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Getting Lost Made Me Discover My Heroic Side
Too often it has been said that experience is the best teacher and I tend to agree with this completely. As human beings, we are greatly shaped by our experiences, and it is during the most difficult times that we get to discover things about ourselves that we probably did not even know existed. Extraordinary experiences can change how we act think or feel. I specially remember an experience that I went through at the tender age of ten that made me realize me discover the other side of me that I never knew existed.
When I was ten years old, my mom, my five-year-old little brother and I went on a hike while on a one-week vacation in Northern Michigan. Dad could not travel with us because he was on a business trip in France, and therefore we had to go on the vacation in a remote area with my mother. We arrived at the hotel at around six in the evening and went straight to our rooms to freshen up. We retired to bed early ready for the big day the following day and at six in the morning, we were all set for the hike. 
We took our cameras and snacks and followed the other group of hikers, but not before receiving a word of caution not to wander off too far from the rest of the group especially in the absence of a guide. I guess we were too engrossed in our natural surroundings that we did not realize had fallen far behind the rest. My little brother has always loved birds, and we found ourselves following the sounds from where they were coming from with the aim of taking the best picture. Before we knew it, we were lost in the woods!

We had reached the end of the nature trail and gone beyond it and now, we had no idea where we were. Something had to be done and fast; but my mom was too worried to think straight. It was going to be dark soon, and we had no idea of the dangers and risks of being in the woods at night. I took the initiative and asked my mom and brother to follow me – not that I knew where we were or even where to go, but for all I knew, we had to get moving because sitting down and worrying ourselves sick was not going to do us any good.
We went round in circles and arrived at the same spot twice. My mother thought of giving up, but I could not hear any of it. I kept telling them that we would find our way to the hotel no matter what happens. By this time, my mom had really panicked. She continually tried making calls even though we had already established hours before that there was no cellphone service. We were all alone and had to find a way of saving ourselves. I am sorry to say that my companions did not offer much support and neither did they have as much confidence and courage as I did.
[bookmark: _GoBack]However, I managed to convince them to try finding our way back one more time. Reluctantly, she accepted – I led the way while mom, carrying my little brother on her back, followed closely. I cannot tell for sure how far and how long we walked before finally guides. A search team had been dispatched to look for us, and my mom could not be more relieved to see them. This experience made me realize that I do not fetter in the face of a challenge, and neither do I give up – I did not then, and I do not even now. 

