The creatures hurried back through the storm.   At each flash of lightning, Saumagen writhed in pain. Finally he could take no more; he sat down squarely in the mud and refused to take another step.  Durst immediately bumped into him, and Bettelarm collided with Durst.

"Keep moving!" shouted Bettelarm.

"Get up!" snarled Durst.

But Saumagen stayed on the ground, hiding his head with a dishtowel.  The pain from the lightning was just too much for him.  Besides that, he’d been crying and didn't want anyone to know. 

"I hate rain!" he moaned into the towel, "And I’m sick of lightning!  Where did this storm come from, anyway?" 

"It’s from the messengers, of course," answered Durst with a sneer, "I'd recognize one of their disgusting clouds anywhere.  Didn’t expect lightning, though.  How could they get authority for that?"

"It's probably Rindskopf’s fault," said Bettelarm, "He uprooted a perfectly good tree.  If any creature interferes with the laws of nature, those actions will always be counteracted by the messengers.  The Star sees to that.”

"Enough!" snapped Durst, "We know the Way of Things as well as you do."

"I’m surprised," remarked Bettelarm coldly, "In the past, you've never seemed the expert, Durst."

Fortunately a huge clap of thunder drowned out Durst’s filthy response.  

"Hundreds of dead trees in the world," Saumagen fumed, "and Rindskopf picks the strongest, healthiest one in the forest to uproot?  But why should we all get punished for it? I ask you, is that fair?”

"Let tonight's storm be a lesson to us all," continued Bettelarm, shouting over another clap of thunder, "All weakness can be used to our advantage, but anything strong or well-rooted, be it tree or human, is a potential hazard.  To achieve our goals we must target weakness, and navigate around strength."

"We don’t need any grand speeches!" cried Durst, "Save your lectures for that idiot, Rindskopf."

"Very well," said Bettelarm, turning around, "Rindskopf, come here.  I want to talk to you."
The three creatures waited for Rindskopf to answer, but he was silent.
"I must say, he's been unusually quiet through this ordeal," remarked Durst.

"No, he hasn't," contradicted Saumagen, "I heard him sniffing back there.  Big crybaby."

"That was you," said Durst.

"It was not!" shouted Saumagen.

“Ha!” exclaimed Durst.

“Be silent, both of you,” Bettelarm spoke fiercely, "Rindskopf, come here."

More thunder rumbled in the distance.

"Rindskopf!" commanded Bettelarm.  He was tall and terrible.  "Come here!  Now!"

The creatures looked expectantly up the path. Bettelarm called his name again.  There was no response.

Durst heard a sound in the trees and an evil smile crept over his lips.  He grabbed a stick and viciously thrust it up into the branches, hoping to catch Rindskopf unaware.  But only a bird's nest fell out, landing directly on Durst's head with a goopy-sounding squelch.  
“Uch!” he screamed.
Laughing, Saumagen hurried up the path.  “I’ll find him!” he boasted.  A minute later though, he returned, alone and serious.

"He's gone," said Saumagen, "From what I can tell, his footprints haven't been with us for a while."

"Oh, no," said Bettelarm, "He’s gone after the boy."

Durst pulled sticky chunks of broken eggshells from his ear and cursed.  Rindskopf taking any matter into his own hands was a guarantee for disaster.

*    *    *    *

As Henry lay in the dark, cold mud just having missed being killed by a flaming tree, all he wanted was to go home and change into some warm, dry clothes.  But in the dark, he wasn’t sure what direction home was.
A sudden flash of lightning lit up the sky and gave him a much-needed chance to look around.  To his left was the ocean, where he recognized the familiar outline of circular concrete fish tanks; a sign that his uncle’s salmon hatchery was not far away.  Another flash of lightning revealed long, rectangular cement troughs, where the fish were kept.  That was all the information he needed.
Staying low to the ground (because of the lightning), Henry crawled along the open path toward his uncle's house. The rain had completely soaked though his clothes, but he kept working his way through the mud until he finally reached his uncle's house.  Henry rushed up the front steps and ran inside. 

"Uncle Oliver!" he called, though the house was cold and dark, "Are you here?"
[On the table there is a lamp.  It is an animated sea animal --- **think** --- 
He snapped the lamp on and thought he heard a shriek of pain.  The sound unnerved him a little.  "Uncle Oliver?"  he called again, hesitantly. There was no answer.  He ran down the hall.

In the kitchen was a fish-themed calendar, where Henry had crossed off each day his uncle had been gone.  ​​​Six days, he thought miserably, he's been away six full days.  He sat at the kitchen table and stared at the note his uncle had left, still lying on the table where he’d left it: 

Henry,

Business has called me away for a day or two.  I have arranged for you to stay with the Harper-Post’s.  Don’t forget to feed the fish.  

Uncle Oliver

Re-reading the note, he sighed.  Henry didn’t like the Harper-Posts.  He felt guilty thinking that, for everyone else seemed to think they were wonderful people.  In fact, their reputation for niceness so prevailed in the area, it would be impossible to convince anyone that the Harper-Posts was anything other than the perfect place for him to stay, so he didn't try.  He just watched the calendar, desperately hoping for his uncle to return.
Outwardly, the Harper-Posts were delightful.  Their house rose up from their lush lawn, like a magazine photo: the delicately blossomed pink bushes coordinated perfectly with the children’s bicycles, as did their neatly arranged furniture, their mailbox, heart-shaped shutters, and the petal pink wall-to-wall carpeting that covered the floors throughout the house.  
Everything they read was nice; everywhere they went was nice; every moment they spent was nice.  Milk was never spilled at the dinner table; their bathroom sink never clogged.  No one accidentally burped, or had pimples, or was late to the dentist’s.  Even when the baby, Billy Harper-Post, filled his diaper, there was something so astonishingly clean about the whole event, it had a dream-like quality, quickly forgotten.
Yet there was something about the relentless pleasantness and immaculate surroundings that exhausted Henry.  He couldn’t explain it, but he knew it had something to do with the fact that the Harper-Posts never discussed or even acknowledged anything that wasn’t nice.  They refused to talk about anything messy, difficult or complicated, and steadfastly ignored anything bad until it went away.  If it didn’t, the Harper-Posts just pretended it had and smiled (with teeth perfectly aligned and sparkling, thanks to years of Dr. Harper-Posts’ cosmetic dentistry).   Up until this week their method had always worked beautifully for them.  Peculiar circumstances and problems without easy solutions had always been quite easy to avoid.

Henry's visit had changed all that.

Each day that passed without contact from his uncle made the Harper-Post’s smiling a little more strained.  If Henry brought the subject up, Mrs. Harper-Post laughed hysterically as if he had just told a hilarious joke, and Dr. Harper-Post leapt on his treadmill or weight bench and exercised until he was too winded to talk.  

But even though they never said a word, and acted cheerful and pleasant every minute, a steely, frenzied quality behind their eyes always seemed to be asking Henry, "Why is your uncle not back yet?  Where could he be?  When will he ever come to get you?"   Their exhausted cheek muscles trembled from forced smiling, and their frustrated fake grins pleaded for Henry, and all the complications he brought into their house, to leave.  

In their own way they did their best to move the situation along.  Just that morning, Dr. Harper-Post had driven by Uncle Oliver’s driveway three or four times, frantically looking for any sign that he might have returned. Mrs. Harper-Post often called Uncle Oliver’s house, claiming it was to offer him creative recipes for vegetables or free magazine subscriptions. She left messages for him that always ended with “looking forward to seeing you soon.” Other than that, though, the Harper-Posts were not doing anything to try to locate Henry’s uncle, even though his note had said he was only supposed to be gone a day or two.  They just waited.

Henry was beginning to wonder if he should call the police himself.  He knew his uncle’s disappearance was very, very unusual.   Typically, no amount of encouragement could get his uncle to leave his fish --- ever.  Uncle Oliver didn’t own a car, nor did he visit anyone or shop.  The only people who came to the house were those who delivered fish supplies and groceries, or who came to buy salmon several times a year.  His uncle appeared to have no interest in socializing with anyone, but instead spent all his time working with his fish and thinking about other marine creatures.  Why he’d left six days ago was a complete mystery to everyone.  But that wasn't unusual.  Uncle Oliver was so quiet and secretive there were things about him that  no one, even Henry, knew.
When Henry had come to live at the fish hatchery two years ago, it had taken some time for him to get used to his uncle's reclusive, quiet ways.  It had also been difficult for Uncle Oliver, for he wasn't used to talking to people and Henry liked to talk.  Henry had been used to being part of a family's conversation and laughter.  Uncle Oliver's life had never included anyone who'd ever really wanted to talk to him, so over time he had lost the desire to have a conversation with anyone.  But as Oliver and Henry got to know each other, things changed.  Uncle Oliver found in Henry a bright, eager boy who was interested in the ocean and Henry learned that Oliver was a good man, reliable and caring. They both had grown to realize they were all the family each other had in the world.  So Henry believed in his heart that his uncle should have called him by now.

And he had to know why he hadn't.
On the way up the stairs to his room, he peeled off his muddy, soaked clothing hanging each piece on the regal heads of a King Salmon, which had been carved into the banisters.  He struggled to think what could have happened to Uncle Oliver.   Changing into a dry pair of jeans and a corduroy shirt and lay down on his bed, and tried to come up with an idea.  Glancing over at the trout-shaped clock, he saw that it was well past dinnertime.  He knew before he did anything else he should call Mrs. Harper-Post, for she had been expecting him, and would probably be worried. 

Henry headed to the phone, one that his uncle had built it in the shape of a King Crab.  He lifted the receiver, (shaped like a giant claw) and was rehearsing a suitable apology for being late, when he heard a loud crash behind the house.  He ran to the window.

There below him on the water's edge, Uncle Oliver’s boathouse was rocking back and forth. Sizzling, bright streams of electricity forked out over its roof as it flopped up and down.  Every so often Henry heard bumps and crashes, and the sound of electric garden tools going on and off.  A sign that read, “Private.  Do Not Disturb,” spun around several times before flying off the door. 
Suddenly the door of the shed burst open, and one of Uncle Oliver's boats sped out into the rain. Behind it flew a shower of sparks.

The boat seemed to have a will of its own.   It traveled haphazardly around the fish pens, destroying several buoys along the way.  Careening around the bay in a wide, full circle, it headed back towards the shore, clipping the side of the boathouse with a huge thud before heading off to open sea again.  

"How could that motor have started itself?" wondered Henry, straining his eyes to see inside the boat.
A boat, of course, cannot start itself.  The lights from the house had been bothering Rindkopf’s eyes, so he had stepped into the dark boathouse for some relief.  While there, an the extremely foolish idea popped into his mind of fashioning a blindfold out of two fishing hats and some duct tape. The tape had become entangled in some ropes and had firmly affixed his shoulders and enormous spotted neck to the back of the boat.  His panicked thrashing had started the motor and sent him crashing through the wall, unable to stop.  

Now he was trapped, upside-down, with his head dragging in the water, with no idea where he was going or how to escape.   To make matters worse, in the particular position he had been taped, everything the boat passed over, splashed from the motor right into his mouth.  

"UCK!" he shrieked, spewing out mouthfuls of half-rotten kelp and putrid fish pellets.

When Henry heard the odd sounds coming from the ocean, the high-pitched wails sent shivers up and down his back and left him somewhat reluctant to go outside alone to investigate.   Perhaps, Henry thought, it would be smarter to wait until the boat ran out of gas.
*   *   *   *
From the shadows of the forest, Durst and Bettelarm crouched in a dense clump of nettles near the edge of Uncle Oliver's property and watched Rindskopf’s predicament in horror.  Saumagen sat behind them, still with a dishtowel over his head.
"You can use your eyes, now, Saumagen," reassured Bettelarm, “There is very little light.”  

Saumagen removed the dishtowel from his head and stared down in horror at Rindskopf, who was traveling along the shoreline, a stream of wet sand pouring in and out of his mouth.

"What is going on?" asked Saumagen. 

He expected a sarcastic response from Durst, but surprisingly, there was none.  Looking around, he realized that Bettelarm and Durst were gone.  

"Durst?" Saumagen called, "Bettelarm?  Where are you?"

Behind him, some bushes began to glow and sparkle. In horror, Saumagen reached for his towel, but it was too late, for at that very moment, a bright beam of piercing, brilliant light broke through the trees, fully illuminating his face.  Saumagen screamed, but the worst was yet to come. 

Attached to the enormous light was a friendly looking yellow dog running at top speed straight towards him.

"Jump!" hissed two whispered cries from the trees above.

Saumagen didn't need to be told twice.  He instantly transformed into a giant, red ball and threw himself down on the ground.  His rubbery round shape sent him high into the treetops and as he fell to earth again, Bettelarm's bloodless arm reached out from a pine tree and caught him.  

Yanking a strip of rubber from Saumgen's back, Bettelarm attached him firmly to a strong branch, where he bobbed up and down like a child’s toy.
"IT’S one OF those DOG-things," he whispered.
"Oh, no!" screamed Saumagen, between bounces, "Get RID of IT!" 
"Shut up and be still," hissed Durst, "You're attracting its attention!"
All of them had good cause to be afraid, for dogs not only knew all about creatures, but could do serious harm to them, too.   Dogs' strands were their weapons, designed specifically to seek out creatures and scare them away from humans.  Even being within a few feet of the brilliant light of such a dog's strand could render a creature instantly powerless.   
This happy-looking yellow dog had a strand that was particularly bright; the creatures had seen him once or twice before in the woods and feared him.  Now as they hung miserably in the high branches with their eyes tightly shut, all they could do was hope the dog would leave, which seemed highly unlikely, judging from the determined way he kept snapping at Saumagen’s bobbing heels.  

So when the dog’s owners, a girl and a boy with smooth hair, braces, and curiously perfect posture came along, the creatures were pleased to see them, expecting they would take the dog with them.
“Come here, Fidelis” said the boy to the dog.  

The friendly yellow dog growled.

“No, no, Fidelis!” called the boy again, in a voice as pleasant as a dentist preparing to drill a tooth,   “Come here now, you little . . . you little . . . fellow.”

“Mark, do you think Fidelis might have found a wild animal?” asked the girl innocently. She pulled a flashlight from her backpack and shone it into the trees, paralyzing the creatures even further.
“It’s very possible, Anna” answered Mark suddenly blanching. He moved away from the tree with silent, but rapid, steps, “But let's just keep moving; Fidelis will probably follow us.”

Anna shook her head. “We can’t just leave him, Mark," she answered, “He’s so small, no match for anything fierce at all.”  
Fidelis gave her a disgruntled look and leaped into the branches, snarling.  

"Oh, perfect," hissed Durst to Bettelarm, his face pressed tightly against a branch, "Two brats with flashlights and a vicious little animated bratwurst.  This evening just couldn't GET any better."

“Come along now, Fidelis,” called Anna, “Don’t be upset.”

“Yes, come along now, little guy,” whispered the boy, returning with a large branch, and sneaking up on Fidelis from behind, “We want to get to Henry’s before it starts raining again.”  He leapt forward and grabbed the dog roughly by the collar.

"Grrr!" growled Fidelis, seizing the opportunity to bite Mark's sleeve.  

“Get off!” cried Mark, spinning his arm like a windmill.  On the third spin Fidelis released his grip and was hurled into the air.
"Mark!" cried Anna, "Be careful!"
But the delighted Fidelis was exactly where he wanted to be.  Arching his sausage-shaped body like a gymnast, he flew up into the branches.  His strand hit Saumagen directly, leaving the fierce creature nothing more than a limp rubbery mass bobbing in the trees.  As Fidelis' rear legs jackknifed in the air, his strand clipped Durst and Bettelarm in the feet, leaving them winded and clutching their feet in pain.  
Completely unaware of the drama above her, Anna rushed to the tree and caught Fidelis neatly in her arms.  “C’mon, little guy,” Anna whispered, inching closer to him, “Come away from the tree.”

"It sounds like the girl is directly beneath us," whispered Durst to Bettelarm weakly. He fumbled for his tube, "A little negative energy from my saliva might be helpful in getting her away from this tree."

Durst weakly pumped the tube three times, sending a disgusting cloud of green mist floating down from the branches.

Fidelis glanced up and without a moment’s hesitation, leapt out of Anna's arms and began to kick the ground furiously with his sturdy little rear legs.  She quickly backed away, splattered with mud and leaves, as he rushed past her, barking triumphantly.   Durst’s saliva settled on the ground in glowing, green sprinkles.
"Did you get her?" groaned Bettelarm.

Durst was silent.  His ears, finely tuned from years of listening in the dark, had clearly told him he’d missed.  
“Oh, Fidelis!” Anna scolded, angrily wiping her face, “Bad dog!  Look at me.  I'm covered in mud.”
Durst grinned.
“Of course I hit her," he muttered, "I never miss."  
"What got into you?" Anna angrily continued, "Biting Mark's coat and growling and  . . . "
Suddenly, Anna caught herself.  She brushed off the mud and stood up. “What's wrong with me?” she said, sighing, "Just a little mud."  She gave Fidelis an apologetic pat.  "C'mon.  Let's get going.  We have to get Henry."
“HA!” sneered Saumagen, “You missed.  Admit it."
“Well, even if I did, at least I’m not bobbing from a tree by a pathetic rubber tail,” Durst gloated, kicking the branch from which Saumagen hung, sending him into an erratic spin.
Saumagen furiously tried to grab Durst, but was rotating too wildly to reach him.  His frustrated efforts only made him spin more vigorously.
"Bungee boy," Durst hissed.

"Girl misser," Saumagen yelled back.

Unfortunately, what neither of them had noticed was that beneath them, something very odd was happening with Fidelis.  He had begun whining, growling, running around in circles, and digging in the dirt for bones that were not there.  His strand rotated wildly, bumping the tree branches repeatedly as the creatures howled in pain.
"The dog is acting weirder every minute,” Anna commented, “What’s wrong with him?”
Fidelis abruptly stopped and stared at Mark hungrily.

“I don’t like the way he is staring at my pant leg,” answered Mark.
Fidelis looked as if he were thinking something over.  He edged toward Mark's leg, then caught himself, and started running around in circles again, craning his neck backwards to chew away a personalized cubic zirconia collar Mrs. Harper-Post had made, one that he had always hated.  
“Best not to think about it,” answered Anna, “Let's just get him away from here.  This tree is driving him crazy."
She knelt down and called to him gently.   It took a while, but eventually she convinced Fidelis to have his leash put on and he trotted away with he, though once or twice suddenly pulling back toward the tree, glancing back several times to growl at it as they walked away.

The creatures waited in silence until they were sure the children and the dog had left.  

"They're gone," said Bettelarm, weakly, "Durst, I believe your mist hit the dog.  Good work."
Durst was too exhausted to gloat, which was just as well, for Saumagen had been knocked unconscious by several hits he had sustained from Fidelis’ strand.  All three creatures slumped miserably in the dark branches, waiting for their power to return.
It was at least ten minutes before Bettelarm was strong enough to move.  He leapt to the ground and beckoned impatiently for the others to follow him. Durst, though quite spry for his age, was too old and creaky to jump, but began a slow descent, choosing each branch with care.  Saumagen, the hardest hit of the three, took a lazier route.  He simply unwound his tail from the branch and let himself fall.
Unfortunately however, when he hit the ground on his round, rubbery behind, he bounced straight back up again, knocking Durst out of the tree.  The two of them fell through the branches together and landed in a writhing, tangled, cursing heap.

“Get off me, you stupid oaf!” shouted Durst.

“You’re the one who’s on me!” retorted Saumagen, "You get off!"
Truth be told, they were hopelessly tangled together, and a vicious biting contest ensued.  Bettelarm finally had to end it by knocking their heads together and dragging them to some thick brush at the crest of a hill.  Through his observation shard, he watched Mark, Anna and Fidelis reach Uncle Oliver's house and described what he was seeing to the other creatures while they continued to rest.  
Henry turned on several lights in the house which twinkled cheerfully.  

“The dog has recovered,” said Bettelarm, “The lights are on.  The boy’s silver is strong.”

At this news, the creatures slumped together in despair.  The only thing they found more distressing than lights or a dog was to be near a home where something good was about to happen.

*   *   *   *   *

Far away, a motorboat hummed.

"Sounds like Henry is taking a spin on one of his uncle’s boats," observed Mark. 
"I don't think so," replied Anna, knocking on the door, "Henry wouldn’t be out in a boat in the dark."

Henry looked through the window before opening the door.  Fidelis, who was usually very friendly with Henry, did not even wag his tail.  He looked sorrowfully into the woods and whined.

"What's with the dog?" he asked, after asking them in.
"He tracked a huge animal," bragged Mark pompously, "Maybe a mountain lion.”

Fidelis glared at Mark.  A very gentle growl emerged from him, and he looked away again.

Mark’s face flushed deep red.

"What happened to you tonight, Henry?" asked Anna, "My mother is not pleased you missed dinner.  It was "Celebrate Vegetables" Night.  You missed her Fiber-licious casserole."

"Really?" he answered, searching for something to say that would not betray how thrilled he felt, "What a shame?"
"She sent us here to find you," asked Anna, “Is your uncle back?”
"No, not yet," answered Henry, "But something quite interesting just happened.  I . . ."
"Well, let's get back to our house, then," said Mark, cutting him off abruptly.   He disliked Henry and frequently interrupted him, no matter how interesting the story was. “My mother is expecting you.”
This was not the first time Henry had noticed that Mark Harper-Post’s attitude towards him was very much like his parents’.  With a forced fake smile full of orthodontic appliances, fourteen-year-old Mark didn’t want Henry around.  In fact, he had been avoiding Henry for the last several days, pretending to polish the huge collection sports and academic trophies that lined his perfectly neat bedroom whenever Henry was around, or suddenly leaping up from wherever he was to rush to the bathroom.
His younger sister, Anna, had also been keeping her distance, but unlike the rest of her family, she gave him sympathetic glances every now and then. At the news that Henry still hadn’t heard from his uncle, she looked down and patted Fidelis thoughtfully.

"If your uncle isn’t here, who is out there on the boat?" asked Anna.

In the distance, the motor had continued to whine, though it sounded much farther away to Henry than before.  Henry knew he had to check out what was going on, and needed a way to tell Mark and Anna without sounding completely crazy. Perhaps a direct and undetailed statement would be best.
"I can go back to your place in a couple of minutes," said Henry, "Let me check on something outside first, though."

"What are you checking?" asked Anna. She was the kind of person who liked information.
"Yeah, what could be more important than going home for fiber?" added Mark.  He was the kind of person who liked to be annoying.
Henry sighed.  He knew he had to tell them something.  "Look, something strange happened in the boathouse during the storm," Henry replied, “I saw a few sparks along the roof and heard some strange noises.  I just want to check it out."
Mark looked at him suspiciously.  "Nice story,” he answered, “C’mon, Henry.  What are you up to?"

 "It’s the truth," he answered.

"We heard the boat a few minutes ago," said Anna, "Who's out there."

 No one's out there," answered Henry, frustrated that the conversation was going so badly, "After the noises, the boat started up by itself and headed up the inlet.  I want to try to catch that boat.  It's my uncle's favorite." 

"First, I don't believe you.  And second, catching a boat in the dark doesn’t sound very safe," said Mark, nervously.  He disliked anything risky.
"Well, I'm going to try," said Henry.
 "You can’t be serious, Henry," objected Mark. 

He put on a jacket. “Absolutely serious,” he answered cheerfully, "The boat's been going for a while.  It's bound to run out of gas soon."
Fidelis stood by the door wagging his tail.  

“Mark,” Anna said firmly, “You need to go, too. Then if something happens, one of you can help the other.”

“Uh . . . uh . . .”stammered Mark.  He sensed a boat-rescuing expedition would involve touching seawater or dirt.
“Of course if you’re afraid,” said Anna, “I’ll go.”

“Afraid? I'm not afraid!” exclaimed Mark, “In fact, it sounds. . . fun.”  His last word was added unconvincingly. 

“And take Fidelis,” added Anna, “You don’t know what’s out there, and he could protect you.”

Henry looked doubtfully down at the little brown heap of wiry fur, who even at the best of times didn’t seem overly helpful or smart.  In the mood he was in tonight, growling and nasty, he was clearly going to be an even less useful companion, should anything go wrong.

"Anna, maybe Fidelis should stay here with you,” said Henry, tactfully, “That way you won’t be here alone.  Make yourself at home in the living room, and we'll find the tractor and come right back.  Promise.”

Anna agreed, heading into the living room somewhat reluctantly.  Uncle Oliver was known not only for his odd, animated animal creations but also for his bad taste.  When she flipped up the living room light switch, his reputation was confirmed.  An animated that came surging toward her, moving along a metal rail suspended from the ceiling.   Stopped in the center of the room and his great, white mouth opened, revealing lifelike yellow teeth into which a light fixture with several energy-efficient light bulbs had been mounted.  Fish nets looped down from the rafters and with little false fish that flapped occasionally.  She sat down on a mahogany and velvet sofa that had a great eagle carved into it --- its head titled as she sat down, bowed to her regally, and closed its eyes.  Clutching Fidelis nervously, she looked for the television, which she finally found in a driftwood cabinet with a clam shell remote.   
The boys slipped out into the darkness.  Mark looked at Henry's jacket disdainfully.
 “You know, you really get a jacket with a hood,” he sneered.
