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YODEL

Enl ightEnEd AcAdEmic  Obl iv iOn

Words Amanda Monthei 

i ’vE  cOmE tO knOw 
all too well the look of disapproval 
on the faces of my professors—their 
bearded expressions staring with 
disappointment every time I heave 
into their classrooms 20 minutes late, 
breathing heavily, coffee in hand, snow 
pants swish swish swishing as I make 
my way to the back of the room. 

But it’s winter, and I think they 
understand. Or maybe I’m just project-
ing my own logic onto them. To me, it 
makes sense: the regular tardiness, the 
declining grades, my seasonal dive into 
academic oblivion. To my friends—
who would prefer to sleep in and stay 
warm—it clearly doesn’t.

“How long is the hike up?” they’ll ask. 
“Five, 10, sometimes 20 minutes,” I 

answer.  
“And the ride down?” 
“Ten seconds. Sometimes it’s really 

good, like 40.” The predictable scoff 
comes next. Why hike half a class period 
for a 20-second run? And why so early?

On the surface, my logic is admit-
tedly flawed. If I were in Colorado, it 

A few turns between the northern-
Michigan hardwoods, pink under 
the cold, clear sunrise justifies the 
struggle. Those 20 minutes of roadside 
suffering—these are the moments of 
genuine mental silence, of moving 
meditation, when I can hear myself 
breathe and feel myself think and 
know I am working toward something 
far more tangible than 18th-century 
British literature or the intricacies of 
Freudian theory. 

The sun moves above the trees and 
hillside laced with irrational turns. I 
fire up my Jeep to return to quizzes on 
books I didn’t read and the impend-
ing deadlines for articles I haven’t yet 
researched. I get to class, jittery from 
cheap coffee and harried under my 
professor’s critical gaze. He turns his 
attention back to his scribblings on 
the chalkboard. It makes perfect sense 
to me—and while my grades may not 
agree, I am convinced: each post-holed 
step, each three-turn run, each Shell-
station breakfast, is another lecture on 
enlightenment.  

Pow and procrastination are 
universally linked. Early morning 
sun cuts through the fog at 
Crystal Mountain, WA. 
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would be a short drive from a predawn tour 
or a chairlift ride to 14,000 feet; the rea-
soning would be obvious. But in northern 
Michigan, when it’s -6 degrees Fahrenheit 
and I can almost throw my half-eaten gas 
station breakfast sandwich to the top of my 
chosen roadside lap? Not so much.

I have come to realize I have moderate 
masochistic tendencies, both physically 
and scholarly—be it boot-packing through 
thigh-deep lake-effect snow for a 15-second 
run before class, or actively avoiding a five-
page paper that’s due at noon; in fact, in 
many cases, I’ll attempt (and often fail) to 
do both at once. 

Regardless, these tendencies have me 
waking up before dawn on a subzero, Mid-
west Wednesday, rubbing the sleep out of my 
eyes as I watch the sun rise from the driver’s 
seat and scan the roadside hills for a pitch 
steep enough to sustain three or four turns. 
It’s half an orange and lukewarm coffee for 
breakfast because Lake Superior has been 
assaulting Upper Michigan with lake-effect 
storms. It’s thriving in an existence of for-
gotten assignments and missed deadlines, 
angry bosses and frustrated professors. 


