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My First Ascent: The Success of a Team
Name
Institution Affiliation


The much-awaited news came in. The excitement could reach the highest clouds. That we were to spend the weekend on the second-highest mountain in Africa, a miraculous mountain whose snow never melts all-year-round despite being at the nadir of the equatorial sun, was an unimagined adventure. My little knowledge about the geographical position of the mountain informed me that the mountain experienced summer throughout the year but was still able to maintain its snow cover. How could that be? Snowcapped in summer? I had known winter to be the only season during which snow could cover every open ground and cars; roads were impassable. The event was going to my best part of the holiday in Kenya.
Our instructor took us through preparation for the climb, which involved wilderness lessons and soft skills needed during the trip. During the training, my group would conduct excursions to test our readiness for the real adventure in the mountain. The tours were opportunities to practice the skills we had learnt and developed a bond among group members because teamwork was needed for the success of the climb as the instructor used to say. On one of the excursions, we visited a cave within a forest at the slopes of the mountain. Our imaginations about a cave, having not been to one before, was far from reality. The cave was deep and dark inside, extending horizontally to more than twenty meters. Bats and rats ruled the floor and the roof of the cave, if it had any. The darkness prompted the need for a means of lighting, yet we had no torches. Did the instructor deliberately ignored to inform us? Luckily, we had smartphones which we used as source of lights.
Tunnels were joining various chambers of the massive cave that strangely did not have a drop of water. A comfortably habitable cave. Our guide amused us with his tales about how the 

[bookmark: _GoBack]cave was used a long time ago as a habitat by people. How they closed the ‘door’, an entrance wide enough for a car remained a mystery to me. I could imagine a wild animal crossing the gate at night or early morning when the fire was off. We had to walk in pairs or more to avoid getting lost in the many chambers of the cave and forgetting to trace the way back to the entrance.
The day of climbing arrived, and on reaching the first campsite, a bitter coldness welcomed us. Our fingers were numb so that the guides helped to pitch tents. We cooked communally and shared the meal around a bonfire lit with stories, and soon we forgot the coldness. We began ascending to the peak very early on the second day. Even though it was still dark, our flashlights were reflected by the snow, which made the rocks look like they were covered in white papers. The instructions were walk in a single file behind the guide, do not break the line, report unusual feeling and listen and follow instructions.
Enduring the biting snow and continuous ascending slope was not easy, but my determination to reach the peak kept my spirit high. The excitement upon reaching the top erased all the memories of the struggle I had to endure from the start of the expedition. A heavy backpack on the back, cold wind biting the face and numb toes had become the new life. But the persistence, following instructions and most importantly teamwork, took all my group members to the peak. A spectacular view above clouds. Clouds resembled a flock of sheep in the rising sun, a view that I had experienced only during the long flight to Africa.
