[put somewhere else]  - the evil caves have bird bones – Oliver explains that he did not create the catacombs, they had existed for many years.  He had stopped the leaks with plexiglass and they had filled in over time.
No sooner had the counselor mentioned “Trust Walk”, than Francoise appeared around the frosted glass partition.
“Teams of four for Trust Walk,” she said, “May I join you?”

Anna’s face lit up.  She had so wanted to know Francoise and be her friend; she could hardly contain her excitement.

“My name is Anna,” she said, a little too enthusiastically.

Francoise kept her eye on the counselor, not willing for a moment to miss an opportunity to catch his eye.  When he glanced over, a sweet, almost shy smile played on her lips as she said gently, “Francoise.”

“Have you been to this camp many times before?” Anna asked.

Henry glanced over at Francoise.  Francoise was again watching the counselor, ignoring the too-friendly Anna.

“I hear your uncle owns Upwardly Mobile,” she said, her eyes on Karl.  Every time his gaze swept over them, she struck a fun-loving pose, as if she were being photographed for a beer ad.  
“No, not my uncle.  It’s his. ” she said, pointing to Henry.  

Francoise moved closer to Henry and gave one of her cutest smiles.

Henry decided he didn’t like being around her.  It was similar to the feeling he had with the Harper-Posts, but different.  The Harper-Posts were irritating, but not scary.  Francoise struck Henry as someone who was much better at being phony.

Karl stood on a dais in the center of the room, where the fountain had stood only moments ago,  

“In the Trust Walk,” he shouted officiously, “Three of you will be blindfolded and tethered together by the wrist.  There is to be no talking of any kind.  The leader will guide you to experience nature around you.

“Francoise, you will be the leader in this group,” commanded Karl, “Lead well.”

Francoise nodded earnestly.

*          *             *              *          *

“This should be interesting,” said Bettelarm, “A Trust Walk with Francoise.”

“It’s cold here,” complained Saumagen.

“Stop complaining, we have our sight back,” said Durst.

*          *            *                *                   *

Henry looked around at the other groups preparing to take their respective Trust Walks.

“What is the point of this exercise?” he asked.

“It’s about the importance of trust,” Francoise answered, “To recognize how we all rely on one another, and that no man can survive on his own”
Henry thought about that for a moment.  “But you are leading us,” he said, “And we won’t be able to see what we are doing, or where we are going.  That isn’t a natural situation at all.”

“Look, Henry,” grumbled Mark, “It’s just a stupid little camp exercise.  You do it and you get your little gold star.  Or whatever.  Don’t think so much.
”Don’t think so much?” repeated Henry, “What’s wrong with thinking?”
“Nothing is wrong with thinking itself.  What’s wrong is the way you think,” snapped Mark, “Always negative.  Either think positively or not at all.  Otherwise it is really annoying to other people.”

The counselors dismissed them for their walk, Francoise took her eyes off them long enough to cast an extra-sparkly gaze at Mark.

“I like you,” she said, “Are you ready to begin?” she said, mostly to Mark.
“Oh, no,” whispered Anna to Henry, “Francoise likes Mark better than me.”

“You bet,” Mark answered Francoise, with an odd, slightly scared, slightly scheming, look on his face that Henry had never seen before.

“Oh, no,” muttered Anna, “Even worse, I think Mark likes her, too.”

“Is that what that weird-looking expression is?” asked Henry.

They realized the storm had picked up considerably when they walked out of the dining room into the night air. It was dark, and extremely windy.

As soon as his blindfold was on, Henry felt he should take it off again.  Francoise took his wrist roughly and tethered it to Anna’s.  His ears told him that Mark was tethered to Anna’s other wrist and Francoise was ahead of him, leading the way.

Henry felt the pavement beneath his feet stop abruptly.  He was walking on earth, a path perhaps, with the occasional odd crunching leaf.  He stepped off to one side, tugging Anna slightly to the side, and they both felt tall grasses at their wrists.  He heard a crack like a tiny whip and felt a sharp, stinging pain on his cheek.  

Francoise was whipping him for stepping out of line.  “OW!” he cried.  Another lash.  “Francoise, are you hitting me?” Another lash.

Anna squeezed his hand.  He could tell she was frightened.  He did not say another word as they trudged along.  They could tell they were climbing uphill.
After quite a long time of wandering around and feeling the trees and bushes that Francoise had picked for them to touch, they suddenly stopped.  Henry kept waiting for Francoise to do something, but there was not a sound.  Henry began to get bored.  

Anna was also getting tired of standing around. “What’s going on?” she whispered.

Henry heard the sound of a fist connecting with her stomach and a yelp of pain.  The strength and proximity of the sounds though, made him realize it was Mark, and not Francoise doing the punching.  Mark was following the rules.  Francoise was not doing anything.
After another long span of time, they still stood around.  Anna reached her tethered hand behind her and tapped Henry on the chest.  Tap, tap, tap-tap, she signaled gently with her fist, so as not to alert Mark she was communicating with Henry.   He tapped the same pattern back to her with his free hand on her arm.  Slow, slow, quick-quick which meant for them different things that all led to the same conclusions:
Where is Francoise?

Let’s get going.

This is stupid.

We’re in trouble.

Henry felt something crawl under his pant leg.  When it touched his skin, he knew immediately it was a snake.  Clearly Anna and Mark had experienced something similar, for all three of them called out at the same time, jerking in different directions.
Everything happened so fast in the next few seconds, it was hard to believe such a short amount of time could contain so many thoughts: Henry stepping into nothingness, feeling his body hurtling through the air, remembering simultaneously the yellow snakes that lived by the cliff on the other side of the inlet, the sharp rocks and cold water below, realizing Francoise had led them to the edge of a cliff and unable to control his fall due to being tethered to Mark and Anna and the forces of gravity pulling him down toward the sea, anticipating the impact.
The three hit something more surprising than painful.  Quickly in succession they hit some sort of into a net, rebounded once or twice bumping into each other, and finally stopped.  Henry quickly ripped off his blindfold and pulled off Anna’s.  Mark didn’t move.  
“Are you all right, Mark?”

“Shut up!” commanded Mark, tucking in his shirt, “The rules were no talking!”  Even after falling headfirst into a crevasse, he was following the rules and refused to remove his blindfold.  Moreover, his hair was smooth.

“I’m all right,” exclaimed Anna, “The net broke our fall.”

“We could have been killed,” agreed Henry, looking up at the cliff.
“Oh, stop exaggerating,” contradicted Mark, “Why do you always have to be so negative?  It’s obvious this camp is so sophisticated, no one can fall off cliffs and die.  There must be safety nets like this all over the place.”

Henry peered down in the darkness and noticed something printed on the edge of the net.

“Spiker Volleyball Company,” he read aloud, “Hey, this isn’t a safety net, it’s an old volleyba -----“
At that very moment, they heard a tree branch snap and all three of them tumbled on to a wide, grassy ledge.  

 “OK, I am getting mad here,” Mark said, “What is going on?  Francoise?  Francoise?”

Henry and Anna looked at each other shaking their heads.

“Your precious Francoise led us over a cliff, Mark,” said Anna, “Take off your blindfold.”
“And we landed in an old volleyball net.”

“How are we supposed to get out of here?” he said.

The three of them looked around.  They had fallen approximately halfway down the cliff on to a flat, grassy ledge.  There were no paths on either side of the area, and little chance of climbing the wall without ropes.  It would be too dangerous to dive into the water below.  

“I guess we are stuck here.  We’ll have to wait for someone to find us," wailed Mark, "How long will it take?  How long?"  
He held his palm out, 

Henry looked around and noticed a small tree growing in the grass.  One tree.  Alone.

“Maybe not,” he whispered.

He ran over to the tree and the moment he touched the cold, metal branches, he knew what to do.  The tree bent over at a hinge, and the ground began to rumble.  
“What’s that?” cried Mark, “What is happening?”

Beside the tree, rectangular section of fake grass slid to one side, revealing a tunnel with steps winding into the cliff.
"Here we go again," said Anna.

"What do you mean, again?" said Mark.

"Oh, just that . . just that," started Anna.
"She's setting out on an adventure . . . again," interrupted Henry.  The last person he wanted to know about Uncle Oliver's cave rooms was Mark.  If Mark had his way, he'd stop Anna and Henry from learning anything else about Uncle Oliver ever again.

"Hmm,' said Mark, suspiciously, "So, what's down there, anyway?"

"It might be dirty, Mark," said Henry, "You know how you hate to get your clothes messed up."

"Why are you trying to keep me from seeing what's down there?" said Mark, angrily, pushing Henry aside, and peering down the passageway.

Mark easily swung himself down the wire steps and Henry and Anna quickly followed.
An animated whale hanging from a chain, confirmed for Henry what he already suspected, that his uncle had hidden rooms on this side of the inlet, too.  Henry reached up and pulled the chain, which closed the grass hatch above them.  They were immediately plunged into complete darkness.

"The hatch closed!" cried Mark, "Open it up again!" he climbed up the metal rungs and began to pound on the hatch.

"It's OK, Mark. Calm down," said Henry, as odd, amber glowing lights automatically began to light up a tunnel that led into the rock, illuminating a long, straight path that stretched downward into the distance.
"Get me out of here!" screamed Mark.

"See those lights?" said Anna, "That's a tunnel.  There are tunnels and passages in the rocks on both sides of the inlet, Mark.  Henry's uncle made maps of them."
Henry was relieved she said nothing about the room they had discovered or the scrolls.  The less Mark knew, the better.
"Do you really think we can get back this way?" said Mark, still agitated.

“Just in case, you should turn off the flashlight,” cautioned Anna, “These lights in the tunnels, and we don’t know when we might need them.”

“NO way,” answered Mark, ”I’m keeping this on.”

“Suit yourself,” Henry said, “I suppose being lost in a catacomb without a flashlight isn’t the WORST way to die.”

There was a long silence and then the flashlight clicked off.

Henry, Mark and Anna walked through the catacombs.  Every so often they would come to a spot in the dark with an alcove.  The alcoves were lit, as if they were display cases, but each spot was empty.

Occasionally they thought they heard a rustling of steps behind them.

“What was that?” Anna suddenly said.

“I heard it, too,” said Henry, “I don’t think we are alone.”

“Someone is following us?”

“Someone?” whispered, the tall, strong Mark, “Or something?”
Sweet girl leads them into a crevasse.  

The girl returns to camp, claiming that they dumped her . . . 

Keys given to individual storage sheds by the water.  Filled with expensive sports equipment.
Needs to include:

Wonderful intro to camp

Mountain climbing/hike

Bad characters - 

Fall in crevasse of some sort

Lost

One perfect star 8

More trials --- new setting (the woods)

The demons are back, not used to the cold

The other campers know where they are (since they set up getting lost in the first place), so they volunteer to "find them"

More cruelty, jokes

The demons find them

The angels find them all --- in the loneliness and despair something breaks through. The silver strand is there.  Attracts help.


8:45 Participants leave Miami for Canoeing Orienteering Adventure.

10:00 Overview: team building objectives, safety and manager's address.

10:15 Phase 1: Acid River
           Teams are trapped on an island in the middle of the swamp and must
           navigate their way to safety.

11:10 Team division, gear orientation and equipping, stage one maps.

11:15 Phase 2: Alabama Jacks.

12:00 Lunch at Alabama Jacks.

12:45 Break.

1:00  Phase 3: Divide and Conquer 
          Orientation, maps and additional gear are provided. Teams paddle their 
          canoes throughout the swamp and track down buoys loaded with treasure, 
          clues to their next destination and additional supplies.

4:00  Phase 4: Treasure Triumph 
          Teams compare notes, pool their resources and discover the true test of 
          teamwork.

4:30  Facilitated debrief: personal experiences, team dynamics, work place
          applications and personal goals.

5:00  Team building event prizes are awarded.

Wilderness Orienteering Adventure 
Team Building Program
Overview - The wilderness orienteering adventure team building program is a business simulation activity which takes place in a large remote outdoor area. Participants are divided into smaller teams and tasked with finding specific items, using orienteering technology. Each item is critical to achieving the overall mission. 

Each team is given a map of the wilderness area, a gps system or compass and clues which lead them to different waypoints. Teams intersect at different points along the wilderness adventure route and must exchange information and offer support if they are to be successful. 

The wilderness orienteering adventure is challenging, dynamic and loaded with business related metaphors. Participants will be encouraged to build trust, think strategically, play to each other's strengths, manage limited resources effectively and sacrifice self interest in order to see the entire team succeed. 

Facilitation - At the end of each stage of the wilderness orienteering adventure activites the facilitator(s) lead participants in a debrief of the team dynamics. Insights are gained around effective team process, the role each individual plays in making or breaking a team and the dynamics of supporting others so the entire company wins. 

Professional facilitation is KEY to having the wilderness orienteering adventure event add value to your organization. It is not enough to go out and have a good time together with your work mates, the connections must be made back to the workplace for the wilderness adventure team building event to have impact.

Program Location - The wilderness orienteering adventure team building program can take place in any large, outdoor setting. It works best in locations with several acres of hiking trails and access to a nearby meeting lodge.

Program Length - The wilderness adventure works as a half day (4 hours) or a full day (7 hours) program. This team building event can be easily added to a conference, business meeting or sales training. 

Wilderness Orienteering Adventure Program Business Results
The day ends with a 60 minute business application and goal setting workshop. This dynamically ties the orienteering adventure to deliverable business results. Each participant walks away from the day not only bonded deeper with their team mates, but with a specific step-by-step action plan related to how they will support team efforts back on the job. 

The following elements are included with the Wilderness Orienteering Adventure Team Building Program:
   - An initial assessment to determine company and team blockages, challenges
     and desired outcomes.
   - Custom designed wilderness adventure course unique for your organization. 
   - Wilderness adventure introductory kickoff, overview, warm-up activity and team
     assignments.
   - GPS (global positioning sattelite) systems or compasses to guide your team
     through the wilderness adventure team building program.
   - Wilderness adventure maps, waypoint markers, clues, riddles and team 
     building challenges.
   - Professionally facilitated debrief which links the wilderness adventure business
     simulation to work related applications. 
   - Workplace goals and action plan commitments (with the full day wilderness
     adventure program only).
   - 150% return on investment guarantee (with the full day wilderness adventure
     program only.)
   - 3 executive coaching sessions to support the wilderness adventure business
     applications.

To get an instant quote online for the cost of the 
Wilderness Orienteering Adventure Team Building program click here:

