
G11 Sample A Narrative Performance Task Geocaching 902 

11th Grade Personal Narrative: Treasure Hunting - Geocaching 
Task Prompt: Your class has been discussing different types of adventurous activities: kayaking, 
surfing, hiking, and many other hobbies. You are given three resources about geocaching, a 
hobby described as involving hiking and treasure hunting.  

Write a story about your own adventures of geocaching. In your story, tell what happens when 
you find something interesting during one of your treasure hunts. When writing your story, 
find ways to use information and details about geocaching from the sources to improve your 
story. 

The Signal Behind the Fence 

I didn’t expect anything unusual to happen that Saturday morning. My goal was simple: log 
one geocache before meeting friends for lunch. But when I opened the app and spotted a new 
listing called “The Silent Watcher,” hidden only two blocks from my apartment, curiosity 
grabbed me immediately. The description promised “a surprising point of view” and carried 
the code GC77KD1. Earlier finders hinted that the trick wasn’t locating the cache—it was what 
happened once you did. 

I loaded the coordinates into my phone, grabbed my trade bag, and headed out. The sky hung 
low and gray, the kind of morning where GPS signals bounce around indecisively. Sure enough, 
my phone’s arrow jittered as I walked, drifting a few feet left, then right, before settling on a 
southwest path toward the old community garden near the bus stop. 

At first glance, nothing there looked noteworthy: drooping tomato cages, wilted beds, a rusty 
fence. A few muggles passed without noticing anything but their headphones. But the 
description’s clue—“what’s been watching the neighborhood for decades”—echoed in my 
mind. Scanning the fence line, I noticed an old wooden birdhouse nailed to a post near the 
back corner. Its peeling paint made it look forgotten, but its placement seemed intentional, 
almost staged. 

My phone buzzed: “You are within 10 meters.” Game on. 

I approached casually, crouching like I was tying my shoe. Up close, I spotted a small metal 
plaque on the birdhouse with a scratched-in date: 1978. One of the articles I’d read explained 
that cache owners often use dates or signs to nudge seekers. Maybe that was the hint. 
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I lifted the birdhouse slightly—nothing. I tapped it—hollow. Sliding a finger under the roof, I 
felt something shift. The back panel loosened and swung open, revealing a small black 
container wedged inside. My pulse jumped. Cache found. 

I eased the box out, careful not to attract attention. Inside were the usual items: a folded 
logbook, a few modest trinkets, and a laminated card with a message: “For the next part, 
return the gaze.” 

I paused. Next part? This was listed as a traditional cache, not a puzzle, but the challenge made 
me grin. Whoever created GC77KD1 clearly had fun planning this one. 

Turning slowly, I tried to imagine what the birdhouse “gazed” at. Directly across from it stood a 
tall, uneven wooden fence separating the garden from an aging apartment building’s parking 
lot. One plank featured a knot hole aligned perfectly with the birdhouse’s entrance. A 
peephole. 

Pretending to check my phone, I leaned toward the knot hole. Inside was a small circular 
sticker with a handwritten code: F-3-18. It matched patterns I’d seen described in geocaching 
articles—secondary coordinates disguised as simple labels. 

The numbers nudged me to scan the fence. Starting left to right, I counted the planks. On the 
eighteenth, about three feet up, a tiny screw didn’t match the others. When I pressed it gently, 
the plank swung open like a narrow door. Inside was a camouflaged film canister. 

I couldn’t help smiling. This was exactly the kind of layered, clever urban cache the articles had 
described—using everyday objects that hundreds walk past without noticing. 

Opening the canister, I found a small paper scroll with a handwritten note: 

“Thanks for noticing what the neighborhood forgot. Sometimes the smallest vantage point 
reveals the most.” 

I signed my username, added the date, and tucked in a small metal charm from my trade bag. 
After closing everything carefully and resetting the hidden panel, I stepped away with that 
familiar geocacher satisfaction: the quiet thrill of uncovering something hidden, something 
only visible if you know where—and how—to look. 

Walking home, I found myself studying the neighborhood in a new way. Street corners I’d 
ignored, old plaques on buildings, gaps in brick walls—all seemed like potential hiding places. 
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One line from the articles echoed in my mind: geocaching is “a different way of looking at the 
world.” I’d read it before, but I didn’t fully understand it until that morning. 

Now I did. 

 


