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“Under ground,” Clive asked? “No, we climb, and repel in, go for a swim then get some oh so holy water, and head back. Snow bunnies are here for the taking,” Vincent said. The ski bar was empty at this time of night. Them?  They were five sheets to the wind and counting. The lull in the ski season was ending; the two trust fund kids took the month off from school. Now they had no thoughts of going back. Cute ski ladies would be arriving in three days... A little time for a trip between bros.

Morning arrived; Clive and Vincent nursed hangovers that didn’t clear until noon. “Ready yet.” Vincent nudged Clive. “You're kidding,” Clive responded. “It’s noon, by the time we get there it will be two. It takes four hours to get in, and out again on a good day when you're fit. Us, hangover, late start, not familiar with the area, finding our way out in the dark. I vote for, tomorrow, early.” “Don’t bitch out on me. It will be easy. We get wet, we bottle some, it gets a good price back home. What do we have to lose,” Vincent replied? “If I get killed, I’m haunting you for life,” Clive responded, with hesitation. Leaving the hotel, they headed for their destination. The climb down went better than expected. Stripping down to their underwear they plunged in. “I hate to admit it Vincent, you were right,” Clive shouted as he dove under water. Popping up again, Vincent smiled, “I told you didn’t I nothing better.” They swam for what felt like an hour. Drying off they dressed, got out their bottles, and filled them. “Last one,” Clive said as he handed Vincent the bottle. Answering Clive, he informed him, “Good a dozen will bring in at least two hundred each. Not a bad haul don’t you think?”

They started the climb back up, reaching the top; it was already dark. “What the hell,” Clive commented, “How long were we down there for?” “I swear it was only an hour,” Vincent’s voice shook, “I didn’t bring any flashlights,” “What, how are we supposed to find the rope to climb down,” Clive questioned? “Hold on, we walked straight here, so we walk straight. We use the rigging for us on this side, so we keep the hole to our back, and walk that way,” Vincent pointed straight out. “Right off the cliff. Do you remember how many steps at a time until one of us falls over the edge? What's wrong with you Vincent?” Clive snapped! “Alright I got it, but we can’t stay here. What we can do is hold onto the ropes we repelled down with. Keeping it secure, in the ground that way we’re tied so if we fall, we don’t get hurt. The rope will help us stop.” Vincent pulled up the rope, tied one end on his belt and connected the latch that gave him the ability to stop falling. Clive followed suit, “Remember Vincent said always keep the rope taunt, and the latch to stop always in your hand. Here goes.” 

Each step they took was one hold on tight, move one foot, put it down slowly to the ground, then go for the next step. “This is insane,” Clive whispered, “I’m more terrified of my next step then I would be if I waited for daylight.” “Why are you whispering,” Vincent asked? Chuckling Vincent spoke again,” We’re the only ones here. It’s not like you're going to disturb anyone,” “You don’t know that. We’re in the dark in an area we aren’t familiar with. Do you have any idea what kind of wildlife is out there?” Clive continued to whisper. “No, I haven’t any idea about the wildlife out here can’t be that bad. There weren't any warnings, or danger signs, so why worry,” Vincent gave a shrug while taking another step. Clive stopped. “Did you hear that?” “No, keep walking,” Vincent took another step. “I heard something, I know I did,” stated Clive. Vincent stopped and listened. “This isn’t a game. We can get really hurt out here, or worse we could die. Clive snapped at him!

“You’re such a coward Clive. You don't see me worrying over shit like this do you?” Vincent took another step. The ground wasn’t where it was supposed to be. He fell forward. “Damn,” was all Vincent said. “Vincent, are you alright where are you,” Clive asked? “I found a Hole,” Vincent retorted, “Help me up.” “I say we wait here until the sun comes up. You were lucky, it was only a hole,” Clive growled back at him! Getting up Vincent taunted, “You’re chickenshit aren't you.” “You're an asshole. This is all your fault. We should have waited like I said,” Clive screamed! “Calm down Clive. We’ll get out of here, I promise,” was the last thing Vincent said as his rope tugged, pulling him backwards along the way they came. All Clive saw was Vincent pulled into the darkness as he screamed, “Help!” Then everything was silent. Feeling a pull on his own rope, Clive squeezed the latch in his hand tight while he held his ground. The rope went limp. Pulling it towards him, he felt no tension; the rope was loose. He kept pulling until he got to the end. His rope was no longer securely staked in the ground. 

Clive started screaming, “Vincent, Vincent, where are you?” He screamed until his throat hurt. Then he sat down and cried. Alone, cold, tired, and lost, he cried praying for the sun to come up. Eventually he cried himself to sleep from exhaustion. He felt something shove him, looking up he saw one of the tour guides shaking him. “Are you okay?” What are you doing out here alone?” “I’m not alone, Vincent was with me. He fell in a hole. When he got up, he was pulled into the dark that way,” Clive pointed back the way they came. The party he was leading the tour for all just looked at him. “Why were you up here in the dark,” asked the guide? “It was daylight when we came up here,” Not wanting anyone to know what they did, Clive continued, “We lost track of time.” Helping him up he asked, “What’s with the rope?” Clive answered, “We climbed up to get here?” The entire group laughed. “What’s so funny,” Clive asked? “Why didn’t you just take the trail up,” asked the guide? “Didn’t know there was a trail,” was Clive's only answer. Helping him up, the guide told him, “Come with us we’ll help you find him.” “What if we can’t? Then what.” Clive asked? 

The guard answered, “Then we get a search party to help us.” “We came from there,” Clive pointed straight back to where they had come from. “Okay, let’s start with this. What’s your name, your friends’ name, and why are you up here at night, asked the guide? “I’m Barry, this is my tour group,” he stated as he pointed to the other hikers. “I’m Clive, I was with Vincent, my friend. We were rock climbing up, and repelling down the side keeping in shape,” Clive knew he had to lie about the real reason they
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