaks I was able to actively reflect, conceptualize, and experience the nature around me. 
As I look back on the experiences of each hike, they’re intertwined with reflective observations. We begin with the first concrete experience of hiking Pen Y Fan. I entered into that experience mostly optimistic other then the 90+ degree weather. I was excited to see what the hills and mountains of Wales looked like, and I previously had a lot of outdoor experience that I felt prepared me for this. And there were loads of cool new sights like the sheep and horses, and treeless hills. 
Looking back, I think the feeling I felt was wonder, seeing how the natural world interacted. At the same time though, I was also realizing that I was not as physically prepared for this hike as I thought I was. I was out of breath, my knee was bothering me from a previous injury, and I was in the back of the group. On one hand this was a little demoralizing. In previous group hiking experiences I always fell somewhere in the middle, often helping boost the moral of others on the hike, so to be in a flipped position like this was jarring and disheartening. At the same time though I love hiking regardless of how long it takes me to get to the top, which gave me the motivation to keep climbing. I was greeted with satisfaction when I finally reached the summit and had my lunch. 
When we continued a little down the path and Emlyn told us about how a little boy had died at just about the peak of Pen Y Fan after wandering off from his family. It had taken them weeks to find him and they found him laid down in the grass and moss. While I was being told this I started to think about my own struggles getting up Pen Y Fan and started to believe a bit in the magic surrounding Wales; because how did a 5 year old boy get up this steep mountain alone, and thought it was worthwhile to go so far up the mountain without some sort of outside intervention. 
Pen y Fan was just as steep going down as it was going up the other side, but it was nice to not be so out of breath. The hike ended with some journaling, which for me was not where I did reflective observations. Rather, on the hike to find a sense of harmony as I struggled physically, I tapped into my mental and reflected while hiking. For me journaling was a chance to go begin abstract conceptualization. 
Abstract conceptualization can be simply facts about something new you experienced that are now engrained as truths. My journal for Pen Y Fan, and my first real impression of natural Wales, begins “Wales is so green. Just big chunks of green. And sheep everywhere.” But abstract conceptualization is much more than that. In my journal I went on to address my discomfort with the unfamiliar terrain. I realized that although I had previously considered myself a pretty serious hiker, that maybe I had a lot of work to do, and that maybe conquering these three peaks would be the first step towards that.
Which takes me into active experimentation and another concrete experience of hiking in Wales; taking on Cadar Idris and camping overnight. Instead of sunny 90 degree heat it was a cool 50 degrees and chance of rain. I was met again with steep mountains that I couldn’t catch my breath on, and which again made me feel dejected, but I persisted to the beautiful lake where we set up camp and was met with a similar satisfaction that I felt at the summit of Pen Y Fan. But after we set up camp and continued up to the peak of Cadar Idris, my satisfaction decreased. An abstract conceptualization that I’ll point out now is that you should always bring the better gear if you can. I brought up a weak rain coat as opposed to a thicker more protective one, and as it began raining, I decided that was the stupidest decision I’ll make probably the whole 3 weeks. Which it was, but it helped me on the final hike up Snowdown. We reached the summit around 9:30 at night and made our way back to camp in the dark rainy fog. When we finally got into our tents, I did some proper reflection and conceptualization.
I was happy to say I made the summit, especially so late in the day, but it was difficult and I would definitely aim to be more mindful about the time and weather to make the final hike. I also reflected on how once again I was behind endurance wise compared to everyone else. I wondered how this pattern will carry over to the final hike up Snowdon. I didn’t come to final conclusion on that thought until later. 
For the next few days I thought about how I faired on Pen Y Fan and Cadar Idris and how Snowdon would be even higher. In the back of my mind I knew that ultimately, I could decide not to do the hike and I played with that idea for a little bit. I was really not sure if I should go on this hike, especially with a group that I could potentially be delaying. At the same time I wanted the satisfaction of reaching the final summit, and to be able to say that I did the 3 Welsh peaks. During these days of reflecting on the previous two hiking experiences I talked with others who encouraged me and reassured me that I’d able to make it to the final summit.
Ultimately, I decided to go on the hike up Snowdon, and I’m glad I did because it was my favorite hike of the 3. After some reflection I believe it’s because it wasn’t as frequently steep, the views were beautiful and complex, I had more conversation than the other hikes, and I was more prepared for the wet weather. It was also nice that we ended up hiking home rather than hiking to a van. By the end of it I was left with an energy that reminded me of my previous hiking experiences and my love for hiking. 
If I look back and reflect on these 3 concrete experiences as 1 comprehensive experience of summitting the 3 Welsh peaks, I can take away a lot that I learned about who I am and what about me I want to continue exploring.
As I knew before I love to hike, but I need to continue hiking and hike more to improve. In future active experimentation, I’ll make goals of improving my endurance and stamina. More than that I reflect on the fact that all 3 hikes were a choice I made to go on. Even though they weren’t enjoyable 100% of the time, and I was often uncomfortable, I still made the choice to go. What motivated me? Part of it was that once I start something, I don’t want to be the kind of person to then give up. Another part of it was that I wanted to go home and be able to say I hiked the 3 Welsh Peaks. But what I think the most important part of it was, was that I was with a group of people who not only encouraged me to continue, but who inspired me to be a better hiker. There was a sense of comradery hiking Cadar Idris in the foggy darkness, that if everyone else was going to go on and do it, I’ll do it alongside with them.
My next active experimentation now that I’m back home is to find a trail in New York to hike with my friend, while keeping in mind what I learned from hiking the 3 Welsh peaks.

