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College Essay – Getting Lost In The Woods
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Put me in the middle of a real and severe crises and you can be sure that I will be top of the game. At such moments my mind works miracles thinking of possible answers and the best way out instead of getting into a panic mode or anxiety shock! This is something I realized at the tender age of seven through a traumatic event that involved my mother, little sister, and I getting lost in the woods for hours.
When I was seven years old, my mom, my four-year-old sister and I went on a hike while vacationing in Northern Michigan. We were in a remote area, and dad was back home [1100 miles away] and unaware of what was happening to us. We ventured deeper into the woods following the human trail. We did not have any particular destination but just tread on partaking the breathtaking natural scenery that our new niche so abundantly and beautifully provided. My little sister loved the birds and would follow each just to make sure that she captured the best image on her little camera.
The three of us have always loved nature and spending time outdoors. This, plus the beautiful sounds of the birds, cool fresh air and the silence made us forge deeper into the woods. We came to the end of the human track and moved past this point and further on.  We had lost track of time and by the time we sat down to eat it was late in the afternoon at around 3.00 p.m. We ate then relaxed a bit, fatigue had already started taking its toll on us.


We would occasionally meet other hikers on the way but at this point, my little sister pointed out that there were no more people except us. That is when dawned on us that we might have gone beyond the allowed boundary. At the time we booked into the hotel, we were told that hikers should not wander too far into the woods alone or without a guide because it was quite easy to get lost in the woods and would be even harder to find their way back.
We knew this all along but when we did not even realize how far we had gone until it was too late. We decided to set back to the hotel hoping that we would have no trouble tracing our way back. But little did we know that the moment we trailed off the human footpath was a moment we would all regret. We wandered in circles and came back to the same spot twice. Mom tried calling but it was cell phone service was not available. My mom panicked, and so did my sister but I remained calm and urged them to move on. I cannot tell exactly how we did it, but somehow we managed to get ourselves back on the trail and luckily, after walking for some time we met three guards who took us back to the hotel.
Getting lost in the woods was a traumatic event especially for my mom and little sister.  However, through this experience I learned something vital about my character – I do not panic when in a real crisis. Funny enough, I cannot handle the anxiety of loaning a friend my calculator because of the fear of not getting it back; but put me in a critical situation and I have no problem thinking clearly and getting a way out.
