
Fourth Year Ski Trip 

 

 

Every year the school tries to introduce new and exciting things to Transition 
year, but there are some events that are iconic aspects of the experience; the 
play, the Lesotho Project, the musical, Glendalough, the lack of homework and 
finally the Ski trip. Skiing is an exciting prospect to the Irish, who are excited by 
seeing small snowflakes outside their window. The idea of being surrounded by 
snow, let alone moving in it? Wow! 
 

 

We met at the airport in the early afternoon, and checked in our luggage. We had 
time to browse the airport before we met at the gate. Unfortunately, due to the 
rain and wind, we had to sit looking at the planes go by for a while, but that didn’t 
dampen our excitement. Once we arrived, we had a three hour bus journey 
through Italy from the industrial Milan to the isolated town of Pinzolo. The 
difference between the Italian cityscape and the Irish one is subtle, but small 
things like the buildings being three story instead of two were a constant reminder 
that you weren’t at home. As we went on, the conversations dimmed down while 
we kept watch for snow. In a week, we would be so accustomed to the snow that 
we wouldn’t bat an eyelid, but at this stage we were all still shocked at the sight of 
distant snow-capped mountains. Eventually, small patches of snow were greeted 
by excited shrieks, and gradually the small patches blended into fields until 
everything was white.  
 

 

Eventually we got off the bus and checked into the hotel and were greeted by a 
friendly staff and a meal. Everyone was exhausted after a long trip, but the 
excitement of being in a foreign country with our friends made sleeping difficult 
(never mind the idea of hurtling at high speed down a snowy mountain the next 
day ).  
 

 

The next morning, the dining room was filled with groggy teenagers trying to 
figure out if the yellow liquid was or wasn’t orange juice (disappointingly, it 
wasn’t). We took a bus to the ski shop and went in to get fitted with ski boots and 
helmets. We were all shocked at the weight of the boots and wondered how we 
were going to walk in them, let alone ski. We were reassured that we would get 
used to them and we agreed, certain that we never would. 
 

 

 

Finally, we got to the skiing. We took a gondola up to the slope. Going up in the 
gondola and seeing the size of the mountains for the first time is an indescribable 
experience . The sheer height of the mountain is breathtaking and slightly 
daunting. We got off and sat down to wait for the instructors. It was intimidating 
seeing Italians zoom past, looking as comfortable on skis as we would be 
walking, while we were just waiting to try our skis on. Admittedly, a few snowballs 
were thrown while we were waiting (the idea of snow was still a novelty at this 
stage) but soon the instructors were there, and they brought us down to teach us 
to put our skis on. An easy process says you. For some, maybe. But for others, it 
was a slow, tedious and hilarious process. When you haven’t skied before, 
figuring out how to hold still can be difficult. Once you start slipping backwards, 



it’s hard to stop and throwing yourself onto the ground may be your best option ( I 
started to fall, but was actually caught before I went too far). Some of us didn’t 
stop, and crashed, but no one hurt themselves and everyone got back up quickly 
to try again, determined to show the Italians that while the Irish may not be 
skilled, we’re resilient.   
 

 

Over the next few days, we all got better and were separated into groups of our 
respective skill level. All of the instructors were hilarious, if at times difficult to 
deal with (Some instructors’ English was limited to “More open!” and “Snow 
plough!”). By the last day, every group had gone down a red slope (the second 
most difficult), and the advanced were regularly going down the black slopes (the 
most difficult). Sitting at the very top of the mountain, it was fantastic looking back 
to see how far you had come. The highlights of the trip weren’t limited to the 
skiing either. Bad dancing, ice-skating, Mr. McGovern’s fantastic quiz and 
hilarious jokes about Einstein were all memorable parts of the trip as well. 
Overall, it was a fantastic trip that was challenging but extremely rewarding and 
enjoyable.  
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