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“There it is—Cliffside Trail Adventures,” I announce, reading the painted wooden 
sign. “Turn here.”

Janelle steers her little Corolla into the gravel parking lot and we see some of 
our other coworkers milling about. The first person who greets me is Gloria, our 
accountant.

“Morning, Terri,” she says, “You look like you’re ready for some golfing!”

“I sure am,” I say as I put on my shades, “and I wish that’s what we were doing today!”

“Oh, c’mon, be positive!” Gloria says with a smile. “It’s a beautiful day and we’re 
outside instead of in the office!”

“True, we are.”

Janelle joins us and we walk to the grassy lawn on the other side of the parking lot. 
There are a couple of other groups gathering, and some of them are already entering 
the gravel walking paths that lead into the woods. I was worried that a team-building 
scavenger hunt would be lame, but the beauty of the facility puts me at ease. This will 
be a nice little hike. 

A man with a clipboard approaches our group and asks if we are Far Out Design and 
Marketing Group. Once he’s confirmed that, he introduces himself as Julio and gives 
us the Cliffside Trail Adventures welcome spiel and instructions for the day. We are 
going to leave here a tighter and more productive team than we’ve ever been, Julio 
promises. He counts our group, and seeing that we are ten, instructs us to get into 
five groups of two for our scavenger hunt. 

I turn back to Janelle and Gloria and find them already standing in a pair. Bummer—
they’re my first two choices for partners out of this group. But it’s no problem, anyone 
else here would be fine. Well, anyone else except Allison. She’s the only co-worker 
who doesn’t seem to like me. I don’t know what her problem is, but since I’m the only 
lesbian in our office, and she seems to like talking to everyone but me, I’m suspicious 
she might be homophobic.
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I look to Ramon on my right and Lynn on my left and find that they’re already in 
pairs. Tanya is paired up with Brian, and Dinesh with Shawn. I wasn’t fast enough, 
obviously—suddenly there’s only two of us left without a partner—Allison and me. 
We both frown at each other when we realize we’re going to be a pair. There is no 
polite way to avoid each other—we’ll have to manage. Her shoulders slump as she 
walks over to me.

Great—just awesome. Now I’m in for an awkward day.

Julio gives us each a sheet of paper with rules, emergency numbers, and the list of 
clues. We’re supposed to use our cell phones to take pictures of the scavenger hunt 
items we find, but we’re not supposed to ask for help unless there’s an emergency.

This should be easy. We’re adults, we won’t have to ask for hints. How hard can this 
be?

I look at Allison, who’s wearing a wide-brimmed straw hat and a white linen shirt, 
like an overly sunburn-conscious mom at the beach. 

“Ready?” I ask.

“Yeah…sure,” she says.

At the edge of the lawn we choose a walking path at random and enter the treed 
area. A few steps ahead of us are Ramon and Kirk. We can hear voices and footsteps 
through the trees as other groups choose other paths.

Allison attempts some reluctant small talk with me, asking whether I play golf, since 
I’m wearing golf clothes today, and asking about my new condo. I tell her about the 
Ikea furniture still in boxes since I moved in because I haven’t had much time at 
home lately—I’ve been staying late at work every day. To be polite, I ask what’s new 
in Allison’s life, and she tells me about her kids. This is the most we’ve ever spoken to 
each other. 

After our only idea for a conversation runs dry, we walk in silence. The path takes 
us through the trees and then turns into a concrete staircase. At the bottom there’s a 
small valley with a babbling stream straddled by a little stone bridge.

“Our first clue,” I announce, taking out my phone. “A bridge is a thing that can’t be 
built by one person alone.” 

“Perfect,” Allison says, crossing the first item off the list. We each snap a photo of 
our scavenger hunt answer and then stop for a moment on the bridge to watch the 
stream flow by. 
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When we begin walking again, we choose a new path leading away from the stream, 
going up a hill. The woods get thicker and the temperature cools a little as we walk 
in the shade. Still we are silent, and I avoid meeting her gaze. The path continues 
right up to a partially-destroyed brick building. It’s a small building, probably a 
former tool shed, and half of it is gone. In the pile of destroyed bricks there is a sledge 
hammer.

“Awesome!” I exclaim, picking up the hammer. Gripping with both hands, I swing it 
through the air, pretending to knock down one of the two remaining sides.

“Hold it up again,” Allison says, pointing her phone at me. “This is one of our clues.”

I do my best impression of a hammer-wielding maniac and Allison’s camera clicks.

Reviewing the list of clues, I check off “Breaking down an obstacle into smaller 
pieces.”

“Should we turn back, or keep going around the shed?” Allison asks.

“Well, you break down an obstacle so you can keep going, right? That might mean we 
should go through.”

We carefully work our way around the rubble, pushing twigs out of the way as we go. 
On the other side, the gravel is sparse, but a walking path is still visible. 

“It’s really not clear, is it?” I ask. It looks like the path narrows as it goes along, but 
there is light visible coming through the trees, so there must be a clearing later. “Let’s 
walk up to the next clearing, and if it doesn’t look like we should be going this way, 
we’ll turn back.”

“Sure.”

After several minutes of walking, we enter the clearing, and I realize the ground 
drops off suddenly in front of us. 

It’s a cliff.

We have an incredible view of the countryside. Down below we can see more trees, 
and in the distance a lake sparkles in the sun. A segment of the highway we drove in 
on divides the trees. Not a single car is driving by. 

Allison snaps a photo. “This is gorgeous, I want to upload it to my Instagram,” she 
says. She fiddles with her phone while I gaze at the view. “Damn, no Internet. I guess 
I’ll upload it later.”
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I walk along the cliff until I see a man-made structure going over the edge. “Hey, look 
at this!” I call to Allison.

“Well, how about that!” she says. 

There is a concrete staircase leading down the cliff, with a rusted metal railing. Weeds 
are growing through cracks in the steps.

“Should we go down?” I ask doubtfully.

“Let’s do it,” Allison says. “It’s beautiful here, and we’ve got more clues to find. We’ve 
got to look around.”

“Okay, why not.” It’s probably not where we’re supposed to go, but I’m honestly not 
sure, and I don’t want to start a fight with Allison.

At the bottom of the stairs, the grass is overgrown and there’s no more gravel path. 
There is a broken sign nearby, old and wooden, and the image of some flying Canada 
geese are visible on the half that hasn’t been damaged.

“Has someone been wandering around here with that sledgehammer?” I ask, looking 
at the broken boards.

Allison snaps a photo of the flying geese. “Clue number seven,” she says. “This 
animal’s leader can give efficient directions to its team during migration.”

“Well, sure, that answers the clue,” I say, “But there’s no more path. We probably 
weren’t supposed to go this way. Maybe we should go back up.”

“I know there’s no path, but up there it was just lawn and trees. How would we find 
this stuff up there? This might be the right way—we found a clue right away.”

I look over the list of clues again, and I agree some of them will be hard to find up 
where we started. “All right, we did find a clue. But let’s text somebody else to see 
where they are. We haven’t seen anybody else in a while.”

“Sure, go ahead,” Allison says.

I text Janelle. “We’re at the bottom of stairs near Canada Goose sign. Where are you?”

An answer comes back quickly. “That’s where we are.”

I look around but see no one. Weird.
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“Janelle says she’s also at the bottom of some stairs near a Canada Goose sign. You 
don’t see them anywhere, do you?”

“Maybe they’re up ahead,” says Allison. “Let’s keep going.”

She walks on, and I pause for a moment when I see a bee buzzing around a flower. I 
crouch down and wait patiently for the bee to settle, then snap a photo.

“Hey, I got one!” I call to Allison as I run to catch up with her.

“Great,” she says, “Which one?”

“Number four. These two organisms help each other with the tasks of living. A bee and 
a flower.”

We both cross it off our lists. After a few more minutes of walking in awkward 
silence, I decide I really need to ask her if she’s uncomfortable with me. Whatever 
this issue is, we need to get it out in the open. However, while I’m trying to decide 
how to bring it up, Allison says, “Did you see that?”

“No, what?”

“Something moved over by that building.”

Up ahead is an old building with weathered paint. 

“Let’s check it out. If someone’s over there, it might mean there’s a clue. Maybe that’s 
where Janelle and Gloria got to.”

The building is tall, there might be a basement under the main level. We climb up a 
rotting wooden staircase to get to the only visible door. 

Allison tries the door, and it swings open easily.

“It was actually open a crack,” she says.

“Janelle? Gloria?” I call out.

No answer.

Inside, the walls are painted black and there are no windows. The room is almost 
empty except for a few large objects covered in black fabric. I can’t tell what they are. 

Allison moves forward.

“Um, Allison, I don’t know if this place is safe.”
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“Looks fine to me,” she says. “I want to find out what this is. I won’t be long.”

With a sigh, I step in behind Allison. I don’t want to leave her alone. She walks to 
one of the dark objects and lifts the curtain. Just as she gasps at what’s underneath, 
I hear a loud crack under my feet. Before I have time to react, the floor gives out 
underneath me, and I scream as I tumble down.

I hit the floor like a rock. I’m in a damp, musty room where I can’t see a thing. The 
fall hurt my feet and scraped my hands, but no new boards from the floor above my 
head tumble down.

“Oh my god!” I yell. “Allison!”

“Are you okay?” she asks, looking at me through the hole.

“Just a little sore, that’s all—but I’ve gotta get out of here!”

“Let me check and see if there’s a door for the bottom level.”

She walks away and a minute later I hear a rattling sound from outside, but no door 
opens. Soon she’s back.

 “Get out of the way, I’m coming down!” she says.

“Seriously?” I snap at her. “Why?”

Without explaining herself, she climbs down. “Will you trust me for once?”

My eyes are trying to adjust to the dark. There are no windows down here, and 
hardly any light filters through the hole we fell through. 

“Great, now we’re both down here,” I complain. “How are we going to get out now? 
I’ll try to call someone.”

I take out my phone, and there’s no reception. “Dammit!”

The glow of the phone’s screen illuminates dim shapes around me. Long, narrow 
shapes, all along the length of the room. A moment later, I realize what they are—
knives.

We’re in a basement surrounded by knives. 

“What is this place?” My voice comes out high and squeaky.
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Allison doesn’t answer me right away. She’s getting out her phone and adjusting 
the brightness. I listen to the quiet of the basement, waiting for her answer, hearing 
nothing but the sound of my own heavy breathing, until I hear a scratching sound 
from the other side of the room.

 “Who’s there?” she calls into the darkness. No one speaks, but there is a second 
scratching sound, this time on the other side.

“Fuck!” I blurt out.

The glow of Allison’s phone makes the knives shine brighter.

“Come with me,” Allison says, and pulls me by the hand. She is moving in the 
direction of the first noise.

What did she see? Where is she leading me? We take a few steps, Allison looking at 
something through the light of her phone, and I stare at the row of knives along the 
wall. Then I see a skull.

“Allison, a skull!” I whisper.

“It’s a good one, isn’t it?” she says. 

I’m speechless.

She continues dragging me along for a few more steps, then she lets go of my hand 
as she inspects something. She grabs the thing and drags it along the floor. From the 
sound of the scraping, it’s obviously large and heavy. Then she moves forward and 
fiddles with something on the wall.

“Allison?” I ask in a small voice.

Suddenly a burst of light hits my eyes, and I see that she’s opened a door. Relieved, I 
run outside into the warm sunlight, and I keep running until I’m at least twenty feet 
away from the building.

When I’m safely away, I finally look back, and I see a raccoon scurrying away.

Then Allison backs out of the shed, bent over and dragging something. When she 
comes all the way out, I see what the thing is—a treasure chest.

I watch her pull out her phone and take a photo as I try to catch my breath.

“Clue number ten,” she says. “The thing that can tear us apart or bring us together. 
Money.”
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She found a scavenger hunt clue in there? I shake my head in confusion, still trying 
to work out what just happened. She must have seen a door on the outside, but 
realized she could only open it from the inside…

When she walks back toward me, she looks at my face and laughs.

“You really were scared, weren’t you?”

“Of course I was scared! Weren’t you?”

“Well, I was a little worried you’d gotten hurt, but you look fine. Did you scrape 
anything?”

She’s so nonchalant it’s killing me.

“No—no, I mean, I’m a little scraped, but not bleeding or anything. But, like, what 
the fuck was that place, and is the serial killer who owns it around here somewhere? 
Shouldn’t we be running like hell? Why are you so calm?”

Allison’s expression moves from concern to amusement. My fists clench at my sides 
as my body shakes.

“You didn’t know we were in an old theater?” she says. “I’m sorry, I thought you 
knew.”

“That was a theater?”

“Yeah. The last show they did here was a pirate show. Didn’t you ever see that when 
you were a kid?”

“What?”

Alison laughs and says “Okay you’re a few steps behind, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I’m many steps behind you. Care to fill me in on what you’re talking about? 
What pirate show? Why would there be a theater in the middle of nowhere?”

“How about dropping the attitude? I haven’t done anything to deserve being spoken 
to like that.”

I take a deep breath and try to calm down, but my heart still beats furiously.

“I’m sorry. Please tell me what you know about this place.”
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“That’s better,” Allison says. “This area used to be an amusement park back in the 
early 80s. It was called Sun ‘n’ Fun Park.”

I gaze at Allison in wonder. 

“They had rides and everything, but when Wonderland opened, they couldn’t 
compete, so they closed down,” she explains. I rub my forehead with my hands, 
trying to remember, as she continues to reminisce. “When I saw this one building 
was left intact, I wanted to see what it was. The props on the stage were pirate ship 
parts. For some reason, they left some old props here from the last show. I suppose 
they couldn’t sell them, so they were just abandoned. I was super excited when I saw 
them, because it brought back memories—I used to come here when I was a kid. I 
assumed you came here too, but maybe not.”

“We were on a stage?”

 “Yeah. You fell through the trap door on the stage and landed in the pit.”

“Oh my god!” I’m so relieved I finally begin to laugh. “Holy, fuck, Allison, when I 
fell through the floor and saw what was down there I really thought I was in some 
psycho’s basement full of weapons.”

I lower myself to the ground and collapse on a dry patch of grass.

“Well that explains a lot,” she says, sitting beside me.

I think over everything again. “Fuck,” is all I can say.

Allison laughs. “Well I guess we’ve learned something about good communication 
today. I promise, Terri, if we ever find ourselves falling into a props department 
again, I’ll tell you where we are, so that you don’t have to panic.”

“All right, all right,” I laugh in spite of myself. “You know, you’re pretty damn smart.”

Allison’s eyes narrow into a glare.

“What? That was a compliment!”

“No, it wasn’t a compliment. It was condescension. You said it because you didn’t 
realize I was smart until now. You thought I was dumb before. I’ve been smart this 
whole time, you just didn’t bother to notice.”

“Whoa. Where is this coming from?”
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“You don’t even know how you’ve been behaving? Ever since I joined Far Out 
Design, I’ve had great ideas on a regular basis, but you’ve always acted like I can’t do 
anything.”

“I have?”

“Yes, you have. Have you noticed that you stay at work late every single day to finish 
projects, and yet you refuse to delegate some of that work to me, even though I do 
the same job, and I have time to help you?”

“Well, I do it myself so that …”

I stop right there, when I realize what an asshole I am.

“So that what?” Allison prompts, challenging me to admit it.

I sigh.

“All right. I get your point. I’ve been acting like I’m the only one who can do it right. 
I’m sorry, I just got into a habit, and I didn’t even realize it.”

“Well now that you realize it, are you going to change?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Then I’d say this team-building day was worth it.”

I get up, and then I extend my hand to help her up. We walk around, finding several 
more clues and crossing them off the list. Finally our phones get reception again, so 
we upload our photos to the website.

“I have a text from Ramon,” Allison says. “He says it’s noon, and where are we?”

“Let’s head back.”

When we arrive back at the canteen, the rest of our team is there eating lunch and 
watching a slide presentation showing everyone’s clues.

“Terri, Allison, where were you guys?” asks Janelle. “We just saw your photos in the 
slide show. You found the most amazing stuff! No one else had the same clues.”

Allison lifts her hand for a high five, and I grin as my hand meets hers.

“Okay, we definitely didn’t go where everyone else went,” I say with a chuckle.

Allison smiles as she says “Yeah, well maybe I like to think outside the box!”
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We each buy a lunch and sit down at a table, but we barely have a chance to eat 
because we’re telling our story to our co-workers. We find out that everybody else 
stayed in the designated area like they were supposed to, and their clues were much 
less interesting than ours—little figurines and signs that were planted along the 
way for them to find. It turns out that when Janelle texted us to say she was at the 
bottom of the stairs near the geese, she had been at another set of stairs, where some 
decorative concrete geese were planted as a clue. 

After the conversation dies down, a lady with a clipboard approaches our table with a 
worried expression.

“Hello, you are Terri and Allison?” she asks.

“Yes.”

She introduces herself as Ellen Clearwater, the manager of Cliffside Trail Adventures.

“I’m so sorry,” she says, “The area you were in is not open to the public. Julio tells me 
you fell. Are you all right? Are you hurt?”

“Just a few scrapes,” I say.

“I’m fine,” Allison says.

Ellen looks relieved. “I’m so glad. The buildings over in that area haven’t been kept 
up. We have plans to develop that area eventually but…you’re sure you’re all right? 
We have a first aid kit here if you need it.”

We repeat that we are all right until she seems satisfied.

“I’m happy to give you something for your trouble, perhaps a coupon for a free event 
this summer?”

“What events are there?” Allison asks.

Ellen lists some events, and they’re all outdoor adventures geared toward kids. 
Allison is overjoyed and takes a coupon.

“I’m not interested in any of those things,” I say, “But don’t worry. It’s fine, really.”

“Why don’t you have a look at our gift shop? I’ll give you a complimentary item if 
you like.”

“Sure, Ellen, thanks.”
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Allison comes with me to the gift shop to look around. They have the usual stuff—
mugs, T-shirts, pens, key chains. I don’t care about any of it, but Ellen insists I take 
something, so finally I chose a mug, just to make her happy. As I stand at the counter, 
I notice a pen that says Beaver Lake Women’s Golf Tournament.

“Oh my God, that’s awesome!” I exclaim.

“What? The pen?” asks Allison. She reads it and smiles. “Sounds like your kind of 
tournament.”

“Beaver Lake is just north of here,” Ellen explains. “They gave us some promotional 
materials for their last golf tournament. I think there are still some T-shirts.”

“There are T-shirts?” I ask, my eyes wide.

Ellen laughs. “Yeah, you want one? Let me get them.” She goes into her back 
room and produces a pile of T-shirts. “You can have as many as you want—the 
tournament’s over already, so I don’t have a use for them.”

“Wow, Ellen, thanks!” 

 “Well, I guess we each got a good prize today,” Allison says on the way back to the 
parking lot. “Are you going to start a lesbian golf tournament with those?”

The smile on her face is warm and friendly, not mocking. That’s when I realize that 
I was wrong about her before. She’s not homophobic. She was only uncomfortable 
around me before because I was being a terrible co-worker.

Now, that’s going to change.
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Three weeks later…

I’m at work, eyes fixed on my computer screen, hardly noticing the time pass, when I 
hear a voice next to me say “Five o’clock. Time’s up!” 

Allison is smirking at me.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” I say, saving my work and shutting down the computer.

“So what are you doing this weekend?” she asks.

“Having a couple of friends over,” I answer with a smile. “I finally got all my new 
furniture unpacked, so I can finally host. What about you?”

“Taking my kids to an obstacle course. I think it’ll be lots of fun.”

“Cool—just stay out of old theaters, eh?”

On Saturday night, my friends Peyton and Danielle arrive, and I give them a little 
tour as they come in. They complement my handiwork around the condo and we 
chat about this and that as we sip some beer. Finally Peyton notices what’s on my 
shirt.

“Beaver Lake Women’s Golf Tournament?” she says with a laugh. “Oh my God, where 
did you get that?”

 “I’m so glad you asked,” I say, cracking open another beer and grinning widely. “I 
got it at a place where my staff went for a team-building day. Let me tell you all about 
it…”
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