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Climbing a Mountain
I can recall my first mounting to a mountain top well. This was two years ago during autumn, and that period the weather around the mountain was gloomy. My uncle offered me to travel to the Northern Florida Highlands to climb the Sand Mountain; I was nervous and fearful that it took me a week to accept the invitation from my uncle to accompany him to Sand Mountain for a hike. I was available during this period as I was out of school for a holiday, and it was a beautiful moment for me to tour this place.
The Sand Mountain is not very high if I relate it to Sangloaf mountains as Sand Mountains just looked like hills. Sand Mountains have a height of 272 feet tall. Nevertheless, this is more than sufficient for a novice, and I am happy my experience of climbing mountains began here. The mountainside we began our ascension from was somehow slanting at the start. This side of the hill was covered with a pine forest.  The trees were extremely thick and high, their tangled massive roots cut the ground here and there, forming natural footsteps, making walking somehow easy. The air was clean and fresh, after about one hour of climbing. We heard the sound of a river, and we went to the river to drink water as we were very dusty. I think it was the sweet water in my life. The water smelled of soil and moss was subtly sweet and was very cold, and clear-dipping our edgy hands in it appeared almost a crime. 
After about one and a half an hour of walking, we came out of the forest and walked along the hill, covered with shrubs. The ground below our feet changed its hue, but we did not pay attention to it until the time it began to rain slightly. When the rains were over, the paths we walked through were very slippery, and one of the friends who had accompanied us fell as a result of the ground been slippery. After investigating thoroughly, I noted that the soils were clay and had held a lot of water. Walking was becoming tiresome as we kept getting stuck as we walked along the slope. Luckily we came across a plateau a bit higher, and somehow we succeeded in reaching it; still our attires were covered with clay. Also, the hill gradually became steeper, so instead of walking, we had to climb. Instead of mud, there were mostly branches and stones, and we could grab the vegetation nearby to assist ourselves climb. Around was another small upland on our way to the peak of the mountain, on the hilltop, we found many wild strawberries and passion fruits that we are as we were exhausted and hungry. We sat down and ate, and these fruits were very delicious.
The weather was changing as were hit by heavy rains while still on the plateau. Powerful winds were blowing that caused uprooting of small trees. While we move around the plateau, I noted there was a cave that we decided to shelter on it from the heavy rains that are going on. When we eventually got to the top, at first, I did not realize it as clouds covered their mountain, and the weather was foggy. After the rains had stopped, the weather was still foggy and cloudy as I found that nobody could see beyond 50 meters this made me disappointed as I could not view the surrounding land from the mountain as I had expected. Despite this, I was happy to make it to the top as this was the first day I had climbed a volcano up to its peak, and it was my exciting and memorable day in my life.  On top of the mountain, I meant other individuals who had also come for mountain climbing. Due to cold weather, there was a touristic prime who had a teapot and decided to make some hot tea and drank to warm ourselves, and we were talking knowing each other and at the same time discussing to go to Sugarloaf mountain for another climbing.  At the moment my uncle had requested we stand descending, the sun broke through clouds and cast the fog away. I was delighted to see the beautiful sceneries; the land below the mountain was looking green. It was sad as the sun also disappeared after ten minutes, and the gloomy weather began, but I was just happy about climbing the mountain on that day.  I was just eager to be climbing mountains all the time as it gave me more exposure and build the interest of loving mountain climbing.
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